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Yet  peace — new  mufic  floats  on -Cher's  wings; 
Say,  is  it  Harmony  hetfelf  who  fings  ? 
No  !   while  enraptar'd  Sylphs  the  fong  infpirc, 
'Tis  POPE  wlio  fweetly  wakes  the  filver  lyre, 
To  melting  notes,  more  niufically  clear 
Than  Ariel  whifper'd  in  Belinda's  ear. 
Too  foon  he  quits  them  for  a  {harper  tone  ; 
See  him,  though  form'd  to  fill  the  epic  throne 
Decline  the  fceptre  of  that  wide  domain, 
To  bear  a  li(ftor's  rod  in  fatire's  train, 
And,  flirouded  in  a  mift  of  moral  fpleen. 
Behold  him  clofe  the  vifionary  fcene. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  POPE. 


The  life  and  writings  af  Pope,  "  the  great  Poet  of  Reafon,"  and  "  the  Prince  of  Rhyme,"  have  ex- 
haufted  the  copioufnels  of  RufFhcad,  and  received  every  pofTible  ilUiftration  from  the  candid  and 
well  informed  criticifm  of  Spence,  the  elegant  and  ciaffical  tatle  of  Dr.  Warton,  and  the  acute  pre- 
cifion  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 

The  fasfts  flated,  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  narratives  of  Ruffhead,  and 
Dr.  Johnfon,  whofe  copioufnefs  and  accuracy  leave  little  to  be  corretfted  or  fupplied. 

Ruffhead's  information  was  collecfted  from  original  manufcriprs,  communicated  by  Warburton, 
and  Dr.  Johnfon's  intelligence  from  Spence's  MS.  coUecflions,  communicated  by  the  Duke  of  New- 
ca&Ie.  , 

Alexander  Pope  was  born  in  London,  May  2a,  i638.  His  father,  Alexander  Pope,  was  a  linen- 
draper  in  the  Strand,  of  a  good -family  in  Oxfordlhire,  and  a  diftant  relation  of  the  Earl  of  Downe. 
His  mother,  Editha  Turner,  was  the  daughter  of  William  Turner,  Efq.  of  York.  She  had  three 
brothers,  one  of  whom  was  killed,  another  died  in  the  fervice  of  Charles  I.  and  the  eldeft,  on  the 
difcomfiture  of  the  royalifts,  going  abroad,  and  becoming  a  general  officer  in  Spain,  left  her  what 
remained  of  the  family  eftate,  after  fequeftrations  and  forfeitur-e.    Both  parents  were  Papifts. 

About  the  time  of  the  Revolution,  his  father  quitted  his  trade,  and  retired  to  Binfield  in  Windfor 
Foreft,  worth  about  20,000 1.  which  he  put  into  a-  cheft,  and  fpent  as  he  wanted  it ;  for,  being  3 
Papift,  he  could  not  purchafe  land,  and  he  made  a  point  of  confcience  not  to  lend  it  to  the  new 
government ;  fo  that  when  Pope  came  to  the  inheritance,  great  part  of  the  money  was  expended. 

He  was,  from  his  birth,  of  a  very  delicate  conftitution,  but  is  faid  to  have  fliown  remarkable  gen- 
tlenefs  and  fweetnefs  of  difpofition.  His  voice,  when  he  was  young,  was  fo  pleafing,  that  he  was 
called  in  fondnefs  "  the  little  nightingale." 

He  was  taught  to  read  very  early  by  an  aunt,  and  when  he  was  -feven  or  eight  years  old,  dil- 
eovered  an  eager  defire  for  information  and  improvement.  He  firft  learned  to  write  by  copying 
printed  books,  which  he  executed  with  great  neatnefs  and  accuracy ;  though  his  ordinary  hand 
was  not  elegant. 

At  eight  years  old  he  was  placed  in  Hampfliire,  binder  Taverner,  a  Romilh  prieft,  who  taught  hira 
the  Greek  and  J-atin  rudiments  together.  He  met  with  "  Ogilby's  Homer,"  and  "  Sandys's  Ovid  " 
which  he  read  with  a  delight  that  fliowed  the  bent  of  his  genius.  Ogilby's  afliftance  he  never  re- 
paid with  any  praife ;  but  of  Sandys  he  declared  in  his  notes  to  the  Iliad,  that  Englifh  poetry  owed 
Kiuch  of  its  beauty  to  his  tranflations. 

He  was  fent  from  Taverner,  under  whom  his  proficiency  was  confiderabie,  to  a  private  fchool  ac 
Twyford  near  Winchefter,  where  he  continued  a  year ;  from  this  fchool  he  was  fent  to  another  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner,  being  then  about  ten  years  of  age. 

In  the  two  laft  fchools  he  confidered  himfelf  as  having  made  very  little  pro"Tef3,  of  which  he  was 
fo  feniible,  that  among  his  earlieft  pieces,  there  is  a  fatire  on  his  mafler  at  Twyford  ;  yet  under  thofe 
mailers,  he  tranllated  more  than  a  fourth  part  of  "  Ovid's  Metamorphofes." 

While  he  was  at  the  fchool  at  Hyde  Park  Corner,  he  was  frequently  carried  to  the  play  houfe 
and  was  fo  captivated  with  the  drama,  that  he  turned  the  chief  tranfadlions  of  the  "  Iliad"  into  a 
kind  of  play,  compofed  of  a  number  of  fpeeches  from  Ogilby'«  tranflation,  connetfted  with  verfes  of 
his  own. 

He  prevailed  upon  his  fchool-fellov/s  to  take  part  in  this  play,  and  upon  hi^  mafter's  gardener  to 
aft  the  part  of  Ajax. 

At  twelve  years  old,  he  was  called  by  his  father  to  Binfidd,  and  there  he  had  for  a  few  months 
the  affiftance  of  one  Deane,  another  prieft,  of  whom  he  learned  only  to  conftrue  a  little  of  "  TuUy's 
Offices,"  which,  after  having  tranllated  "  Ovid,"  he  might  <:ertainly  do  without  great  advances  in 
karning. 

Hitherto,  then,  he  muft  have  known  little  more  than  what  he  learned  during  one  year  under 
Taverner;  and  from  this  time,  till  twenty,  he  became  his  own  preceptor;  and  gained  what  other 
knowledge  he  had  bv  rcadisg  the  cjaffics,  cfpcciaHy  the  poets,  to  whom  he  applied  with  great  affi- 
duiiy  and  delight,  a  ij  , . 
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Ht«  primary  and  principal  purp.-^fe  was  to  be  a  poet,  with  which  his  father  accidentally  concurred, 
by  propofing  fubjeAs,  and  obliging  him  to  correift  his  performance,  by  many  revifals,  after  which, 
when  he  was  fatisfied,  he  would  fay,  "  Thefe  are  good  rhymes." 

In  perufing  the  Englifti  pnetshe  foon  diftinguilhed  the  verfification  of  Dryden,  which  he  coiifider- 
ed  as  the  model  to  be  ftuciied,  and  was  impreffed  with  fuch  veneration  for  his  inftru6lor,  tliat  he 
pcrfuaded  a  friend  to  condud  him  to  a  coffcc-houfe  which  Dryden  frequented,  and  pleafed  himfelf 
with  having  feen  him. 

"  Who  does  not  wirti  that  Dryden  could  have  known  the  valuf  of  the  homage  that  was  paid  him, 
and  forcfcen  the  greatnefsnf  his  young  admirer  ?" 

The  earlieft  of  his  produAions  is  the  OJe  en  Solitude,  written  when  he  was  twelve,  in  which  there 
IS  nothing  remarkable. 

His  time  was  now  wholly  fpent  in  reading  and  writing.  He  foon  learned  to  read  Homer  in  the 
©riginal,  ai  he  liimfclf  records  in  one  of  his  imitations  of  Horace. 

Bred  up  at  liome,  full  early  I  begun 

To  read  in  Greek  the  wrath  of  Peleus'  fon. 

Ashe  read  the  clafiics,  he  amufed  himfelf  with  tranflating  them  ;  and  at  fourteen  made  a  verfion  of- 
the  flifl  book  of  the  Theialti  oi  Stzt'ius,  which,  with  fume  revifion,  he  afterwards  publifhed.  He 
tranflated  likewife  the  EpijlU  of  Sappho  to  Pbaon,  and  Dryape  and  Pomona,  from  Ovid,  which  he 
iiUerwards  printed. 

He  was  aWb  tempted,  by  "  Dryden's  Fables,"  to  try  his  fkill  in  reviving  and  imitating  Chaucer's 
"January  and  May,  and  the  Pi-olague  *f  the  Wife  of  Bath,  which  he  put  into  modern  Englifh. 

He  fometimes  imitated  the  Englifh  poets,  and  profeffed  to  have  written  about  this  time,  the  poem 
Tipon  Silence,  in  imitation  of  Rochefter's  "  Nothing."  He  had  now  formed  his  verfification,  a.Talcd 
by  the  rich  melody  of  Dryden  ;  and  the  fmoothnefs  of  hiS  numbers  furpaffed  his  original. 

When  he  was  fifteen,  having  made  a  confiderable  progrefs  in  the  learned  languages,  he  went  to 
London  to  leatn  the  French  and  Italian,  which,  by  diligent  application,  he  foon  acquired. 

He  ti;en  returned  to  Binfield,  and  delighted  hiniRlf  with  his  own  poetry.  He  wrote  a  comedy, 
a  tragedy,  Alcander  an  epic  poem  in  four  books,  with  panegyrics  on  all  the  princes  of  Europe ; 
and,  as  he  confefTes,  "  thought  himfelf  the  greateft  genius  that  ever  was." 

The  fubjedl  of  the  comedy  is  not  known,  but  the  tragedy  was  founded  on  the  legend  of  St.  Ge- 
nevieve. Mofl  of  his  puerile  ptodu6lions  were  afterwards  deftroyed.  The  epic  poem  was  burnt 
by  the  perfuafion  of  Aiteibury.  Some  of  its  extravagancies  are  produced  in  the  Art  of  Sinking  in 
foetry,  flgned  Anonymous. 

About  this  time,  it  is  related,  that  he  tranflated  T«//j  on  Old  Age ;  and  that,  befides  his  books 
cf  poetry  and  criticifm,  he  read  "  Temple's  Effays,"  and  "  Locke  on  Human  Underftanding." 

Books  were  not  the  only  means  through  which  he  acquired  information.  He  early  procured  the 
acquaintance  cf  men  of  talents  and  literature,  and  improved  himfelf  by  converfation. 

At  fixteen,  he  acquired  the  friendlhip  of  Sir  William  Tiumball,  a  flatefman  of  fixty,  who  had 
been  in  the  higheft  ofnces  at  home  and  abroad. 

From  that  age,  the  life  of  Pope,  as  an  author,  may  be  properly  computed.  He  now  wrote  his  Piijlf 
rah,  v^hlch  were  for  fome  time  handed  about  among  poets,  and  criti^rs,  and  at  lall  printed  in  Tonfon's 
"  Miftclldny,"  1709,  in  the  fame  volume  with  the  "  Pallorals"  of  Philips. 

He  had  by  this  time  become  acquainted  with  Garth,  Steele,  Gay,  Addifon,  Congrevc,  Gran- 
ville, Halifax,  Somers,  Walfh,  WycherJy,  Cromwell,  and  other  wits.  He  loft  the  friendfhip  of 
Wycherly,  by  corre<Sling  his  bad  poetry,  and  of  Cromwell,  by  corre<Sting  his  bad  tafte. 

Their  corrcfpondcnce  alForded  tne  public  its  firft  knowledge  of  Pope's  epiflolary  powers ;  for  his 
letters  were  given  by  Cromwell  to  Mrs.  Thomas,  and  fhe,  many  years  afterwards,  fold  them  to 
Curli,  who  inferted  them  in  a  volume  of  his  mifcellanies. 

Walfli  was  one  of  his  firft  encouragers.  He  received  an  advice  from  him,  which  fcems  to  have 
regulated  his  ftudies.  Walfh  advifed  him  to  corredtncfs,  hithcito  negkvfled  by  the  Engliiii  pucis, 
and  therefore  an  untrodden  path  to  fame. 

He  had  now  declared  himfelf  a  poet,  and  thinking  himfelf  entitled  to  poetical  converfation,  began 
at  feventeento  frequent  Will's  Colfee-houfe,  wliere  the  wits  of  that  time  ufed  to  alTenible. 

Soon  after  the  Pajlorah,  appeared  the  P-JJ'i'-y  on  Ciiiici^m,  which  procured  him,  as  it  defer  ye  J,  u 
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Very  High  charaftcr.  It  was  praifed  liy  Addii'on,  attacked  by  D^nnN,  anJ  commented  Vy  War- 
burton,  who  has  difcoveredin  it  fuch  order  and  connection  as  was  not  perceived  by  Addifoti,  nor,  as 
is  faid,  intended  by  the  author.  It  has  been  tranflated  into  French  by  Hamilton,  by  Robotham,  and 
by  Refnel.  !t  has  alfb  been  tranflated  into  Latin  verfe  by  feveral  writers;  particularly  by  Stnart^ 
and  1)1-.  Kirkpatrick,  the  author  of  a  poem  called  "The  Sea-Piece,"  which,  though  it  is  little  known, 
has  many  very  fine  paflages. 

About  the  fame  time,  he  wrote  the  Ode  f»r  St.  Cecilia  s  Bny,  which  he  undertook  at  the  dellre  of 
Steele. 

In  the  "  Spedlator"  was  publilbed  the  Mcjfiih,  which  he  firfc  fubmitted  to  the  perufal  of  Steele, 
and  corredled  in  compliance  with  his  criticifm. 

■  The  Elegy  to  the  Memory  of  an  UnfortunaU  Laify,  Was  probably  written  about  the  time  when  his 
EJpiy  OH  Criiicifm  was  publifhed.  Who  the  lady  was,  has  not  been  afcertained.  According  to  RufF- 
head,  (lie  was  a  woman  of  high  rank  and  large  fortune,  the  ward  of  an  uncle ;  (lie  was  in  love  with. 
a  young  gentleman  of  an  inferior  condition.  The  uncle  difapproved  of  her  attachment,  and  pro- 
pofed  another  perfon  as  a  match.  Finding  ihe  was  determined  to  abide  by  her  own  choice,  he  fenr 
her  abroad.  Deprived  of  every  opportunity  of  converfmg  or  correfponding  with  her  lover,  Ihe  be- 
came defperate,  and  procured  a  fword,  which  (he  directed  to  her  heart. 

In  the"  Gentlemati's  Magazine,"  vol.  li.  p.  314,  it  is  afl^erted,  that  the  lady's  name  was  tVULin-' 
iury ;  tliat  flie  was  in  luve  with  Pope,  and  would  have  married  him;  that  her  guardian,  though 
{he  was  deformed  in  her  perfon,  looked  upon  fuch  a  match  4s  ben^iath  her,  and  Cent  her  to  a  con- 
vent, where  fhe  put  an  end  to  her  life.  How  far  this  account  is  true,  cannot  be  known.  Pope 
certainly,  from  the  JSlegy,  and  the  concluding  lines  of  the  Eloifa,  appears  to  have  been  very  deeply 
affedled  by  her  fate.  Dr.  Johnfon  has  cenfured  her  conduvil  with  unreafonable  feverity.  Hafty 
and  culpable  flie  was  undoubtedly;  but  it  ought  to  be  conlidered,  that  no  perfon  ever  has,  or  can 
be  happy  againft  violent  inclinations,  with  conftancy  to  a  forced  partner  for"  life.  To  thofe  on 
whom  love  has  made  a  deep  impreffion,  nothing  but  its  obje<i1  can  give  happinefs  or  peace  of  mind; 
confiderations,  indeed,  that  weigh  little  with  the  family  pride  of  parents.  It  is  evident  that  an  in- 
dulgence of  paffion  may  he  attended  with  happinefs,  but  that  the  difappointment  of  it  cannot. 

In  1 712,  he  produced  T^he  Dying  Chrif.ian  to  bis  Soul,  in  imitation  of  the  verfcs  of  j^drian  and  tha 
fragment  of  Sappho,  by  the  advice  of  Steele.  It  ftrongly  rcfembies  an  ode  of  Flatman,  of  whom  he 
•was  probably  a  reader,  as  he  certainly  was  of  Crafnaw,  Carew,  Qnarles,  and  Herbert. 

He  contributed  to  the  SpeSlator,  Nos.  404,  408,  and  409,  and  fome  other  papers. 

In  17IS,  he  publilhed  The  Rape  of  the  Lock,  in  its  prefent  form.-  It  was  occafioned  by  a  frolic  of 
gallantry,  in  which  Lord  Petre  cut  off  a  lock  of  Mrs.  .Arabella  Fermor's  hair.  This  trifling  caufe 
produced  a  ferious  quarrel  between  the  two  families.  Mr.  Caryll,  Secretary  to  King  James's  Queen, 
and  aurhor  I'f  the  comedy  of  "  Sir  Solomon  Single,"  and  of  feveral  tranflations  in  "  Dryden's  Mif- 
cellanies,"  folicited  Pope  to  endeavour  a  reconciliation,  by  a  ludicrous  poem.  T!ie  firfl  Iketch  was 
written  in  lefs  than  a  fortnight,  and  publilhed  in  1711,  in  two  cantos,  without  his  name.  It  was 
received  fo  well,  that  he  enlarged  it  by  the  addition  of  the  machinery  of  the  Sylphs,  and  extended  it 
into  five  cantos.  At^its  firft  appearance,  Addifon  fieclared  it  was  ^^  mtrum  fal,"  a  delicious  Uttic 
thing,  and  gave  him  lio  encouragement  to  retouch  it.  This  was  imputed  to  jealoufy  in  Addifon 
but  contains  no  proof  that  he  was  aiftusted  by  any  bad  pafiion.  Pope  fortunately  did  not  follow 
Addifon's  advice  ;  his  attempt  was  juilified  by  fucccfs. 

When  the  Guardian  was  begua,  he  contributed  the  paper  concerning  the  little  club  under  the 
name  of  Did  r>if.ich,z  letter  Cgned  Gnutho,  a  defcription  of  the  Gardens  of  Aldrwus,  and  a  very  fevcre 
ironical  criticifm  on  "  Philips's  Paftorals,"  in  which  he  pretends  to  praifc  Philips,  but  with  great  art 
takes  the  fuperiority  to  himfelf. 

About  this  time,  he  pubiifl;ed  'The  Temple  cfTamt,  written  two  years  before;  which,  as  Steele  ob- 
ferves,  has  a  thoufand  beauties. 

In  1 713,  he  publiflied /'F'.nf^ir  Torejl,  of  which  part  was  written  at  fixteen,  and  (he  latter  was 
added  afterwar<ls  It  is  dedicated  to  Laufdowne,  who  was  then  high  in  reputation  and  influence 
among  the  Tcties. 

When  the  trr.gedy  of  <'  Cato"  made  its  appearance,  he  introduced  it  by  a  folemn  and  fublimc 
prologue  j  aitd  when  Dennis  publiflied  his  "  Rei^arks/'  undertook,  not  ir.deed  to  vindicate,  but  to 
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revenge  Addifon  iy  A  N'arratlvi  of  tie  Madnefs  of  John  Dennis.     Addifon  exprefTcd  no  approBatios 

of  the  ridicule  of  Pope  againft  Drnnis,  and  perhaps  did  not  think  he  deferved  much  by  his  officiuufncfsw 

Two  other  pamphlets,  publiflicd  about  this  time  againfl  Edmund  Curll,  a  bnokfeller,  who  lived 
ty  the  publication  and  fale  of  produdlions  on  which  refpedtable  men  of  the  profefiion  would  have  no 
intcreft,  are  afcribed  to  Pope,  and  printed  in  "  Pope  and  Swift's  Mifcellaaics."  Curll  was  con- 
cerned in  many  libellous  pieces,  both  againft  individuals  and  the  flate;  but  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
Engiifli  literature  owes  him  confiderableobligations. 

About  this  time,  he  wrote  the  Ep'ifle  frcm  Elolfa  to  Ahelard ;  in  confequenie,  a«  Savage  told  Ds. 
Johnfon,  of  his  perufal  of  Prior's  "  Nutbrown  Maid,"^  which  it  not  only  excelis,  but  every  com- 
pofition  of  the  fame  kind. 

He  had  a  ftrnrg  inclination  to  unite  the  Art  of  Painting  with  that  of  Poetry,  and  put  himfelf 
under  the  tuition  of  Jervas,  to  whom,  about  this  time,  he  addreffed  an  encomiaftic  Epijlle,  with 
**  Dryden's  trandation  of  Frefnoy." 

A  pidure  of  Betterton,  copied  by  Pope  from  Kneller,  was  in  the  pofieflion  of  the  late  Earl  of 
Mansfield,  and  is  faid  to  be  ftill  at  Caenwood. 

After  Betterton's  death,  he  publifhed,  under  his  name,  a  verfion  into  modern  Englifti,  of  Chaucer** 
prologues,  and  one  of  his  tales,  which  were  believed  by  Fenton  to  have  been  the  performance  of 
Pope  himfelf. 

In  1713,  when  he  was  in  his  twenty-fifth  year,  he  circulated  propofals  for  publiflitng  his  tranflai- 
tion  of  the  Iliad,  with  notes,  by  fubfcriptioB,  in  6  vols.  4to,  for  Sx  guineas. 

The  propofals  were  very  favourably  received  ;  and  the  leading  men,  political  and  liferary,  of  both 
parties,  were  bufy  to  recorinmend  his  undertaking,  and  to  promote  bis  intereft  ;.  but  the  Tories,  i» 
general,  encouraged  the  fubfcription  much  more  than  the  Whigs. 

To  him  the  hands  of  jarring  fatflion  join. 

To  heap  their  tribute  on  his /fo»?f/-'j  flirine.     Hatlet. 

His  contraft  with  Lintot  the  bookfeller  was  very  advantageous.  It  was  agreed  that  he  fhould  re- 
ceive aool.  for  the  copy-right  of  each  volume,  and  that  Lintot  fhould  fupply  the  copies  to  be  de- 
livered to  fubfcribers,  or  prefented  to  friends,  at  his  own  expence. 

The  fubfcribers  were  five  hundred  and  feventy-frve.  The  copies  f<ir  which  fubfcriptions  were 
given,  were  fix  hundred  and  fifty-four;  but  only  fix  hundred  and  fixty  were  printed.  For  thofe 
copies  Pope  had  nothing  to  pay ;  he  therefore  received,  including  the  two  hundred  pounds  a 
volume,  five  thoufand  three  hundred  and  twenty  pounds  four  {hillings,  without  dedufftion. 

At  firfl  he  found  himfelf  embarralTed  with  difficulties,  which  retarded  his  progrefs  ;■  but  prasftice 
jncreafed  his  facility  of  verfiftcation,  and  in  a  fhort  time  he  reprefents  himfelf  as  difpatching  regu- 
larly fifty  lines  a-day. 

It  is  not  very  likely,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  that  he  overflowed  with  Greek;  but  Latin  tranf- 
Jations  were  always  at  hand,  and  from  them  he  could  obtain  his  author's  fenfe  with  fufficient 
certainty.  He  had  the  poetical  tranflation  of  Eobanus  HcfTus,  the  French  Homers  of  La  Valteric, 
and  Dacier,  and  the  Englifh  of  Chapman.  Hobbes,  and  Ogilby.  With  Chapman  he  had  very  fre- 
quent confultations;  and  perhaps  never  tranflated  any  pafTage  till  he  had  read  his  verfion,  which, 
indeed,  he  has  been  fometinies  fufpeded  of  uCng  infiead  of  the  original. 

Broome,  in  the  preface  to  his  "  Poems,"  declares  himfelf  the  commentator,  "  in  part  upon  th« 
Iliad ;"  and  it  appears  from  Fenton's  letter,  prefervcd  in  the  Mufeum,  that  Broome  was  at  firft  ea- 
gaged  in  confulting  Eujlathius,  of  whofe  work  there  was  then  no  Latin  verfion;  but  that  after  a 
time,  he  deCfted.  Another  Cambridge  man  was  then  employed,  who  foon  grew  weary  of  the 
work  ;  and  a  third,  that  was  recommended  by  Thirlby,  is  now  difcovercd  to  have  been  Jortin,  a 
man  fince  well  known  to  the  learned  world,  who  complained  that  Pope  having  accepted  and  ap- 
proved his  perfornoance,  never  teflified  any  curiofity  to  fee  him.  Broome  then  offered  his  fervice  a 
iecond  time,  and  was  probably  accepted,  as  they  had  afterwards  a  clofcr  correfpondence. 
;  Parnell  contributed  the  Z//i  of  Homer,  which  Pope  found  fo  harfh,  that  he  took  great  pains  ia 
corre<Sling  it;  and  by  his  own  diligence,  with  fuch  help  as  kindnefs  or  money  could  procure  him, 
in  fomewhat  more  than  five  years,  he  completed  the  Englifh  Iliad,  with  notes,  which  is  allowed  ta 
he  the  bcft  verfion  of  poetry  that  ever  was  written;  and  its  publication  muft,  therefore,  be  eon-- 
fidercd  as  one  of  the  great  events  in  the  .innils  of  learning.     Halifax  expe6ted  the  dedication  of  h\t 


THE   LIFE   OF  POPE.  V.. 

»crfion  ;  but  he  paffed  over  peers  and  ilatefmen  to  irifcribe  it  to  Congreve.  While  the  tranflation 
was  in  its  progrefs,  Mr.  Craggs,  Secretary  of  State,  nobly  offered  to  procure  him  a  penCon,  which 
Ke  thought  proper  to  decline. 

Proud  of  the  frank  reward  his  talents,  find. 

And  nobly  confciousof  no  venal  riiind; 

With  the  juft  world  his  fair  account  he  clears, 

And  owns  no  debt  to  princes  or  to  peers.  Hatlet. 

The  origiftal  manufcript  of  the  IliaJ,  written  upon  envelopes  of  letters;  and  accidental  fragments 
of  paper,  being  obtained  by  Bolingbroke  as  a  curiofity,  defcended  from  him  to  Mallet,  and  is  noWj 
by  the  felicitation  of  the  late  Dr.  Maty,  repofited  in  the  Mufeum. 

The  firft  volume  of  the  IflaJ  vras  piibliflied  in  1715,  and  a  verfion  of  the  firft  book  by  Tickell, 
was  publiflied  the  fame  year,  which  Pope  fufpefted  was  really  written  by  Addifon,  with  an  inten- 
tion to  injure  his  characftef  and  intereft. 

In  an  advertifement  prefixed  by  Tichell,  he  profeffes  to  have  no  "  other  view  in  publifhing  this 
fmall  fpecimen  of  Homer's  IliaJ,  than  to  befpeak,  if  poflible,the  favour  of  the  public  to  a  tranflatioa 
of  the  Odyjfty,  wherein  he  had  already  made  feme  progrefs." 

Whether  that  was,  or  was  not  his  motive,  there  is  no  evidence  that   Addifon  caufed  it  to  be 
publifhed  from  envy  and  malice,  as  has  been  afferted^  to  injure  Pope.     Addifon's  oppofition  to 
Pope,  at  that  time,  could  do  him  no  particular  injury  ;  for  his  fubfcriptioh  was  full,  and  his  con-   1 
trai5l  with  his  bookfeller  completed;  and  if  he  had  been  aduated  by  jealoufy,  it  is  not  probable  be 
would  have  fpokcn  fo  highly  of  Pope's  liiaJ  In  the  ''  Freeholder"  of  May  7, 1716. 

Pope,  whofe  difpofition  is  acknowledged  to  have  been  irritable,  was  hurt  beyond  meafure  at  this 
tranflation  ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  charadter  of  Milieus  was  written  in  the  heat  of  his  refent- 
ment  on  this  occafion,  as  he  expreffed  the  very  fame  fentiments  to  Mr.  Craggs,  in  his  letter  of 
July  15,  1 7 15.  But  it  does  not  appear,  as  RufFhead  afferts,  that  there  was  any  open  breach 
between  Addifon  and  Pojje  upon  this  occafion,  and  Pope  exprefsly  tells  Craggs  there  was  none. 

Addifon,  therefore,  unlefs  better  proof  can  be  given,  muft  be  acquitted  of  this  odious  charge^ 
which  feems  to  have  been  founded  on  fome  mifapprehenfion  in  Pope  ;  who,  however  excufeable  he 
may  be  thought  in  writing  the  charadler  of  Atticus  in  the  firft  tranfports  of  poetical  indignation, 
cannot  be  juftified  in  fupprefling  it  till  after  the  death  of  Addifon,  and  then  permitting  its  publica- 
tion ;  and  at  length,  at  the  dillance  of  eighteen  years,  tranfmitting  it  to  pofierity  ingrafted  in  his 
Eplf.le  U  Dr.  Arbathndt. 

^he  inferior  tribe  of  writers  endeavoured  to  depreciate  the  Iliad.  Dennis  attacked  it  with  hiS 
nfual  bitternefs  and  fcurrility ;  and  among  ethers,  Diacket  and  Burnet,  who  was  afterwards  a  judge 
of  no  mean  reputation;  cenfured  it  in  a  piece  called  "  Homerides ;" 

In  17x5,  he  prevailed  on  his  father,  it  is  faid,  to  fell  the  eflate  at  Binfield,  and  purchafed  the 
Icafe  of  the  houfe  at  Twickenham,  fo  much  celebrated  for  his  rcfidence  in  it.  How  his  father  could 
have  faleable  property  in  land,  being  a  Papift,  does  not  appear. 

Here  he  planted  the  vines,  and  the  quincunx,  which  he  has  celebrated  in  his  poetns  ;  and  being 
tinder  the  necefhty  of  making  a  fubtcrraneous  paflage  to  a  garden  on  the  other  fide  of  the  road,  he 
dignified  it  with  the  title  of  a  grotto  5  the  decoration  of  which  was  the  favourite  amufemenc  of  his 
declining  years. 

In  1 71 7,  he  collected  his  former  works  Into  one  quarto  volume,  to  which  he  prefixed  a  prefacej 
written  with  great  fpritelinefs  and  elegance. 

In  this  year  his  father  died  fuddcnly,  in  his  75th  year,  having  paffed  twenty-nine  years  in 
retiremetit.  He  is  not  known  but  by  the  chara<5ler  which  his  fon  has  given  him  in  the  Efrijile  U 
Dr.  Arluthnot. 

In  1720,  he  was  infefled  with  the  general  contagion ;  but  on  the  firft  fall  of  the  Soiith  Sea  Stockj 
was  cured.     He  fold  out  juft  in  time  to  fave  himfelf  from  lofs. 

The  next  year,  he  publifhed  the  feleft  poems  of  his  friend  Parnell,  vfrith  an  elegant  pdetlcal  dedi- 
fation  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

In  1721,  he  gave  to  the  world  his  edition  of  Shakjpeare,  in  6  vols.  4to,;  for  which  Tohfon  de- 
nianded  a  fubfcription  of  fix  guineas,  and  was  fuccefjful  in  diipofing  of  jncfl  of  the- copies.  This 
undertaking,  to  which  he  was  induced  by  a  reward  of  two  hundred  and  fcventecn  pounds  twelve! 
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fhillinge,  Is  not  rcctcned  to  have  contributed  much  to  his  reputatioii,    Dj":  johnfon  obferves,  he  di<l 
many  things  wrong,  and  left  many  things  undone. 

Theobald,  firfl  in  his  "  Shakfpeare  Reftored,"  and  then  in  a  fornTal  edition,  detedled  his  de- 
ficiencies with  all  the  infolence  of  viftory ;  from  which  time  he  became  an  enemy  to  editors,  cora- 
mentators,  and  Tcrbal  critics. 

About  this  time,  he  publilhed  propofals  for  a  tranflation  of  the  OJyJpy,  in  5  vols.  4to.  for  five 
guineas,  and  was  afiifted  by  Fenton,  and  Broome  ;  who,  as  Ruffhead  relate^,  had  already  begun  the 
work.  He  tranflated  only  twelve  books  himfelf,  his  affociates  the  reft.  The  account  of  the  feveral 
Jhares,  fubioined  at  the  conclufion,  is  now  known  not  to  be  true.  The  firft,  fourth,  nineteenth, 
and  twentieth  books  were  tranflated  by  Fenton  ;  theXecond,  fixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth,  fixtecnth, 
eighteenth,  and  twenty-third  books,  by  Broome ;  but  he  revifed  their  verfions.  Broome  wrote  the 
notes  for  which  he  was  not  over  liberally  rewarded.  The  agreement  with  Lintot  was  the  fame  as 
for  the  IliaJ,  except  that  he  was  to  receive  but  6ne  hundred  pounds  for  each  volume. 

The  fubfcribers  were  five  hundred  and  feventy-four,  and  the  copies  eight  hundred  zjnd  nine, 
teen;  fo  that  his  profit,  when  he  had  paid  Fenton  300  1.  and  Broome  600  1.  was  flill  very  con- 
siderable. 

Spenca  wrote  a  criticifm  on  the  Englifli  O^Aj^^,  which  was  efteemed  impartial,  judicious,  and 
candid.  Pope  was  plcafed  with  it,  and  fought  the  acquaintance  of  the  writer,  who  lived  with  him 
from  that  time  in  great  familiarity,  compiled  meraorialsof  his  converfation,  and  obtained,  by  his 
influence,  very  valuables  preferments  in  the  church. 

In  1723,  he  appeared  before  the  Lords  at  the  trial  of  Biftiop  Atterbury,  to  give  an  account  of 
liis  domeftic  life,  and  private  employment,  that  it  might  appear  hew  little  time  he  had  left  for 
plots.     He  had  but  few  words  to  utter,>and  in  thofe  few  he  made  feveral  blunders. 

His  letters  to  Atterbury,  both  before  and  after  his  misfortune,  are  full  of  efteem,  gratitude,  and 
tcndemcfs.  He  often  vifited  him  in  the  Tower.  At  their  laft  interview,  Atterbury  prefented  him 
■with  a  Bible.  Whatever  might  be  Atterbury's  political  principles  and  views,  he  certainly  polTefied 
a  highly  cultivated  underftanding,  an  elegant  tafle,  and  a  feeling  heart. 

In  1726,  Voltaire  having  vifited  England,  was   introduced  to  Pope,  and  wrote  him  a  letter  of 

confolation,  on  his  being  overturned  in  pafling  a  river,  in  the  night,  in  Eoiingbrokc's  coach,  with 

I  the  windows  clofed,  from  which   the  poftillion  fnatched  him,  when  he   was  in  danger  of  being 

<3rcwned,  by  breaking  the  glafs ;  the  fragments  of  which  cut  two  of  his  fingers,  in  fuch  a  manner  that 

he  loft  their  ufe. 

In  1727,  Swift  vifited  England,  and  joined  with  Pope  in  publlfhing  three  volumes  of  Af//«r/- 
iaiiles.  Pope  contributed  the  Memoir j  0/  a  Parijh  Cltrt,  Stradling  -verfus  Styles,  Firgilius  Rejlauratus, 
the  Bajfet  Table,  and  the  /irt  rf  Sinking  in  Poetry,  defigned  as  a  part  of  the  Memoirs  of  Martinus 
Scriblerus,  a  fatire  proje<fled  in  conjundtion  with  Arbuthnot  and  Swift,  On  the  Abufes  of  Human 
JLearning,  in  the  manner  of  Cervantes. 

The  year  following,  he  publiflied  the  Dundai,  one  of  his  greateft  and  moft  elaborate  performances ; 
the  hiftory  of  which  is  very  minutely  related  by  himfelf,  in  a  dedication  which  he  wrote  to  Lord 
Widdlefex,  in  the  name  of  Savage. 

Pope  appears  by  this  narrative  to  have  been  the  aggreffor ;  for  nobody  can  believe  that  the  letters 
jn  the  Att  rf  Sinking  in  Poetry  were  placed  at  random.  If  his  intention  had  been  to  expofe  to  ridi- 
cule and  contempt,  calumniators  either  of  himfelf  or  of  others,  he  ought  to  have  confined  himfelf 
to  fuch  libellers.  If  his  defigii  was  to  difcourage  bad  writers  from  giving  their  produdions  to  the 
■world,  he  fliould  have  fatirized  perfons  of  that  defcription  only.  "1  heobald,  Liifden,  Blackmore, 
Philips,  De  Foe,  Bentley,  Hill,  Welfted,  and  Gibber,  were  not  fuch  writers  as  deferved  to  be  ridi- 
culed; they  trere  not  generally  flandcrous,  and  had  not  calumtiiated  him  in  particular.  There 
is  much  reafon  to  believe  that  he  compofcd  the  DunciaJ,  partly  to  be  revenged  on  thofe  who  had 
abufed  him,  and  partly  to  dilplay  his  own  fuperiority.  He  degraded  himfeif  by  beftowing  on 
fcribbling  calumniatcrs,  even  the  notice  of  refentment ;  to  difplay  fuperiority  was  totally  uune- 
ceffary,  where  there  could  be  no  competition. 

In  the  fubfequent  editions,  he  thought  fit  to  omit  the  name  of  HiN,  who  expoftulated  with  him  in 
a  manner  fuperior  to  all  mean  folicitation,  and  obliged  him  to  fneak  and  fhufHe,  fometimes  to  deny, 
and  fometimes  to  apologlfe.    Ke  aifo  omitted  the  name  of  Burnst,  and  fubllituted  cordial fntndfuip 
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in  the  room  nlp'.om psjfwy.,  which  was  underflood  by  Ducket  to  convey-a  fcao'dalous  afperdonj-and 
adiicd  a  folemn  difavowal  of  his  maiignant  meaning.  '  '•      •  ■  '       '■!    j 

The  Z>««i.-/ai  is  addrefTtd  to. Swift;  of  the  notes,  part  were  written  hy  Arbuthnot  ;i.aiTd  an  apo- 
logetical  letter  was  pt-efixed  by  ClelanJ,  biit  fiippofed  to-have  beeri  written  By  Pope.    .     - 

In  1  731,  he  pubhfhed  an  Epiple  to  tbe  Earl  of  Burlington f  on  TafSi-:  in  which  he  fevercly  criticifes 
the  houfe,  furniture,  garden,  and  entertainments  of  'Timon,  who  was  fuppofed'to  mean  the  Diike 
of  Chandtfs,  to  whom  he  haS  been  oBIiged.  P^  wrote  an  exctfipatory  lettfcr  t6Mlie  Dukb,  *rho 
accepted  of  his  ezcufe,  without  bcMeving  his  prof^flions.  1'-*'   ■  -i'  ■  '  ■''   '[- 

The  ntTct  year  he  lofl  his  friend  Gay;  who  was  a  moft  ■amiatk -ftlato',  and  loved  Ixy  Pope  with 
great  tendernef':. 

The  following  year  deprived  him  of  his  mother,  who  lived  to  the  age  of  ninety-three;  and  did 
not  die  imlamentcd.  His  filial  piety.  Dr.  Johnfon  obferve?,  wi?,  iri  the  higheft  degree,  amiable, 
and  exemplary ;  his  parents  had  the  happinefs  of  living  till  he  was  at  the  fumihit  of  h:»  poetical 
reputation,  till  he  was  at  eafe  in  his  fortune,  artd  without  a  tWaI  in  his  fame;  and  fmmd  no  dimi- 
nution of  his  refpeifl  or  tendernefs.  Whatever  was  his  pride,  to  theiti  he  was  obedient ;  and  what- 
ever was  his  irritability,  to  them  he  was  gentle.  Life  has  among  its  foothing  and  quiet  comforts 
few  things  better  to  beftow  than  fuch  a  fon.  , 

About  this  time,  Curll  publiihed  the  furreptltious  copy  of  Letters  bctxv^n  Pope  and  his  Friends } 
>vhich  were  clandeftinely  conveyed  to  him  for  publication,  as  is  believed,  by  Pope's  direifiion,  that 
he  might  deceiitly  and  defenfivcly  publiih  them  himfeif.;  The  'mefTengef  ,,w&t  Woijfdale  the 
painter.  'Tiif'.  .'oloqx  > -.^i'BSfi  I?rt{ /Ijiriv/  . 

From  the  pcrufal  of  his  Zrfto-j,  Mr.  Allen  conceived  the -defirfe  of  bem^  aftfuVmted  with  him. 
When  Pope  told  him  his  purps)fe  of  afferting  his  property  by  a  gemiine  edition,  he  offered  to  pay 
the  coft.  ■  This,  however,  Pope  did  not  accept;  but,  in  time,  with  fuccefs,  foliclted  a  fubfcription 
for  a  quarto  volume,  which  appeared  in  1737. 

In  1733,  ^^  publifhed  the  firfi;  cpiftle  of  his  £Jf-<y  m  Man,  witiiout  his  name,  which,  being  fa- 
vourably received,  the.  fecond  and  third  Ebijlles  were  publiflied  ;  and  being  now  generally  fufpedted  of 
writing  thtm,  at  lafl:,   in  1734,  he  avowed  theyo«r^;6,  and  claimed  the  honour  of  a  moral  poet. 

In  the  conclufion,  it  is  acknowledged,  that  the  cIodLrinc  of  the  i^^jy  was  received  from  Boling- 
broke,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed,  who  is  faid  to  have  ridiculed  Pope,  as  having  advanced  principles 
contrary  to  his  own ;  and  of  which  he  did  not  perceive  the  confeq'uEncss.  However  that  may  be 
it  is  manifefl  that  the  pleafure  of  the  tafte  and  fancy,  from  the  perufal  of  the  EJT.^y,  is  much  greater 
than  the  information  or  convi(3ion  of  the  underftanding. 

1  he  fame  of  the  Effay  on  Man  was  vtry  great ;  it  was  tranflsted  into  French  profe,  and  after- 
wards, by  Refntl,  into  verfe.  The  tPanflarions  were  read  by  CroUfaz,  a  profeiTor  in  Sv/itzerland 
He  believed  that  the  pofirions  of  Pope  were  intended  to  reprefent  the  whole  courfe  of  things  as 
a  chain  of  fatality,  and  made  remarks  on  the  Effjy,  tending  to  eftablifh  the  free  agency  of  man. 

The  celebrated  Warburton  undertook  the  defence  of  Pope,  againft  the  imputation  of  fatalifm  in 
"  the  Republic  of  Letters.''  Warburton.in  his  exculpatory  comment,  Ihowed  very  great  ino-enuity 
but  is  not  generally  reckoned  to  have  completely  removed  the  objedions; 

From  this  time.  Pope  lived  in  the  clofeft  intimacy  with  his  commentator,  who  had  before  fa- 
voured his  adverfaries,  and  amply  rewarded  his  kindnefs  and  zeal ;  for  he  introduced  him  to  Mr 
TVlurray,  afterwards  Lord  M.insfield,  by  whofc  intereft  he  became  preacher  at  Lincoln's  Inn  and 
to  Mr.  Allen,  who  gave  him  his  niece  and  his  eftate. 

He  was  now  received  with  attention,  not  only  by  the  nobility,  but  by  the  Prince  of  Wale's 
who  honoured  him  with  his  friendfliip,  and  dined  at  his  houle.  It  is  faid  that  Queen  Caroline 
expreffed  an  intention  of  vifiting  him  at  Twickenham,  but  it  was  neveraccompiiihed. 

(n  1753,  he  publilhed  the  Epif.h  to  Lord  Buthurf,  on  ths  Ufc  of  Riches ;  in  which  he  draws  the 
celebrated  eharafler  of  Kyrl  the  Man  ofRofs. 

In  1734,  he  infcribed  to  Lord  Cobham  his  Chara-^ers  tf  Men,,  in  which  he  endeavours  to  efta- 
blifh  and  exemplily  his  favourite  theory  of  the  Ruling  Pajfon  ;  but  with  fri  little  fkill  that  in  th- 
examples  by  which  he  illuilrates  and  cor.Iiims  it,  he  has  confounded  paffions,  appethes,  and  ha- 
bits. 

He  added,  fcoa  afcer,  an   Epf.U  gn  thi  Charailin  of  }Vamen  ■  fuppofed  to  h^ys  brcn  addrcflfidto 
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Martha  Blount,  to  whom,  during  the  greateft  part  of  his  life,  he  had  been  very  much  attached/ 
The  charader  of  the  Duchefs  of  Marlborough,  under  the  name  of  Auja,  was  afterwards  inferted, 
with  no  great  honour  to  his  gratitude. 

Between  1730  and  1 740,  he  publifiied,  from  time  to  time,  his  Imitations  of  Horace,  generally 
■with  his  name,  which  modernize  ancient  ideas  and  charadlers,  more  fuccefsfully  than  any  which 
had  before  appeared. 

His  Epijlli  ta  Dr.  Arbuth^ot,  was  piibhflied  in  January  1735,  about  a  month  before  the  death  of 
his  friend.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  Dr.  Johnfon  obfcrvcs,  that  either  honour  or  pleafure  fliouid 
have  been  miffed  by  Arbuthnot ;  a  m^n  eftimable  for  his  learning,  amiable  for  his  life,  and  vene- 
rable for  his  piety. 

Arbuthnot -Was  a  man  ©f  great  comprebcnfion,  flcilful  in  his  profeffion,  verfcd  in  the  fciences, 
acquainted  with  ancient  literature,  and  able  to  animate  his  mafs  of  knowledge,  by  a  bright  and 
aflive  imagination  ;  a  fcholar,  with  great  brilliance  of  wit ;  a  wit,  who  in  the  crowd  of  life  re- 
tained and  difcovered  a  noble  ardour  of  religious  zeal. 

In  this  epiftle,  Pope  vindicates  himfelf  from  cenfures,  and,  with  dignity  rather  than  arrogance, 
enforces  his  own  claims  to  kindnefs  and  refped.  In  the  character  oi  Sporus  he  ridicules  Lord  Her- 
vey,  who  had  written  an  invedtive  againll  him.  Whether  he  or  Pope  made  the  firft  attack,  per- 
haps cannot  now  be  eafily  known. 

In  1738,  he  publifhcd  too  fatirical  dialogues,  named  from  the  year  of  their  appearance.  In  the 
firft  he  degraded  himfelf,  by  defcending  to  party  politics.  In  the  fecond  he  attacked  feveral  private 
diaradcrs,  which  had  nearly  expofed  him  to  the  refentment  of  the  legiflature. 

The  Memoirs  of  Martinus  Scriblerus  were  publifhed  about  this  time,  extending  to  the  firfl  book  of  a 
work,  projedled  by  the  Scriblerus  Club  ;  the  produdion,  probably  of  Arbuthnot,  with  a  few  touches 
perhaps  by  Pope.  Befidesits  general  refemblance  to  "  Don  Quixote,"  there  will  be  found  in  it  par- 
ticular imitations  of"  The  Hiftory  of  Mr.  Ouffle." 

In  1740,  he  pubhlhed  a  coileftion  of  Latin  poems,  written  by  Italians,  in  a  vols.  ismo.  in- 
cluding the  former  collection  made  by  Atterbury,  hut  injurioufly  omitting  his  preface. 

He  publiflied  likewife  about  this  time,  a  revival  in  fnioother  numbers,  of  Donne's  Satires,  which 
was  recommended  to  him  by  the  Duke  of  Shrewlbury,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
In  1 74a,  he  added,  at  Warburton's  requeft,  another  book  to  the  Dunciad. 

In  the  Epijlleto  Arbuthnot,  as  in  the  Lunciad,  he  had  attacked  Gibber  with  great  feverity.  Gibber, 
who  well  knew  the  irritability  of  Pope,  and  confident  that  he  could  give  him  pain,  wrote  a  fpirited 
pamphkt,  containing  feveral  florie.',  tending  to  make  him  ridiculous.  The  inceffant  and  unappeafe- 
able  malignity  of  Pope,  he  imputes  to  his  ridicule  of  the  exploded  fccnc  of  the  mummy  and  the 
crocodile  in  The  Three  Hours  after  Marriage,  fuppofed  to  be  the  joint  produiftion  of  Gay,  Pope, 
and  Arbuthnot.  Pope  enraged,  publifhed  a  new  edition  of  the  Dunciad,  in  which  he  degraded 
Theobald,  and  enthroned  Gibber  in  his  {lead.  Ey  transferring  the  fame  ridicule  from  one  to  ano- 
ther, he  deftroyed  its  efficacy.  Unhappily  tiie  two  heroes  were  of  oppofite  charadlers,  r.nd  Pope 
tvas  unwilling  to  lofe  what  he  had  already  written  ;  he  has  therefore  depraved  his  poem,  by  giving  to 
Gibber  the  old  books, the  cold  pedantry.and  Guggifh  pertinacity  of  Theobald.  Gibber  repaid  theDun- 
ciadwith  another  pamphlet, v;hlch, though  he  pretended  to  difrcgard,  reallygavehi.m great  unealinefs. 
From  this  time,  finding  his  difeafes  more  opprefilve,  and  his  vital  powers  gradually  declining,  he 
wrote  nothing  new,  but  fatiified  himfelf  with  revifing  his  former  works,  in  which  he  received  ad- 
vice and  afiiflance  from  Warburton,  whofe  hints,  in  the  warmth  of  gratitude,  he  followed  vvith  all 
the  blindnefs  of  infatuated  affecftion. 

.He  laid  afide  his  epic  poem,  on  the  ridiculous  fidion  of  the  arrival  of  Bruius,  the  Trojan,  in 
Britain  ;  which  he  had  begun  in  blank  verfe.  The  plan  is  exhibited  by  Rulfhead  ;  but  though  the 
MS.  was  before  him,  he  has  given  no  fpecimen. 

In  1743,  he  began  to  confider  himfelf  as  approaching  to  his  end.  He  had  for  at  lead  five  years 
been  afllifted  with  an  aAhma,  and  other  diforders,  which  his  phyficians  v^ere  unable  to  relieve. 
While  he  was  yet  capable  of  amufement  and  converfation,  his  literary  friends  were  almoft  con- 
tinually with  him,  and  endeavoured  to  alleviate  his  pain.  His  favourite,  Martha  Blount,  is  faid  to 
have  neglecftcd  him,  with  fhameful  unkindnefs,  in  the  latter  time  of  his  decay.  Of  this,  how- 
ever, he  does  not  fcera  to  havs  beep  fcnlible,  a?  he  left  her  the  greater  part  of  his  property. 


THELIFFGFPOPE.  « 

In  May  1744,  liis  death  was  approaching  ;  on  the  6th  he  was  all  day  delirious.  He  afterwards 
oomplained  of  feeing  things  as  through  a  curtain.  He  faid  that  his  greateft  inconvenience  was 
inability  to  think.  He  received  the  Sacrament  from  a  Romifti  prieil;  and  expreCfed  undoubted 
confidence  of  a  future  ftate.  He  died  on  the  evening  of  the  30th  day  of  May,  1744,  in  perfeA 
tranquillity;  having,  a  few  days  before,  entered  the  57th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  at 
Twickenham,  near  his  father  and  mother,  where  a  monument  has  been  ereded  to  him,  by  hU 
friend  Warburton. 

By  his  will,,  niade  in  the  end  of  1743,  he  appointed  Lord  Bathuril,  Lord  Marchmont,  Mr, 
Murray,  and  Mr.  Arbuthnot,  his  executors,  and  left  the  care  of  his  papers  to  Lord  Eolingbroke; 
and  failing  him,  to  I,ord  Marchmont ;  and  to  Warburton,  the  property  of  all  his  works,  on  which 
he  had  written,  or  fhould  write  commentaries,  except  thofe  of  which  the  property  had  been  fold. 
To  his  noble  friends  he  left  his  pidures,  and  Qatues,  with  fome  of  his  favourite  books;  with  other 
kgacies  to  his  other  friends,  and  to  his  favourite  domeftics ;  and  the  refidue  of  his  fortune,  to  Martha 
Blount,  for  her  hfe,  and  then  to  be  divided  among  his  relations. 

The  contemptuous  mention  made  in  his  will  of  Mr.  Alien,  and  an  afietfted  repayment  of  his  be- 
Hefai5lions  with  ijol,,  brought  fome  reproach  on  his  memory.  Martha  Blount  had  been  invitei 
with  Pope  to  Mr.  Allen's  houfe  at  Prior  Park.  Having  occafion  to  go  to  Briftol  for  a  few  days, 
he  left  her  behind  him.  In  his  abfcnce,  Ihe  fignified  an  inclination  to  go  to  the  Popiih  chapel  at 
Bath,  and  defired  of  Mr  Allen  the  ufe  of  his  chariot  j  but  he,  being  at  that  time  Mayor  of  the 
city,  fuggefted  the  impropriety  of  having  his  carriage  feen  at  the  door  of  a  place  of  worlhip,  ta 
which,  as  a  magiftrate,  he  was  at  leaft  reftrained  from  giving  a  fandion,and  might  be  required 
to  fupprefs;  and  therefore  deCrcd  to  be  excufed. 

Mrs.  Blount  refented  this  refufal,  and  told  Pope  of  it  at  his  return  ;  and  lb  infeded  him  with 
her  rage,  that  they  both  left  the  houfe  abruptly.  She  parted  from  Mr.  Allen  In  a  ftate  of  irrecon.^ 
cileable  diflike,  and  refufed  any  legacy  from  Pope,  unlefs  he  left  the  world  with  a  difavowal  oi 
obligation  to  him.  Pope  complied  with  her  demand,  and  polluted  his  will  with  female  refentment, 
Mr.  Allen  accepted  the  legacy  which  he  gave  to  the  hofpital  at  Bath. 

He  loft  the  favour  of  Bolingbroke,  by  a  kind  of  pofthumous  oiFence,  He  had  been  defired  by 
Eolingbroke  to  procure  the  imprefiion  of  a  very  few  copies  of  the  "  Patriot  King  ;"  and  he  aifurei 
him  that  no  more  copies  had  been  printed  than  were  allowed ;  but  after  his  death  the  printer  re- 
figned  a  complete  edition  of  150©  copies,  to  the  right  owner,  which  Pope  had  ordered  him  to 
print,  and  to  retain  in  fccret.  Bolingbroke  delivered  the  whole  impreffion  to  the  flames,  and  em- 
ployed Mallet,  another  friend  of  Pope,  to  expofe  the  breach  of  truft  to  the  public,  with  all  its 
aggravations.  Warburton  undertook  not  indeed  to  vindicate  the  adtion,  but  to  extenuate  it  by 
an  apology.  To  this  apology  an  anfwer  was  written,  in  "  A  letter  to  the  mofk  impudent  man 
living." 

His  works  were  publifiied  in  9  vols.  Svo.  1751,  with  a  commentary  and  notes  by  Warburtott;. 
Another  edition  appeared  in  5  vols.  4to.  1 769,  with  an  account  of  his  life,  and  obfervations  on  his 
writings,  by  Owen  Ruffhead,  Efq.  An  edition  with  notes,  has  been  lately  announced  by  Mr. 
Wakefield,  the  learned  author  of  the  "  Silva  Critica"  and  another  by  Dr.  Warton,  the  elegant  author 
ef  the  "  Eflays  on  the  Genius  and  writings  of  Pope,"  in  2  vols.  8vo.  1762,  and  1781 :  A  work 
abounding  with  information,  learning  and  juft  principles  of  tafte. 

The  perfon  of  Pope  was  diminutive  and  miiliapen.  In  the  "  Guardian,"  he  compares  himfelf 
to  a  fpider,  and  is  faid  to  have  been  protuberant  behind  and  before.  His  ftature  was  fo  low,  that, 
to  bring  him  to  a  level  with  common  tables,  it  was  neceflary  to  raife  his  feat.  But  his  face  was 
fweet  and  animated,  and  his  eye  remarkably  intelligent  and  piercing.  One  fide  was  contraded. 
He  wore  a  fur  doublet  under  a  ftiirt  of  coarfe  linen  with  fine  fleeves.  When  he  rofe,  he  was  invefted 
in  boddice  made  of  ftiff  canvafs,  being  fcarce  able  to  hold  himfelf  eredt  till  they  were  laced.  His 
legs  were  fo  ftender,  that  he  enlarged  their  bulk  with  three  pair  of  ftockings,  which  were  drawn  on 
and  off  by  the  maid  ;  for  he  was  not  able  to  drefs  or  undtcfs  himfelf,  and  neither  went  to  bed  nor 
rofe  without  help.  His  weaknefs  made  it  very  diflicult  for  him  to  be  clean.  The  feeblenefs  of  his 
frame  made  him  fickly  and  impatient.  Both  thefe  caufes  made  him  a  troublefome  gueft  in  the  families 
which  he  vifited-  He  was  perpetually  fending  the  fervants  on  frivolous  errands,  but  took  care  to 
co;Tjpenfate  their  troable  by  pecuniary  rewards.    He  cxpedled  that  every  thing  fliould  give  way  to 
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his  tafe  or  humstir.  When  he  Vvanted  to  fltep,  he  nodded  in  company,  and  once  fluhibfered  it  iii-^ 
bwn  table,  while  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  talking  of  poetry.  In  familiar  or  convivial  converfation 
he  was  not  diftinguifhed  by  vivacit)'.  In  his  eating,  he  was  both  dainty  and  Voracious ;  aiid 
when  he  had  eaten  too  much,  if  a  dram  had  been  offered  to  him,  he  pretended  to  be  ari^ry, 
hut  did  not  forbear  to  drink  it.  It  does  not  appear  that  he  was  addiifled  to  wine.  His  inipa- 
tience  and  irritabiiity  often  led  him  into  little  quarrels,  that  would  make  him  leave  the  houfes 
of  his  friends  abrupt'y.  At  Lord  Oxford's  he  frequently  met  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  who 
knowing  his  peeviflmefs,  could  by  no  entreaties  be  reftrained  from  contradiifting  him,  till  their  dif- 
putes  were  fliarpened  to  fuch  afperity,  that  one  or  other  quitted  the  houfe.  At  home'hewtis 
chiefly  diftinguifhed  for  his  frugality.  It  is  faid  that  when  he  had  two  guefts  in  his  houfe,  he 
would  only  fet  a  fingle  pint  of  wine  on  the  table.  He  fometimes  gave  a  fplendid  entertainment ; 
and  on  thofe  occafions  fhowed  tafte,  and  magnificence.  Of  his  fortune,  which  was  very  honourably 
obtained,  he  was  proud.  The  great  topic  of  his  ridicule  is  poverty.  He  was  accufed  of  loving 
money  ;  but  his  love  was  eagernefs  to  gain,  not  folicitude  to  keep  it.  He  affifted  Dodfley  with-a 
hundred  pounds,  that  he  might  open  a  ftiop,  and  contributed  twenty  pounds  a-year  to  the  fubfcrip- 
tion  for  Savage ;  and  beftovved  cotlfiderable  fufiis  on-  eh&rity.  He  was  a  faithful  and  conflatit 
friend;  and  notwithftanding  the  liitle  defedls  of  his -conlirtutional  temper,  was  beloved  by  them 
during  his  life,  and  remembered  with  the  moft  tender  affecSlion  after  his  death.  His  refentment 
was  too  eafily  excited,  and  his  revenge  carried  to  too  great  a  length.  The  provocation  he  received 
by  no  means  juftified,  in  many  cafes,  the  fevere  fatire  of  the  Dimdad.  His  malignity  to  Philips, 
whom  he  had  at  firfc  made  ridiculous,  and  then  hated  for  being  angry,  continued  too  long.  Of  his 
vain  defirc  to  make  Bentley  contemptible,  no  good  reafon  can,  be  given.  He  wasfometime's  wanton  iu 
ihis  attacks,  before  .Ghandos,  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague, , and  Hill,  iiiean  in  his  retreat. 
Thouch,  on  the  whole,  a  man  of  integrity,  he  frequently  ufed  artifices  that  bordoted  on  difen- 
.eenuity.  Thofe,  however,  feem  to  have  refulted  more  from  the  idea  of  luperiority,  than  of  im- 
pofmg  upon  others.  Even  that  gratification  was  a  weaknefs  in  the  chara6l:r  of  Pope.  Artifice 
and  cunning  require  very  little  ability.  A  man  of  fuch  exalted  fuperiority,  and  fo  little  modera- 
tion 'would  naturally  have  all  his  delinquencies  obfcrved ;  thufe  who  could  not  deny  that  he  was  ex- 
cellent, would  rejoice  to  find  that  he  was  not  perfedl. 

Of  his  intelleiftual  charaiSier,  the  conllituent  and  fundamental  principle  vi'as  good  fenie,  a  prompt 
and  intuitive  perception  of  confcnance  and  propriety.  Ho  had  likewife  genius;  a  mind  adive, 
ambitious,  and  adventurous,  always  invelligating,  aKvays  afpi/ing.  Re  was  endowed  with  a  fer- 
tile invention  and  brilliant  wit.  To  affift  thefe  powers,  he  had  great  flrength  and  exaftnefs  of 
memory  which  readily  fopplied  the  underftanding  with  abundance  of  materials.  Thofe  gifts  he 
improved  by  indefatigable  induftry,  and  acquired  a  great  compafs  of  knowledge,  completely  di-' 

gelled. 

Thus  endowed  with  the  means  of  acquifition,  he  fupcradded  the  moft  effciSual  and  agreeable 
modes  of  communication.  His  language  is  clear,  forcible  and  elegant,  enriched  with  figures,  that 
at  once  illuftrate,  adorn,  and  imnrefs.  He  confidercd  poetry  as  the  bufinefs  of  his  life,  and  how- 
ever he  mi'J-ht  feem  to  lament  his  occupation,  he  followed  it  with  conftancy  ;  to  make  verfes  was  , 
his  firft  labour,  and  to  mend  them  was  his  laft.  He  ufed  always  the  fame  fabric  of  verfe.  Of  this 
uniformity  the  certain  confcquence  was  readinefs  and  dexterity.  By  perpetual  pra>5lice,  language 
had  in  his  mind  a  fyftematical  arrangement ;  having  always  the  fame  ufe  for  words,  he  had  words 
fo  feleded  and  com.bined  as  to  be  ready  at  his  call. 

On  the  general  charaiiler  and  effecfl:  of  his  poems,  it  is  the  lefs  neceflary  to  enlarge,  as  little  re- 
mains to  be  added  to  the  diftintft  examination  of  his  excellent  biographer,  Dr.  Johnfon,  and  the 
mafterly  criticifm  of  Dr.  Warton. 

In  his  Fafioralsy'Dr.  Warton  obferves,  there  is  not  to  be  found  a  fingle  inflance  of  a  rural  image 
that  is  new.  The  ideas  of  Theocritus,  Virgil,  and  Spenfer,  are  indeed  exhibited  in  la.iguage  equally 
mellifluous  and  pure,  but  the  defcriptions  and  fentiments  are  trite,  and  common.  A  mixture  of 
•  Britilh  and  Grecian  ideas  iriay  juftly  be  deemed  a  bkmilh.  An  Englifliman  fpeaks  of  "  celeftial 
Venus  and  Idalia's  Groves,  of  Diana  and  Cynthius."  They  exhibit,  however,  a  feries  of  verfi- 
fication    which  had  in  Englifli  poetry  no  precedent,  ncir  has  fince  had  an  imitation. 

The  defign  of  Wind/or  Forejl  is  evidently  derived  from  Denham's  "  Cooper's  Hill,"  with  Ibme  at- 
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tention  to  Waller's  poem  on  "  The  Park  ;"  but  Pope  cannot  be  denied  to  excel  his  maflers  in  va-  ■ 
ricty,  and  elegance,  and  the  art  of  interchanging  defcription,  narrative,  and  morality. 

•  Of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  every  part  i&  fplendid ;  there  is  great  luxuriance  of  ornaments.  The  ori- 
ginal vifion  of  Chaucer  is  much  improved;  the  imagery  is  properly  feleded,  and  learnedly  difplaycd  ; 
vet,  with  all  this  compreheiifion  of  excellence,  it  never  obtained  much  notice,  and  is  I'cldom  quoted 
or  mentioned,  with  either  praife  or  blame. 

That  the  Mejftah  excells  the  "  Pollio"  of  Virgil,  is  no  great  praife,  if  it  Is  cojiddered  from  what 
fublime  original  the  improvements  are  derived.  Sumetimes  indeed  the  fimple  grandeur  of  7faiah  is 
dimini filed  by  florid  epithets,  and  injudicious  prettinefTes. 

The  EUgy  on  an  Unfortunate  Lady,  as  it  came  from  the  heart,  is  very  tender  and  pathetic ;  oor 
has  Pope  produced  ariy  poem  in  which  the  fenfe  predominates  more  over  the  didiion. 

Of  the  Ode  for  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  it  is  fulFicient  praife,  that  it  is  oi>ly  inferior  to  the  inimitable 
"  Alexander's  feaft"  of  Drydcn.    The  general  effed  is  very  pleafing,  and  often  ftriking. 

Of  the  E^^ay  on  Criticif/i,  Dr.  Johnfon  obfe/ves,  that  if  he  had  written  nothing  eLf<r,  it  would  have 
placed  him  among  the  firft  critics  and  the  firfl  poets,  as  it  exhibits  every  mode  of  excellence  that 
can  cmbelllfh  or  dignify  didaftic  compofitiori,  feledlion  of  matter,  novelty  of  arrangement,  juflnefs  of 
precept,  fplcndourof  illuftration,  and  propriety  of  digreffion. 

The  Rape  of  the  Lock  is  univerfally  allowed  to  be  the  moft  attradlive  of  all  ludicrous  compolitions. 
The  means  employed  are,  vigorous  thought,  brilliant  fancy,  poignant  wit,  forcible  fatirc,  and  lefined" 
humour,  mnft  agreeably  interwoven  and  diverGfied.  The  machinery  is  an  ingenious  cxpanfiun  of 
that  in  Shalifpeare's  "  Temped,"  and  the  Roficrucian  dialogue  of  the  Comte  de  Gabalis, 

The  cpitlle  of  Eloifu  ta  Abclardh  replete  with  poetical  fire,  pafiiopate  language,  pidlutefque  ima- 
gery, and  pathetic  exclamation,  which  flrike  the  imagination  with  a  captivating  horror. 
"  Clouds  interpofe,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arife." 
It  has  certainly  a  charm  hard'/  to  be  equalled  ;  for  who  can  read  it  without  experiencing  the  al- 
ternate impulfe  of  defire,  pity,  or  rage  ;  and  lailly,  the  freezing  languor  of  irrecoverable  defp^ir. 

"  This  epillle,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  is  one  of  the  moft  highly  finilhed,  and  certainly  the  moft 
interelling  of  the  pieces  of  Pope;  and,  together  with  the  Elegy  on  an  Unfortunate  Lady,  is  the  only 
inflancc  of  tlie  pathetic  he  has  given  us." 

The  tranflation  of  Hoir.er  is  a  performance  v/hich  no  age  or  nation  can  pretend  to  equal.  Such 
a  verfion,  the  moft  perfeA  knowledge  of  the  Greek  and  Englilh  languages  could  not  have  produced. 
It  is  not  the  work  of  a  fcholar  or  verCfier  merely ;  it  is  the  performance  of  a  poet.  The  didlion  and 
verfification  muH  vindicate  to  themfelves  a  very  confiderable  (hare  of  the  merit  of  this  maftcrly 
vork.  "  Pope  fearched  the  pages  of  Dryden,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon, "  for  happy  combinations  of  poetic 
didioQ  ;  but  it  will  not  be  denied  that  he  added  much  to  what  he  found.  He  cultivated  the  lan- 
guage with  fo  much  diligence  and  art,  that  he  has  left  in  Iiis  Homer  a  treafure  of  poetical  elegances 
to  poilerity.  His  verfion  may  be  faid  to  have  tuned  the  EngHfh  tongue  ;  for  fince  its  appearance 
ro  writer,  however  deficient  in  other  powers,  has  wanted  melody.  Such  a  feries  of  lines  {o  ela- 
borately correcn;ed,and  fo  fweetly  modulated,  took  pofrcfiion  of  the  public  ear;  the  vulo-ar  was  ena- 
inoured  of  the  poem,  and  the  learned  wondered  at  the  tranflation." 

It  has  been  objedted  by  fome,  that  it  is  not  Homerical ;  that  it  exhibits  no  refemblance  of  the  ori- 
ginal andcharaderiflic  manner  of  the  Father  of  Poetry,  as  it  wants  his  awful  fimplicity,  his  artlefs 
grandeur,  his  unafrefbed  majefty.  This  cannot  be  totally  denied.  Homer  doubtlefs  owes  to 
his  tranllator  many  Ovidlan  graces,  not  ftridly  fuitable  to  his  charaiftcr;  but  t.o  have  added  can 
be  no  great  crime,  if  nothing  be  taken  away.  Elegance  is  furely  to  be  defired,  if  it  be  not  gained 
at  the  expence  of  dignity.  Pope  wrote  for  his  own  age  and  his  own  nation ;  he  knew  that  it  was 
necefTary  to  colour  the  images,  and  paint  the  fentiments  of  his  author ;  he  therefore  made  hiax 
graceful,  but  loft  fome  of  his  fublimity. 

As  a  work  of  wit  and  ingenious  fatire,  the  Bunciad  has  few  equals.  The  hint  is  confefTedly  taken 
from  Dryden's  "  Mac  Flecknoe;"  but  the  plan  is  fo  enlarged  and  diverfified,  as  juftly  to  claim  the 
praife  of  an  original,  and  affords,  perhaps,  the  bcft  fpecimcn  that  has  yet  appeared  of  perfonal  fa- 
tire,  ludicroufly  pompous.  Without  approving  of  the  petulance  and  malignity  of  the  defign,  the 
sigcxir  of  intells<il,  and  the  fsuility  of  fancy  whi^  it  difplays,  are  equally  admirable.  .j 
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•"  The  'beauties  of  this  poem,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  are  wellTtnown  j  its  chief  fault  5b  the  grof«- 
nefs  of  its  images.  But  even  this  fault,  cffenfiwe  as  it  is,  may  be  forgiven  for  the  excellence  of  other 
paflages ;  fuch  as  the  formation  and  diffolution  of  Moore,  the  account  of  the  Traveller,  the  misfortune 
of  the  Florjjl,  and  the  crowded  thorights  and  ftately  numbers  which  dignify  the  concluding  paragraph." 
The  EJay  on  Man,  is  a  didaitic  poem  written  on  tnetaphyfical  ideas,  which  he  did  not  perfecSly 
comprehend.  His  intentions  were  evidently  good,  to  fliow  men  that  the  exiftence  of  imperfedioa 
and  evil  is  not  inconCftent  with  the  wifdom  and  goodnefs  of  God.  Pvlany  of  the  fafts  are  true, 
many  of  the  obfervstions  are  juft,  but  do  not  tend  to  eflabliih  the  truth  of  the  propofed  fyftem. 
The  adaptation  of  human  fenfes,  paffions,  and  reafon,  to  their  ends,  the  co-operation  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  felf-love  and  benevolence,  in  producing  happinefs,  the  uncertainty  of  phyfical  good,  that 
man's  fupreme  felicity  confifts  in  moral  good,  that  we  are  very  weak  in  comparifon  to  our 
Creator,  are  all  pofitions  which  are  undoubtedly  true,  but  do  not  prove  x\ax.  fartiul  evil  is  unlver- 
Jal  irotd ;  that  ivbaie-ver  is,  is  right.  Pope,  like  Addifon,  had  confidered  man  chiefly  in  adlive  life. 
When  he  exhibits  him  in  a<3ion,  his  exhibition  is  natural,  beautiful,  and  jufl;  but  when  he  ana- 
lyfes  his  principles  of  thought,  and  of  a6lion,  he  is  not  always  fo  fuccefsful.  Voltaire  ridiculei 
Pope's  favourite  pofition  in  his  Candide.  The  conCequences  which  Candide's  application  of  the  prin- 
ciple to  various  cafes  produces,  are  certainly  fuch  as  Pope  never  intended,  yet  it  muft  be  acknow- 
ledged he  did  not  fufhciently  guard  againfl  his  interpretation. 

"  This  effay,'^  fays  Dr,  Johnfon,  "  is  certainly  not  the  happieft  of  Pope's  performances.  It 
affords  an  egregious  inftance  of  the  predominance  of  genius,  the  dazzling  fplendour  of  imagery, 
and  the  feduftive  powers  of  eloquence.  Never  were  penury  of  knowledge,  and  vulgarity  of  fen- 
timent  fo  happily  difguifed,  or  recommended  by  fuch  a  blaze  of  embelliftiments,  or  fuch  fweetnefs 
of  melody.  The  vigorous  contra<Sion  of  fomc  thoughts,  the  luxuriant  amplification  of  others,  the 
incidental  illuflrations,  and  fomctimes  the  dignity,  fometimes  the  foftnefs  of  the  verfes,  enchain  phi- 
lofophy,  fufpend  criticifm,  and  opprefs  judgment,  by  overpowering  pleafure." 

"  This  is  true  of  many  paragraphs;  yet  if  I  had  undertaken  to  exemplify  Pope's  felicity  of  com- 
pofition  before  a  rigid  critic,  I  fnould  not  fele<ft  the  EJfay  on  Man  .-  for  it  contains  more  lines  un- 
iuccefsfully  laboured,  more  harftinefs  of  dicSion,  more  thoughts  imperfe<Sly  expreffed,  more  levity 
-ivithout  elegance.andmoreheavinefs  without  ftrength,thau  will  eafiiy  be  found  in  all  his  other  works." 
The  CbaraBers  of  Men  and  Women,  are  the  produdl  of  diligent  fpeculaticn  upon  life  and  manners, 
and  Ihow  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  mind,  engaged  in  adion,  and  modified  by  the  man- 
ners of  the  times. 

''"  I  recommend,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  a  comparifon  of  his  CharaBers  cf  Women,  with  Boileau's 
fatire  •  it  will  then  be  fecn  with  how  much  more  perfpicacity  female  nature  is  inveftigatcd,  and 
female  excellence  felefted.  The  ClaraSlers  ef  Men,  however,  are  written  with  more,  if  not  with 
deeper  thought,  and  exhibit  many  paffages  exquifitely  beautiful.  The  Gem,  and  the  Tloiver,  will  not 
cafily  be  equalled.  In  the  women's  part  are  fome  defers ;  the  chara<5ler  of  Atoja,  is  not  fo  neatly 
Snifhed  as  that  of  C/oi/9;  and  fome  of  the  female  charaifters  may  be  found,  perhaps,  more  frequently 

among  men." 

Of  his  Ep'Ple  ta  Lord  Bathurft,  the  moft  valuable  pafTage  is,  perhaps,  the  eulogy  on  GoodSenfe-,  and 
of  the  Epi'lle  to  Lord  Burlington,  the  end  cf  Villiers,  Duke  of  Budingbam.  Of  the  Epi/ile  to  Arbutbmt, 
no  part  has  more  elegance,  fpirit,  or  dignity,  than  the  vindication  of  his  own  charadler.  The 
meaneft  paffage  is  the  fatire  upon  Sporus.  The  allufion  to  his  mother  is  exquifitely  beautiful  and 
interefting.  His  tra>flations  from  Ovid  are  rendered  with  faithfulnefs  and  elegance.  The  epiftlc 
from  Sappbc  to  Pbocn  breathe  fuch  paffionate  and  pathetic  fentiments  as  are  worthy  of  the  exquifite 
fenfibllity  of  the  amorous  Sappho ;  and  the  verCfication  is  in  point  of  melody  next  to  that.of  the 
Pajlorah. 

.On  his  Epitapbs,  the  minute  criticifm  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  printed  in  the  "  Vifitor,"  is  acute,  and  weU 
enforced;  but  his  examination  is  too  rigorous,  and  the  general  opinion  is  much  more  favourable. 

His  Imituiicns  of  Horace,  dlfplay  a  great  portion  of  wit,  as  well  as  argument.  He  has  the  hu- 
mour, and  almoft  the  eafe  of  Horace,  with  more  wit,  and  falls  little  fhort  of  the  feverity  of  Juvenal. 
In  his  Litters  he  Is  feen  as  conneded  with  the  other  contemporary  wits,  and  fuffers  no  difgrace  in 
the  rtmparifon.    Thofs  of  Arbutbaot  arc  written  viib  eafe  and  a  beautiful  fimplicity.    Swiic'a 
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alfo  are  unaffe^ed.  Several  of  Bolingbroke's  and  Aiterbury's  are  mafterly.  There  is  fomething  more 
ftudied  and  artificial  in  Pope's  produdions  than  the  reft.    His  letters  to  ladies  are  full  of  affedlation. 

"  Pope  may  be  faid,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  to  write  always  with  his  reputation  in  liis  head  ;  Swift 
perhaps  like  a  man  who  remembered  that  he  was  writing  to  Pope  ;  but  Arbuthnot,  like  one  who 
lets  thoughts  drop  from  his  pen,  as  they  rife  into  his  mind." 

The  compofitions  of  Pope  are  perhaps  a  greater  acceflion  to  Englilh  literature,  than  thofe  of  any 
other  poet  of  our  nation,  except  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Milton,  Of  thofe  poets  who  rank  ia 
the  higheft;  clafs  after  them,  Dryden  is  generally  allowed  to  be  the  firfl ;  but  his  claim  to  that  dif- 
tin(51:ion  is  at  lead  rendered  doubtful  by  the  pretenfions  of  Pope,  who  learned  his  poetry  Irom  Dry- 
den, and  whofe  characfter  perhaps  may  receive  fome  illuflration,  if  he  be  compared  with  his  mafter. 

To  regulate  the  fcale,  by  which  the  comparative  merit  of  poetical  pretenfions  is  to  be  eftimated,  is 
one  of  the  mofb  difficult  undertakings  of  criticifm.  Something  of  this  kind,  however,  is  attempted 
by  Dr.  Johnfon  in  his  parallel  between  Dryden  and  Pope,  of  which  it  is  fcarccly  iiyperbolical.to  af- 
firm, that  it  is  every  way  worthy  of  its  fubjedt,  and  fuch  as  perhaps  the  pen  of  Dr.  Johnfon  only  could 
have  written. 

"  Integrity  of  underftanding,  and  nicety  of  difcernment,  were  not  allotted  in  a  lefs  proportion  to 
Dryden  than  to  Pope.  The  redlitude  of  Dryden's  mind  was  fnfHciently  (hown  by  the  difmiffion  of 
his  poetical  prejudices,  and  the  rejection  of  unnatural  thoughts,  and  rugged  numbers.  But  Dryden 
never  defired  to  apply  all  the  judgment  that  he  had.  He  wrote,  and  profefled  to  write,  merely 
for  the  people  ;  and  when  he  pleafed  others,  he  contented  himfelf.  Pope  was  not  content  to  f*. 
tisfy ;  he  defired  to  excel;  and  therefore  always  endeavoured  to  do  his  beft.  He  did  not  court  the 
candour,  but  dared  the  judgment  of  his  reader ;  and  expeding  no  indulgence  frofn  others,  he 
fliowed  none  to  himfelf.  For  this  reafon,  he  kept  his  pieces  very  long  in  his  hands,  while  he  con- 
fidcred,  and  reconfidered  them.  It  will  feldom  be  found  that  he  altered,  without  adding  clearncfs, 
elegance  and  vigour.  Pope  had  perhaps  the  judgment  of  Drydeu,  but  Dryden  certainly  wanted  the 
diligence  of  Pope. 

"  In  acquired  knowledge,  the  fuperiority  muft  be  allowed  to  Dryden,  whofe  education  was  more 
fcholaftic.  His  mind  has  a  larger  range,  and  he  colle(5ls  his  images  and  illutlrations  from  a  more 
extenfive  circumference  of  fcience.  Dryden  knew  more  of  man  in  his  general  nature,  and  Pope  in 
his  local  manners.  The  notions  of  Dryden  were  formed  by  a  comprehenfive  fpeculation,  and  thofe 
of  Pope  by  minute  attention.  There  is  more  dignity  in  the  knowledge  of  Dryden,  and  more  cer- 
tainty in  that  of  Pope. 

"  Poetry  was  not  the  fole  praife  of  either,  for  both  excelled  likewlfe  in  profe ;  but  Pope  did  not 
borrow  his  profe  from  his  predecefTors.  The  ftyle  of  Dryden  is  capricious  and  varied  ;  that  of  Pope 
is  cautious  and  uniform.  Dryden  obferves  the  motions  of  his  own  mind ;  Pope  conftrains  his  mind 
to  his  own  rules  of  compofition.  Dryden  is  fometimes  vehement  and  rapid  ;  Pope  is  always  fmooth, 
uniform,  and  gentle.  Dryden's  page  is  a  natural  field,  rifing  into  inequalities,  and  diverfified  by 
the  varied  exuberance  of  abundant  vegetation;  Pope's  is  a  velvet  lawn,  fhaven  by  the  fcythe,  and 
levelled  by  the  roller. 

•'  Of  genius,  that  power  which  conftltutes  a  poet,  that  quality  without  which  judgment  Is  cold, 
and  knowledge  is  inert ;  that  energy  which  colledis,  combines,  amplifies,  and  animates,  the  fupe- 
riority muft,  with  fome  hefitation,  be  allowed  to  Dryden.  It  is  not  to  be  inferred,  that  of  this 
poetical  vigour  Pope  had  only  a  little,  becaufe  Dryden  had  more,  for  every  other  writer  Cnce 
Milton  muft  give  place  to  Pope  ;  and  even  of  Dryden  it  muft  be  faid,  that  if  he  has  brighter  para- 
graphs, he  has  not  better  poems.  Dryden's  performances  were  always  hafty,  either  excited  by 
fome  external  occaCon,  or  extorted  by  fome  domeftic  neceflity ;  he  compofed  without  confideration, 
and  publilhed  without  correcillon.  What  bis  mind  could  fiipply  at  call,  or  gather  in  one  excurfioo, 
was  all  that  he  fought,  and  all  that  he  gave.  The  dilatory  caution  of  Pope  enabled  him  to  condenfe 
his  fentimcnts,  to  multiply  his  images,  and  to  accumulate  all  that  ftudy  might  produce,  or  chance 
niight  fupply.  If  the  flights  of  Dryden  therefore  are  higher,  Pope  continues  longer  on  the  wing- 
Kf  of  Dryden's  fire  the  blaze  is  brighter,  of  Pope's  the  heat  is  more  regular  and  conftant.  Dryden 
of'.en  furpafTes  expedation,  and  Pope  never  falls  below  it;  Dryden  is  read  ^yith  frequent  aftonill^H 
A'usot,  and  Pope  with  perpetual  delight.'' 
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The  fubjeA  of  this  truly  excellent  parallel  has  been  controverted  by  Mr.  Weflon  and  Mifa 
Seward,  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  179O.  Both  parties  have  Ihown  much  critical  inge- 
nuity in  maintaining  the  prctenfions  of  their  favourite  poet.  To  give  any  adequate  idea  of  the  con- 
troverfy,  would  rouch  exceed  the  limits  of  this  preface.  Mr.  Wefton,  with  juftice,  cenfures  the 
poetry  of  Pope,  as  too  exquifitely  polifhed,  too  uniformly  mufical,  and  as  glutting  the  ear  with  un- 
varied fweetncfs.  Judging  perhaps  by  principles,  rather  than  perception,  he  feems  to  think  ftudied 
«'ifcords,  varied  paufes,  triplets,  expletives,  and  Alexandrines,  elTential  to  rhyme,  becaufe  they  have 
been  ufed  by  Dryden.  But  the  poetry  of  Pope,  though  perhaps  lefs  impregnated  with  enthufiafm, 
lefs  enriched  with  cbfiical  knowledge,  lefs  illumined  by  vivid  imagination,  and  lefs  diverGfied  by 
variety  of  cadence,  is  certainly  more  elaborately  corre<St,  more  regularly  harmonious,  more  deli- 
cately poliflied,  and  more  fyftematically  dignified,  than  that  of  Dryden. 

He  has  even  ventured  to  afTejt,  that  Pope  was  not  a  poet,  but  only  an  elegant  rerfifier.  When 
lie  afSrms  that  the  author  of  the  RiiJ^t:  of  the  Lock,  of  the  Dunciad,  of  Eloija  to  Ahtlard,  and  of  the 
Englilh  lUad,  was  not  a  poet,  he  muft  mean  fomething  by  the  term  different  from  tije  general  ac- 
ceptation. 

"  If  Pope  be  not  a  poet,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  where  is  poetry  to  be  found  ?  To  circumfcribe 
poetry  by  a  definition,  will  only  fhow  the  narrownefs  of  the  definer,  though  a  definition  which 
fliall  exclude  Pope,  will  not  eaCly  be  made.  Let  us  look  round  upon  the  prefent  time,  and  back 
■upon. the  paft  ;  let  us  inquire  to  whom  the  voice  of  mankind  has  decreed  the  wreath  of  poetry ;  let 
their  productions  be  examined,  and  their  claims  dated,  and  the  pretenfions  of  Pope  will  no  more  be 
difputed.  Had  he  given  the  world  only  his  verfion,  the  name  of  poet  mutt  have  been  allowed  him; 
if  the  writer  of  the  Iliad  were  to  clafs  his  fucceffors,  he  would  affign  a  very  high  place  to  his  tranf- 
Jator,  without  requiring  any  other  evidence  of  genius." 

A  parallel,  upon  a  more  extenfive  fcale,  is  given  by  Dr.  Warton,  in  which  the  poetical  qualifica- 
tions of  Pope  are  as  candidly  examined,  as  they  are  judicioufly  difcriminated. 

"  Of  Pope's  works,  the  largeft  portion  is  of  the  didadic,  moral,  and  fatyric  kind ;  and  confequently 
not  of  the  mod  poetic  fpecies  of  poetry :  whence  it  is  manifeft,  that  good  fenfe  and  judgment  were 
his  charadleriilical  excellencies,  rather  than  fancy  and  invention  ;  not  that  the  author  of  the  Rape  of 
tie  Lock  and  EloiJ'a  can  be  thought  to  want  imagination,  but  becaufe  his  imagination  was  not  his 
predominant  talent  ;  becaufe  he  indulged  it  not,  and  becaufe  he  gave  not  fo  many  proofs  of  this  ta- 
lent as  of  the  other.  This  turn  of  mind  led  him  to  admire  French  models ;  he  ftudied  Boileau  at- 
tentively, formed  himfelf  upon  him,  as  Milton  formed  himfelf  upon  the  Grecian  and  Italian  fons  of 
jf  ancy.  He  gradually  became  one  of  the  mod  correcS,  even,  and  exad  poets  that  ever  wrote,  po- 
•  lilhing  his  pieces  with  a  care  and  affiduity  that  no  bufinefs  or  avocation  ever  interrupted  ;  fo  that  if 
he  does  not  frequently  ravifli  and  tranfport  his  reader,  yet  he  does  not  difguft  him  with  unexpecfled 
inequalities  and  abfurd  improprifties.  Whatever  poetical  enthufiafm  he  adlually  poflefied,  he  with- 
held and  fiifled.  The  perufiil  of  him  afFe(5ts  not  our  m.inds  with  fuch  flrong  emotions  as  we  feel 
from  Hotiier  and  Milton  ;  fo  that  no  man  of  a  true  poetical  fpirit  is  mailer  of  himfelf  while  he 
reads  them.  Hence  he  is  a  writer  fit  for  univcrfal  perufal,  adapted  to  all  ages  and  llatiops,  for  the 
pld  and  for  the  young,  the  man  of  bufinefs  and  the  fcholar.  He  who  would  think  "  Palamon  and 
Arcite,"  "  The  Tempeft,"  or  "  Comus,"  childifh  and  romantic,  might  relifli  Pope.  Surely  it  is  no 
narrov/  and  niggardly  encomium  to  fay,  that  he  is  the  great  poet  of  reafon,  the  firft  of  ethical  au- 
thors in  verfe. 

Where  then  fhall  we,  with  juflicc,  be  authorifed  to  place  our  admired  Pope  ?  Not  affuredly 
in  the  fame  rank  with  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Milton ;  however  juftly  we  may  applaud  the 
Eloifa  and  Rape  of  the  Lech  ;  but,  confidering  the  corredtnefs,  elegance,  and  utility  of  his  works, 
the  weight  of  fentiment,  and  the  knowledge  of  man  they  contain,  we  may  venture  to  aflign 
him  a  place  next  to  Milton,  and  juft  above  Dryden.  Yet,  to  bring  our  minds  fteadily  to  make  this 
dccifion,  we  muft  forget  for  a  moment  the  divine  "  Mufic  Ode"  of  Dryden,  and  may  perhaps  then 
be  compelled  to  confefs,  that  though  Dryden  be  the  greater  genius,  yet  Pope  is  the  better  artifl. 

"  The  preference  here  given  to  Pope  above  other  Modern  Englifli  Poets,  it  muft  be  remember- 
cd  is  founded  on  the  excellencies  of  his  works  in  general,  and  taken  all  together ;  for  there  are 
parts  and  paffagcs  in  other  modern  authors,  in  Young  and  in  Thomfon  for  inftance,  equal  to  any 
of  Pope ;  and  he  has  written  nothing  in  a  ilrain  fo  truly  fublime  as  the  "  Bard  of  Gray.'* 
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EXTRACT  FROM  DR.  WARBURTON'S  ADVERTISEMENT 

To  the  Odavo  Edition  of  Mr.  Pope's  Work*,  1751. 


Mr.  Pope,  in  his  laft  illnefs,  amufed  himfelf,  a- 
midft  the  care  of  his  higher  concerns,  in  prepar- 
ing a  corredted  and  complete  edition  of  his  writ- 
ings; and.  with  his  ufual  delicacy,  was  even  fe- 
licitous to  prevent  any  fliare  of  the  offence  they 
might  occafion,  from  falling  on  the  friend  whom 
he  had  engaged  to  give  them  to  the  public. 

In  difcharge  of  this  truft,  the  public  has  here  a 
complete  edition  of  his  works,  executed  in  fuch  a 
manner,  as,  I  am  perfuaded,  would  have  been  to 
his  fatisfadtion. 

But  it  may  be  proper  to  be  a  little  more  parti- 
cular concerning  the  fuperiority  of  this  edition 
above  all  the  preceding ;  fo  far  as  Mr.  Pope  him- 
felf was  concerned.  What  the  editor  hath  done,  the 
reader  muft  colledh  for  himfelf. 

The  firft  volume,  and  the  original  poems  in  the 
fecond,  are  here  printed  from  a  copy  c  rrecfted 
throughout  by  the  author  himfelf,  even  to  the  ve- 
ry preface  ;  which,  with  feveral  additional  notes  in 
his  own  hand,  he  delivered  to  the  editor  a  little 
before  his  death.  The  Juvenile  Tranflations,  in  the 
other  part  of  the  fecond  volume,  it  was  never  his 
intention  to  bring  into  this  edition  of  his  works, 
on  account  of  the  levity  of  fome,  the  freedom  of 
others,  and  the  little  importance  of  any :  but  thefe 
being  the  property  of  other  meHj  the  editor  had  it 
cot  in  his  power  to  follow  the  author's  intention. 

The  third  volume,  all  but  the  Eflay  on  Man 
(which,  together  with  the  Effay  on  Criticifm,  the 
author,  a  little  before  his  death,  had  correded  and 
publilhed  in  quarto,  as  a  fpecimen  of  his  projecfted 
edition),  was  printed  by  him  in  his  lafl  illnefs  (but 
never  publiflied)  in  the  manner  it  is  now  given. 
The  difpofition  of  the  Epiftle  on  the  Charafters  of 
Men  is  quite  altered ;  that  on  the  Charadlers  of 
Women,  much  enlarged ;  and  the  Ejiiftles  on  Riches 
and  Tafte,  cotrefted  and  improved.  To  thefe 
advantages  of  the  third  volume,  muft  be  added  a 
great  number  of  fine  "Vcrfes,  taken  from  the  au- 
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thor's  manufcript  copies  of  thefe  poems,  commu- 
nicated by  him  for  this  purpofe  f  the  editor. 
Thefe,  when  he  firft  publilhed  the  poems  to  which 
they  belong,  he  thought  proper,  for  various  rea- 
fons,  to  omit.  Some  from  the  manufcript  copy  of 
the  Effay  on  Man,  which  tended  to  difcredir  fate, 
and  to  recommend  the  moral  government  of  God, 
had,  by  the  editor's  advice,  been  reftored  to  rheir 
places  in  the  laft  edition  of  that  poem.  The  reft, 
together  with  others  of  the  like  fort,  from  his  ma- 
nufcript copy  of  the  other  Ethic  Epiftles,  are  here 
inferted  at  the  bottom  of  the  page,  under  the  title 
of  Variations 

The  fourth  volume  contains  the  Satire.s,  with 
their  prologue,  the  epiftle  to  Dr.  .-Vrbuthnot,  and 
epilogue,  the  two  poems,  intitled  m  dcc  xxxviii. 
The  prologue  and  epilogue  are  here  given  with  the 
like  advantages  as  the  Ethic  Epiftles  in  the  forego- 
ing volume  ;  that  is  to  fay.  with  the  variations,  or 
additional  verfes,  from  the  author's  manufcripts. 
The  epilogue  to  the  fatires  is  likewife  enriched 
with  many  and  large  notes,  now  firft  printed  from 
the  author's  own  manufcript. 

The  fifth  volume  contains  a  correvSer  and  com- 
pleter edition  of  the  Dunciad  than  hath  been  hi- 
therto publifhed  ;  of  which,  at  prefent,  I  have  only 
this  farther  to  add,  that  it  was  at  my  requeft  he 
laid  the  plan  of  a  fourth  book.  I  often  told  him, 
it  was  a  pity  fo  fine  a  poem  fliould  remain  difgrac- 
ed  by  the  meannefs  of  its  fubjecSl,  the  moft  infig- 
nificant  of  all  dunces,  bad  rhymers,  and  malevo- 
lent cavillers;  that  he  ought  to  raifc  and  enoble 
it,  by  pointing  his  fatire  againft  the  moft  pernicious 
of  all,  minute  philofophers  and  freethinkers.  I 
imagined  too.  it  was  for  the  intereft  <  f  religion,  to 
have  it  known  that  fo  great  a  genius  had  a  due  ab- 
horrence of  thefe  peft,'-  of  virtue  and  fociety.  He 
came  readily  into  my  opinion;  but.  at  the  fame 
time,  told  me  it  would  create  him  man  enemies : 
he  was  not  miftaken  ;  for  :hough  the  terror  of  hia 
-  A 
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pen  kept  them  for  fome  time  in  refped,  yet  on  his 
death  they  rofe  with  unreftrained  fury,  in  nume- 
rous coffee-houfc  tales,  and  Grub-ftreet  libels.  The 
plan  of  this  admirable  fatire  was  artfully  contrived 
to  fliew,  that  the  follies  and  defeds  of  a  fafhionable 
education  naturally  led  to,  and  necefiarily  ended 
in,  freethinking ;  with  defign  to  point  cut  the  on- 
ly remedy  adequate  to  fo  fatal  an  evil.  It  was  to 
advance  the  fame  ends  of  virtue  and  religion,  that 
the  editor  prevailed  on  him  to  alter  every  thing  in 
his  moral  writings  that  might  be  fufpedled  of  hav- 
ing the  leafl  glance  towards  fate,  or  naturalifm  ; 
and  to  add  what  was  proper  to  convince  the  world, 
that  he  was  warmly  on  the  fide  of  moral  govern- 
ment, and  a  revealed  will :  and  it  would  be  injuf- 
tice  to  his  memory,  not  to  declare  that  he  embrac- 
ed thefe  occalions  with  the  mofl  unfeigned  plea- 
furc. 

The  fixth  volume  confifts  of  Mr.  Pope's  Mif- 
celianeous  Pieces,  in  verfe  andprofef.  Among  the 
verfe  feveral  fine  poems  make  now  their  firft  ap- 
pearance in  his  works  :  and  of  the  profe,  all  that  is 
good,  and  nothing  but  what  is  exquilitely  fo,  will 
be  found  in  this  edition. 

+  The  profe  is  not  witliin  the  plan  of  this  edition. 


The  feventh,  eighth,  and  ninth  volumes,  conCli 
entirely  of  his  Letters ;  the  more  valuable,  as  they 
are  the  only  true  models  which  we,  or  perhaps  any 
of  our  neighbours  have,  of  familiar  epiftles.  This 
coUeAion  is  now  made  more  complete  by  the  ad- 
dition of  feveral  new  pieces.  Yet  excepting  a  fliort 
explanatory  letter  to  Col.  M.  and  the  letters  to  Mr. 
A.  and  Mr,  W.  (the  latter  of  which  are  given  to 
fhew  the  editor's  inducements,  and  the  engage- 
ments he  was  under,  to  intend  the  care  of  this  edi- 
tion), excepting  thefe,  1  fay,  the  reft  are  all  pub- 
liflied  from  the  author's  own  printed,  though  not 
publifhed,  copies,  delivered  to  the  editor. 

On  the  whole,  the  advantages  of  this  edition, 
above  the  preceding,  arc  thefe  :  That  it  is  the  firft. 
complete  ccUcdtion  which  has  ever  been  made  of 
his  original  writings;  that  all  his  principal  pocme, 
of  early  or  later  date,  are  here  givtn  to  the  public 
with  his  lafl  corre61ions  and  improvements ;  that 
a  great  number  of  his  vcrfes  are  here  lirft  printed 
from  the  manufcripc  copies  of  his  principal  poems 
of  later  date  ;  that  many  new  notes  of  the  author's 
are  here  added  to  his  poems ;  and,  laftly,  that  fe- 
veral pieces,  both  in  profc  and  verfe,  make  now 
their  firft  appearance  before  the  public. 
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TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON   HIS  PASTORALS. 

IN  thofe  more  dull,  as  more  cenforious  days. 
When  few  dare  give,  and  fewer  merit  praife, 
A  mufe  Cncere,  that  never  flattery  knew^, 
Pays  what  to  friendihip  and  defert  is  due. 
Young,  yet  judicious  ;  in  your  verfeare  found, 
Art  ftrengthening  nature,  fenfe  improv'd  byfound. 
Unlike  tliofe  wits,  whofe  numbers  glide  alor:g 
So  fmoiith,  no  thought  e'er  interrupts  the  fong: 
Laborioufly  enervate  they  appear, 
And  write  not  to  the  head,  but  to  the  ear  : 
Our  minds  unmov'd  and  unconcern'd  they  lull. 
And  are  at  befl;  moft  mufically  dull  : 
So  purling  flreams  with  even  murmurs  creep, 
And  hufh  the  heavy  hearers  into  fieep. 
As  fmoocheft  fpeech  is  mofl  deceitful  found. 
The  fmootheft  numbers  oft  are  empty  found. 
But  wit  and  judjimenc  join  at  once  in  you. 
Sprightly  as  youth,  as  age  confummate  too  : 
Your  ftrains  are  regularly  bold,  and  pleafe  T 

With  unforc'd  care,  and  unaffedted  cafe,  C 

With  proper  thoughts,  and  lively  imajres;  j 

Such  as  by  nature  to  the  ancients  (hewn. 
Fancy  improves,  and  judgment  make?  your  own  : 
For  great  men's  faftions  to  be  foUow'd  are. 
Although  difgraceful  'tis  their  clothes  to  wear. 
Some,  in  apolilh'd  ftyle,  write  paftoral : 
Arcadia  fpeaks  the  language  of  the  Mall. 
Like   omi;  fair  fhepherdefs,  the  Sylvan  mufe 
Should  wear  thofe  flowers  her  native  fields  pro- 
duce ; 
And  the  true  meafure  of  the  (hepherd's  wit 
Should,  like  his  garb,  be  for  the  country  St  : 
Yet  mull  his  pure  and  uuaffecled  thought 
More  nicely  than  the  common  fwain's  be  wrought ; 
So,  with  becoming  art,  the  players  drefs 
In  fi'ks  the  fhepherd,  and  the  {hepherdefs  ; 
Yet  ilili  unchang'd  the  form  and  mode  remain, 
Shap'd  like  the  homely  ruITet  of  the  fw^aiii. 
Your  rural  mufe  appears  to  juftify 
The  long-loil  graces  of  fimplicity  : 
So  rural  beauties  captivate  our  fenfe 
With  virgin  charms,  and  native  excellence  : 
Yet  long  her  modefly  thofe  charms  conceal'd, 
Till  by  nieu's  envy  to  the  woild  reveal'd ; 


For  wits  induftrious  to  their  trouble  feem. 
And  needs  will  envy  what  they  muft  eftecm. 

Live,  and  enjoy  their  fpite  !  nor  mourn  that  fate, 
Which  would,  if  Virgil  liv'd,  on  Virgil  wait; 
Whofe  mufe  did  once,  like  thine,  in  plains  delight  ; 
Thine  fhall,  like  his,  foon  take  a  higher  flight : 
So  larks,  which  firft.  from  lowly  fields  arife. 
Mount  by  degrees,  and  reach  at  iaft  the  lkie=. 

W.  WYCHERLEY. 


TO  MR,  POPE, 

ON    ms    WINDSOR-FOREST* 

Hail  !  facred  bard !  a  mufe  unknown  before 
Salutes  thee  from  the  bleak  Atlantic  fhore. 
To  our  dark  world  thy  fnining  page  is  fliewn. 
And  Windfor's  gay  retreat  becomes  our  own. 
The  eafcern  pomp  had  juft  befpoke  our  care, 
And  India  pour'd  her  gaudy  trtafures  here  : 
A  various  fpoil  adorn'd  pur  naked  land,  "^ 

The  pride  "f  Perfia  glitter'd  on  our  (Irand,        > 
And  China's  earth  wascaft  on  common  fand  :    j 
Tofs'd  up  and  down  the  gloffy  fragments  lay, 
And  diefs'd  the  rocky  Ihelves,  and  pav'd  the  paint- 
ed bay. 

Thy  treafures  next  arriv'd  :   and  now  we  boaft 
A  nobler  cargo  on  our  barren  coaft  : 
From  thy  luxuriant  foreft  we  receive 
More  lafting  glories  than  the  caft  can  give. 

Where'er  we  dip  m  thy  delightful  page, 
What  pompous  fcenes  our  bufy  thoughts  engage  1 
The  pompous  fcenes  in  all  their  pride  appear, 
Erclh  in  the  page,  as  in  the  grpve  they  were  : 
Nor  half  fo  true  the  fair  Lodona  Ihews 
The  fylvan  ftate  that  on  her  border  grows. 
While  {he  the  wond'ring  Ihepherd  entertains 
With  a  new  Windfor  in  her  watery  plains; 
The  jufter  lays  the  lucid  wave  furpafs. 
The  living  fcene  is  in  the  mufe's  glafs. 
Nor  fweeter  notes  the  echoing  forefcs  cheer, 
When  Philomela  fits  and  warbles  there, 
Tlian  when  ynu  fiKg  the  greens  and  opening  glades. 
And  give  us  harmony  as  well  as  fliades  : 
A  Titian's  hand  might  draw  the  grove ;  but  yot^ 
Can  paint  the  grove,  and  add  the  mufic  too. 
Ay 
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With  vaft  variety  thy  pages  (bine ; 
A  new  creation  flarts  in  every  line. 
How  fudden  trees  rife  to  the  reader's  fight,       ") 
And  make  a  doubtful  fcene  of  (hade  and  light,    > 
And  give  at  once  the  day,  at  once  the  night !      J 
And  here  again  what  fweet  confufion  reigns, 
Jn  dreary  defcrts  niix'd  with  painted  plains  ! 
And  fee  !  the  deferts  caft  a  pleafing  gloom, 
And  fhrubby  heaths  rejoice  in  purple  bloom  ; 
Whilft  fruitful  crops  rife  by  their  barren  fide. 
And  bearded  groves  difplay  their  annual  pride. 

Happy  the  man,  who  firings  his  tuneful  lyre 
Where  woods,  and  brooks,  and  breathing  fields 

infpire  I 
Thrice  happy  you !  and  worthy  beft  to  dwell 
Amidft  the  rural  joys  you  fuig  fo  well. 
I  in  a  cold,  and  in  a  barren  clime,  ■) 

Cold  as  my  thought,  and  barren  to  my  rhyme,  > 
Here  on  the  weftern  beach  attempt  to  chime,    j 

0  joylcfs  flood  1  O  rough  tenipeiluous  main  [ 
iJorder'd  with  weeds,  and  folitudes  obi'cene  ! 

Snatch  me,  ye  gods  ',  from  thefe  Atlantic  iliores, 
And  fhelter  me  in  Windfor's  fragrant  bowers ; 
Or  to  my  much-lpv'd  Ifis'  walk  convey. 
And  on  her  flowery  banks  for  ever  lay. 
Thence  let  me  view  the  venerable  fcene, 
The  awful  dome,  the  groves  eternal  green, 
Where  facred  Hough  long  found  his  fam'd  retreat, 
And  brought  the  mufes  to  the  fylvan  feat ; 
JReform'd  the  wits,  unlock'd  the  clafTic  flore,    . 
And  made  that  mufic  which  was  noife  before. 
There,  with  illui^rious  bards,  1  fpent  my  days, 
Not  free  from  cenfure,  nor  unknown  to  praife  : 
Enjoy'd  the  blefTings  that  his  reign  befiow'd, 
Nor  envy'd  Wmdfor  in  the  foft  abode. 
The  golden  minutes  fmoothly  danc'd  away. 
And  tuneful  bards  bcgiiiVd  the  tedious  day  : 
They  fung,  nor  fui;g  in  vain,  with  numbers  fir'd, 
ThatMaro  taught,  or  Addifon  infpir'd. 
Ev'n  I  elTay'd  to  touch  the  trembling  firing  : 
Who  could  hear  tfiem,  and  not  attempt  to  flirr  .' 

F.oub'd  from  thefe  dreams  by  thy  commanding 
flrain, 

1  rife  and  wander  through  the  field  or  plain ; 
Led  by  thy  mufe,  from  fport  to  Iport  I  run, 
Mark  the  flrttch'd  iiuc,  or  hear  tlic  thundering  gun. 
Ah  I  how  I  meltwith  pity,  when  T  fpy 

On  the  cold  earth  the  fluttering  pheal'ant  lie  ! 
His  gaudy  robes  in  da2zhrig  lines  aj>pcar, 
And  every  feather  fhines  and  varies  there. 

Nor  can  I  pafs  tlie  generous  courfer  by  ;  T 

But  while  the  praticing  fired  allures  my  eye,      > 
He  flarts,  he's  gone  !  and  now  I  fee  him  fly       j 
O'er  hills  and  dales  ;  and  now  I  lofe  the  courfe. 
Nor  can  the  rapid  fight  purfue  the  flying  horfe. 
Oh,  could  thy  Virgil  from  his  orb  look  down, 
He'd  view  a  courfer  that  might  match  his  own  ! 
fir'd  with  the  fport,  and  eager  for  the  chace, 
Liodona's  murmurs  flop  me  in  the  race. 
Who  can  refufe  Lodona's  melting  tale  ? 
The  foft  complaint  fhall  over  time  prevail ; 
The  talc  be  told  when  fhades  fprfake  her  Ihore, 
The  nymph  be  furg  when  (he  can  flow  no  more. 

Nor  fliallthe  fong,  old  Thames  1  forbear  to  fliine, 
At  once  the  fubjeci  and  the  fong  d.vine. 


Peace,  fung  by  thee,  fliall  pleafe  ev'n  Britons  more 
Than  all  their  fjouts  for  vidlory  before. 
Oh  !  could  Britannia  imitate  thy  flream, 
1  he  world  ihould  tremble  at  her  awful  name; 
From  various  fprings  divided  waters  glide. 
In  different  colours  roll  a  different  tide. 
Murmur  along  their  crooked  banks  a  while. 
At  once  they  murmur  and  enrich  the  ifle ; 
A  while  diflindl  through  many  channels  run. 
But  meet  at  lafl,  and  fweetly  flow  in  one ; 
There  joy  to  lofe  their  long-diftingaifh'^  namet. 
And  make  one  glorious  and  immortal  Thames. 

FR.  KNAP. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

£y  the  Right  Honourable 

ANNE  CJUNTESS  OF  WINCHEL^EA. 

The  mufe,  of  every  heavenly  gift  allow'd 

To  be  the  chief,  is  public,  though  not  proud. 

Widely  extenfive  is  the  poet's  aim, 

And  in  each  verfe  he  draws  a  bill  on  fame. 

For  none  have  wit  (whatever  they  pretend) 

Singly  to  raife  a  patron  or  a  friend  ; 

But  whatfoe'er  the  theme  or  objcfl;  be. 

Some  commendations  to  themfetve*  forefec. 

Then  let  us  find,  in  your  foregoing  page, 

The  celebrating  poems  of  the  age;  '' 

Nor  by  injurious  fcruples  think  it  fit. 

To  hide  their  judgments  who  applaud  your  wit  : 

Eut  let  their  pens  to  yours  the  heralds  prove. 

Who  flrive  for  you,  as  Greece  for  Homer  ftrove ; 

VV^hilfl  he  who  befl  your  poetry  aflerts, 

AlTerts  his  own,  by  fympathy  of  parts. 

Me  panegyric  verfe  does  not  infpire. 

Who  never  well  can  praife  what  I  admire, 

Nor  in  thofe  lofty  trials  dare  appear. 

But  gently  drop  this  counfel  in  your  ear : 

Go  on,  to  gain  applaufes  by  defert ; 

Inform  the  head,  whiifl  you  difTolve  the  heart; 

Inflame  the  foldier  with  harmonious  rage. 

Elate  the  young,  and  gravely  warm  the  fage : 

Allure,  with  tender  verfe,  the  female  race; 

And  give  their  darling  pafTion,  courtly  grace  : 

Defcribe  the  forcfl  ftill  in  rural  flrains. 

With  vernal  fweets  frefh-breathing  from  the  plalu : 

Your  tales  be  eafy,  natural,  and  gay, 

Nor  all  the  poet  in  that  part  difplay ; 

Nor  let  the  critic  there  his  fkill  unfold. 

For  Boccace  thus  and  Chaucer  tales  have  told : 

Sopjthe,  as  you  only  can,  each  different  tafle, 

And  for  the  future  charm  us  in  the  pafl. 

Then,  fhould  the  verfe  of  every  artful  hand 

Before  your  numbers  eminently  fland ; 

In  you  no  vanity  could  thence  be  fhewn, 

Unlefs,  fince  fhort  in  beauty  of  yQur  own, 

Some  envious  fcribbler  might  in  fpite  declare. 

That  for  comparifon  you  plac'd  them  there. 

But  envy  could  not  againft  you  fucceed  : 

'Tis  not  from  friendsthatwrite,or  foes  that  read; 

Cenfure  or  praife  mull  frona  ourfelves  proceed. 


:] 
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TO  MR.  POPE, 

itr  MISS  JUD.COwrER,  AFTERWARDSMRS.  MADAN. 

O  Pope  '  by  what  commanding  wondrous  art 
Doft  ti.ou  each  paffion  toeach  breaft  impart? 
Our  beating  hearts  with  fpnghtly  mcafures  move. 
Or  melt  us  with  a  tale  pf  haplcfs  love  ! 
Th'  elated  mind's  impetuou>  ftarts  control. 
Or  gently  footh  to  peace  the  troubled  foul  I 
Graces  till  now  that  fingly  met  pur  view, 
And  fingly  chsrm'd,  unite  at  once  in  you  : 
A  ftyle  polite,  from  affedlafion  free, 
Virgil's  correcftnefs,  Hoiiier's  majefty  } 
Soft  Waller's  eafe,with  Milton  s  vigour  wrought. 
And  Spcnfer's  bold  luxuriancy  of  thought. 
Ip  each  bright  page,  ftrength,  beauty,  genius  fliine, 
While  nervous  judgment  guides  each  flowing  line. 
No  borrow'd  tinfel  glitters  o'er  thefe  lays, 
And  to  the  mind  afalfe  delight  conveys: 
Throughoutthe  whole  with  blended  po  v.  er  is  found, 
'l"he  weight  of  fenfe,  and  elegance  of  found  : 
A  lavifli  fancy,  wit,  and  force,  and  fire, 
Graces  each  motion  of  th'  immortal  lyre. 
The  matchlefs  ftrains  our  ravilh'd  fenfes  charm  : 
How  great  the  thought !  the  images  how  warm  ! 
How  beautifully  juft  the  turns  3ppear  '. 
The  language  how  majellically  clear! 
With  energy  divine  each  period  fwclls, 
And  all  the  bard  th'  infpiring  God  reveals. 
liOft  in  deligbts,  my  dazzled  eyes  I  turn, 
Where  Thames  leans  hoary  o'er  his  ample  urn  ; 
Where  his  rich  waves  fair  Windfor's  towers  fur- 
round, 
And  bounteous  rufh  amid  poetic  ground. 
O  Windfor  !  facred  to  thy  blifsfui  feats, 
Thy  fylvan  fliades,  the  mufes'  lov'd  retreats ; 
Thy  rifing  bills,  low  vales,  and  waving  woods, 
Thy  funny  glades,  and  celebrated  floods ! 
But  chief  Lodona's  filver  tides,  that  flow 
Cold  and  unfullied  as  the  mountain  fnow  ; 
Whofe  virgin  name  no  tirhe  nor  change  can  hide, 
Though  ev'n  her  fpotlefs  waves  ftiould  ceafe  to 

glide : 
In  mighty  Pope's  immortalizing  ftrains. 
Still  fliall  file  grace  and  range  the  verdant  plains  ; 
By  him  felefted  for  the  muJbs'  theme,       [ftream. 
Still  Ihine  a  blooining  maid,  and   roll  a  limpid 

Go  on,  and,  with  ti^y  rare  refitllefs  art, 
Rule  each  emotion  of  the  various  heart ; 
The  fpring  and  toft  of  verfe  unrival'd  reign, 
And  the  full  honours  of  thy  youth  maintain  ; 
Soothe,  with  thy  wonted  eafe  and  power  divine, 
Our  fouls,  and  our  degenerate  taftcs  refine ; 
in  judgment  o'er  our  favourite  follies  fit. 
And  foften  Wifdom's  harfh  reproofs  to  wit. 

Now  war  and  arms  thy  mighty  aid  demand, 
And  Homer  wakes  beneath  thy  powerful  hand  ; 
His  vigour,  genuine  heat, and  manly  force,. 
In  thee  rife  worthy  of  their  facred  fource  ; 
His  fpirit  heighten'd,yet  his  fcnfe  entire. 
As  gold  runs  purer  from  the  trying  fire. 
O,  ior  a  mufe  like  thine,  while  I  rehearfe 
Th'  immortal  beauties  of  thy  various  verfe  ! 


Now  light  as  air  th'  enliventnfj  numbers  movcj 
Soft  as  the  downy  plumes  of  fabled  love. 
Gay  as  tlie  flreaks  that  (lain  the  gaudy  bow. 
Smooth  as  Meander's  cryfcal  mirrors  flow. 

But,  when  Achilles,  panting  for  the  war. 
Joins  the  fleet  courfers  to  the  whirling  car  ; 
When  the  warm  hero,  with  ccleftial  might, 
Augments  the  terror  of  the  raging  fight. 
From  his  fierce  eyes  refulgent  lightnings  flream 
(As  Sol  emerging  darts  a  golden  gleam); 
In  rough  hoarfe  verfe  we  fee  th'  embattled  foes ; 
In  each  loud  flrain  the  fiery  onfet  glows; 
With  ilrength  redoubled  here  Achilles  (hines. 
And  all  the  battle  thunders  in  thy  lines. 
So  the  bright  magic  of  the  painter's  hand 

Can  cities,  ftreams,  tall  towers,  and  far-flretch'd 
plains,  command; 

Here  fpreading  woods  embrown   the  beauteous 
fcene, 

Therethev/ide  landfcape  fmileswith  livelier  green; 

The  floating  glafs  reflects  the  diftant  Iky, 

And  o'er  the  whole  the  glancing  fun-beams  fly ; 

Buds  open,  and  difciofe  the  inmoft  fhade  ; 

The  ripen'd  harveft  crowns  the  level  glade. 

But  when  the  artift  does  a  work  defign. 

Where  bolder  rage  informs  each  breathing  line  ; 

When  the  ftretch'd  cloth  a  rougher  ftrokc  receive*, 

And  Csfar  awful  in  the  canvas  lives; 

When  art  like  lavifh  nature's  felf  fupplies, 

Grace  to  the  limbs,  and  fpirit  to  the  eyes  ; 

When  ev'n  the  pafTions  of  the  mind  are  feen, 

And  the  foul  fpeaks  in  the  exalted  mien  ; 

When  all  is  juft,  and  regular,  and  great. 

We  own  the  mighty  Matter's  ficill,  as  boundlefsas 
complete. 


LORD  MIDDLESEX  TO  MR.  POPE, 
On  reading  Mr.  Addifous  j^ccount  of  the  EiigUJh  Poeh, 

If  all  who  e'er  invok'd  the  tuneful  Nine, 
In  Addifon's  majeftic  numbers  fhine. 
Why  then  fhould  Pope,  ye  bards,  ye  critics,  tell, 
Remain  unfung,  who  fingishimfelf  fo  well  ? 
Hear  then,  great  bard,  who  can  alike  infpire 
With  Waller's  foftnefs,  or  with  Rlilton's  fire; 
\Vhilft  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes  throng. 
To  thy  juft  prailes  tune  th'  adventurous  fong. 

How  am  1  iijl'd  with  rapture  and  delight, 
When  gods  and  mortals,  mix\i,  fuftain  the  fight  I 
Like  Milton  then,  though  in  more  polifli'd  ftrains, 
Thy  chariots  rattle  o'er  the  fmoking  plains. 
What  though  archangel  'gainft  archangel  arms. 
And  higheli  Heaven  refounds  with  dire  alarms '. 
Doth  not  the  reader  with  like  dread  furvey 
The  wounded  gods  repuls'd  with  foul  difmay  ? 

Biit  when  fome  fair  one  guides  j-our  fofter  verfe. 
Her  charms,  her  godlike  features,  to  rehearfe  ; 
See  how  her  eyes  with  quicker  lightnings  arm, 
AndWalier's  thoughts  in  fmoother  numbers  charm! 

When  fcols  provoke,  and  dunces  urge  thy  rage, 
Flecknoe  improv'd  bi-es  keener  in  each  page. 
Give  o'er,  great  bard,  ypur  fruitlefs  toil  give  o'er. 
For  flill  king  Tilbald  fcribbles  as  before  ; 
Aiij 
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Poor  Shakfpeare  fufFers  by  liis  pen  each  clay, 
While  Grub-ftreet:  alleys  own  his  lawlul  fway. 

Now  turn,  my  mufe,  thy  quick,  poetic  eyes. 
And  view  gay  fcenes  and  opening  profpecSts  rife. 
Kark  !  how  his  ruflic  numbers  charm  around. 
While  groves  to  groves,  and  hills  to  hiih  refound  ! 
The  liftening  hearts  ftand  fearlefs  as  he  fing!!, 
And  birds  attentive  clofe  their  ufelefs  wings. 
The  fwains  and  fatyrs  trip  it  o'er  the  plain, 
A^nd  think  old  Spenfer  is  reviv'd  again. 
Sut  when  once  more  the  godlike  man  begun 
In  words  fmooth  flowing  from  his  tuneful  tongue, 
Ravilh'd  they  gaze,  and  ftruck  with  wonder  fay, 
Sure  Spenfer's  felf  ne'er  fung  fo  fweet  a  lay  : 
Sure  once  again  Eliza  glads  the  ifle. 
That  the  kind  mufes  thus  propitious  fn.ile — 
Whygaze  ye  thus?  Whyall  this  wonder,  fwains? — 
'Tis  Pope  that  fings,  and  Carolina  reigns. 

But  ho]d,mymufe  !  whofeawkwai-d  verfebetrays 
Thy  want  of  fkill,  nor  fhews  the  poet's  praife  ; 
Ceafe  then,  and  leave  fome  fitter  bard  to  tell 
How  Pope  in  every  ftrain  can  write,  in  cv^ry 
ftrain  excel. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON  THE  PUBLISHING  HIS  WORKS. 

He  comes,  he  comes !  bid  every  bard  prepare 
The  fong  of  triumph,  and  attend  his  car. 
Great  Sheffield's  mufe  the  long  procefiion  heads, 
And  throws  a  luftre  o'er  the  pomp  flie  leads; 
Firft  gives  the  palm  fhe  fir'd  him  to  obtain, 
Crowns  his  gay  brow,  and  fhews  him  how  to  reign. 
Thus  young  Alcides,  by  old  Chiron  taught, 
Was  form'd  for  all  the  miracles  he  wrought : 
Thus  Chiron  did  the  youth  he  taught  applaud, 
Pleas'd  to  behold  the  earneft  of  a  God. 

But  hark !  v/hat  fhouts,  what  gathering  crowds 
rejoice  ! 
Unftain'd  their  praife  by  any  venial  voice. 
Such  as  th'  ambitious  vainly  think  their  due, 
When  proflitutes,  or  needy  flatterers  fue. 
And  fee  the  chief!  before  him  laurels  borne  ; 
Trophies  from  undeferving  temples  torn  : 
Here  Rage  enchain'd  rcluftant  raves;  and  there 
Pale  Envy  dumb,  and  fick'ning  with  defpair. 
Prone  to  the  earth  fhe  bends  her  lothing  eye. 
Weak  to  fupport  the  blaze  of  majsfly.  - 

But  what  are  they  that  turn  the  facred  page  ? 
Three  lovely  virgins,  and  of  equal  age; 
Intent  they  read,  and  all  enamour'd  feem, 
As  he  that  met  his  likenefs  in  the  dream  : 
The  Graces  thefe  ;  and  fee  how  they  contend, 
Who  moll  fhall  praife,  who  heft  fliall  recommend. 

The  chariot  now  t'ne  painful  fleep  afcends, 
Tile  Pecans  ceafj;  thy  glorious  labour  ends. 
Here  fix'd,  the  bright  eternal  temple  flands. 
Its  profpcdt  an  unbounded  view  commands  : 
Say,   wondrous  youth,   what   column   wilt   thou 

choofe. 
What  laurel'd  arcb  for  thy  triumphant  mufe? 
Though  each  great  ancient  court  thee  tohisfhrine, 
1  hough  every  laurel  through  the  dome  be  thine, 
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(From  the  proud  epic,  down  to  thofe  that  {hade 

The  gentler  brow  of  the  foft  I^efbian  maid) 

Go  to  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train. 

Thy  foul's  delight,  and  glory  of  the  fane  : 

While  through  the  earth  thy  dear  remembrance 

flies, 
"  Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  ikies." 

SIMON  HARCOURT. 


TO  MR.  POPE, 

EOT  MR.  HARTE. 

To  move  the  fprings  of  nature  as  we  pleafe; 
To  think  with  fpirit,  but  to  write  with  eafe  ; 
With  living  words  to  warm  the  confcious  heart, 
Or  pleai'e  the  foul  with  nicer  charms  of  art ; 
For  this  the  Grecian  foar'd  in  epic  flrains. 
And  fofter  Maro  left  the  Mantuan  plains  : 
Melodious  Spenfer  felt  the  lover's  fire, 
And  awful  Milton  flrung  his  heavenly  lyre. 

'  ris  yours,  like  thefe,  with  curious  toil  to  trace 
The  powers  of  language,  harmony,  and  grace; 
How  Nature's  felf  with  living  luftre  fliines, 
Hov/  judgment  ftrengthens.and  how  art  refines; 
How  to  grow  bold  with  confcious  fenfe  of  fame. 
And  force  a  pleafure  which  we  dare  not  blame  ; 
To  charm  us  more  through  negligence  than  pain*. 
And  gTve  ev'n  life  and  acSion  to  the  ftrains: 
Led  by  fome  law,  whofe  powerful  impulfe  guides 
Each  happy  flroke,  and  in  tiie  foul  prefi.des  ; 
Some  fairer  image  of  perfc(5lion  given 
T'  infpire  mankind,  itfelf  deriv'd  from  heaven. 

O  ever  >■  orthy,  ever  crown'd  Vv'ith  praife. 
Bled  in  thy  life,  and  bhfl  in  all  thy  lays ! 
Add  that  the  Sifters  every  thouglit  refine, 
Or  ev'n  thy  life  be  faultlefs  as  thy  line; 
Yet  Envy  ftill  v/ith  fiercer  rage  purfues, 
Obfcures  the  virtue,  and  defames  the  mufe. 
A  foul  like  thine,  in  pains,  in  grief  refign'd, 
Views  with  vain  fcorn  the  malice  of  mankind  : 
Not  critic!^,  but  their  planets,  prove  unjuft; 
And  are  they  blam'd  wlio  fin  becaufe  they  muft  ? 

Yet  fure  not  fo  muft  all  perufe  thy  lays  : 
I  cannot  rival — and  yet  dare  to  praife. 
A  thoufand  charms  at  once  my  thoughts  engage  ; 
Sappho's  foft  fwcetnef^,  Pindar's  warmer  rage, 
htattus'  free  vigour,  Virgil's  fcudious  care. 
And  Homer's  force,  and  Ovid's  eafier  air. 

So  feems  fome  piClure,  where  exadl  defign, 
And  curiouspains.and  ftrength,and  fweetnefs  join; 
Where  the  free  thought  its  pieafing  grace  beftowe. 
And  each  warm  ftroke  with  living  colour  glows; 
Soft  without  weaknefs,  without  labour  fair. 
Wrought  up  at  once  with  happinefs  and  care  ! 

How  bleft  the  man  that  from  the  world  removes, 
To  joys  that  Merdaunt*,  or  his  Pope,  approves ; 
Whofe  tafte  exadt  each  author  can  explore. 
And  live  the  prcfent  and  paft  ages  o'er; 
Who,  free  from  pride,  from  penitence,  or  ftrife, 
Moves  calmly  forward  to  the  verge  of  life  : 

*  £arl  of  Peterborough. 
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Such  be  my  day.',  and  fuch  my  fortunes  be, 
To  live  by  reafon,  and  to  write  by  thee  I 

Nor  deem  this  verfe,  though  humble,  a  difgrace  : 
All  are  not  born  the  glory  of  their  race  : 
Yet  all  are  born  t'  adore  the  great  man's  name, 
And  trace  his  footfteps  in  the  paths  to  fame. 
The  mufe,  who  now  this  early  homage  pays, 
Firft  learn'd  from  thee  to  animate  her  lays  : 
A  mufe  as  yet  unhonour'd,  but  unftain'd, 
Who  prais'd  no  vices,  no  preferment  gain'd ; 
Unbials'd  or  to  cenfure  or  commend, 
Who  knows  no  envy,  and  who  grieves  no  friend ; 
Perhaps  too  fond  to  make  thofe  virtues  known, 
And  fix  her  famfc  immortal  on  thy  own. 


THE  TRIUMVIRATE  OF  ?OETS, 

BY  MRS.  TOLLET. 

Britain  with  Greece  and  Rome  contended  long 

For  lofty  genius  and  poetic  fong, 

Till  this  Auguftan  age  with  Three  was  bleft, 

To  fix  the  prize,  and  finifli  the  contcft. 

In  Addifon,  immortal  Virgil  reigns; 

So  pure  his  numbers,  fo  refin'd  his  drains  : 

Of  nature  full,  with  more  impetuous  heat. 

In  Prior  Horace  ftiines,  fublimely  great. 

Thy  country,  Homer !  we  difpute  no  more; 

For  Pope  has  fii'd  it  to  his  native  fhore, 

A  iiij 
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PREFACE. 


I  AM  inclined  to  think,  that  both  the  writers  of 
books  and  the  readers  of  them,  are  generally  not  a 
little  unreafenable  in  their  espedations.  The  firfl 
leem  to  fancy  that  the  world  muft  approve  of 
whatever  they  produce,  and  the  latter  to  imagine 
that  authors  are  obliged  to  plcafe  them  at  any  rate. 
Methin!<s,  as,  on  the  one  hand,  no  fingle  man  is 
horn  ^ioh  a  right  nf  controuling  the  opinions  of 
all  the  reft ;  fo,  on  the  other,  the  world  has  no 
title  to  demand,  that  the  whole  care  and  time  of 
any  'particular  perfon  fhould  he  fatrificed  to  its 
entertainment.  Therefore,  I  cannot  but  believe 
that  writers  and  readers  are  under  equal  obliga- 
tions, for  as  much  fame,  or  plealure*,  as  each  af- 
fords the  other. 

Every  one  acknowledges,  it  would  be  a  wild 
r.otion  to  expert  perfe6i:ion  in  any  work  of  man  : 
and  yet  one  would  think  the  contrary  was  taken 
for  granted,  by  the  judgment  commonly  paffed 
upon  poems.  A  critic  iuppofes  he  has  done  his 
part,  if  he  proves  a  writer  to  have  failed  in  an 
exprtffion,  or  erred  in  any  particular  point  :  and 
can  it  then  be  wondered  at,  if  the  Poeis,  in  ge- 
neral, fecm  refolved  not  to  own  themfelvesin  any 
error  ?  For,  as  long  as  one  fide  will  make  no  al- 
io'. PHcts,  the  other  will  be  brought  to  no  acknow- 
ledgments*. 

J  am  afraid  this  extreme  zeal  on  both  fides  i?  ill- 
placed  ;  Pc  etry  and  Criticifm  being  by  no  mean? 
the  univerfal  concern  of  the  world,  but  only  the 
affair  of  idle  men  who  write  in  their  clofets,  and 
of  idle  men  who  read  there. 

Yet  fure.upon  the  whole,  a  bad  author  deferves 
better  u!age  than  a  bad  critic  :  for  a  writer's  en- 
deavour, for  the  moft  part,  is  to  plcafe  his  readers, 
and  he  fails  merely  through  the  misforune  of  an 
ill  judgment;  but  fuch  a  cri'ic's  is  to  put  them 
out  of  humour  ;  a  defign  he  could  never  go  upon 
without  both  that  and  an  ill  temper. 


*    Jn  the  former  editions   it  ivas  thus  "  For  as 

"  long  as  one  fids  dtfpifes  a  iveU-meant  endeavour^  the 
"  other  ivill  not  be  fatisfied  -with  a  moderate  approba- 
"  tion.'^ — b'ut  the  Author  altered  it,  as  ihefe  -words 
I'jfre  rather  a  onfequence  from  the  conclufioti  he  luould 
drwje,  than  the  concUf.en  itf<:lfii;hi<.h  hehgtr.oiv  infrted. 


I  think  a  good  deal  maybe  faid  to  extennate 
the  fault  of  bad  Poets.  What  we  call  a  Genius, 
is  hard  to  he  diftinguiflied,  by  a  man  himfelf,  from 
a  flrong  inclination  :  and  if  hii*  genius  be  ever  fo 
great,  he  cannot  at  firft  difcover  it  any  other  way, 
than  by  giving  way  to  that  prevalent  propenfity 
which  renders  him  the  more  liable  to  be  niillaken. 
The  only  method  he  has,  is  to  make  the  experiment 
by  writing,  and  appealing  to  the  judgment  of 
others :  now,  if  he  happens  to  write  ill  (which  i» 
certainly  no  fin  in  itfelf },  he  is  immediately  made 
an  objedt  of  ridicule  I  wilh  we  had  the  huma- 
nity to  refletft,  that  even  theworft  authors  might, 
in  their  endeavour  to  pleafe  us,  deferve  fomething 
at  our  hands.  We  have  no  caufe  to  quarrel  with 
them  but  for  their  obftinacy  in  perfifting  to  write; 
and  this  too  may  admit  of  alleviating  circum- 
flances.  Their  particular  friends  may  be  either 
ignorant  or  infincere ;  and  the  refl  of  the  world 
in  general  is  too  well  bred  to  fhock  them  with  a 
truth,  which  generally  their  bookfellers  arc  the 
firft  that  inform  them  of.  This  happens  not  till 
they  have  fpcnt  too  much  rf  their  time,  to  apply 
to  any  profeflion  which  might  better  fit  their  ta- 
lents; and  till  luch  talent^  as  they  have  are  fo  far  ' 
difcreditcd  as  to  be  but  of  fmall  fervice  to  them, 
for  (what  is  the  hardeft  cafe  imaginable)  the  re- 
putation of  a  man  generally  depends  up«n  the  firft 
flt'p?  he  makes  in  the  world;  and  people  will 
eftabhfh  their  opinion  of  us.  from  what  we  do  at 
that  feafon,  when  we  have  leaft  judgment  to  di- 
reiS  us 

On  the  other  hand,  a  good  poet  no  foonercom- 
municates  his  work?  with  the  fame  deCre  of  in- 
formation, but  it  is  imagined  he  is  a  vain  young 
creature  given  up  to  the  ambition  of  fame  ;  when 
perhaps  the  poor  man  is  all  ;  he  while  trembling 
with  the  fear  of  being  ridiculous.  If  he  is  made 
to  hope  he  may  pleafe  the  world  he  falls  under 
very  unlucky  circumftances :  for,  from  the  mo- 
ment he  prints,  he  mull  expeA  to  hear  no  more 
truth,  than  if  he  were  a  prince,  it  a  beauty  If 
he  has  not  very  good  fenfe  >  and  indeed  there  are 
twenty  men  of  wit  for  one  man  of  fenfe",  his  li- 
ving thus  in  a  courfe  of  flattery  may  put  him  in 
no  Imall  danger  of  becoming  a  coxcomb  ;  if  he 
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Bas,  he  tfrill  confcqucntly  have  fo  much  diffidence 
as  not  to  reap  any  great  fatisfadlion  from  his 
praife ;  fince,  if  it  be  given  to  his  face,  it  can 
fcarce  be  diftinguifhed  from  flattery,  and  if  in  his 
abfence,  it  is  hard  to  be  certain  of  it.  Were  he 
fure  to  be  commended  by  the  beft  and  moft  know- 
ing, he  is  as  furc  of  being  envied  by  the  worfl  and 
moft  ignorant,  which  are  the  majority ;  for  it  is 
■with  a  fine  genius,  as  with  a  fine  falhion,  all  thofe 
are  difpleafed  at  it  who  are  not  able  to  follow  it  : 
and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  efteem  will  feldom  do 
any  man  fo  much  good,  as  ill-wijl  does  him  harm 
Then  there  is  a  third  clafs  of  people  who  make 
the  largeft  part  ef  mankind,  thofe  of  ordinary  or 
indifferent  capacities;  and  thefe  (to  a  man)  will 
hate  orfufpecft  him  :  a  hundred  hontft  gentlemen 
will  dread  him  as  a  wit,  and  a  hundred  irnocent 
women  as  a  fatirift.  In  a  word,  whatever  be  his 
fate  in  poetry,  it  is  ten  to  one  but  he  muft  give 
up  all  the  reafonable  aims  of  life  for  it.  There 
are  indeed  fome  advantages  accruing  from  a  ge- 
nius to  poetry,  and  they  are  all  1  can  think  of : 
the  agreeable  power  of  felf-amufement  when  a 
man  is  idle  or  alone ;  the  privilege  of  being  ad- 
mitted into  the  beft  company ;  and  the  freedom 
of  faying  as  many  carelefs  things  as  other  people, 
without  being  fo  feverely  remarked  upon. 

I  believe,  if  any  one,  early  in  his  life,  fliould 
contemplate  the  dangerous  fate  of  authors,  he 
would  fcarce  be  of  their  number  on  any  confidera- 
tion.  The  life  of  a  wit  is  a  warfare  upon  earth; 
and  the  prefent  fpirit  of  the  learned  world  is  fuch, 
that  to  attempt  to  ferve  it  (any  way)  one  muft 
have  the  conftancy  of  a  martyr,  and  a  refolution  to 
fuffer  for  its  fake.  I  could  wifh  people  would  be- 
lieve, what  I  am  pretty  certain  they  will  nor,  that 
I  have  been  much  lefs  concerned  about  fame  than 
I  durft  declare  till  this  occaSon,  when  methinks  I 
fliould  find  more  credit  than  I  could  heretofore, 
fince  my  writings  have  had  their  fate  already,  and 
it  is  too  late  to  think  of  prepuffeffing  the  reader 
in  their  favour.  I  would  plead  it  as  fome  merit 
in  me,  that  the  world  has  never  been  prepared 
for  thefe  trifles  by  prefaces,  biaffed  by  recommen- 
dations, dazzled  with  the  names  of  great  patrons, 
wheedled  with  fine  rcafons  and  pretences,  or 
troubled  with  excufes.  I  confefs  it  was  want  of 
confideration  that  made  me  an  author  :  1  writ 
becaufe  it  amufed  me  ;  I  corredted  becaufe  it  was 
as  pleafant  to  me  to  corredt  as  to  write  ;  and  I 
publifhed  becaufe  I  was  told  I  might  pleafe  fuch 
as  it  V  as  a  credit  to  pleafe.  To  what  degree  I 
have  done  this,  I  am  really  ignorant ;  I  had  too 
much  fondr.efs  for  my  proc!u<flions  to  judge  of 
them  at  firft,and  too  much  judgment  to  be  pli  afed 
with  them  at  laft  But  i  have  reafon  to  think  they 
can  h  ve  no  reputation  which  will  continue  long, 
or  which  deferves  to  do  fo  ;  for  they  have  always 
fallen  (hort  not  only  of  what  I  read  of  others,  but 
«ven  of  my  own  ideas  of  poetry. 

If  any  one  fliould  imagine  I  am  not  in  earneft,  I 
defire  him  to  refledl  that  the  Ancients  (to  fay  the 
leaft  of  them)  had  as  much  gtnius  as  wt ;  and  that 
to  take  more  pains,  andempioy  more  time  ca;  no' 
fail  to  prouiice  more  complete  pieces.     They  con- 


ftantly  applied  themfelves  not  only  to  that  art,  bu? 
to  that  fingle  branch  of  an  art,  to  which  their  ta- 
lent was  moft  powerfully  bent;  and  it  was  thi 
bufinefs  of  their  lives  to  corrcdl  and  finifh  their 
works  for  pofterity.  If  we  can  pretend  to  havii 
ufed  the  fame  induftry,  let  us  exped  the  fame  im- 
mortality :  Though,  if  we  took  the  fame  care, 
we  fliould  ftill  lie  under  a  further  misfortune; 
they  writ  in  languages  that  became  yniverfal  and 
everlafting,  while  ours  are  extremely  linuted  both 
in  extent  and  in  duration  :  A  mighty  fovindation 
for  our  pride  1  when  the  utmoft  we  can  hope  is 
but  to  be  read  in  one  ifland,  and  to  be  thrown 
afidc  at  the  end  of  one  age. 

All  that  is  left  us  is  to  recommend  our  produc- 
tions by  the  imitation  of  the  Ancients ;  and  it  will 
be  found  true,  that,  in  every  age,  the  higheft  cha- 
rader  for  fenfe  and  learning  has  been  obtained  by 
thofe  who  have  been  moft  indebted  to  them.  For, 
to  fay  truth,  whatever  is  very  good  fenfe,  mufc 
have  been  common  fenfe  in  all  times ;  and  what  we 
call  Learning,  is  but  the  knowledge  of  the  fenfe  of 
our  predeceffors.  Therefore  they  who  fay  our 
thoughts  are  not  our  own,  becaufe  they  refemble 
the  Ancients,  may  as  well  fay  our  faces  are  not  our 
own,  becaufe  they  are  like  our  Fathers:  And  indeed 
it  is  very  unreafonable,  that  people  ftiouldeypedl  us 
to  be  fcholars,  and  yet  be  angry  to  find  us  fo. 

I  fairly  confefs.  that  I  have  ferved  myfelf  all'  IF 
could  by  reading  ;  that  I  made  ufe  of  the  judgment 
of  authors  dead  and  living;  that  F  omitted  no  means 
in  my  power  to  be  informed  of  my  errors,  both  by 
my  friends  and  enemies :  But  the  true  reafon  thefe 
pieces  are  not  more  corred,  is  owinj^  to  the  con- 
fideration how  ftiort  a  time  they  and  I  have  to 
live  :  One  may  be  aihamed  to  confume  half  one's 
days  in  bringing  fenfe  and  rhyme  together ;  and 
what  critic  can  be  fo  unreafonable,  as  nc3t  to  leave 
a  man  time  enough  for  any  more  ferious  em- 
ployment, or  more  agreeable  amufement  ? 

The  only  plea  I  ftiall  ufe  for  the  favour  of  the 
public,  is,  that  f  have  as  great  a  re(pe<St  for  it,  as 
moft  authors  have  for  themfelves;  and  that  I  have 
facrificed  much  of  my  own  felf-love  for  its  fake,  ia 
preventing  not  only  many  mean  things  from  feeing 
the  light,  but  many  Vvhich  I  thouj'ht  tolerable.  I 
vitould  not  be  like  thofe  authcrs,  whoforgive  them- 
felves fome  particular  lines  for  the  fake  of  a  whole 
poem,  and  vice  <uerfa  a  whole  poem  for  the  fake  of 
fome  particular  lints.  I  believe,  no  one  qnaiifi, 
cation  is  fo  likely  to  make  a  good  writer,  as  the 
power  of  rcjedling  his  own  thoughts;  and  it  mufb 
be  this  (if  any  thing)  that  can  give  me  a  chance 
to  be  one.  For  what  I  have  publiflied,  1  can  only- 
hope  to  be  1  ardt-ned  ;  but  for  what  I  have  burned, 
I  def  rve  to  be  prailt^d.  On  this  account  the  world 
is  under  fome  obligation  to  me,  and  owes  me  the 
juftice  in  return,  to  look  upon  no  verft?  as  mine 
that  are  not  infcrted  in  this  coiledion.  And  per- 
haps nothing  could  make  it  worth  my  while  t» 
own  what  are  really  fo,  but  to  avoid  the  imputa- 
ton  of  fo  many  dull  and  im.'no<al  things,  as  partly 
by  malice,  and  partly  by  igiioiance,  have  beea 
Icrihed  to  me.  1  muU  Tirther  acquit  myfelf  of 
tlie  f  refumption  of  having  lent  my  uanie  to  re 
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commend  any  mifccllanies,  or  works  of  other  men; 
a  thingf  1  never  thought  becoming  a  perfon  who 
has  hardly  credit  enough  to  anfwer  for  his  own. 

In  this  office  of  colle<&ing  my  pieces,  I  am  alto- 
gether uncertain,  whether  to  look  upon  myfelf  as 
a  man  building  a  monument,  or  burying  the  dead. 

If  time  fnall  make  it  the  former,  may  thefe 
poems  (as  long  as  they  lail)  remain  as  a  teftiaiony 
that  their  author  never  made  his  talents  fubfer- 
vient  to  the  mean  and  unworthy  ends  of  party  or 
felf-intereft  ;  the  gratification  of  i-ublic  prejudices 
or  private  paffions ;  the  flattery  of  the  undeferving, 
or  the  infult  of  the  unfoitunate.  If  I  have  written 
■well,  let  it  be  conficlered  that  it  is  what  no  man 
can  do  without  good  fenfe;  a  Quality  that  not  only 
renders  one  capable  of  being  a  good  writer,  but  a 
good  man.  And  if  I  have  made  any  acquifition 
in  the  opinion  of  any  one  under  tiie  notion  of  the 
former,  let  it  be  continued  to  me  under  no  other 
title  than  that  of  the  latter. 

But  if  this  publication  be  only  a  tnore  folemn 
funeral  of  my  remains,  I  defire  it  to  be  known 
that  I  die  in  charity,  and  in  my  fenfe? ;  without 
any  murmurs  againft  the  juftice  of  this  age,  or 
any  mad  appeals  to  pofterity.  I  declare  I  fliall 
think  the  world  in  the  right,  and  quietly  fubmit 
to  every  truth  which  time  fliall  difcover  to  the 
prejudice  of  thefe  writings;  not  fo  much  aswifli- 
ing  fo  irrational  a  thing,  as  that  every  body  fliould 
be  deceived  merely  for  my  credit.  However,  I 
dcure  it  may  be  then  coniidered,  That  there  are 
very  few  things  in  this  coUecftion  which  were  not 
written  under  the  age  of  five-and-twenty  ;  fo  that 
my  youth  may  be  made  (as  it  never  fails  to  be  in 
executions)  a  cafe  of  compaflion  :  That  I  was 
never  fo  concerned  about  my  works  as  to  vindi- 
cate them  in  print,  believing,  if  any  thing  was 
good,  it  would  defend  itfelf,  and  what  was  bad 
could  never  be  defended  :  That  I  ufed  no  artifice 
to  raife  or  continue  a  reputation,  depreciated  no 
dead  author  I  was  obliged  to,  bribed  no  living 
one  with  unjufl:  praife,  infuked  no  adverfary  with 
ill  language  ;  or,  when  I  could  not  attack  a  rival's 
works,  encouraged  reports  againll  his  morals. 
To  conclude,  if  this  volume  perilb,  let  it  ferve  as  a 
•warning  to  the  critics,  not  to  take  too  much  pains 
for  the  future  to  deftroy  fuch  things  as  will  die  of 
themftlves  ;  and  a  memento  rr.cri  to  fume  of  ray  vain 
contemporaries  the  Poets,  to  teach  them  that,  when 
real  merit  is  wanting,  it  avails  nothing  to  have  been 
encouraged  by  the  great,  commended  by  the  emi- 
nent, and  favoured  by  the  public  in  general. 
Nov.  10.  1 716. 
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Variations  in  the  Author's  Manufcrlpt  Preface. 

Atter  page  9.  c.  i.l.  a;,  it  followed  thus:  For  my 
part,  I  confefs,  had  I  feen  things  in  this  view,  at 
^rft,  the  public  had  never  been  troubled  either 


with  ray  writings,  or  with  this  apology  for  them. 
I  am  fenfible  how  difficult  it  is  to  fpeak  of  one's 
felf  with  decency  :  but  when  a  man  muft  fpeak  of 
himfelf,  the  beft  way  is  to  fpeak  truth  of  himfelf, 
or,  he  may  depend  upon  it,  others  will  do  it  for 
him.  I'll  therefore  make  this  Preface  a  general 
confeffion  of  all  my  thoughts  of  my  own  poetry, 
refolving  with  the  fame  freedom  to  expofe  my- 
felf, as  it  is  in  the  power  of  any  other  to  expofe 
them.  In  the  firft  place,  I  thank  God  and  nature, 
that  I  was  born  with  a  love  to  poetry;  for  nothing 
more  conduces  to  fill  up  all  the  intervals  of  our 
time,  or,  if  rightly  ufed,  to  make  the  whole  courfe 
of  life  entertaining:  "  Cantantes  licet  ufque  (mi- 
nus via  Ixdet)."  It  is  a  vaft  happinefs  to  pofFefs 
the  pleafures  of  the  head,  the  only  pleafures  ia 
which  a  man  is  fufficient  to  himfelf,  and  the  only 
part  of  him  which,  to  his  fatisfacSion,  he  can  em- 
ploy all  day  long.  The  Mufes  are  "  amicje  omni- 
um horarum ;"  and,  like  our  gay  acquaintance, 
the  beft  company  in  the  world,  as  long  as  one  ex- 
pedls  no  real  fervice  from  t'nera.  I  confefs  there 
was  a  time  when  I  was  in  love  with  myfelf,  and 
my  firft  produdiions  were  the  children  of  felf-love 
upon  innocence.  I  had  made  an  Epic  Poem,  and 
Panegyrics  on  all  the  princes  in  Europe,  and 
thought  myfelf  the  greateft  genius  that  ever 
was.  I  cannot  but  regret  thofe  delightful  vifions 
of  my  childhood,  which,  like  the  fine  colours  we 
fee  when  our  eyes  are  fliut,  are  vaniflied  for  ever. 
Many  trials,  and  fad  experience,  have  fo  unde- 
ceived me  by  degrees,  that  I  am  utterly  at  a  lofs  at 
what  rate  to  value  myfelf.  As  for  fame,  I  fliall 
be  glad  of  any  I  can  get,  and  not  repine  at  any  I 
mils ;  and,  as  for  vanity,  I  have  enough  to  keep 
me  from  hanging  myfelf,  or  even  from  wilhing 
thofe  hanged  who  would  take  it  away.  It  was 
this  that  made  me  write.  The  fenfe  of  my  faults 
made  me  correct ;  befides,  that  it  was  as  pleafant 
to  me  to  corre(3;  as  to  write. 

At  p.  9  c.  a.  1.  a6.  In  the  firft  place,  I  own  that 
I  have  ufed  my  beft  endeavours  to  the  finiftiing 
thefe  pieces  :  That  I  made  what  advantage  I 
could  of  the  judgment  of  authors  dead  and  living; 
and  that  I  omitted  no  means  in  my  power  to  be 
informed  of  my  errors  by  my  friends  and  my  ene- 
mies :  And  that  I  espefh  no  favour  on  account  of 
my  youth,  bufiiiefs,  want  of  health,  or  any  fuch 
idle  excufes.  But  the  true  reafon  they  are  not 
yet  more  corre(ft,  is  owing  to  the  confideration 
how  ftiort  a  time  they,  and  I,  Jiave  to  live.  A  man 
that  can  expeft  but  fixty  years,  may  be  afhamed 
to  employ  thirty  in  meafuring  fyllables,  and  bring- 
mg  fenfe  and  rhyme  together.  We  fpend  our 
youth  in  purfuit  of  riches  or  fame,  in  hopes  to  en- 
I  joy  them  when  we  are  old ;  and  when  wc  are  old, 
I  we  find  it  too  late  to  enjoy  any  thing.  I  therefore 
hope  the  Wits  will  pardon  me,  if  I  referve  fome 
of  my  time  to  fave  my  foul ;  and  that  fome  wife 
men  will  be  of  my  opinion,  even  if  I  fliould  think 
a  part  of  it  better  fpent  in  the  enjoyments  of  life, 
than  in  pleaHcg  the  critics. 


PASTORAL  S 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1 704. 


Rura  mlhi  et  rigui  placeant  in  valibus  amnci, 
Flumina  aniem,  fylvafque,  inglorius. 


DISCOURSE  ON  PASTORAL  POETRY* 


Thkre  are  not,  I  believe,  a  greater  number  of 
any  fort  of  verfes  than  thofe  which  are  called 
Paftorals;  nor  a  fmaller,  than  thofe  which  are 
truly  fo.  It  therefore  fccms  neceflary  to  give 
fomc  account  of  this  kind  of  Poem  ;  and  it  is  my 
defign  to  comprife  in  this  ihort  paper  the  fub- 
flance  of  thofe  numerous  dilTertations  the  Critics 
have  made  on  the  fubjevSt,  without  omitting  any 
of  their  rules  in  my  own  favour.  You  will  alfo 
find  fome  points  reconciled,  about  which  they 
feem  to  differ;  and  a  few  remarks,  which,  I 
think,  have  efcaped  their  obfervation. 

The  original  of  Poetry  is  al'cribcd  to  that  Age 
which  fucceeded  the  creation  of  the  world  ;  and 
as  tlie  keeping  of  flocks  fcems  to  have  been  the 
firft  employment  of  mankind,  the  mod  ancient 
fort  of  Poetry  was  probably  Paftoral  f.  It  is  na- 
tural to  imagine,  that  the  leifure  of  thofe  ancient 
fhepherds  admitting  aiid  iuviting  fome  diver- 
Con,  none  was  fo  proper  to  that  folitary  and  fe- 
dantary  life  as  linging ;  and  that  in  their  fongs 
they  took  occafion  to  celebrate  their  own  felicity. 
From  hence  a  Poem  was  invented,  and  after- 
wards improved  to  a  perfedl  image  of  that  happy 
time  ;  which,  by  giving  us  an  efteem  for  the  vir 
tues  of  a  former  age,  might  recommend  them  to 
the  prefent.  And  fince  the  life  of  fliephcrds  was 
attended  with  more  tranquillity  than  any  other 

*   JVrhten  at  fixttcn  ysari  of  a;t. 
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rural  employment,  the  poets  chofe  to  introduce 
their  perfons,  from  whom  it  received  the  name  of 
Paftoral. 

A  paftoral  is  an  imitation  of  the  adion  of  a 
ftiepherd,  or  one  confidered  under  that  charafter. 
Tlie  form  of  this  imitation  is  dramatic,  or  narra- 
tive, or  mixed  of  b-.th^;  the  fable  fimple,  the 
manners  not  too  polite  nor  too  ruftic:  the 
thoughts  are  plain,  yet  admit  a  little  quicknef* 
and  paffion,  but  that  fliort  and  flowino- :  the  ex- 
prefiion  humble,  yet  as  pure  as  the  language  will 
afford;  neat, but  not  florid;  eafy,  and  yet  lively. 
In  Ihort,  the  fable,  manners  thoughts,  and  ex- 
preflions,  are  full  of  the  greateft  fimplicity  in  na- 
ture. 

The  complete  characler  of  this  poem  confifts 
in  fimplicity  ^%  brevity,  and  delicacy;  the  two 
firft  of  which  render  an  eclogue  natural,  and  the 
laft  delightful. 

If  we  could  copy  nature,  it  may  be  ufeful  to 
take  this  idea  along  wi:h  us,  that  paftoral  is  aa 
image  of  what  they  call  the  Gulden  Age  So 
that  we  are  not  to  deicribe  our  Ihepherds  as  fhep- 
herds at  this  day  really  are,  but  a»  they  may  be 
conceived  then  to  have  been,  when  the  beft  of 
men  followed  the  employment.  To  carry  this 
refemblance  yet  further,  it  would  not  be  amifs  to 
give  thefe  Ihepherds  fome  Ikill  in  aftronomy,  as 

\    J^e'infius  in  Thetir. 
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fer  as  It  may  be  ufeful  to  that  fort  of  life  And 
an  air  of  picy  to  the  gods  fliould  fljine  throiio-h 
the  poem,  which  fo  vifibly  appears  in  ai;  the 
■works  of  antiquity;  and  it  ought  to  prefervc 
fome  re!i(h  of  the  old  wi»y  of  rvriting  :  the  coD- 
necSlion  fliould  be  loofe,  ihe  nsirjtions  and  de- 
fcription-  fhort  *,  and  the  caiis^iS  concife  :  ygt  it 
is  not  fulEcient,  that  the  ieiiCcnces  only  be  brief; 
the  whole  eclogue  ili»uld  be  fo  too .  for  we  can- 
not fuppofe  poetry  in  tnofc  days  to  have  been  the 
bufinefs  of  men,  but  their  recreatif'n  at  vacant 
liours 

,  3'Jt  with  refpecft  to  the  prefent  age,  nothing 
more  conduce-  to  make  thefe  ccmpofures  patural, 
than  when  fome  knowledge  tn  rural  affairs  is 
difcovered  f  This  may  be  made  to  appear  ra- 
ther done  by<  chance  than  on  defign,  and  fome- 
timc:  is  beft  fiiewn  by  inference ;  left  by  too  much 
ftudy  to  feem  natural,  we  deftroy  that  eafy  fim- 
plicity  from  whence  arifes  the  delight  :  for  what 
js  inviting  in  this  fort  of  poetry  proceeds  not  fo 
much  frcm  the  idea  of  that  bufinefs,  as  the  tran- 
quillity of  a  country  lift. 

Wp  muft  therefore  ufe  feme  illuCon  to  render  a 
pafloral  delightful ;  and  this  confifts  in  espofing 
the  beft  fide  only  of  a  fhepherd's  life,  and  in  con- 
cealing its  miferies  f.  Nor  is  it  enough  to  intro- 
duce (hepherds  difcourfing  together  in  a  natural 
vray^;  but  a, regard  muft  be  had  to  the- fubjeiflj 
that  it  conbin  fotne  particular  beauty  in  itfelf, 
and  that  it  be  different  in  every  eclogue.  Be- 
fides,  in  each  of  them  a  defigncd  fcenc  ot  profoedl 
is  to  be  prefented  to  osr  view,  which  fhouid  like- 
wife  have  its  variety  J.  This  variety  is  obtained 
in  a  great  degree  by  frequent  comparifons,  dl'awn 
from  the  moft  agreeable  ohje(fls  of  the  country  ; 
by  interrogations  to  things  inanimate;  by  beauti- 
ful digreffions,  but  thofc  fhort ;  fometimes  by  in- 
fifting  a  little  on  circumftanres;  arid  laftly,  by  e- 
legant  turns  on  the  words,  which  render  the 
tiumbers  extremely  fweet  and  pleafing.  As  for 
the  numbers  themfelves,  though  they  are  proper- 
ly of  the  heroic  meafure,  they  fhould  be  the 
fmootheft,  the  moft  eafy  and  flowing  imaginable. 

It  is  by  rules  like  thefe  that  we  ought  to  judge 
cf  paftoral.  And  fihce  the  inftruftions  given  for 
any  art  are  to  be  delivered  as  that  art  is  in  per- 
fedion,  they  muft  of  tiecefiity  be  derived  fr<im 
thofe  in  whom  it  is  acknowledged  fo  to  be  It  is 
therefore  from  the  prad.ice  of  Theocritus  and 
Virgil  (the  only  undifputed  autliors  of  paftoral) 
that  the  critics  have  drawn  the  foregoing  notions 
concerning  it. 

Theocritus  excells  all  others  in  nature  and  lim- 
plicity,  The  fubjecfls  of  his  Idyllia  arc  purely 
paftoral ;  but  he  is  not  fo  exacft  in  his  pcrfons, 
having  introduced  reapers  ||  aud  fifliei-nifn  as 
well  as  (hepherds.     He   is  apt  to  be  too  long  in 
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his  defcriptions,  of  which  that  of  the  cup  iti  the 
firft  paftoral  is  a  remarkable  inftaccs.  hi  the 
manners  he  feems  a  little  defe<ftive;  for  his  fwains 
are  fometimes  abufive  and  immodeft,  and  perhap* 
too  much  i  cUning  to  rufticity ;  for  inftance,  in 
his  fourth  and  fifth  Idyllia.  But  it  is  enough 
that  all  others  learned  their  excellence  from  him, 
and  that  his  dialedt  alone  has  a  fecret  charm  in  it, 
which  no  other  could  ever  attain. 

Virgil,  who  copies  Theocritus,  refines  npon  his 
original :  and  in  all  poir.ts,  where  judgment  is 
principally  concerned,  he  is  much  fuperior  to  his 
mafter.  Though  fome  of  his  fubjedls  are  not 
paftoral  in  themlelves,  but  only  feem  to  be  fuch  ; 
they  have  a  wonderful  variety  in  them,  which 
the  Greek  was  a  ftranger  to  *.  He  exceeds  him 
in  regularity  and  brevity,  and  falls  fliort  of  hiiri 
in  no'hing  but  fimpiicity  and  propriety  of  flyle  ; 
the  firft  of  which  ptrhaps  was  the  fault  of  his  age, 
and  the  laft  of  his  language. 

Among  the  moderns,  their  fuccefs  has  been 
greateft  who  have  moft  endeavoured  to  make 
thefe  ancients  their  pattern.  The  moft  confider- 
able  genius  appears  in  the  famous  TafTo,  and  our 
Spenfcr.  Taffo  in  his  Aminta  has  as  far  excelled 
all  the  paftoral  writers,  as  in  his  Gierufalemme  he 
ha-  outdone  the  epic  poets  of  his  country.  But  as 
his  piece  feems  to  have  been  the  original  of  a  new 
fort  of  poem,  the  paftoral  comedy,  in  Italy,  it  can- 
not fo  well  be  confidered  as  a  copy  of  the  ancients.- 
Spenfer's  Calendar,  in  Mr.  Dryden's  opinion,  is 
the  moft  complete  work  of  this  kind  which  any 
nation  has  produced  ever  fince  the  time  of  Vir- 
gilf  :  not  but  that  he  may  be  thought  imper- 
feft  in  f&me  few  points.  His  eclogues  are  fome- 
what  too  long,  if  we  compare  them  with  the  an- 
cients. He  is  fometimes  too  allegorical,  and 
treats  of  matters  of  religion  in  a  paftoral  ftyle,  ag 
the  Mantuan  had  done  before  him.  He  has  em- 
ployed the  lyric  meafure,  which  is  contrary  t» 
the  praAice  of  the  old  poets.  His  ftanza  is  not 
ftill  the  fame,  nor  always  well  chofen.  This  laft 
may  be  the  reafon  his  expreflion  is  fometimes  not 
concife  enough  :  for  tlie  tetraftic  has  obliged 
him  to  cKfend  his  fenfe  to  the  length  of  four 
lints,  which  would  have  been  more  clofcly  con- 
fined in  the  couplet. 

In  the  manners,  thoughts,  and  chara(51ers,  he 
comes  near  to  Theocritus  himfelf ;  though,  not- 
withftanding  ail  the  care  he  has  taicen,  he  is  cer- 
tainly inferior  in  his  dialeft  :  for  the  Doric  had 
its  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  time  of  Theocri- 
tus ;  it  was  ufed  in  part  of  Greece,  and  frequent 
in  the  hiouths  of  many  of  tke  greateft  perfons  : 
whereas  the  old  Englilh  and  country  phrafes  of 
Spenfer  were  either  entirely  obfolete,  or  fpoken 
only  by  people  of  the  loweft  condition.  As  there 
is  a  difference  betwixt  fimpiicity  and  rufticity,  fo 
the  expreffion  of  fimple  thoughts  ihould  be  plain, 
but  ncit  clownifh-  The  addition  he  has  made  of 
a  calendar  to  his   eclogues,   i»    very    beautiful; 
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ilnce  by  this,  befides  the  general  moral  of  inno- 
cence and  fimplicity,  which  is  common  to  other 
authors  of  paftoral,  he  has  one  peculiar  tohimlelf; 
he  compares  human  life  to  the  feveral  leafons, 
and  at  once  expoliss  to  his  readers  a  view  of  the 
great  and  little  worlds,  in  their  various  changes 
and  afpecSls.  >'  Yet  the  fcjupuloys  divifion  of  his 
pailorals  into  months,  has  obliged  him  either  to 
repeat  the  fame  defcription,  in  other  words,  for 
three  months  together ;  or,  when  it  was  exhauft- 
cd  before,  entirely  to  omit  it ;  whence  it  comes  to 
pafs  that  fomc  of  his  eclogues  (as  the  fixth,  eighth, 
and  tenth,  for  example)  have  nothing  but  their 
titles  to  dillinguifti  them.  The  reafon  is  evident, 
tecaufe  the  year  has  not  that  variety  in  it  to  fur- 
nilh  every  month  with  a  particular  defcription,  as 
it  may  cjvery  feafon. 


ON  PASTORAL   POETRY.  ^j 

Of  the  following  eclogues  I  fliall  only  fay,  that 
thefe  four  comprehend  all  the  fubjeiSs  which  the 
critics  upon  Theocritus  and  Virgil  will  allow  to 
be  fit  for  paftoral :  That  they  have  as  much  va- 
riety of  defcription,  in  refpedl  of  the  feveral  fea- 
fons,  as  Spenl'er's  :  That,  in  order  to  add  to  this 
variety,  the  feveral  times  of  the  day  are  obferved, 
the  rural  employmenrs  in  each  feafon  or  time  of 
day,  and  the  rural  fcenes  ur  places  proper  to  fuch 
employments;  not  without  fome  regard  to  the 
feveral  ages  of  man,  and  the  different  paffiona 
proper  to  each  age. 

But  after  all,  if  they  have  any  merit,  it  is  to  be 
attributed  to  fome  good  old  authors,  whofe  worka 
as  I  had  leifure  to  ftudy,  fp,  1  hope,  1  have  so; 
wanted  care  to  inutat«. 


PASTORALS. 


SPRING. 


THE  FIRST  PASTORAL,  OR  DAMON. 


TO  SIR  WILLIAM  TRUMBULL^ 


First  in  thefe  fields  I  try  the  fylvan  ftrains, 
Nor  blufh  to  fpn-t  on  Wiudfor's  bliMul  plains  : 
Fair  Thames,  flow  gently  from  thy  facred  fpring, 
Whik  on  thy  banks  Sicilian  mufes  fing ; 
l^et  vernal  airs  through  trembling  ofiers  play, 
And  Albion's  cliffs  refound  the  rural  lay. 

Youth  at,  too  wife  fir  pride,  too    good   for 
power. 
Enjoy  the  glory  to  be  great  no  more, 
And,  carrying  with  you  all  the  world  can  boaft. 
To  all  the  world  illuftrioufly  are  loft  !  lo 

O  let  my  mufe  her  flender  reed  infpire, 
Till  in  your  native  ibades  you  tune  the  lyre  : 
So  when  the  nightingale  to  reft  removes. 
The  thrufh  may  chant  to  the  forfaken  groves, 
But  charm'd  to  filence,  liftens  whik  fhc  fmgs. 
And  all  th'  aci  ial  audience  clap  their  wings. 

Soon  as  the  flocks  ftiook  off  the  nightly  dev/s, 
Two  fwains,  whom  love  kept  wakeful,  and  the 

mufe, 
Pour'd  o'er  the  whitening  vale  their  fleecy  care, 
Frefb  as  the  morn,  and  as  the  fcafon  fair  :  ao 

The  dawn  now  bluftiing  on  the  mountain's  fide, 
Thus  Daphnis  fpoke,  and  Strephon  thus  reply'd. 

BAFHNJS. 

Hear  how  the  birds,  on  every  bloomy  fpray, 
With  joyous  mufic  wake  the  dawning  day  ! 
"Why  fit  we  mute,  when  early  linnets  fing. 
When  warbling  Philomel  falutes  the  fpring  ? 
Why  fit  we  fad,  when  Fhofphor  fhincs  fo  clear, 
And  lavifli  nature  paints  the  j^urple  year  ? 

STREPilOM. 

Sirg  tSen,and  Damon  fiiall  attend  the  ftrain, 
Wl  ile  y  in'  flow  oxen  turn  the  furrow'd  plain.  30 
Here  the  bright  crocus  and  blue  violet  glow; 
Here  weftern  winds  on  breathing  rofes  blow, 
1*11  ftake  yon'  lamb,  that  near  the  fountain  plays, 
And  from  the  brink  his  dancing  ibade  furveys. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  34.  The  firft  reading  was, 
And  his  own  image  from  the  bauk  furveys. 


DAPHNIS. 

And  I  this  bowl,  where  wanton  ivy  twines. 
And  fwelling  clutters  bend  the  curling  vines  : 
Four  figures  rifing  from  the  work  appear, 
The  various  feafons  of  the  rolling  year; 
And  what  is  that,  which  binds  the  radiant  flcy, 
Where  twelve  fair  figns  ia  beauteous  order  lie  ?  40 

DAMON. 

Then  fing  by  turns,  by  turns  the  mufes  fing ; 
Now  hawthorns  blofTom,  now  the  daifies  fpring, 
Now   leaves   the  trees,   and  flowers    adorn  the 

ground; 
Begin,  the  vales  fhall  every  note  rebound. 

STREPtlON. 

Infpire  me,  Phoebus,  in  my  Delia's  praife. 
With  Waller';  ftrains,  or  Granville's  moving  lays  I 
A  milk-white  bull  fhall  at  your  altars ftand, 
That  threats  a  fight,  and  fpurns  the  rifing  fand. 

DAPHNIS. 

O  Love  !  for  Sylvia  let  me  gain  the  prize. 
And  make  my  tongue  viftorious  as  her  eyes  ;     50 
No  lambs  or  fheep  for  vi6lims  I'll  impart. 
Thy  vidlim,  Love,ftiaIl  be  the  fliepherd's  heart. 

STREPHON. 

Me  gentle  Delia  beckons  from  the  plain, 
Then,  hid  in  fhades,  eludes  her  eager  fwain; 
But  feigns  a  laugh,  to  fee  me  fearch  around. 
And  by  that  laugh  the  willmg  fair  is  found. 

DAPHNlS, 

The  fprightly  Sylvia  trips  along  the  green. 
She  runs,  but  hopes  fhc  does  not  run  unfeen  ; 
While  a  kind  glance  at  her  purfuer  flies. 
How  much  at  variance  are  her  feet  and  eyes  1  60 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  36.  And  clufters  lurk  beneath  the  curling 
vines. 
Ver.  49.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Pan,  let  my  numbers  equal  Strephon's  lays, 
Of  Parian  ftone  thy  ftatue  will  I  raife  ; 
But  if  I  conquer,  and  augment  mv  fold. 
Thy  Parian  ftatue  fliall  be  chan j'd  to  gold. 


P  A  S  T  O 

STREPIION. 

O'er  golden  fands  let  rich  Patftolus  flow, 
And  trees  weep  amber  on  the  banks  of  Po  ; 
Bleft   Thames's    fhores    the    brightefl.    beauties 

yield  ; 
Feed  here  my  lambs,  I'll  feek  no  diftant  field. 

DATHNIS. 

Celeftial  Venus  haunts  Idalia's  groves; 
Diana  Cynthus,  Ceres  Hybla  loves. 
If  Windfor  Ihades  delight  the  matchlefs  maid, 
Cynthus  and  Hybla  yield  to  Windfor  Ihade. 

STR.EPHON. 

All  nature  mourns,  the  fkies  relent  in  fliowers, 
Hulh'd  are  the  birds,  and  clos'd    the  drooping 
fl.owers;  70 

If  Delia  fmile,  the  flowers  begin  to  fpring. 
The  Ikies  to  brighten,  and  the  birds  to  fing. 

DRTHNIS. 

All  nature  laughs,  the  groves  are  frefli  and  fair, 
The  fun's  mild  luftre  warms  the  vital  air ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  6r.  It  flood  thus  at  firft  : 
Let  rich  Iberia  golden  fleeces  boaft. 
Her  purple  wool  the  proud  Aflyrian  coaft, 
Bleft  Thames's  fliores,  &c. 

Ver.  61.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Go,  flowery  wreath,  and  let  my  Sylvia  know, 
Compar'd  to  thfne  how  bright  her  beauties  fliew  : 
Then  die;  and  dying,  teach  the  lovely  maid 
Howfoon  the  brighteft  beauties  are  decay'd. 

nAPHNIS. 

Go,  tuneful  bird,  that  pleas'd  the  woods  io  long, 
Of  Amaryllis  learn  a  fweeter  fong  : 
To  heaven  arifing  then  her  notes  convey. 
For  heav'n  alone  is  worthy  fuch  a  lay. 

Ver.  69.  Thefc  verfeswere  thus  at  firft  : 
All  nature  mourns,  the  birds  their  fongs  deny, 
Nor  wafted  brooks  the  thirfty  flowers  fupply  ; 
IfDelia  fmile,  the  flowers  begin  to  fpring, 
The  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  ling. 


R  A  L  S.  Ijf 

If  Sylvia  fmiles,  new  glories  gild  the  fhore, 
And  vanquifli'd  nature  feems  to  charm  no  more. 

SIREPHON. 

In  fpring  the  fields,  in  autumn  hills  I  love. 
At  morn  the  plains,  at  noon  the  fhady  grove, 
But  Delia  always ;  abfent  from  her  fight, 
Nor  plains  at  morn,  nor  groves  at  noon  delight.  80) 

DAPHNIS. 

Sylvia's  like  autumn  ripe,  yet  mild  as  May, 
More  bright  than  noon, yet  frefli  as  early  day; 
Ev'n  fpring  difpleafes,  when  ihe  fhines  not  here; 
But,  blefs'd  with  her,  'tis  fpring  throughout  thfl| 
year. 

STREPHON. 

Say,  Daphnis,  fay,  in  what  glad  foil  appears, 
A  wondrous  tree  that  facred  monarch  bears  ; 
Tell  me  but  this,  and  I'll  difclaim  the  prize. 
And  give  the  couqueft  to  thy  Sylvia's  eyes. 

DAPHNIS. 

Nay,  tell  me  firft,  in  what  more  happy  fields 
The  thiftle  fprings,  to  which  the  liiy  yields  :       9a 
And  then  a  nobler  prize  I  will  refign; 
For  Sylvia,  charming  Sylvia  fball  be  thine. 

DAMON. 

Ceafe  to  contend  ;  for,  Daphnis,  I  decree 
The  bowl  to  Strephon,  and  the  lamb  to  thee. 
Bleft  fwains,  whofe  nymphs  in  every  grace  excel ; 
Bleft  nymphs,  whofe  fwains  thofe  graces  fing  fo 

well ! 
Now  rife,  and  hafte  to  yonder  woodbine  bowers, 
A  foft  retreat  from  fudden  vernal  fliowers ; 
The  turf  with  rular  dainties  ftiall  be  crown'd, 
While    opening  blooms   diff"ule   their  fweets  a* 

round.  ,  lOO 

For  fee  I  the  gathering  flocks  to  fhelter  tend, 
And  from  the  pleiads  fruitful  fhowers  defcend. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  99   was  originally, 
The  turf  with  country  dainties  fhall  be  fpread. 
And  trees  with  twining  branches  (hade  your  head. 


SUMMER. 


THE  SECOND  PASTORAL,  OR  ALEXIS. 


TO  BR.  GARTH, 


A  shepherd's  boy  (he  feeks  no  better  name) 
Led  forth  his  flocks  along  the  filver  Thame, 
Where  dancing  fun-beams  on  the  waters  play'd, 
And  verdant  alders  form'd  a  quivering  ihade. 


VARIATIONS, 

,  4.  were  thus  printed  in  the    firft 


Ver.  I,  a, 

edition 

A  faithful  fvvain,  whom  love  had  taught  to  fing, 
S^wail'd  his  fate  befide  a  filver  fpring ; 


Soft  as  he  mourn'd,  the  ftreams  forgot  to  flow. 
The  flocks  around  a  dumb  compaflion  fhew, 


VARIATIONS. 

Where  gentle  Thames  his  winding  waters  leads 
Through   verdant  forefts,  and   through  flowery 
meads. 
Ver.  3.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
There  to  the  winds  he  plajn'd  his  haplefs  love, 
J\iid  Amyrilli?  fill'd  the  vocal  grove. 


¥^ 


THE   WORKS   OF   TOTE. 


The  Naiads  wept  in  every  watery  bower, 
Atid  Jove  confented  in  a  filent  (hower. 
Accept.  O  Garth,  the  mufe's  early  lays, 
That  adds  this  wreath  of  ivy  to  thy  bays  ;  lo 

Hear  what  fr  in  love  unpradlis'd  hearts  endure. 
From  love,  the  fole  difeale  thoH  canft  not  cure. 
'     Ye  fliady  beeches,  and  ye  cooling  ftreams. 
Defence  from  Piioebus',  not  from  Cupid's  beams, 
To  you  I  mourn  ;  nor  to  the  deaf  1  fin^. 
The  woods  (hall  anfwer,  and  their  echo  ring. 
The  'ills  and  rocks  attend  my  doleful  lay» 
Why  art  th"U  prouder  and  more  hard  than  they? 
The  bleating  fheep  with  my  complaints  agree. 
They  parch'd  with  heat,  and  I  inflam'd  by  thee,  ao 
The  iultry  Sirius  burns  the  thirfty  plains, 
While  in  thy  heart  eternal  winter  reigns. 

Where  ftiay  ye,  mufes,  in  what  lawn  or  grove. 
While  y  ur    Mexis  pines  in  hopelefs  love  ? 
In  thofc  fair  fields  where  facred  Ifis  glides, 
Or  eife  where  Cam  his  winding  vales  divides? 
As  in  the  cryilal  fpring  I  view  my  face, 
Fre.h  rifing  blufhes  paint  the  watery  glafs; 
But  fmce  thofe  graces  pleafe  thy  eyes  no  more, 

1  Ihun  the  fruntains  which  I  fought  before.         30 
Once  I  was  ftrill'd  in  every  herb  that  grew, 

And  every  plant  that  drinks  the  morning  dew  ; 
Ah,  wretched  fhepherd,  what  avails  thy  art, 
To  cure  thy  lanibs,  but  not  to  heal  thy  heart  1 

Let  other  fwains  attend  the  rural  care. 
Feed  fairer  flocks,  or  richer  fleeces  fheer  : 
Bi  r  nigh  yon*  mountain  let  me  tunc  my  lays, 

2  ibrace  my  love,  and  bind  my  brows  with  bays. 
That  flute  is.  mine  which  Colin's  tuneful  breath 
Infpir'd  when  living,  and  bequeath'd  in  death  f  40 
He  raid  ;   Alexis,  take  this  pipe,  the  fame 

That  taught  the  groves  my  Rofalinda's  name  : 
But  now  the  reeds  fhall  hang  on  yonder  tree. 
For  ever  filent,  fmce  defpis'd  by  thee. 
O  !  were  I  made  by  fome  transforming  power 
The  captive  bird  that  fings  within  thy  bower  1 
Then  might  my  voice  thy  liftening  ears  employ. 
And  I  thofe  kiffes  he  receives  enjoy. 

And  yet  my  numbers  pleafe  the  rural  throng. 
Rough  hatyrs  dance,  and  Pan  applauds  the  fong:  jo 
The  nymphs,  forfaking  every  cave  and  fpring, 
Their  early  fruit  and  milk-white  turtles  bring  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  27. 
Oft  in  the  cryftal  fpring  I  call  a  view. 
And  equall'd  Hylas,  if  the  glafs  be  true ; 
But  fuice  thofe  graces  meet  my  eyes  no  more, 


Each  amorous  nymph  prefers  her  gifts  in  vaiili 
On  you  their  gifts  are  all  befliow'd  again, 
For  you  the  fwains  the  faireft  flowers  defign, 
.A.nd  in  one  garland  all  their  beauties  join  ; 
Accept  the  wreath  which  you  deferve  alone, 
In  whom  all  beauties  are  compris'd  in  one. 

See  what  delights  in  fylvan  fcenes  appear ! 
Defcending  Gods  have  found  Elyfium  here.        6* 
fn  woods  bright  Venus  with  Adonis  ftray'd. 
And  chafte  Diana  haunts  the  foreft  fliade. 
Come,  lovely  nymph,  and  blefs  the  filent  hours. 
When  fwains  from  flieering  feek   their  nightly 

bowers ; 
When  weary  reapers  quit  the  fultry  field, 
Andcrown'd  with  corn  their  thanks  to  Ceres  yield*- 
This  harmlefs  grove  no  lurking  viper  hides, 
But  in  my  breaft  the  ferpent  Love  abides. 
Here  bees  from  bloffoms  Cp  the  rofy  dew, 
But  your  Alexis  kn^^ws  no  fweets  but  you.         7* 
Oh  deign  to  vifit  our  forfaken  feats, 
The  moffy  fountains,  and  the  green  retreats ! 
Where'er  you  walk   cool  gales  fhall  fan  the  glade; 
Trees,  where  you  fit,  fhall  crowd  into  a  fhade  : 
Where'er  you  tread,  the  blufhing  flowers  fhall  rife, 
And  all  tnings  Jlouriflj  where  you  turn  your  eyes. 
Oh  !  how  1  li>ng  with  you  to  pafs  my  days, 
Invoke  the  mufes,  and  refound  your  praife  ! 
Your  praife  the  birds  fhall  chant  in  every  grove, 
And  winds  fhall  waft  it  to  the  powers  above.     8» 
But  would  you  fing,  and  rival  Orpheus'  flrain. 
The  wondering  forefls  foon  fiiould  dance  again, 
I'he  moving  mountains  hear  the  powerful  call. 
And  headlong  flreamshang  liftening  in  their  fall ! 

But  fee,  the  fhepherds  ftiun  the  noon-day  heat, 
rhe  lowing  herds  to  murm'ring  brooks  retreat^, 
To  clofer  fliades  the  panting  flocks  remove ; 
Ye  gods  ;  and  is  there  no  relief  for  love  ! 
But  foon  the  fun  with  milder  rays  defcends 
To  the  cool  ocean,  where  his  journey  ends  :       90 
On  me  love's  fiercer  flames  for  ever  prey. 
By  night  he  fcorches,  as  he  burns  by  day. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  79,,  80. 
Your  praife  the  tuneful  birds  to  heaven  fliall  bear, 
And  liftening  wolves  grow  milder  as  they  hear. 

So  the  vcrfes  were  origina'ly  written ;  but  the  all- 
thor,  young  as  he  was,  foon  found  the  abfurdity, 
v^-hich  Spenfer  himfelf  overlooked,  of  introducing 
wolves  into  England. 

Ver.  91.  Me  love  inflames,  nor  will  his  fires  allaj. 


\ 


I^ASTORALS. 
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AUTUMN. 


THE  THIRD  PASTORAL,  OR  HYLAS  AND  ^GON. 


TO    MR.    WYCHERLT. 


Beneath  the  Ihade  a  fpreading  beech  difplays, 
Hylas  and  ^gon  fung  their  rural  lays : 
This  mourn'd  a  faithlefs,  that  an  abfent  love  J 
And  Delia's  name  and  Bori's  fill'd  the  grove. 
Ye  Mantuan  nymphs,  your  facred  fuccour  bring; 
Hylas  and  Agon's  rural  lays  I  fing. 

Thou,  whom  the  nine  with  Plautus'  wit  infpire, 
The  art  of  Terence  and  Menander's  fire ; 
Whofefenfe  inflruftsus,  andwhofe  humour  charms, 
Whofe  judgment  fways  us,   and    whofe    fpirit 
warms  1  lo 

Oh,  flcill'd  in  Nature  I  fee  the  hearts  of  fwairis, 
Their  artlefs  paflions,  and  their  tender  pains. 

Now  fetting  Phabus  flione  ferenely  bright, 
Artd  fleecy  clouds  were  ftreak'd  with  purple  light ; 
When  tuneful  Hylas,  with  melodious  moan, 
Taught  rocks  to  weep,  and  made  the  mountains 
groan. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  1 
To  Delia's  ear  the  tender  notes  convey. 
As  fome  fad  turtle  his  loft  love  deplores, 
And  with  deepmurmnrsfillsthe  foundIng{hores;ao 
Thus,  far  from  Delia,  to  the  winds  I  mosm. 
Alike  unheard,  unpity'd,  and  forlorn. 
Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along  ! 
For  her,  the  feathcr'd  quires  negle<3  their  fong  ; 
For  her,  the  limes  their  pleafing  fliades  deny ; 
For  her,  the  lilies  hang  their  heads  and  die. 
Ye  flowers  that  droop,  fotfaken  by  the  fpring, 
Ye  birds  that,  left  by  fummer,  ceafe  to  fing, 
Ye  trees  that  fade  when  autumn  heats  remove, 
Say,  is  not  abfence  death  to  thofe  who  love  ?      30 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
Curs'd  be  the  fields  that  caufe  my  Delia's  ftay ; 
Fade  every  blofibm,  wither  ever  tree. 
Die  every  flower,  and  perifti  all,  but  ftie. 
What  have  1  faid  ?  where'er  my  Delia  fliej. 
Let  fpring  attend,  and  fudden  flowers  arife  1 
Let  opening  rofes  knotted  oaks  adorn, 
And  liquid  amber  drop  from  every  thorn. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along ! 
The  birds  fliall  ceafe  to  tune  their  evening  fong,  40 
The  winds  to  breathe,  the  waving  woods  to  move, 
And  ftreams  to  murmur,  ere  I  ceafe  to  love. 
Not  bubbling  fountains  to  the  thirfty  fwain, 
Not  balmy  fleep  to  labourer*  faist  with  paiaj, 
-Vot.  VIII. 


Not  ftiowcrs  to'  larks,  or  funfhJne  to  the  bee. 
Are  half  fo  charming  as  thy  fight  to  mc. 

CJo,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  I 
Come,  Delia,  come  ;  ah,  why  this  long  delay  ? 
Through  rocks  and  caves  the  name  of  Delia  founa*j 
Delia,  each  cave  and  echoing  rock  rebounds.      50 
Ye  powers,  whatpleafingfrenzy  foothesmy  mindl 
Do  lovers  dream,  or  is  my  Del.a  kind  ? 
She  comes,  my  Delia  comes  I — Now  ceafe  my  lay. 
And  ceafe,  ye  gales,  to  bear  my  fighs  away !  [mir'd  ; 

Next  jEgon  fung,  while  Windfor  groves  ad- 
Rehearfe,  ye  mufes,  what  yourfelves  infpit'd. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  ftrain  I 
Of  perjur'd  Doris,  dying  I  complain ; 
Here  where  the  mountains,  lefiening  as  they  rife, 
Lofe  the  low  vaies,  and  fteal  into  the  fkies ;        60  1 
While  labouring  oxen,  fpent  with  toil  and  heat, 
In  their  loofe  traces  from  the  field  retreat ; 
While  curling  fmokcs  from  village  tops  are  feetJ, 
And  the  fleet  fhades  glide  o'er  the  dulky  green. 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay  ! 
Beneath  yon'  poplar  oft  wc  pafs'd  the  day : 
Oft  on  the  rind  I  carv'd  her  amorous  vows. 
While  fhe  with  garlands  hung  the  bending  boughsl 
The  garlands  fade,  the  vows  are  worn  away  ; 
So  dies  her  love,  and  fo  my  hopes  decay.  ?• 

Refound,  ye  hill=,  fefound  my  mournful  ftrain  '. 
Now  bright  Ardlufus  glads  the  teeming  grain  ; 
Now  golden  fruits  on  loaded  branches  fhine. 
And  grateful  clufters  fwell  with  floods  of  v.'ine  ; 
Now  blufhing  berries  paint  the  yellow  grove  ; 
Juft  gods  !  fhall  all  things  yield  returns  but  love  ! 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  moufnftil  lay  1 
The  fliepherds  cry,  "  Thy  flocks  are  left  a  prey.'* 
Ah  1  what  avails  it  me,  the  flocks  to  keep, 
Who  loft  my  heart  while  I  prtferv'd  my  flieep?  %9 
Pan  came,  and  alk'd,  what  magic  caus'd  my  fmart, 
Or  what  ill  eyes  malignant  glanced  dart  ? 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  4S.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
With  him  through  Libya's  burning  plains  I'll  go,} 
On  Alpine  mountains  tread  th'  eternal  fnow ; 
Yet  feel  no  heat  but  what  our  Ipves  impart. 
And  dread  no  coldnefs  but  in  Thi^fia'  k$«rS<i 


THE  WORKS   OF   POPE. 


What  eyes  tut  hers,  alas,  have  power  to  move  '. 
And  is  there  magic  but  what  dwells  in  love  ? 

Refotmd,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  ftrains '. 
I'll  f  y  from  fliepherds,  flocks,  and  flowery  plains. 
Trom  fliepherds,  flocks,  and  plains,  I  may  remove, 
Forfake  mankind,  and  all  the  world — but  love  ! 
I  know  thee,  Love  1  on  foreign  mountains  bred, 
Wolves  gave  thee  fuck,  and  favage  tigers  fed.    90 
Thou  wert  from  .Etna's  burning  entrails  torn, 
Got  by  fiefce  whirlinds,  and  in  thunder  born  I 


Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay"  * 
Farewell,  ye  woods,  adieu  the  light  of  day  1 
One  leap  from  yonder  cliffs  fhall  end  my  pains  ; 
No  more,  ye  hills,  no  more  refound  my  ftrains ! 

Thus  fung  the  fhepherds  till  th'  approach  of 
night, 
The  flcies  yet  blufliing  with  departing  light, 
When  falling  dews  with  fpangles  deck'd  the  glade. 
And  the  low  fun  had  lengthen'd  every  fhade.  io# 


WINTER. 


THE  FOURTH  PASTORAL,  OR  DAPHNE. 


5*Q  THE  MEMORY  OF  MRS.  TEMPESr. 


LTCIDAS. 

Thyrsis,  the  mufic  of  that  murmuring  fpring 
Is  not  fo  mournful  as  the  ftrains  you  ling  ; 
Nor  rivers  winding  through  the  vales  below, 
So  fweetly  warble,  or  fo  fmoothly  flow. 
Now  fleeping  flocks  on  their  foft  fleeces  lie, 
The  m-oon,  ferene  in  glory,  mounts  the  flcy. 
While  filent  birds  forget  their  tuneful  lays, 
O^liflg  cf  Daphne's  fate,  and  Daphne's  praife ! 

THYRSIS. 

Behold  the  groves  that  ftiine  with  filver  frofb, 
Their  beauty  wither'd,  and  their  verdure  loft.    10 
Here  fliall  I  try  the  fweet  Alexis'  ftrain, 
That  call'd  the  liftening  Dyrades  to  the  plain  .' 
Thames  heard  the  numbers,  as  he  flow'd  along, 
And  bade  his  willows  learn  the  moving  fong. 

LYCIDAS. 

So  may  kind  rains  their  vital  moifture  yield, 
And  fwell  the  future  harveft  of  the  field. 
Begin ;  this  charge  the  dying  Daphne  gave, 
And  faid,  "  Ye  fliepherds,  fing  around  my  grave  !" 
Sing,  while  beCde  the  fliaded  tomb  I  mourn, 
And  with  frefli  bays  her  rural  ftirine  adorn.       ao 

THYRSIS. 

Ye  gentle  mufes,  leave  your  cryftal  fpring, 
Let  Nymphs  and  Sylvans  cyprcfs  garlands  bring; 
Ye  weeping  loves,  the  ftream  with  myrtles  hide, 
And  break  your  bows  as  when  Adoriis  dy'd; 
And  with  your  golden  darts,  now  ufeJefs  grown, 
Infcribe  a  verfe  on  this  relenting  ftont : 
"  Let  nature  change,  let  heaven  and  cr.rth  deplore, 
•'  Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  love  is  now  no  morel" 


'Tis  done,  and  nature's  variows  charms  decay  : 
See  gloomy  clouds  obfcure  the  cheerful  day  !     3* 
Now  hung  with  pearls  the  dropping  trees  appear, 
Their  faded  honours  fcatter'd  on  her  bier. 
See  where,  on  earth,  the  flowery  glories  lie ! 
With  her  they  flourifti'd  and  with  her  they  die. 
Ah,  what  avail  the  beauties  nature  wore  } 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  beauty  is  no  more  I 

For  her  the  flocks  refufe  their  verdant  food, 
The  thirfty  heifers  fhun  the  gliding  flood  j 
The  filver  fwans  her  haplefs  fate  bemoan. 
In  notes   more    fad  than  when   they  fing  their 
own ;  4© 

In  hollow  caves  fweet  Echo  filent  lies. 
Silent,  or  only  to  her  name  replies; 
Her  name  with  pleafure  once  ftie  taught  the  fllore. 
Now  Daphne's  dead,  and  pleafure  is  no  more  ! 

No  grateful  dews  d^fcend  from  evening  fkies. 
Nor  morning  odours  from  the  flowers  arife  ; 
No  rich  perfumes  refrefli  the  fruitful  field. 
Nor  fragrant  herbs  the.ir  native  incenfe  yield- 
The  balmy  zephyrs,  filent  fince  her  death. 
Lament  the  ceafing  of  a  fweeter  breath  ;  5* 

Th'  induftrious  bees  negledl  their  golden  ftore  ; 
Fair  DaphE.:;'s  dead,  and  fweetnefs  is  no  more  1 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  29.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
'Tis  done,  and  nature's  chang'd  fince  you  are  gofie ; 
JBeliold,  the  tbuds  have  "  put  their  mourning  on." 


PASTORALS. 


19 


No  more  the  moiintlnglarks, while  Daphne  fings, 
Shall,  liftening  in  mid  air,  fufpend  their  wings; 
No  more  the  birds  fhall  imitate  her  laysj .  . 
Or,  hufli'd  with  wonder,  hearken  from  the  fprays; 
No  more  the  ftreams  their  wonder  fhall  forbear, 
A  fweeter  mufic  than  their  own  to  hear ; 
But  tell  the  reeds,  and  tell  the  vocal  Ihore, 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  mufic  is  no  more  !         60 

Her  fate  is  whifper'd  by  the  gentle  breeze. 
And  told  in  fighs  to  all  the  trembling  trees  ; 
The  trembling  trees,  in  every  plain  and  wood, 
iler  fate  rcmurmur  to  the  filver  flood  : 
The  filver  flood,  fo  lately  calm,  appears 
Swell'd  with  new  paffion,  and  o'erflows  with  tears; 
The  winds,  and  trees,  and  floods,  her  death  de- 
plore. 
Daphne,  our  grief  I  pur  glory  now  no  more  I 

But  fee  1  where  Daphne  wondering  mounts  on 
high 
Above  the  clouds,  above  the  Harry  fky  I  76 

fiternal  beauties  grace  the  fhining  fcend. 
Fields  ever  frefh,  and  groves  for  ever  green  '. 
There  while  you  reft  in  amaranthine  bowers. 
Or  from  thofe  meads  feletSt  unfading  flowers, 
Behold  us  kindly,  who  your  name  implore. 
Daphne,  our  goddefs,  and  our  grief  no  more  ! 

LYCIDAS. 

How  all  things  liftcn,  while  thy  mufe  complains! 
Such  Ulence  waits  on  Philomela's  flrains, 


In  fome  Hill  evening,  when  the  whifpering  breeze 
Pants  on  the  leaves,  and  dies  upon  the  trees      80 
To  thee  bright  goddefs,  oft  a  lamb  fhall  bleed. 
If  teeming  ewes  increafe  my  fleecy  breed. 
While  plants  their  fhade,  or  flowers  their  odours 

give. 
Thy  name,  thy  honour,  and  thy  pralfe  fhall  live  I 

THTRSIS. 

But  lee,  Orion  fheds  unwholefome  dews ; 
Arife,  the  pines  a  noxious  fhade  diffufe  ; 
Sharp  Boreas  blows,  and  nature  feels  decay, 
Time  conquers  all,  and  we  muft  time  obey. 
Adieu,  ye  vales,  ye  mountains,  ftreams, and  groves, 
Adieu,  ye  fhepherds'  rural  lays  and  loves ;         90 
Adieu,  my  flocks ;  farewell,  ye  Sylvan  crew ; 
Daphne,  farewell ;  and  all  the  world  adieu  I 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  83.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
While  vapours  rife,  and  driving  fnows  defcend, 
Thy  honour,  name,  and  praife,  fhall  never  end. 


Ver.  89,  &c.]  Thefe  four  laft  lines  allude  to  the 
feveral  fubjeds  of  the  four  Paftorals,  and  to  the  fe- 
deral fcen9«  of  them  particularifed  before  in  each. 
Bi'i 


MESSIAH. 


A  SACRED   ECLOGUE. 


IN  IMITATION   OF   VIRGIL'S  POLLIO. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

In  reading  feTeral  paflages  of  the  prophet  Ifaiah,  which  foretel  the  coming  of  Chrlft,  and  the  feli- 
cities attending  it,  I  could  not  but  obferve  a  remarkable  parity  between  many  of  the  thoughts,  and 
thofe  in  the  Pollio  of  Virgil.  This  will  not  ftfem  furprifing,  when  we  reflcd,  that  the  Eclogue 
was  taken  from  a  Sibylline  prophecy  on  the  fame  fubjcA.  One  may  judge  that  Virgil  did  not  copy 
it  line  for  line  ;  but  felefted  fuch  ideas  as  beft  agreed  with  the  nature  of  Paftoral  Poetry,  and 
difpofed  them  in  that  manner  which  ferved  moft  to  beautify  his  piece  I  have  endeavoured  the 
fame  in  this  imitation  of  him,  though  without  admitting  any  thing  of  my  own ;  fince  it  was  writ- 
ten with  this  particular  view,  that  the  reader jiiy  comparing  the  feveral  thoughts,  might  fee  how 
far  the  images  and  defcriptions  of  the  prophet  are  fuperior  to  thofe  of  the  poet.  But  as  I  fear  I 
have  prejudiced  them  by  my  management,  I  {hall  fubjoin  the  paffages  of  Ifaiah,  and  thofe  of  Vir- 
gil, under  the  fame  difadvantage  of  a  literal  tranflation. 


Ye  nymphs  of  Solyma  !  begin  the  fong  : 
To  heavenly  themes  fublimer  {trains  belong. 
The  mo{ry  fountains  and  the  fylvan  {hades, 
The  dreams  of  Pindus  and  th'  Aonian  maids. 
Delight  no  more — O  thou  my  voice  infpire 
Who  touch'd  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  ! 

Rapt  into  {uture  times,  the  bard  begun  '. 
A  Virgin  {hall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son ! 
From  ^  JcfTe's  root  behold  a  branch  arife, 
tVhofc  facred  flower  with  fragrance  fills  the  {kies :  lo 

_ (■ 


IMITATIONS. 

Vcr.  8.    A  Virgin  fhall  conceive — All  crimes 
Ihall  ceafe,  &c.] 

Virg.  Eel.  iv.  ver.  6. 
Jam  redit  et  Virgo,  redeunt  Saturnia  regna  ; 
Jam  nova  progenies  coelo  demittitur  alto. 
Te  duce,  fi  qua  maneant  fceleris  velligia  noftri, 

*  7f/ti.  xi.  ver,  I. 


Th'  -ffithereal  fpirit  o'er  its  leaves  (hairmove. 
And  on  its  top  defcends  the  my{lic  Dove. 
Ye  t  Heavens     from  high  the  dewy  necftar  pour. 
And  in  foft  filence  {bed  the  kindly  {how  er ! 
rhe  t  fick  and  weak  the  healing  plant  Ihall  aid. 
From  {lorms  a  Ihek^i,  and  from  heat  a  {hade. 


IMITATIONS. 

Irrita  perpetua  folvent  formidine  terras,— 
Pacatumque  rcget  patriis  virtutibus  orbem. 

"  Now  the  Virgin  returns,  now  the  kingdom  of 
"  Saturn  returns,  now  a  new  progeny  isfent  down 
"  frnm  high  heaven  By  means  of  thee,  whate- 
*'  ver  relics  of  our  crimes  remam,  {hall  be  wiped 
"  away,  and  free  the  world  from  perpetual  fears. 
"  He  fhall  govern  the  earth  in  peace,  with  the  vir  ^ 
"  tues  of  his  Father." 


■f  Cb.  xiv.  ver.  8. 
j    Ch.  XXV.  vtr.  4. 


MESSIAH. 


^ 


All  crime*  ihall  ceafe,  and  ancient  frauds  {hall  fail, 
Returning  *  Juftice  lift  aloft  her  fcale ; 
peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  from  heaven  defcend  zo 
Swift  flv  the  years,  and  rife  th'  expe(5led  morn ! 
Oh  fpring  to  light,  aufpicious  babe,  be  born ! 
See,  nature  haftes  her  earlieft  wreaths  to  bring, 
With  all  the  incenfe  of  the  breathing  fpring  : 
See  f  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advance. 
See  nodding  forefts  on  the  mountains  dance : 
See  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rife, 
And  Carmel's  flowery  top  perfume^  the  Ikies  I 
Hark !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  defert  cheers ; 
Prepare  the  |  way  !  a  God,  a  God  appears  !       30 


IMITATIONS. 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  vii.  ver.  14.  "  Behold  a  Virgin 
'*  Ihall  conceive  and  bear  a  Son — Chap,  ix,  ver. 
••  6,  7.  Unto  us  a  Child  is  born ;  unto  us  a  Son 
"  is  given ;  the  Prince  of  Peace :  of  the  increafe 
"  of  his  government,  and  of  his  peace,  there  Ihall 
••  be  no  end  :  Upon  the  throne  of  David,  and  up- 
'*  on  his  kingdom,  to  order  and  to  eftablifli  it, 
*'  with  judgment  and  with  juftice,  for  ever  and 
"  ever." 
Ver.  »3.  See  nature  haftes,  &c.]  Virg.  Ed.  iv. 

ver.  18. 

At  tibi  prima,  puer,  nuUo  munufcula  cultu, 
£rrantes  hederas  paflim  cum  baccare  tellus, 
SVIixtaque  ridenti  colocafia  fundet  acantho— 
Tpfa  tibi  blandes  fundent  cunabula  ilores. 

"  For  thee,  O  Child,  (hall  the  earth,  without 
"  being  tilled,  produce  her  early  offerings ;  wind- 
"  ing  ivy,  mixed  with  Baccar,  and  Colocaflia  with 
"  fmiling  Acanthus.  Thy  cradle  fhall  pour  forth 
"  pleaiing  flowers  about  thee." 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xxxi.  ver.  i.  "  The  wildernefs  and 
"  the  folitary  place  fliall  be  glad,  and  the  defert 
"  fhall  rejoice  and  bloflbm  as  thcrofe."  Ch.  Ix. 
ver.  13.  "  The  glory  of  Lebanon  fliall  come  un- 
"  to  thee,  the  fir-tree,  the  pine-tree,  and  the  box 
"  together,  to  beautify  the  place  of  thy  fandtu- 
••  ary." 

Ver.  29.  Hark !  a  glad  voice.  Sec. 
Virg.  Eel.  iv.  ver.  46. 

Aggrederc,  6  magnos,  (aderit  jam  tempus)honores, 
Cara  deum  feboles,  maghum  Jovis  incrementum — 

£cl.  ver.  62. 

TpC  Ixtitia  voces  ad  fidera  ja<Sant 
Intonfi  montes,  ipfae  jam  carmina  rupcs, 
Ipfa  fenant  arbufta,  Deus,  Deus  ille  Menalca! 

"  O  come  and  receive  the  mighty  honours  :  the 
"  time  draws  nigh,  O  beloved  offspring  of  the 
*'  Gods  !  O  great  increafe  of  Jove  !  The  unculti- 
««  vated  mountains  fends  fliouts  of  joy  to  the  ftars ; 


•   Cb.  ix.  ver.  7. 
I  Cb.  xl.  vir.  3,  4. 


f  CL  jtsxv.  ver.  a. 


A  God,  a  God '  the  vocal  hills  reply, 
The  rocks  proclaim  th*  approaching  Deity. 
Lo,  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  ikies; 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains;   and  ye  vallies,  life  ; 
With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay; 
Be  fmooth,  ye  rocks:   ye  rapid  floods  give  way  1  • 
The  Saviour  comes'  by  ancient  bards  foretold  : 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf ;  and  all  ye  blind,  behold ! 
He  from  thick  films  fliall  purge  the  vifual  ray. 
And  on  the  fightlefs  eye-bail  pour  the  day  :       40 
'Tis  he  th'  obftrufled  paths  of  found  fliall  clear. 
And  bid  new  niufic  charm  th'  unfolding  car  : 
The  *  dumb  fliall  fing,  the  lame  his  crutch  forego. 
And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe. 
No  figh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  fhall  hear, 
From  every  face  he  wipes  off  every  tear. 
In  +  adamantine  chains  fliall  death  be  bound. 
And  hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  J  fhepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care. 
Seeks  freflieft  pafture,  and  the  pureft  air  ;  JO 

Explores  the  loft,  the  wandering  iheep  diredls. 
By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  prote(3s; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms. 
Feeds  from  his  hanal,  and  in  his  bofom  warms  ; 
Thus  fhall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage, 
The  promis'd  §  father  of  the  future  age, 
No  more  fliall  |1  nation  againfl;  nation  rife. 
Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes. 
Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fteel  be  cover'd  o'er. 
The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more  :       60 
But  ufelefs  lances  into  fcythes  fliall  bend. 
And  the  broad  falchion  in  a  ploughfhare  end. 
Then  palaces  fliall  rife  :  the  joyful  ^  Son 
Shall  finifli  what  his  fliort-liv'd  Sire  begun ; 
Their  vines  a  fhadow  to  their  race  fliall  yield. 
And  the  fame  hand  that  fow'd,  fliail  reap  the  field: 
The  fwain  in  barren  f  |  deferts  with  furprife 
Sees  lilies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  rife ; 


IMITATIONS. 

"  the  very  rocks  fing  in  verfe  ;  the  very  flirub^ 
"  cry  out,  A  God,  a  God  !" 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xl.  ver  3,  4.  "  The  voice  of  hin^ 
"  that  crieth  in  the  wildernefs,  Prepare  ye  the 
"  way  of  the  Lord !  make  ftraight  in  the  defert: 
"  a  high-way  for  our  God  !  Every  valley  fliall  be 
"  exalted,  and  every  mountain  and  hill  fliall  be 
"  made  low,  and  the  crooked  fhall  be  made 
"  ftraight,  and  the  rough  places  plain."  Ch.  iv, 
ver.  23.  "  Break  forth  into  finging,yc  mountains; 
"  O  foreft,  and  every  tree  therein,  for  the  Lord 
"  hath  redeemed  Ifcael." 
Ver.  67.    The  fwain    in  barren   deferts]    Virg-. 

Eel.  iv.  ver.  a8. 

Molli  paulatim  flavefcet  campus  arifta, 
Incultifque  rubens  pendebit  fentibus  nva  : 
Et  durae  quercus  fudabunt  rofcida  mella. 

•  a.  xliii.  -ver.  1 8.     CL  xxxv.  -ver.  5,  6. 
f   Cb.  XXV.  tier.  8.  t   Cb.  xl.  -ver.  II, 

§  Cb.  ix.  ver.  6.  y    Cb.  ii.  ver.  4. 

%   Cb.  Ixv.  ver.  a  I,  22. 
fl  Cb.  XXXV,  v^r.  i.  7. 


THE    WORKS    OF   POPE. 


And  ftarts,  amidft  the  thirfty  wilds  to  hear 

New  falls  of  Water  murmuring  in  his  ear.  70 

On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes, 

The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  bulrufh  nods. 

Wafte  fandy  *  valleys,  once  perplex'd  with  thorn, 

The  fpiry  fir  and  Ihapely  box  adorn  : 

To  leaflefs  fhrubs  the  flowery  palms  fucceed, 

And  odorous  myrtle'to  the  noifome  weed. 

The  t  lambs  with  wolves  fhall  graze  the  verdant 

mead, 
And  boys  in  flowery  bands  the  tiger  lead  : 
The  fleer  and  lion  at  one  crib  fhall  meet. 
And  harmlefs  |  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet.  80 


IMITATIONS. 

■  The  fields  fhall '  grow  yellow  with  ripen'd 
*  ears,  and  the  red  grape  fhall  hang  upon  the  wild 
*'  brambles,  and  the  hard  oaks  fhall'  diftil  honey 
"  like  dew." 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  xxxv.  ver.  7.  "  The  parched  ground 
"  fhall  become  a  pool,  and  the  thirfty  land  fprings 
•'  of  water :  In  the  habitatioiis  where  dragons 
*'  lay,  fhall  be  grafs,  and  reeds  and  rsfhes."  Ch. 
Iv.  ver.  13.  "  Inftead  of  the  thorn  fhall  come  up 
"  the  fir-tree,  and  inftead  of  the  brier  fhall  come 
"  up  the  myrtle-tree." 
iVer.  77.    The  lambs  with  wolves,  &c.]    Virg. 

Eel.  iv.  ver.  ai. 

Ipfae  lafie  domum  referent  diftenta  capellse 
libera,  nee  magnos  mefuent'armenta  leones — - 
Occidet  et  ferpens,  et  fallax  herba  veneni 
Occidet. — 

"  The  goats  fhall  bear  to  the  fold  their  udders 
"  diftended  with  milk;  nor  fhall  the  herds  be 
"  afraid  of  the  greatefl  lions.  The  ferpent  fhall 
"  die,  and  the  herb  that  conceals  poifon  fliall  die." 

Ifaiah,  Ch.  Tci.  ver.  6,  &c.  "  The  wolf  (hall 
••  dwell  with  the  lamb,  and  the  leopard  ftiall  lie 
•♦  down  with  the  kid,  and  the. calf  and  the  young 
"  lien  and  the  falling  together  ;  and  a  little  child 
"  fhall  lead  them.  And  the  lion  fhall  eat  ftraw  like 
"  the  ox.  And  the  fucking  child  fhall  play  on 
*'  the  hole  of  the  afp,  and  the  weaned  child  fhall 
**  put  his  "hand  on  the  den  of  the  cockatrice."      ■ 


*    Ci.  xli.  wr.  19.     Ch.  Iv.  ver.  1 3. 

•jf  Cb.  xi.  ver.  6,  7,8.        J   Cb.  Ixv.  ver.  25. 


The  fhiiling  infant  in  his  hand  fliall  take 
The  crefted  bafilifk  and  fpeckled  fnake, 
Pleas'd,  the  green  luftre  of  the  fcalcs  furvey, 
And   with   their  forky  tongue  fhall  innocently 

play. 
Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  *  Salem,  rife  '. 
Exalt  thy  towery  head,  and  lift  thy  eyes  '. 
See  a  long  f  race  thy  fpacious  courts  adorn  ; 
See  future  fons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 
In  crowding  ranks  on  every  fide  arife. 
Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  fkies !  90 

See  barbarous  |  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend  ; 
See  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  proftrate  kings, 
And  heap'd  with  produiSls  of  §  Sabean  fprings. 
For  thee  Idume's  fpicy  forefts  blow. 
And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 
See  heaven  its  fparkling  portals  wide  difplay. 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  I 
No  more  the  rifing  |j  fun  (hall  gild  the  morn, 
Nor  evening  Cynthia  fill  her  filver  horn ;         lOO 
But  loft,  dilTolv'd  in  thy  fuperior  rays. 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaze 
O'erflow  thy  courts  i  the  Light  himfelf  (hall  fhine 
Reveal'd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine  ! 
The  ^  feas  (hall  wafte,  the  Ikies  in  fraoke  decay, 
Rocks  fall  to  duft,  and  mountains  melt  away  ; 
But  fix'd  his  word,  hisfaving  power  remains  ; 
Thy  realm  for  ever  lafts,  thy  own  Mefliah  reigns'. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  85.  Rife,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Sa- 
lem, rife '.]  The  thoughts  of  Ifaiah,  which  com- 
pofe  the  latter  part  of  the  poem,  are  wonderfully 
elevated,  and  much  above  thofe  general  exclama- 
tions of  Virgil,  which  make  the  loftieft  part  of  his 
Pollio. 

Magnis  ab  integro  fasclorum  nafcitur  ordo  \ 
— toto  furget  gens  aurea  mundo ! 
— incipient  magni  procederc  menfes  I 
Afpice,  venture  Istentur  ut  omnia  fsdo  !  &c. 

The  reader  needs  only  to  turn  to  the  palTages 
of  Ifaiah,  here  cited. 


*   Cb.  Ix.  ver.  I. 
^    Cb.  Ix.  ver.  3. 
II    Ch.  Ix,  ver.  19. 
\  Ch.  li.  ver.  6.. 


f   Ch.  Ix.  ver.  4. 
§    Ch.  Ix.  ver.  6. 

ao. 

Ch.  liv.  ver,  IC 


JVINDSOR-FORESr. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

GEORGE   LORD    LANSDOWN. 


"  Non  injuffa  cano :  Te  noftrse,  Vare,  myricse, 

^«  Te  Nemus  omne  canet :  Nee  Phcebo  gratior  ulla  eft, 

«  Quam  fibi  quae  Vari  prsefcripfit  pagina  nomen." 

ViRG. 


T1.1S  poem  was  written  at  two  different  times :  the  firft  part  of  it,  which  relates  to  the  country,  in 
the  year  1704,  at  the  fame  time  with  thepaftorals  :  the  latter  part  was  not  added  till  the  year 
J713,  in  which  it  was  publifhed. 


Thv  forefts,  Windfor'.  and  thy  green  retreats, 
At  once  the  monarch's  and  the  mufe's  feats, 
Invite  my  lays.  Be  prefent,  Sylvan  maids  1 
Unlock  your  fprings,  and  open  all  your  fliades.    ^ 
Granville  commands  ;  your  aid,  O  mufes,  bring  . 
What  mufe  for  Granville  can  refufe  to  fing? 

The  groves  of  Eden,  Tanilh'd  now  fo  iong, 
Live  ID  defcription,  and  look  green  in  fong  ; 
Thefe,  were  my  breaft  infpir'd  with  equal  flame. 
Like  them  in  beauty,  fhould  be  like  in  fame,     10 
Here  hills  and  vales,  the  woodland  and  the  plain. 
Here  earth  and  water  feeni  to  ftrive  again; 
Not  chaos-like  together  crulh'd  and  bruis'd, 
But,  as  the  world,  harmonioufly  confus'd  ; 
Where  order  in  variety  we  fee, 
And  where,  though  all  things  differ,  all  agree. 
Here  waving  groves  a  chequer'd  fcene  difplay, 
And  part  admit,  and  part  exclude  the  day  ; 


VARIATIOKS. 

Ver.  3,  &c.  Originally  thus  : 

Chafte  goddefs  of  the  woods, 
Nymphs  of  the  vales,  and  Naiads  of  the  floods,^ 
Lead  me  through  arching  bow'r*,  and  glimm'ring 

glades, 
Unlock  your  fprings ■ 


As  fome  coy  nymph  her  lover's  warm  addrefs 
Nor  quite  indulges,  nor  can  quite  rcprefs.  29 

There,  interfpcrs'd  in  lawns  and  opening  gladee, 
Thin  trees  arife  that  fliun  each  other's  fhades. 
Here  in  full  light  the  ruffet  plains  extend ; 
There,  wrapt  in  clouds,  the  bluifh  hills  afcend. 
Ev'r  the  wild  heath  difplays  her  purple  dies, 
And  'midft  the  defert,  fruitful  fields  arife,     [corn. 
That,  croWii'd  with  tufted  trees  and  fpiinging 
Like  verdant  ifles  the  fable  wafle  adorn. 
Let  India  boaft  her  plants,  nor  envy  we 
The  weeping  amber,  or  the  balmy  tree,  30 

While  by  our  oaks  the  precious  loads  are  borne. 
And  realms  commanded  which  thofe  trees  adorn. 
Nor  proud  Olympus  yields  a  nobler  fi<rht, 
Though  god?  affembled  grace  his  towering  height,- 
Than  what  more  humble  mountains  offer  here, 
Where,  in  their  blsffings,  all  thofe  gods  appear. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  25.  Originally  thus : 
Why  fhould  I  ling  our  better  funs  or  air, 
Whofe  vital  draughts  prevent  the  leach's  care. 
While  through  frefti  fields  th'  enliv'ning  odours 
breathe, 
I  Or  fpiead  with  vernal  blsows  the  purple  heath  ? 
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Sf  e  Pan  with  flocks,  with  fruits  Pomona  crown'd 
Here  blufliing  Flora  paints  th'  enamell'd  ground, 
Here  Ceres*  tjifts  in  waving  profpetft  ftand, 
And  nodding  tempt  the  joyful  reaper's  hand  ;   40 
Rich  Induftry  fits  fmiling  on  the  plains. 
And  peace  and  plenty  tell,  a  Stuart  reigns. 
Not  thus  the  land  appear'd  in  ages  paft, 
A  dreary  defert,  and  a  glo.  my  wafte, 
To  favage  beafts  and  favage  laws  a  prey, 
And  kings  more  furious  and  fevfre  than  they  ; 
Who  clairn'd  the  ikies,  difpeopled  air  atid  floods, 
The  lonely  lords  of  empty  wilds  and  woods  : 
Cities  laid  walle,  they  ilorm'd  the  den?  and  caves 
(For  wiler  hiuteswere  backward  to  be  flaves).   50 
What  could  be  free,  when  lawjels  beads  obey'd. 
And  ev'n  the  elements  a  tyrant  fvvay'd  ? 
In  vain  kind  feafons  fwell'd  the  teeming  grain. 
Soft  fhowers  diftid'd,  and  funs  grew  w:irm  in  vain  ; 
The  fwain  with  tears  his  fruftrate  labour  yield*, 
And  famifh'd  dies  amidft  his  ripen 'd  fields. 
What  wonder  then,  a  beaft  orfubje(5l  flain 
Were  equal  crinies  in  a  defpotic  reign  ? 
Both  doom'd  alike  for  fportive  tyrants  bled. 
But,  while  the  fubjed;  ilarv'd,  the  beafl;  was  fed. 
Proud  Nimrod  firft  the  bloody  chace  began,      61 
A  mighty  hunter,  and  his  prey  was  man  : 
Our  haughty  Norman  boafts  that  barbarous  name, 
.And  makes  his  trembling  flaves  the  royal  game. 
The    fields    are   raviih'.d    from    th'    induftrious 

fwains, 
From  men  their  cities,  aitid  from  gods  their  fanes  : 
The  levell'd  towns  with  weeds  lie  cover'd  o'er; 
The  hollow  winds  through  naked  temples  roar ; 
Round  broken  columns  clafping  ivy  twin'd; 
O'er  heaps  of  ruin  flalk'd  the  ftately  hind;         70 
The  fox  oblcene  to  gaping  tombs  retires, 
And  favage  bowlings  fill  the  facred  quires. 
Aw'd  by  his  nobles,  by  his  commons  curft, 
Th'  OppreiTor  rul'd  tyrannic  where  he  durfl:, 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  poor  and  church  his  iron  rod, 
And  ferv'd  alike  his  vaiTais  and  his  God. 
Whom  ev'n  the  Saxon  fpar'd,  and  bloody  Dane, 
Tlie  wanton  viiflims  of  his  fport  remain. 
But  fee,  the  man  who  fpacioas  regions  gave 
A  wafte  for  beafts,  himfelf  deny'd  a  grave  !       8» 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  49.  Originally  thus  In  the  MS. 
from  towns  laid  wafte,  to  dens  and  caves  they  ran 
(For  who  firft,  ftoop'd  to  be  a  flave  was  man), 

Ver.  57,  &.C. 
No  wonder  favages  or  fu'DJcdR  flain— 
But  fubjecfts  ftarv'd,  while  favages  were  fed. 

It  was  originally  thus ;  but  the  word  Savages 
is  not  properly  applied  to  beafts,  but  to  men; 
which  occafione^  tJie  alteration. 

Ver.  7a.    And  wolves  with  howling  fill,  &c. 
The   Author  thought  this  an  error,  wolves   not 
being  comaion  in  England  at  the  time  of  the  Con- 
queror. 


Stretch'd  on  the  lawn  his  fe^ond  hope  furvey, 
At  once  the  chacer,  and  at  once  the  prey  : 
Lo  !  Rufus,  tugging  at  the  deadly  dart, 
Bleeds  in  the  foreft  like  a  wounded  hart. 
Succeeding  monarch'^  heard  the  fubjetSs  cries,    ' 
Nor  faw  difpleas'd  the  peaceful  cottage  rife. 
Then  gathering  flocks  on  unknown  mountains  fed, 
O'er  fandy  wilds  were  yellow  harvefts  fpread, 
The  forefts  wond^r'd  at  th'  unufual  grain. 
And  fecret  tranfport  touch'd  the  conl'cious  fwain. 
Fair  Liberty,  Britannia's  goddefs,  rears  91 

Her  cheerful  head,  and  leads  the  golden  years. 

Ye  vigorous  fwainsl  while  youth  ferments  your 
blood, 
And  purer  fpirits  fwell  the  fprightly  flood. 
Now  range  the  hills,  the  gameful  woods  befet. 
Wind  the  fhrillhorn,  or  fpread  the  waving  net. 
When  milder  autumn  fummer's  heat  fucceeds,  - 
And  in  the  nevl'-fhorn  field  the  partridge  feeds; 
Before  his  lord  the  ready  fpaniel  bounds. 
Panting  withhope,  he  tries  thefurrow'dgrounds;10« 
But  when  the  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
Couch'd  clofe  he  lies,  and  meditates  the  prey  ; 
Secure  the  truft  th'  unfaithful  field  befet,    • 
Till  hovering  o'er  them  fweeps  the  fwelling  net. 
Thus  (if  fmall  things  we  may  with  great  compare) 
When  Albion  fends  her  eager  fons  to  war. 
Some  thoughtkfs  town,  with  eafe  and  plenty  bleft. 
Near  and  more  near,  the  clofing  lines  inveft. 
Sudden  they  feize  th'  amaz'd  defencelefs  prize. 
And  high  in  air  Britannia's  ftandard  flies.         IIO 

See !    from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheafant 
fprings. 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings  ; 
Short  is  his  joy  ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound. 
Flutters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  thegroundi 
Ah  ;   what  avail  his  glofi'y  varying  dies, 
His  purple  creft,  and  fcarlet  circled  eyes. 
The  vivid  green  his  ftiining  plumes  unfold. 
His  painted  wings,  and  breaft  that  flames  witk 
gold.' 

Nor  yet  when  moift  Arcflurus  clouds  the  flcy. 
The  woods  and  fields  their  pleafing  toils  deny.  lao 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  91. 
Qh  may  no  more  a  foreign  matter's  rage. 
With  wrongs  yet  legal,  curfc  a  future  age  ! 
Still  fpread,  fair  liberty  :  thy  heav'nly  wings, 
Breathe  plenty  on  the  fields,  and  fragrance  on  the 
fprings. 

Ver.  97. 
When  yellow  autumn  fummer's  heat  fucceeds, 
And  into  wme  the  purple  harveft  bleeds. 
The  partridge  feeding  in  the  new-fliorn  fields, 
Both  morniiig  fports  and  ev'ning  pleafure  yields. 

Ver.  107.  It  flood  thus  in  the  firft;  edition  : 
Pleas'd,  in  the  general's  fight,  the  hoft  lie  down 
Sudden  before  fome  unfufpetfhing  town  ; 
The  young,  the  old,  one  inftant  makes  our  prize, 
And  o'er  their  captive  heads  Britannia's  ftandard 
£ies.  % 
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To  plains  with  well-breath'd  beagles  we  repair, 

And  trace  the  mazes  cf  tht*  circling  hare 

(Beafts,  urg'd  by  us,  their  fellow  bcafts  purfue, 

And  learn  of  man  each  other  to  undo)  : 

With  flaughtering  guns  th'unweary'd  fowler  roves, 

When  frofts  have  whiten'd  all  the  naked  groves  ; 

Where  doves  in  flocks  the  leaflefs  trees  o'erfhade, 

And  lonely  w<o 'cocks  haunt  the  watery  giade. 

He  lif  s  the  tube,  and  levels  with  his  eye ; 

Strait  a  fhort  thunder  breaks  the  frozen  fky  :  130 

Oft,  as  in  airy  rings  they  Ikim  the  heath. 

The  clamorous  lapiA'ings  feels  the  leaden  death  ; 

Off,  as  the  mounting  larks  their  notes  prepare. 

They  fall,  and  leave  the-r  little  lives  in  air. 

In  genial  fpring,  beneath  the  quivering  (hade. 
Where  cooling  vapours  breathe  along  the  mead, 
The  patient  father  takes  his  filent  ftand. 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand  : 
With  looks  unmov'd,  he  hopes  the  Iraly  breed. 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork  and  bnriingreed,  14O 
Our  plenteous  ftreams  a  varicus  rate  fupply. 
The  bright-ey'd  perch  with  fins  of  Tyrian  dye, 
The  filver  eel,  in  fhining  volumes  roll'd, 
The  yellow  carp,  in  fcaks  bedropp'd  with  gold, 
Swift  trouts,  diverfify'd  with  crimfon  flains. 
And  pikes,  the  tyrants  of  the  watery  plains. 

Now  Cancer  glows  with  Phoebus'  fiery  car  : 
The  youth  rufh  eager  to  vhe  Sylvati  war. 
Swarm  o'er  the  lawns,  the  f  ireft  walks  furround, 
Rouze   the   fleet   hart,   and  cheer    the    opening 
hound.  150 

Th'  impatient  courfer  pants  in  every  vein. 
And,  pawing,  feems  to  beat  the  diftant  plain  : 
Hills,  vales,  and  floods,  appear  already  crofs'd. 
And,  ere  he  ftarts,  a  thoufand  Heps  are  loft. 
See  the  bold  youth  ftrain  up  the  threat'ning  fteep, 
Rulh  through  the  thickets,  down  the  valliesfweep. 
Hang  o'er  their  courfers  heads  with  eager  fpeed, 
And  earth  rolls  back  beneath  the  flying  fleed. 
JLet  old  Arcadia  boaft  her  ample  plain, 
Th'  immortal  huntrefs,  and  h<;r  virgin-train  ;   160 
Nor  envy,  Windfor  '.  fince  thy  {hades  have  feen 
As  bright  a  goddefs,  and  as  chafte  a  queen ; 
Whofe  care,  like  her's,  proteiSls  the  Sylvaii  reign. 
The  earth's  fair  light,  and  cniprefs  of  the  main. 

Here,  too,  'tis  fung,  of  old  Diana  ftray'd, 
And  Cynthus'  top  forfook  for  Windfor  Ihade; 
Here  was  (he  feen  o'er  airy  waftes  to  rove. 
Seek    the    clear    fpring,   or   haunt   the  pathlefs 

grove; 
Here  arm'd  with  filver  bows,  in  early  dawn, 
Jlcr  bulkin'd  virgins  trac'd  the  dewy  lawn,      170 

Above  the  reft  a  rural  nymph  was  fam'd, 
Thy  offspring,  Thames  1  the  fair  Lodona  nam'd 
(Lodona's  fate,  in  long  oblivion  caft. 
The  mufe  fliall  fing,  and  what  ihe  iings  (hall  laft). 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  126, 
O'er  ruflling  leaves  around  the  naked  groves. 

Ver.  129. 
The  fowler  lifts  his  levdl'd  tube  on  high. 


Scarce  could  the  goddefs   from  her  nymph  hp 

known,. 
But  by  the  cr;fcent  and  the  gnjden  zone. 
She  fcorn'd  the  praife  of  beauty,  and  the  care ; 
A  belt  her  waift,  a  fillet  binds  her  hair ; 
A  painted  quiver  on  her  (houldcr  founds, 
And  with  her  dart  the  flying  deer  (he  wounds.  1 89 
It  chanc'd,  ?s,  eager  of  the  chace,  the  maid 
Beyond  the  foreft'*^  verdant  limits  ftray'd, 
I  Pan  fav/  and  lov'd,  and  burning  with  defire 
Purfu'd  her  flight ;  her  flight  increas'd  hi?  fire 
Not  half  fo  fwift  the  trembling  doves  can  fly. 
When  the  fierce  eagle  cleaves  the  liquid  fky  j 
Not  half  lo  fwiftly  the  fierce  eagle  moves, 
When  through  the  clouds  he  drives  the  trembling 

doves ; 
As  from  the  god  (he  flew  with  furious  pace. 
Or  as  the  god,  more  furious,  urg'd  the  chafle    799 
Now  fainting,  finking,  pale,  the  nymph  appears  j 
Now  clofe  behind,  his  founding  fteps  (he  hear$t 
And  now  his  (hadow  reach'd  her  as  (he  run. 
His  fhadew  lengthen'd  by  the  fetting  fun  ; 
And  now  his  (horter  breath,  with  fultry  air. 
Pants  on  her  neck,  and  fans  her  parting  hair. 
In  vain  on  father  Thames  (he  calls  ff.r  aid, 
Nor  could  Diana  help  her  injur'd  maid. 
Faint,  breathlefs,  thus  (he  pray'd,  nor  pray'd  Iq 

vain  ; 
"  Ah,  Cynthia  1  ah — though  banilh'd  from  thy 

"  train,  aoo 

"  Let  me,  O  let  me,  to  the  (hades  repair, 
'•  My  native  (hades  1 — there  weep  and  murmur 

"  there  !" 
She  faid,  and,  melting  as  in  tears  (he  lay. 
In  a  foft  filver  ftream  dilTolv'd  away. 
The  filver  ftream  her  virgin  coldnefs  keeps. 
For  ever  murmurs,  and  for  ever  weeps; 
Still  bears  the  name  the  haplefs  virgin  bore. 
And  bathes  the  foreft  where  (he  rang'd  before. 
In  her  chafte  current  oft  the  goddefs  laves, 
And  with  celeftial  tears  augments  the  waves.  310 
Oft  in  her  glafs  the  mufing  ftiepberd  fpies 
The  headlong  mountains  and  the  downward  ikieSg 
The  watery  landfkip  of  the  pendant  woods. 
And  abfent  trees  that  tremble  in  the  floods; 
In  the  clear  azure  gleam  the  flocks  are  feen, 
And  floating  forefts  paint  the  waves  with  green  ; 
Through   the  fair  fccne  roll  flow  the  lingering 

ftreams, ' 
Then   foaming  pour  along,   and  rufh  unto  the 

Thames- 
Thou,  too,  great  father  of  the  Britifh  floods ! 
With  joyful  pride  furvey'ft  our  lofty  woods;     HO 
Where  towering  oaks  their  growing  honours  rear. 
And  future  navies  on  thy  (bores  appear. 
Not  Neptune's  felf  from  ail  her  ftreams  receives 
A  wealthier  tribute,  than  to  thine  he  gives* 
No  feas  fo  rich,  fo  gay  no  banks  appear. 
No  lake  fo  gentle,  and  no  fpring  fo  cleaj;,, 
Nor  Po  fo  fwells  the  fabling  poet's  lays. 
While  led  along  the  flcies  his  current  ftrayjj. 
As  thine,  which  vifits  Windfor's  fam'd  abodes, 
To  grace  the  manfion  of  our  earthly  gods  :        230 
Nor  all  his  ftars  above  a  luftre  (how. 
Like  the  bright  beauues  0Q  thy  banks  below  j 
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Where  Jove,  fubdu'd  by  mortal  paflion  ftill, 
Might  change  Olympus  for  a  nobler  hill. 

Happy  the  man  whom  this  bright  court  ap- 
prove», 
His  fovereign  favours,  and  his  country  loves  : 
Happy  next  him,  who  to  thefe  ftiades  retires. 
Whom  nature  charms,  and  whom  the  mufe  in- 

fpires ; 
Whom  humbler  joys  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe, 
Succeffive  fludy,  exercife,  and  eafe.  440 

He  gathers  health  from  herbs  the  foreft  yields, 
And  of  their  fragrant  phyfic  fpoils  the  fields ; 
With  chemic  art  exalts  the  mineral  powers, 
rfVnd  draws  the  aromatic  /buls  of  flowers  : 
Kow  marks  the  courfe  of  rolling  orbs  on  high ; 
O'er  figur'd.  worlds  now  travels  with  his  eye; 
Of  ancient  writ  unlocks  the  learned  ftore, 
Confults  the  dead,  and  lives  paft  ages  o'er  : 
Or  wandering  thoughtful  on  the  filent  wood. 
Attends  the  duties  of  the  wife  and  good,  ajo 

T'  obferve  a  mean,  be  to  himfelf  a  friend. 
To  follow  nature,  and  regard  his  end  ; 
Or  looks  on  heaven  with  more  than  mortal  eyes, 
Bids  his  free  foul  expatiate  in  the  feies, 
Amid  her  kindred  ftars  familiar  roam, 
Survey  the  region,  and  confefs  her  home  I 
Such  was  the  life  great  Scipio  once  admir'd, 
Thus  Atticus  and  Trumbull  thus  retir'd. 

Ye  facred  nine  !  that  all  my  foul  poffef*, 
Whofe  raptures  fire  me,  andwhofevifions  blefs,a6o 
Btar  me,  oh  bear  me  to  fequefler'd  fcenes, 
The  bowery  mazes,  and  furrounding  greens ; 
To  Thames's  banks  which  fragrant  breezes  fiU, 
Or  where  the  mufes  fport  on  Cooper's  Hill 
<^0n  Coopers  Hill  eternal  wreaths  Ihall  grow, 
"While  lafts  the  mountain,  or  while  Thames  fhall 

flow)  : 
I  feem  through  confecrated  walks  to  rove, 
I  hear  foft  mufic  die  along  the  grove  : 
Led  by  the  found,  I  roam  from  fhadc  to  fliade. 
By  god-like  poets  venerable  made  :  370 

Here  his  firft  lays  majeflic  Denham  fung  ; 
There   the   laft  numbers  flow'd  from  Cowley's 

tongue- 
O  early  loft  !  what  tears  the  river  ftied, 
Whsn  the  fad  pomp  along  his  banks,  was  led  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  233.  It  ftood  thus  in  the  MS. 
And  face  great  Jove,  if  Jove's  a  lover  ftilJ, 
To  change  Olympus,  &c. 

Ver.  235. 
Happy  the  man,  who  to  the  (hades  retires. 
But  doubly  happy,  if  the  mufe  infpires  '. 
Bleft  whom  the  fweets  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe ; 
But  far  more  bleft,  whofe  ftudy  joins  with  eafe. 

Ver.  267.   It  ftood  thus  in  the  MS. 
Methinks  around  your  holy  fcenes  I  rove. 
And  hear  your  mufic  echoing  through  the  grove; 
With  rranfport  vifit  each  infpiring  fliade. 
By  godlike  poets  venerable  made. 


His  drooping  fwans  on  every  note  expire,  ** 

And  on  his  willows  hung  each  mufe's  lyre. 

Since  fate  relentlefs  ftopp'd  their  heavenly  voice, 
No  more  the  forefts  ring,  or  groves  rejoice ; 
Who  now  fliall  charm  the  ftiailes,  where  Cowley 

ftrung 
His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  fung  a8« 

But  hark  '.   the  grove*  rejoice,  the  foreft  rings  L 
Are  thefe  reviv'd  ?  or  is  it  Granville  fings ! 
'Tis  yours,  my  Lord,  to  blefs  our  foft  retreats, 
And  call  the  mufes  to  their  ancient  feats;. 
To  paint  anew  the  flowery  Sylvan  fcenes. 
To  crown  the  foreft  with  immortal  greens, 
Make  Windfor  hills  in  lofty  numbers  rife. 
And  lift  her  turrets  nearer  to  the  Ikies ; 
To  fing  thofe  honours  you  deferve  to  wear, 
And  add  new  luftre  to  her  filver  ftar.  ig4 

Here  noble  Surrey  felt  the  facred  rage, 
Surrey,  the  Granville  of  a  former  age  : 
Matchlefs  his  pen,  victorious  wa«  his  lance. 
Bold  in  the  lifts,  and  graceful  in  the  dance: 
In  the  fame  ftiades  the  Cupids  tun'd  his  lyre, 
To  the  fame  notes,  of  love,  and  foft  defire : 
Fair  Geraldine,  bright  objed:  of  his  vow, 
Then  fill'd  the  groves,  as  heavenly  Mira  now. 

Oh  wouldft  thou  fing  what   heroes  Windfor 
bore. 
What    king  firft    breath'd    upon   her    winding 
fhorc,  300 

Or  raife.  old  warriors,  whofe  ador'd  remains 
In  weepmg  vaults  her  hallow'd  earth  contains ! 
With  Edward's  aiSls  adorn  the  fhining.page. 
Stretch  his  long  triumphs  down  through  every  age; 
Draw  monarchs  chain'd,  and  Crefli's  glorious  field, 
The  lilies  blazing  on  the  regal  ftiield  : 
Then,  from  her  roofs  when  Verrio's  colours  fall, 
And  leave  inanimate  the  naked  wall, 
Stjll  in  thy  fong  ftiould  vanquifti'd  France  appear. 
And  bleed  for  ever  under  Britain's  fpear.  310 

I^et  fofter  ftrains  ill-fated  Henry  mourn, 
And  palms  eternal  flourifti  round  his  urn. 
Here  o'er  the  martyr-king  the  marble  weeps, 
And,  faft  behind  him,  once-fear'd  Edward  fleeps  : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  275. 
What  fighs,  what  murmurs,  fiU'd  the  vocal  fhorc  !• 
His  tuneful  fwans  were  heard  to  fing  no  more. 

Ver.  290.  her  filver  ftar.]  All  the  lines  that  fol^ 
low  were  not  added  to  the  poem  till  the  year  171a. 
What  immediately  followed  this,  and  made  the. 
conclufion,  were  thefe : 

My  humble  mufe,  in  unambitious  ftrains. 
Paints  the  green  forefts  and  the  flowery  plains ; 
Where  I  obfcurely  pafs  my  carelefs  days, 
Pleas'd  in  the  filent  fhade  with  empty  praife. 
Enough  for  me  that  to  the  liftening  fwains 
Firft  in  thefe  fields  1  fung  the  Sylvan  ftrains. 

Ver.  307.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
When  brafs  decays,  when  trophies  lie  o'erthrown, 
And  monldering  into  dufl  drops  the  proud  llopc«' 
J! 
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Whom  not  th'  extended  Allion  could  contain, 
F^om  old  Bekriuni  to  the  northern  main, 
The  grave  unites;  where  ev'n  the  great  find  reft, 
And  blcHded  lie  th'  oppreffor  and  th'  oppreft  1 
Make  facred  Charles's  tomb  for  ever  known 
(Obfcure  the  place,  and  iwiinfcrib'd  the  ftone) ;  330 
Oh  fad  accurs'd  !  what  tears  has  Albion  flied  1 
Heavens,  what  new  wounds  I  and  how  her  old 

have  bled ! 
She  faw  her  fons  with  purple  deaths  expire, 
Her  facred  domes  involv'd  in  rolling  fire, 
A  dreadful  feries  of  inteftine  wars. 
Inglorious  triumphs,  and  dilhoneft  fears. 
At  length  great  Anna  faid,  "  Let  difcord  ceafc  '." 
She  faid,  the  world  obey'd,  and  all  was  peace  ! 

In  that  bleft  moment  from  his  oozy  bed 
Old  father  Thames  advanc'd  his  reverend  head- 
His  treffes  dropp'd  with  dews,  and  o'er  the  ftream 
His  fhining  horns  difFus'd  a  golden  gleam  : 
©rav'd  on  his  urn  appear'd  the  moon,  that  guides 
His  fwelling  waters,  and  alternate  tidee  ; 
The  figur'd  ftreams  in  waves  of  filver  roll'd, 
And  on  their  banks  Augufta  rofe  in  gold  ; 
Around  his  throne  the  fea-born  brothers  ftood 
Who  fwell  with  tributary  urns  his  flood  ! 
Firft  the  fam'd  authors  of  this  ancient  name. 
The  winding  Ifis,  and  the  fruitful  Thame  :       34* 
The  Kennet  fwift,  for  filver  eels  renown'd; 
The  Loddon  flow,  with  verdant  alders  crown'd  ; 
Cole,  whofe  dark  ftreams  his  flowery  iflands  lave  5 
And  chalky  Wey,  that  rolls  a  milky  wave  : 
The  blue,  tranfparent  Vandalis  appears ; 
The  gulfy  Lee  his  fedgy  trefies  rears ; 
And  fullen  Mole,  that  hides  his  diving  flood ; 
And  filent  Darent,  ftain'd  with  Danifti  blood. 

High  in  the  midft,  upon  his  urn  reclin'd, 
(His  fea-?;^reen  mantle  waving  with  the  wind)  350 
The  god  appear'd  :  he  turn'd  his  azure  eyes 
Where  Windfor-domcs  and  pompous  turrets  rife ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  321.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Oh  fa6l  accurs'd  '.  oh  facrilegious  brood. 
Sworn  to  rebellion,  principled  in  blood  '. 
Since  that  dire  morn,  what  tears  has  Albion  {bed ; 
Gods  what  new  wounds,  &c. 

Ver.  317.  Thus  in  the  MS. 
Till  Anna  rofe,  and  bade  the  furies  ceafe ; 
Let  there  be  peace — fhe  faid,  and  all  was  peace. 

Between  verfe  330  and  331,  originally  ftood  thefe 
lines: 

From  fliorcto  fliore  exulting  fhouts  he  heard, 
O'er  all  his  banks  a  lambient  light  appear'd  ; 
With  fparkiing  flames  heaven's  glowing  concave 

{hone, 
FiiJlitious  ftars,  and  glories  not  her  own. 
He  faw,  and  gently  rofe  above  the  ftream  ; 
His  fliining  horns  diiFufea  golden  gleam  : 
With  pearl  and  gold  his  towery  front  was  dreft, 
The  tributes  of  the  diftant  eaft  and  well. 


Then  bow'd,  and  fpoke  ;  the  winds  forget  to  roat, 
And  the  hufti'd waves  glide  foftly  to  the  fliore. 
Hail,  facred  peace  !  hail,  long-expecfted  days, 
That  Thames's  glory  to  the  ftars  ftiall  raife  ! 
Though  Tiber's  ftreams  immortal  Rome  behold. 
Though  foaming  Hermus  fwelU  with  tides  of  gold. 
From  heaven  itfelf  the  feven-fold  Nilus  flows, 
And  harvcfts  on  a  hundred  realms  beftows;      36« 
Thefe  now  no  more  fiiall  be  the  mufes'  themes, 
Loft  in  my  fame,  as  in  the  fea  their  ftreams. 
Let  Volga's  banks  with  iron  fquadrons  fliine, 
And  groves  of  lances  glitter  on  the  Rhine ; 
Let  barbarous  Ganges  arm  a  fervile  train  : 
Be  lyihie  the  bleflings  of  a  peaceful  reign. 
No  more  my  fons  fliall  die  with  Britifh  blood. 
Red  Iber's  fands,  or  Ifter's  foaming  flood  : 
Safe  on  my  fliore  each  unmolefted  fwain 
Shall  tend  the  floc;ks,  or  reapthebeardedgrain;  37* 
The  fliady  empire  fliall  retain  no  trace 
Of  war  or  blood,  but  in  the  Sylvan  chace  ; 
The  trumpet  fleep, while  cheerful  horn«  are  blown, 
And  arms  employ'd  on  birds  and  beafts  alone. 
Behold  1  th'  afcending  villas  on  my  fide, 
Projedl  long  ihadows  o'er  the  cryftal  tide. 
Behold !  Augufta's  glittering  fpires  increafe. 
And  temples  rife,  the  beauteous  works  of  peace. 
I  fee,  I  fee,  where  two  fair  cities  bend 
Their  ample  bow,  a  new  Whitehall  afcend  '.    383 
There  mighty  nations  Ihall  inquire  their  doom, 
The  world's  great  oracle  in  times  to  come  ; 
There  kings  fliall  fue,  and  fuppliant  ftates  be  fcea 
Once  more  to  bend  before  a  Britifh  queen. 

Thy  trees,  fair  Windfor!  now  Ihall  leave  their 
woods. 
And  half  thy  forefts  rufli  into  thy  floods ; 
Bear  Britain's  thunder,  and  her  crofs  difplay. 
To  the  bright  regions  of  the  rifing  day  : 
Tempt  icy  feas,  where  fcarce  the  waters  roll, 
Where  clearer  flames  glow  round  the  frozen  pole  ; 
Or  under  fouthern  flcies  exalt  their  fails,  301 

Led  by  new  ftars,  and  borne  by  fpicy  gales  ! 
For  me  the  balm  fliall  bleed,  and  amber  flow, 
The  coral  redden,  and  the  ruby  glow. 
The  pearly  fliell  its  lucid  globe  unfold. 
And  Phcebus  warm  the  ripening  ore  to  gold. 
The  time  fliall  come,  when  free  as  feas  or  wind 
Unbounded  Thames  fhall  flow  for  all  mankind, 
Wliole  nations  enter  with  each  fwelling  tide. 
And  feas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide ;       409 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  363.   Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Let  Venice  boaft  her  towers  amidft  the  main, 
Where  the  rough  Adrian  fwells  and  roars  in  vain  ; 
Here  not  a  town,  but  fpacious  realm  Ihall  have 
A  furc  foundation  on  the  rolling  wave. 

Ver.  385,  &c.  were  originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
Now  fhall  our  fleets  the  bloody  crofs  difplay 
To  the  rich  regions  of  the  rifing  day. 
Or  thofe  green  ifles,  whax  headlong  Titan  ftcep» 
His  hifling  axle  in  th' Atlantic  deeps  : 
Tempt  icy  feas,  etc. 


as 
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Barth's  difiant  ends  dur  glory  (hall  behold. 
And  the  new  world  launch  forth  to  feek  the  old. 
Then  ihips  of  uncouth  form  flial]  ftem  the  tide, 
Atid  feather'd  people  crowd  my  wealthy  fide. 
And  naked  youths  and  painted  chiefs  admire, 
Our  fpeech,  our  colour,  and  our  ftrange  attire  ! 
Oh,  ftretch  thy  reign,  fair  peace!  fromlhoretofliore, 
Till  conqueft  ceafe,  and  flavery  be  no  more ; 
Till  the  freed  Indians  in  their  native  groves 
Reap  their  own  fruits,  and  woo  their  fable  loves ; 
Peru  once  more  a  race  of  kings  behold,  411 

And  other  Mexicos  be  roof  *d  with  gold. 
Exil'd  by  thee  from  earth  to  deepeft  hell, 
In  brazen  bonds  fliall  barbarous  difcord  dweH  ; 
Gigantic  pride,  pale  terror,  gloomy  care. 
And  mad  ambition,  (hall  attend  her  there  : 
There  purple  vengeance  bath'd  in  gore  retireSj 
pxx  weapons  blunted,  and  cxtia^  her  fires : 


There  hateful  envy  her  own  fnakes  ftall  feel, 
And  perfecution  mourn  her  broken  wheel :     4%% 
There  faftion  roar,  rebellion  bite  her  chain, 
And  gafping  furies  thirft  for  blood  in  vain. 

Here  ceafe  thy   flight,  nor   with   unhallow'd 
lays 
Touch  the  fair  fame  of  Albion's  golden  days : 
The  >  hough  ts  of  gods  let  Qranville's  verfe  recite, 
And  bnng  the  fcenes  of  opening  fate  to  light : 
My  humble  mufe,  in  unambitious  ftrains. 
Paints  the  green  forefts  and  the  flowery  plaint, 
Where  peace  defcending  bids  her  olive  fpring. 
And  fcatters  bleflings  from  her  dove-like  wing. 
Ev'n  I  more  fweetly  pafs  my  carelefs  days,       431 
Pleas'd  in  the  filent  ihade  with  empty  praife  ; 
Enough  for  me,  that  to  the  liftening  fwains 
Firft  in  thefe  fields  I  fung  the  Sylvan  ftrain9« 


ODES. 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC  ON  ST.  CECILIA'S  BAY. 


Dt»CEN»,  ye  nine  I  defcend,  and  Cng ; 
The  breathing  inftruments  infpire  ; 
Wake  into  voice  each  filent  firing, 
And  fweep  the  founding  lyre  ! 
In  a  fadly-pleafing  ftrain 
Let  the  warbling  lute  complain; 
Let  the  loud  trumpet  found. 
Till  the  roofs  all  around 
The  Ihrill  echoes  rebound  : 
While,  in  more  lengthen'd  notes  and  flow, 
The  deep,  majeftic,  folemn  organs  blow. 
Hark !  the  numbers  foft  ind  dear 
Gently  fteal  upon  the  ear ; 
Now  louder,  and  yet  louder  rife, 
And  fill  with  fpreading  founds  the  Ikies ; 
Exulting  in  triumph  now  fwell  the  bold  notes, 
In  broken  air  trembling,  the  wild  mufic  floats; 
Till,  by  degrees,  remote  and  fnaall, 
The  {trains  decay. 
And  melt  away, 
In  a  dying,  dying  fall. 
II. 
By  mufic,  minds  an  equal  temper  know. 

Nor  fwell  too  high,  nor  fink  too  low. 
If  in  the  bread  tumultuous  joys  arife, 
Mufic  her  foft,  affiiafive  vuice  applies  ; 

Or  when  the  foul  is  prefs'd  with  cares, 
Exalts  her  in  enlivening  airs. 
Warriors  (he  fires  with  animated  founds; 
Pours  balm  into  the  bleeding  lover's  wounds ; 
Melancholy  lifts  her  head, 
Morpheu-^  roufcs  from  his  bed, 
Sloth  unfolds  her  arms  and  wakes, 
Liftening  envy  drops  her  fnakes ; 
Inteftine  war  no  more  our  paflions  wage, 
And  giddy  fadtions  hear  away  their  rage. 

Ill 
But  when  our  country's  caufe  provokes  to  arms. 
How  martial  mufic  every  bofom  warms.  1 
So  when  the  firft  bold  vellel  dar'd  the  feas. 
High  on  the  ftcrn  the  Thracian  rais'd  his  drain, 
While  Argo  faw  her  kindred  trees 
Defcend  from  Pelioa  to  the  maia. 


Tranfported  deml-gods  ftood  round. 
And  men  grew  heroes  at  the  found, 
Enflam'd  with  glory's  charms  : 
Each  chief  his  feven-fold  fliicld  difplay'd, 
And  half  unflieath'd  the  fliinmg  blade  : 
And  feas,  and  rocks,  and  ikies,  rebound 
To  arms,  to  arms,  to  arms ! 

IV. 

But  when  through  all  th'  infernal  bounds^ 
Which  flaming  Phlegeton  furrounds. 
Love,  ftrong  as  death,  the  poets  led 
To  the  pale  nations  of  the  dead, 
What  founds  were  heard. 
What  fcenes  appear'd. 

O'er  all  the  dreary  coafls ! 

Dreadful  gleams,  ": 

Difmal  fcreams,  •, 

Fires  that  glow^ 

Shrieks  of  woe,  j»| 

Sullen  moans, 
Hollow  groans, 
And  cries  of  tortur'd  ghofts  1 
But  hark  !  he  flrikes  the  golden  lyre ; 
And  fee  !  the  tortur'd  ghofts  rcfpire. 
See,  fliady  forms  advance  I 
Thy  ftone,  O  Sifyphus,  ftands  ftill, 
IxioH  rei's  upo-    his  wheel, 

And  the  pale  fpeilres  dance  I 
The  furies  fink  upon  their  iron  beds, 
And  fnakes,  uncurl'd,  hang  liftening  round  theif 
heads. 

V. 

B    the  flreams  that  ever  flow. 
By  the  fragrant  wind's  that  blow 

O'er  the  Elyfian  flowers; 
By  thofe  ha|  py  fouls  who  dwell 
In  yellow  meads  of  afphodel, 

Or  amaranthine  bowers ; 
By  the  hero'^-  armed  ftiaiies, 
Glittering  through  the  gloomy  glades  j 
By  the  youths  tliat  dy'd  for  love. 
Wandering  in  the  myrtle  grove, 
Reftore,  raftore  Eurydice  to  life  : 
Oh,  take  the  iiufband,  or  tetufn  the  wife '. 
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He  fung,  and  hell  confented 

To  hear  the  poet's  prayer ; 
Stern  Proferpine  relented, 
And  gave  him  back  the  fain 
Thus  fong  could  prevail 
O'er  death,  and  o'er  hell, 
A  conqueft  how  hard  and  how  glorious  I 
Though  fate  had  fall  bound  her 
With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 
Yet  mufic  and  love  were  vidlorious. 

VI. 

But  foon,  too  foon,  the  lover  turns  his  eyes : 
Again  fhe  falls,  again  flie  dies,  fhe  dies ! 
How  wilt  thou  now  the  fatal  fillers  move  ? 
No  crime  was  thine,  if  'tis  no  crime  to  love. 
Now  under  hanging  mountains, 
Bcfide  the  falls  of  fountains, 
Or  where  Hebrus  wanders 
Rolling  in  maeanders 
All  alone, 

Unheard,  unknown. 
He  makes  his  moan ; 
And  calls  her  ghoft. 
Tor  ever,  ever,  ever  loft  ! 
Now  with  furies  furrounded, 
Defpairing,  confounded, 
He  trembles,  he  glows, 
Amidft  Rhodope's  fnows : 


See,  wild  as  the  winds,  o'er  the  defert  he  flies;    , 
Hark !    Hsemus   refounds    with    the  Bacchanal's 

cries — 

Ah,  fee,  he  dies ! 
Yet,  ev'n  in  death  Eurydice  he  fung ; 
Eurydice  flill  trembled  on  his  tongue ; 

Eurydice  the  woods, 

Eurydice  the  floods, 
Eurydice  the  rocks  and  hollow  mountains  rung< 

VII. 

Mufic  the  fierceft  grief  can  charm, 
And  fate's  fevcreft  rage  difarm  : 
Mufic  can  foften  pain  to  eafe, 
And  make  defpair  and  madnefs  pleafe : 
Our  joys  below  it  can  improve. 
And  antedate  the  blifs  above. 
This  the  divine  Cecilia  found, 
And  to  her  Maker's  praife  confin'd  the  found. 
When  the  full  organ  joins  the  tuneful  quire, 

Th'  immortal  powers  incline  their  ear ; 
Borne  on  the  fwelling  notes  our  fouls  afpire. 
While  folemn  airs  improve  the  facred  fire  ; 

And  angels  lean  from  heaven  to  hear. 
Of  Orpheus  now  no  more  let  poets  tell. 
To  bright  Cecilia  greater  power  is  given  : 
His  numbers  rais'd  a  ftiade  from  hell, 
Her's  lift  the  foul  to  heaven. 


TWO  CHORUSES 
TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  BRUTUS. 


Altered  from  Shakfpeare  by  the  Dake  of  Buckingham  ;  at  whofc  deCre  thefe  two  Chorufes  .were 
compofed,  to  fupply  as  many,  wanting  in  his  play.  They  were  fet  many  years  afterwards  by  the 
famous  Bononcini,  and  performed  at  Buckingbam-houfe. 


CHORUS  OF  ATHENIANS. 

STROPHE    I. 

Ye  fliades,  where  facred  truth  is  fought; 

Groves,  where  immortal  fages  taught ; 

Where  heavenly  vifions  P^ato  fir'd, 

And  Epicurus  lay  infpir'd  ! 

In  vain  your  guiltlefs  laurels  flood 

Unfpotted  long  with  human  blood. 
War,  horrid  war,  your  thoughtful  walks  invades, 
And  fteel  now  glitters  in  the  mufes  (hades. 

ANTISTROPHE    I. 

Oh,  heaven-born  fiflers  1  fource  of  art ! 
Who  charm  the  fenfe,  or  mefid  the  heart; 
Who  lead  fair  virtue's  train  along, 
Mortal  truth  and  myftic  fong  ! 
To  what  new  clime,  what  diftant  Iky, 
Ferf?ken,friendlcfs,  lUall  ye  fly  .' 


Say,  will  ye  blefs  the  bleak  Atlantic  fhorc  ? 

Or  bid  the  furious  Gaul  be  rude  no  more  ? 
STROPHE  n. 
When  Athens  fmks  by  fates  nnjuft. 
When  wild  barbarians  fpurn  her  duft ; 
Perhaps  ex'n  Britain's  utmoft  ftorc 
Shall  ceafe  to  blufti  with  ftranger's  gore  j 
See  arts  her  favage  fons  controul. 
And  Athens  riling  near  the  pole ! 

Till  fome  new  tyrant  lifts  his  purple  hand, 

And  civil  madnefs  tears  tkem  from  the  land. 

ANTISTROPkE  II. 

Ye  gods,  what  juftice  rules  the  ball  I 
Freedom  and  arts  together  fall  ; 
Fools  grant  whate'er  ambition  crave», 
And  men,  once  ignorant,  are  flaves. 
Oh,  curs'd  efie<5ls  of  civil  hate, 
In  ev'ry  age,  in  every  ftatc  1 


O    D 


Still,  when  the  luft  of  tyrant  power  fucceeds. 
Some  Athens  periflies,  fome  Tully  bleeds. 

CHORUS  OF  YOUTHS  AND  VIRGINS. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Oh,  tyrant  love  1  haft  thou  poffeft 
The  prudent,  leam'd,  and  virtuous  breaft ! 
"Wifdom  and  wit  in  vain  reclaim. 
And  arts  but  foften  us  to  feel  thy  flame. 
L.ov€,  foft  intruder,  enters  here, 
But  entering  iearns  to  be  fincere. 
Marcus  with  bluflie*  owns  he  loves, 
And  Brutus  tenderly  reproves. 

Why,  virtue,  doft  thou  blame  defure, 

Which  nature  has  impreft  ? 
Why,  nature,  doft  thou  fooneft  fire 
The  mild  and  generous  breaft  ? 

CHORDS. 

Love's  purer  flames  the  gods  approve ; 
The  gods  and  Brutus  bend  to  love  : 
Brutus  for  abfent  Porcia  fighs. 
And  fterner  Caflius  melts  at  Junia's  eyes. 
What  is  loofe  love  ?  a  tranfient  guft. 
Spent  in  a  fudden  ftorm  of  luft ; 
A  vapour  fed  from  wild  dcfire, 
A  wandering,  felf -confuming  firg.     ^ 


E     S.  it 

But  Hymen's  kinder  flames  unite. 

And  burn  for  ever  one ; 
Chafte  as  cold  Cynthia's  virgin  light, 

Produdive  as  the  fun. 

SEMIGHORVS. 

Oh,  fource  of  every  fecial  tie. 
United  wi(h,  and  mutual  joy  ! 
What  various  joys  on  one  attend. 
As  fon,  as  father,  brother,  hufband,  friend  I 
Whether  his  hoary  fire  he  fpies. 
While  thoufand  grateful  thoughts  arife ; 
Or  meets  his  fpoufe's  fonder  eye  ; 
Or  views  his  fmiling  progeny ; 

What  tender  paffions  take  their  turns, 

What  home-felt  raptures  move  1 
His  heart  now  melts,  now  leaps,  now  bufnJ^ 
With  reverence,  hope,  and  love. 

CHORUS. 

Hence  guilty  joys,  diftaftes,  furmifes, 
Hence  falfe  tears,  deceits,  difguifcs. 
Dangers,  doubts,  delays,  furprifes ; 

Fires  that  fcorch,  yet  dare  not  fliine  r 
Pureft  love's  unwafting  treafure, 
Conftant  faith,  fair  hope,  long  leifurc; 
Days  of  eafe,  and  nights  of  pleafure ; 
Sacred  Hymen  :  tJ^fe  are  thine. 


ODE  ON  SOLITUDE. 

tVr'ttten  'when  the  Author  vias  about  T-welvt  Years  old. 

Happy  the  man,  whofe  wifh  and  care 

A  few  paternal  acres  bound. 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  sir. 

In  his  own  ground. 
Whofe  herds  with  milk,  whofe  fields  with  bread, 

Whofe  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire  ; 
Whofe  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  fliade, 

In  winter  fire. 
Bleft,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

Hours,  days,  and  years  Aide  foft  away, 
In  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 

Quiet  by  day, 
Sound  fleep  by  night ;  ftudy  and  eafe, 
Together  mix'd  ;  fweet  recreation, 
And  innocence,  which  moft  does  pleafe 
With  meditation. 
Thus  let  me  live,  unfeen,  unknown ; 

Thus  unlaniented  let  me  die. 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  ftone 
Tell  where  I  jie. 


ODE. 

THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN  TO,  HIS  SOVl. 
I. 

Vital  fpark  of  heavenly  flame ! 

Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame  : 

Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 

Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  ! 
Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ftrife. 
And  let  me  languifh  into  life. 
II. 

Hark!  theywhifper;  Angels  lay. 

Sifter  Spirit,  come  away. 

What  is  this  abforbs  me  quite  ? 

Steals  my  fenfes,  fliuts  my  fight, 
Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  I 
Tell  me,  my  foul,  can  this  be  death  I 

III. 
The  world  recedes ;  it  difappears ! 
Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes  !  my  ear« 

With  founds  feraphic  ring  : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  '.    I  mount !  I  fly  J 
O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  vi(flory  ? 
O  Death  !  where  is  thy  fting  I 


•.w.nirLi.',  ia 


AN  ESSAT  ON  CRITICISM. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  1 709. 
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Tis  hard  to  fay,  if  greater  want  of  (kill 
Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  ill ; 
But  of  the  two,  lefs  dangerous  is  th'  offence 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  niillead  our  feqfe. 
Some  few  in  that,  but  numbers  err  in  this, 
Ten  cenfure  wrong  for  one  who  writes  amifs; 
A  fool  might  once  himfelf  alone  expufe, 
Now  one  in  verfe  makes  many  more  in  profe. 

'Tis  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches ;  none 
Go  juft  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own.  lO 

In  poets  as  true  genius  is  but  rare, 
True  tafte  as  feldom  is  the  critic's  fhare ; 
Both  muft  alike  from  Heaven  derive  their  lightj 
Thefe  born  to  judge,  as  well  as  thofe  to  writs. 
Let  fuch  teach  others  who  themfelves  excel, 
And  cenfure  freely  who  have  written  well : 
Authors  are  partial  to  their  wit,  'tis  true ; 
But  are  not  critics  to  their  judgment  too  ? 

Yet,  if  we  look  more  clofely,  we  fiiall  find 
Moft  have  the  feeds  of  judgment  in  their  mind  :  30 
Nature  affords  at  lead  a  glimmering  light ;  [right, 
The  lines,  though  touch'd  but  faintly,  are  drawn 
But  as  the  flighteft  fcctch,  if  juftly  tVac'd,  T 

Is  by  ill  colouring  but  the  more  difgrac'd,  > 

So  by  falfe  learning  is  good  fenfe  defac'd  :  3 

Some  are  bewilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fchools, 
And  fome  made  coxcombs  nature  meant  but  fools. 
In  fearch  of  wit  thefe  lofe  their  common  fenfe, 
And  then  turn  critics  in  their  own  defence  : 
Each  burns  alike,  who  can,  or  cannot  write,      30 
Or  with  a  rivals,  or  an  eunuch's  fpite. 
All  fools  have  ftill  an  itching  to  deride, 
And  fain  would  be  upon  the  laughing  fide. 
If  Mxvius  fcribble  in  Apollo's  fpite, 
There  are  who  judge  ftill  worfe  than  he  can  write. 

Some  have  at  firil  for  wits,  then  poets  paft  ; 
Turn'd  critics  next,  and  prov'd  plain  fools  at  laft. 
Some  neither  can  for  wits  nor  critics  pafs, 
As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horfe  nor  afs. 


Variationi. 
Between  ver.  35  and  a6  were  thefe  lines,  fince 

omitted  by  the  Author: 
Manj  are  fpoil'd  by  that  pedantic  throng. 
Who  withgreat  pains  teach  youth  to  leafonwrong: 
Tutors,  like  virtuofos,  oft  inclin'd 
By  ftrange  trahsfufion  to  improve  the  mind, 
Draw  off  the  fenfe  we  have,  to  pour  in  new : 
Which  yet,  with  all  their  {kill,  they  ne'er  could  do. 

Ver.  30,  31.  In  the  firft  edition  thus  : 
Thofe  hate  as  rivals  all  that  write  ;  and  others 
But  envy  wits,  as  eunuchs  envy  lovers. 
Ver.  3a.  "  All  fools,"  in  the  firft  edition  :  "  All 
"  fuch,"  in  edition,  1717  ;  fince  reftered. 
Vol..  VIII, 


Thofe  half-learn'd  Vvitlings,  numerous  in  our  iflf, 
As  half-form'd  infeds  on  the  banks  of  Nile  ;     4I 
Unfinifh'd  things,  one  knows  not  what  to  call. 
Their  generation  's  fo  equivocal : 
To  tell  them  would  a  hundred  tongues  require. 
Or  one  vain  wit's,  that  might  a  hundred  tire. 

But  you,  who  feek  to  give  and  merit  fame. 
And  jnilly  bear  a  critic's  neble  name. 
Be  fure  yourfelf  and  your  own  reach  to  know. 
How  far  your  genius,  tafte,  and  learning,  go ; 
Launch  not  beyond  your  depth,  but  be  difcreet,  ^O 
Andmark  that  point  where  i'enfe  and  dulnefs  meet. 

Nature  to  all  things  fix'd  the  limits  fit, 
And  wifely  curb'd  pvoud  man's  pretending  wit ; 
As  on  the  land  while  here  the  ocean  gains, 
In  other  parts  it  leaves  wide  fandy  plains ; 
Thus  in  the  foi'.l  while  memory  prevai'.Sj 
The  folid  power  of  underftanding  fails ; 
Where  beams  of  warm  imagination  playj 
The  memory's  foft  figures  melt  away. 
One  fcience  only  will  one  genius  fit ;  60 

So  vaft  is  art,  fo  narrow  human  wit : 
Not  only  bounded  to  peculiar  arts, 
But  oft  in  thofe  confin'd  to  fingle  parts. 
Like  kings,  we  lofe  the  conquefts  gain'd  before, 
By  vain  ambition  ftill  to  make  them  more  : 
Each  might  his  feveral  province  well  command. 
Would  all  but  ftoop  to  what  they  underftand. 

Firft  follow  nature  ;  and  your  judgment  frame 
By  her  juft  ftandard,  which  is  ftili  the  fame  : 
Unerring  nature,  ftill  divinely  bright,  7© 

One  clear,  unchang'd,  and  univcrfal  hght, 
Life,  force,  and  beauty,  muft  to  all  impart. 
At  once  the  fource,  and  end,  and  teft  of  art. 
Art  from  that  fund  each  juft  fupply  provides; 
Works  without  fhew,  and  vvithout  pomp  prefides. 
In  fome  fair  body  thus  th'  informing  foul 
With  fpirits  feeds,  with  vigour  fills  the  whole. 
Each  motion  gwides,  and  every  nerve  fuftains ; 
Itfelf  unfeen,but  in  th'  effects  remains. 
Some,  to  whom  Heaven  in  wit  has  been  profufe. 
Want  as  much  more,  to  turn  it  to  its  ufe  ;  8x 

For  wit  and  judgment  often  are  at  ftrife, 
Though   meant   each  others   aid,  like  man  and 
wife. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  63.  Ed.  i.  But  ev'n  in  thofe,  Sec. 
Ver.  74. 
That  art  is  beft,  which  moft  refembles  her; 
Which  ftill  prefides,  yet  never  does  appear. 

Ver.  76. the  fecret  foul. 

Ver.  80. 
There  are  whom  Heaven  hasbleft  -s^th  ftore  ef  wi^j 
Yet  want  as  much  again  to  manage  is. 
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Pis  more  to  guide,  than  fpiir  the  mufe's  deed; 

Keftrain  his  fury,  than  provoke  his  Ipeed  : 

The  winged  courier,  like  a  generons  horfe, 

Shows  mofl  true  mettle  when  youcheck  hiscourfe, 
Thofe  rules  of  old  difcover'd,  not  devis'd, 

Are  nature  ftiil,  but  i-ature  methodis'd: 

Nature,  like  liberty,  is  but  reilrain'd  90 

By  the  fame  laws  which  firft  herfdf  ordain'd. 
Hear  how  learn'd  Greece  K.rufeful  rules  endites, 

When  to  reprefs,  and  when  indulge  our  flights:' 

High  on  ParnafTus'  top  her  fous  ilie  fliew'd, 

And  pointed  out  thofe  arduous  paths  they  trod  : 

Held  from  afar,  aloft,  th'  immortal  prize. 

And  urg'd  the  refl  by  equal  (icps  to  rife. 

Juft  precepts  thus  from  great  example  given. 

She  drew  from  thcmwhat  they  dcriv'd  fromheaven. 

The  gererovs  critic  fann'd  the  poet's  fire,        ico 

And  taught  the  world  with  reafon  to  admire. 

Then  cnticifm  the  mufe's  handmaid  prov'd. 

To  drefs  her  charni';,  and  make  her  more  'oelov'd : 

But  following  wits  from  that  intention  ftray'd. 

Who  could  not  win  the  miftrefs  woo'd  the  mai'd; 
Againfl  the  poets  their  own  arms  they  turn'd, 
Sure  to  hate  mofl  the  men  from  whom  they  learn 'd. 
So  modern  'pothecaries  taught  rhe  art 
23y  drcloTs  bills  to  play  the  doflo.-'s  part, 
Bold  in  the  practice  of  midaken  rules',  no 

Prefcribe,  apply,  and  call  their  mafters  fools. 
Come  on  the  leaves  of  ancient  authors  pre)', 
3sfor  time  nor  moths  e'er  fpoil'd  fo  much  as  they  : 
Eonie  drily  plain,  without  invention'!-  aid, 
"Write  dull  receipts  how  poems  may  be  made. 
Thefe  leave  the  fenfe,  thtir  learning  to  difplay. 


Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  maxima 

f-ring. 
And  trace  the  nnifes  upward  to  their  fprino- ; 
Sti.l  v^'ith  irf.-lf  compar'd,  lii-,  text  psrufe  ;  *"  ' 
And  let  your  comment  he  the  Mantuan  mufe. 
V\'hen    firft    young    Maro,    in    his    boundlefs 
miiid 
A  work  t'  outlafL  immortal  Rome  defign'd,      131 
Perhaps  he  fcem'd  above  the  critic's  law. 
And  but  from  nature's  fountains  fcorn'd  to  draw  : 
But  when  t'  examine  every  part  he  came. 
Nature  and  Homer  were,  he  found,  the  fame. 
Convinc'd,  amaz'd,  he  checks  the  bold  dcfign  ; 
And  rules  as  flri<ft  his  labnur'd  work  confine. 
As  if  the  Stagyrite  o'erlook'd  each  line. 
Learn  hence  for  ancient  rule?  a  juft  eileem  ; 
To  copy  nature,  is  to  copy  them.  i^« 

borne  beauties  yet  no  precepts  can  declare, 
For  There's  a  happinefs  as  well  as  care. 
Mi;fic  refcmbles  poetry  ;  in  each  -\ 

Are  namelefs  graces  which  no  methods  teach,     C 
And  which  a  mafter-hard  alone  can  reach.         S 
If,  where  the  rules  not  far  enough  extend, 
(iimce  rules  were  made   but   to   promote   their 

end). 
Some  lucky  licenfe  anfwer  to  the  full 
Th'  intent  propos'd,  that  liceni'e  is  a  rule. 
Thus  Pegalus,  a  nearer  way  to  take,  150- 

M-Af  boldly  deviate  from  the'  common  track  ; 
From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  diforder  part, 
And  fnatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art, 
'v^'liich,  withi,ut  paflJng  through   the  judgment, 


. r-  •>        I  f,ains 

And  thofe  explain  t!;e  meaning  quite  awry,  [lieer,      The  heart,  and  all  ifs  end  at  once  attains 
\  outhenwhofejudgn.ent  the  rightcourfe  wouid      In  prolpcAs  thus,  ion-e  oblcds  pleafe  ou 


Know  well  each  Ancient's  proper  chiiracter 
His  fable,  fubjeft,  fcope  in  every  page;  12c 

^Religion,  country,  genius  of  his  age  : 
W'ithout  all  thefe  at  once  before  your  eves, 
Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticife. 
BeHotr.er's  works  your  ft-jdy  and  delight 
Read  them  by  day,  and  medicate  by  night, ; 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  90.  Ed.  I.  Nnture,  like  monarchy,  ?<c. 

Ver.  92. 
rirft  learned  Greece  juft  precepts  did  endite. 
When  to  reprefs,  and  when  indultre  our  flio-ht. 

Ver.  97. 
Prom  great  examples  ufefu!  rules  were  given. 

After  ver.  104,  this  line  is  omitted  : 
Set  up  themfelvec,  and  drove  a  feparate  trade. 
Ver.  116.  Ed.  I.  Thefe  loft,  Sue. 
Ver.  117.  And  thefe  explain'd,  &c. 
Ver.  123.  F.d.  i.  You  may  confound,  but,  &.. 
Ver.  izj.    Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticife. 

The  Author  afrer  this  vcrfe  originally  infcrted 
the  following,  which  he  has  however  omititd  in 
all  the  edjtijns : 

JZoilu5,had  thefe  been  known,  without  a  name 
Had  dy'd,  and  Perault  ne'er  been  damn'd  to  fame  : 
The  fenfe  of  found  antiquity  iiadreigii'd, 
And  facred  Homer  yet  been  unprofan'd. 
I^one  ii'er  had  thought  his  coniprehenfive  mind 
To  modern  cuftoms,  modern  rules  conun'd  • 
.Who  for  all  ages  writ,  uud  aii  inaukiad. 


eyes, 


NVhich  out  pf  nature's  commofi  order  rife, 
J'l-.e  fiiapclefs  lock,  or  hanging  precipice  ) 

Great  wits  fometimes  may  glorioufiy  ofFend, 
Ann  rife  to  faults  true  critics  dare  not  mend.   i6« 
But  though  the  ancients  thus  their  rules  invade 
(As  ki::gs' difpenfe    with    Iuavs  themfelves  hav: 

made); 
-Moiler!!..;,  beware  !  or,  if  you  muft  offend 
Agaiiilt  the  precept,  ne'er  tr.wfurcfs  its  end  : 
Let  it  be  feidom,  and  compdi'd  by  need  ; 
And  have,  at  ieaft,  their  precedent  to  plead. 
The  critic  elfe  proceeds  without  remnrfe. 
izes  your  fame,  and  puts  his  laws  in  force. 


VARIATJONS. 

Ver.  126 
Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  no:io»3- 
bring. 

Ver.  1^0. 
When  firft  young  Maro  lung  of  kings  and  wars, 
lire  warning  Phoebus  touch'd  his  trembling  ears. 
^'cr.  I  JO.  Ed.  I.  V\'hen  lirii  great  Maro,  &c. 

Ver.  136. 
Convinc'd,  amaz'd,  he  check'd  the  bold  deCgn  ; 
And  did  his  work  to  rules  as  ftrid  confine. 
Ver.  145.  Ed.  i.  And  which  amaftei's  hand,  &Ci 

After  ver.  n  8.  the  firft  edition  reads, 
But  care  in  poetry  muft  ftill  be  had, 
Ita.^is  difcretioncv'n  in  running  mad; 
.A.nd  though  the  ancients,  &c. 
And  what  nje  now  ver-  jj:?,  ito,  followed  ver.  ijii 
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i  kuowthere  are,towhofeprcfumptuousthr)ughts 
Thofe  freer  beauties,  ev'n  in  chem,feem  faults  1 70 
Seme  figures  monflrous  and  niif-fhap'd  appear, 
Confider'd  finely,  or  beheld  too  near, 
Wiiich,  but  proportior.'d  to  their  light,  or  \ihce, 
X)ue  diftance  reconciles  to  form  and  grace. 
A  juudent  chief  not  always  mizft  dilplay 
His  powers  in  equal  ranks,  and  fair  array, 
Ent  with  th'  occafion  and  the  place  comply, 
Conceal  his  force,  nay  fometiirien  feem  to  fly. 
Thofe  oft  are  ftratapcms  which  error  feem,         i   ., 
Ner  is  it  Homer  nods,  hut  we  that  dream.        180 
Still  green  with  bays  each  ancient  altar  flands, 
Above  the  reach  of  lacriiegiAiS  hands; . 
SecHre  from  flames,  from  envy's  fiercei  rage, 
DeftrucSive  war,  and  all-involving  age. 
See  from  each  clime  the  learn'd  their  incenfe  bring ! 
Hear,  in  all  tongues  confenting  Fteaiis  ring  '. 
In  praife  fo  juft  let  every  voice  be  joiti'd, 
And  fill  the  general  chorus  of  mankind. 
Hail,  baids  triumphant !  born  in  happier  days  ; 
Immortal  heirs  of  univerfal  praife  ;  xcjb 

Whofe  honours  with  increafe  of  ages  grow, 
As  ftreams  roll  down,  enlarging  as  they  flow  ; 
Nations  unborn  your  mighty  names  fliall  found, 
And  worlds  applaud  that  muft  not  yet  be  found  '. 
O  may  fome  fpark  of  your  celeftial  fire, 
The  lafl,  the  meaneft  of  your  fons  infpire, 
(That,  on  weak  wings,  from  fafpurfues  your  flights, 
Glows  while  he  reads,  but  trembles  as  he  writes) 
To  teach  vain  wits  a  ftience  little  known, 
T*  admire  fuperior  fcnfe,  and  doubt  their  own  : 
.  Of  all  the  caufes  w'hich  confpite  to  blind     201 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  mifgnide  the  mind. 
What  the  weak  head  with  flrohgeft  bias  rules, 
is  pride,  the  never-faiiirsg  voice  of  fools. 
Whatever  nature  has  in  worth  deny'd, 
She  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride  ! 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  fouls,  wc  find 
Whatwantsin  blood  andfpirits,fwell'dwith  wind : 
Pride,  where  wit  fails,  fleps  in  to  our  defence. 
And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  ffenfe.  ?,lO 

If  once  right  reafon  drives  that  cloud  av/ay, 
Truth  breaks  upon  us  with  reliftlefs  day. 
Tiuft  not  yojirfelf ;  but,  your  defsifb  to  know, 
Make  ufe  of  every  friend — and  every  foe. 
A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing  I 
l3rink  deep,  or  tafle  not  the  Pierian  fpring  ; 
There  fhallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  biain. 
And  drinking  largely  fobers  us  again. 
Fir'd  at  firft  fight  with  what  the  mtife  imparts, 
Ihfearlefs  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  arc9,a20 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  178.  Ed.  r. 
oft  hide  his  force,  nay  fcem'fometimes  to  fiy. 

Ver.  184.  Ed.  I. 
Defl:ru(5tive  war,  and  all -devouring  age. 

Ver.  186.  Ed.  I. 
Hear,  in  all  tongues  applauding  Pxans  ring  ! 
Ver.  19-7.  Ed.  i.  That  with  weak  wings,  &c. 

Ver.  219. 
Fir'd  with  the  charms  fair  fcience  does  imparr. 
In  fearlefs  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  art. 
"Ver.  Z23,  Etit  ir.ore  udvar.c'd,  furvey,  &.c. 


While,  from  the  hounded  level  of  our  miind, 
Short  view^  we  tal^e,  nor  fee  the  lengths  behind  ; 
But  more  advanc'd,  behold  with  ftrange  furprife 
New  dillaiit;  fccnes  cf  endlefs  fcience  rife  ! 

j  So  picas'd  at  fjril  the  towering  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  feem  to  tread  the  flcy ; 
1  h'  eternal  fnows  .appear  already  paft, 
And  the  tirft  clouds  and  mountains  feem  the  laft  : 
But,  thofe  attain'd,  we  trembie  to  furvey 
The  grovving  labours  of  the  lengthen'd  way  ;  230 
Th'  increafing  profpeit  tires  our  wandering  eyes. 
Hills  peep  o'er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arife  ; 

A  perleA  judge  will  read  each  work  of  wit 
With  the  fame  fpiric  f  hat  its  author  writ : 
Siirvey  the  whole,  nor  feek  flight  faujts  to  find 

I  V/here   nature    move.?,  and   rapture  warms   the 
:    mnid  ; 
Norlofe,  for  that  niulignant  dull  delight, 
The  generou.s  pleafure  to  be  charm 'd  with  wit. 
But,  in  fuch  lays  a''  neither  ebb  nor  flow, 
Corred.ly  cold,  and  regularly  low,  240 

That,  fliunning  faults,  one  quiet  tenour  keep; 
We  cannot  blame  indeed— but  we  may  flcep. 
}»i  wit,  as  nature,  what  affedls  our  hearts 
I-  not  th'  exadncfs  of  peculiar  parts  ; 
'Tis  not  a  lip,  or  eye,  we  beauty  call, 
But  the  joint  force  and  full  refult  of  all.  . ,  .  ,. 

Thus  when  we  view  fome  well-proportion'd  dome;.,. 
(The   world's  juft:  wonder,   and    ev'n    thine,   O 

Pv.ome  li  . 

No  fingle  parts  uncfrually  furprife, 
Ail  comes  united  ts  th' admiring  eyes;  250 

No   monftrous  height,  or  breadth,  or  length  ap- 
pear; 
The  whole  at  once  is  hold,  and  regular. 

Whoever  thinks  a  Luklefs  piece  to  fee. 
Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  fliall  be. 
In  every  work  regard  the  writer's  end. 
Since  none  can  cumpafs  more  than  they  intend; 
And  if  the  r.-.cans  bq  juft,  the  condudl  true, 
Applaufe,  in  fpitc  of  trivial  faults,  is  due. 
As  nun  of  breeding,  fometimes  men  of  wit, 
T'  avoid  great  errors  muft  the  Icfs  commit :     a6o 
Ncglcdl  the  rules  each  verbal  critic  lays, 
]r<)r  not  to  know  fome  trifles,  is  a  praife. 
.Moft  critics,  fond  of  fome  fubfervient  art, 
Still  make  the  whole  depend  upon  a  part  i 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  notions  prize. 
And  all  to  one  lov'd  folly  facrifice. 
Once  on  a  time,lia  Mancha's  knight,  they  fay, 
A  certain  bard  encountering  on  the  way, 
Difcours'd  in  tijrms  as  juft,  with  looks  as  fage. 
As  e'er  could  Dennis,  of  the  Grecian  ftage  ;      a'O 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  225. 
&%  pleas'd  at  firft  the  towering  alps  to  try, 
Fill'd  v^ith  ideas  of  fair  Italy, 
The  traveller  beholds  with  cheerful  eyes 
The  lefTening  vales,  and  feems  to  tread  the  fkie?» 

Ver.  259. 
As  men  of  breeding,  oft  the  men  of  wit. 

Ver.  26J. 
They  talk  of  principles,  but  parts  they  prize, 

Ver.  270. 
As  e'er  could  Dennis  of  the  Iav.'»  o'  th'  ftagc, 
Cii 
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Concluding  all  were  defperite  fots  and  fools. 

Who  durft  dipa:  t  from  Ariftotle's  rules. 

Our,  author,  happy  in  a  judge  fo  nice, 

Produc'd  his  play,  and  begg'd  the  knight's  advice  : 

Made  him  cbfcive  the  fubjedt,  and  the  plot, 

The  manner?,  paflions,  unities;  what  not  ? 

All  which,  exad  to  rule,  were  brought  about, 

Were  but  a  combat  in  the  lifts  left  out. 

*'  What !   leave   the   combat  out  ?"  exclaims  the 

knight. 
Ye«,  or  we  muft  renounce  rhe  ftagirite.  a8o 

"  Not  io,  by  heaven  !  (he  anfvvers  in  a  rage) 
"  Knights,  'fcjuires,  aud  fteeds,  mufl  enter  on  the 

"  ftagir." 
So  vaft  a  thrung  the  flage  can  ne'er  contain. 
"  Then  build  a  new,  or  ail  it  in  a  plain." 

'I'huj  critics,  of  lefs  judgment  than  caprice. 
Curious,  not  knowing,  not  esa^  but  nice, 
Form  fhort  ideas  ;  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  mofl  in  marneis)  by  a  love  to  parts. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  tlieir  tafte  confine,      289 
And  glittering  thouglit>  ftruch  out  at  every  line  ; 
Plcas'd  with  a  work  where  nothing's  juft  or  fit ; 
One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit. 
Poets  like  painters,  thus  unfkill'd  to  trace 
The  naked  nature,  and  the  living  grace, 
With  gold  and  jewels  cover  every  part, 
And  hide  with  ornaments  their  want  of  art. 
True  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  drefs'd. 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  fo  well  exprefs'd  ; 
t'cmethir-g,  whole  truth  convinc'd  at  fight  we  find, 
"i  hat  gives  us  back  the  image  of  our  mind.       300 
As  fhades  more  fweetly  reconiniend  the  lio-ht, 
So  niodefl:  plainnefs  fets  off  fprightly  wit ; 
For  works  may   have  more  wit  than  does  them 

good, 
As  b(.dies  perifh  through  excefs  of  blcod. 

Oihers  for  language  all  their  care  exprefs. 
And  value  books,  as  women  men,  for  drefs  : 
Their  praife  is  Hill— the  ftyie  is  excellent : 
The  fenfe,  they  humbly  take  upon  content. 
Words  are  like  leaves;  indwhere  they  mofl  abound, 
Much  fruit  of  fenfe  beneath  is  rarely  found.     310 
Falfe  eloquence,  like  the  prifmatic  glafs. 
Its  gaudy  colours  fpreads  on  every  place  ; 
The  lace  of  nature  we  no  morefurvey. 
All  glares  alike,  withiiut  diftindion  gay  : 
But  true  exprefllon,  like  th'  unchanging  fun, 
Clears  and  improves  whate'er  it  jTiines  upon 
It  gilds  all  objeds,  but  it  alters  none. 
Fxpreffion  is  the  drefs  of  thought,  and  flill 
Appears  more  dceent,  as  more  fuitable  ; 
A  vile  conceit  in  pompous  words  exprefs'd, 
Js  like  a  clown  in  regal  purple  drefs'd  : 
i  or  different  ftyks  with  diflerent  fubjcds  fort. 
As  feveral  garbs,  with  country,  town,  and  court. 
Sj:ne  by  old  words  to  fame  have  made  pretence. 
Ancients  in  phrafe,  mere  moderns  in  their  fenfe ; 
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VARlATrONS. 

Ver.  zyi.  Ed  i.  That  durfl.  Sec. 

Vcr.  2.^8  Ed.  I. 
What  oft  was  thought,  but  ne'er  before  exprefa'd. 

Vtr.  320  Ld.  I. 
A  vile  con.eit  iin  omi>oiis  ftyle  exprefs' J. 


340 


Such  labour'd  nothings,  in  fo  Itrange  a  flyle. 

Amaze  th'  unlearn "d,  and  make  the  learned  firule. 

Unlucky,  as  Fungofa  in  the  play, 

Thefe  fparks  with  aukward  vanity  difplay 

What  the  fine  gentleman  wore  yefterday ;    330 

And  but  fo  mimic  ancient  wits  at  beft, 

A?  apes  our  grandfires  in  their  doublets  dreft. 

In  Words,  as  falhions,  the  fame  rule  will  hold; 

Alike  fantaftic,  if  too  new  or  old  : 

Be  not  the  firft  by  whom  the  new  are  tryM, 

Nor  yet  the  laft  to  lay  the  old  afide. 

But  moll  by  numbers  judge  a  poet's  fono- ; 
And  fmooth  or  rough,  with  them,  is  right  or 
^■rong :  [fpire. 

In  the  bright  mufe  though  thoufand  charms  con- 
Hcr  voice  is  all  thefe  tuneful  fools  admire  ;       340 
Who  haunt  Parnaffus  but  to  pleafe  their  ear, 
Not  mend  their  minds;  asfome  to  church  repair 
Not  for  the  dodrine,  but  the  mufic  there 
Thefj^  equal  fyllables  alone  require, 
1  hough  oft  the  ear  the  open  vowels  tire  ; 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join, 
And  ten  low  words  oft  creep  in  one  dull  line : 
While  they  ring  round  the  fame  un vary 'd  chimes 
With  fure  returns  of  ftill  expeded  rhymes  ;      34a 
Where'er  you  find  "  the  cooling  weflern  breeze  " 
In  the  next  line  it  "  whifpers  through  the  trees  ;*" 
If  cryftal  ftreams  '=  with  pleafing  murmurs  creep," 
The  reader's  threaten'd  (not  in  vain )  with  "  ileep : " 
Then  at  the  laft  and  only  couplet  fraught 
With  fome  unmeaning  thing  they  call  a  thought, 
A  needlefs  Alexandrine  ends  the  fong. 
That,  like  a  wounded  fnake,  drags  its  flow  length 
a'ong-  [know 

Leave  fuch  to  tune  their  own  dull  rhymes,  and 
What's  roundly  fmooth,  or  languiftimgly  flow; 
And  praife  the  eafy  vigour  of  a  line,  ^6« 

Where  Denham's  ftrength  and  Waller's  fvveetnefs 

join. 
True  eafe  in  writing  comes  from  art,  not  chance. 
As  thofe  move  eafieft  who  have  learn'd  to  dance- 
'Tis  not  enough  no  harflinefs  gives  offence, 
The  found  muft  feem  an  echo  to  the  fenfe  : 
Soft  is  the  llrain  when  zephyr  gently  blows, 
Andthe  fmooth  ftream  in  fmoothcr  numbers  flows; 
But  when  loud  furges  lalh  the  founding  fliore. 
The  hoarfe,  rough  verfe  fhould  like  the  torrent  roar. 
When   Ajax   flrives  fome  rock's  vaft  weight  ta 
throw,  -ij^ 

The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  flow  : 
Not  fo  when  fwift  Camilla  fcours  the  plain, 
Flies  o'er  th'  unbending  corn,  and  flcims  along  the 

main. 
Hear  how  Timotheus'  vary'd  lays  furprife 
And  bid  alternate  paffions  fall  and  rife  : 
While,  at  each  change,  the  fon  of  Libyan  Jove 
Now  burns  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with  love; 
Now  his  fierce  eyes  with  fparlding  fury  glow. 
Now  fighs  fteal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow  : 

TARIATPONS. 

Ver  338.  Ed.  I. 
And  fmooth  or  rough,   with  fuch,  &c 
"^c-  ^^.l-  3''4-  Thefe  lint-,  are  adiled. 
Ver.  368.  But  when  kud  billov/s,  &.c. 


ESSAY   ON  CRITICISM. 
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Perfians  and  Greets  like  turns  of  nature  found,  380  , 
And  the  world's  vitSor  ftood  fubdued  by  i'ound  ! 
The  power  of  mufic  all  our  hearts  allov\'. 
And  what  Timotheus  was,  is  Dryden  now. 

Avoid  extremes ;  and  (hun  the  fault  of  fuch, 
Who  ftill  are  pleas'd  too  little  or  too  nluch. 
At  every  trifle  fcorn  to  take  offence, 
That  always  (hows  great  pride,  or  little  fcnfe  ; 
Thofe  heads,  as  flomachs,  are  not  fure  the  beft. 
Which  naufeate  all,  and  nothing  can  digeft. 
Yet  let  not  each  gay  turn  thy  rapture  move ;    390 
For  fools  admire,  but  men  of  fenfe  approve  : 
As  things  feem  large  which  we  through  mifts 

defcry, 
Dulnefs  is  ever  apt  to  magnify. 

Some  foreign  writers,  fome  our  own  defpife ; 
The  ancients  only,  or  the  moderns  prize  : 
Thus  wit,  like  faith,  by  each  man  is  apply'd 
To  one  fmall  fe<ft,  and  all  are  damn'd  befide. 
Meanly  they  feek  the  blefling  to  confine, 
And  force  that  fun  but  on  a  part  to  fliine. 
Which  not  alone  the  fouthern  wit  fublimes,     400 
But  ripens  fpirits  in  cold  northern  climes; 
Which  from  the  firft  has  flione  on  ages  paft, 
Enlights  the  prefent,  and  fliall  warm  the  laft; 
Though  each  may  feel  increafes  and  decays, 
And  fe€  now  clearer  and  now  darker  days. 
Regard  not  then  if  wit  be  old  or  new. 
But  blame  the  falfe,  and  value  flill  the  true. 

Some  ne'er  advance  a  judgment  of  their  own, 
But  catch  the  fpreading  notion  of  the  town ; 
They  reafon  and  conclude  by  precedent,       •     410 
And  own  ftale  nonfenfe  which  they  ne'er  invent. 
Some  judge  of  authors  names,  not  works,  and  then 
Nor  praile  nor  blame  the  writings,  but  the  men. 
Of  all  this  fervile  herd,  the  worit  is  he 
That  in  proud  dulnels  joins  with  quality; 
A  conHant  critic  at  the  great  man's  board, 
To  fetch  and  carry  nonfenfe  for  my  lord. 
What  v/oful  ftuff  this  madrigal  would  be. 
In  fome  flarv'd  hackney-fonneteer,  or  me ! 
But  let  a  lord  once  own  the  happy  lines,  420 

How  the  wit  brightens  !  how  the  flyle  refines  1 
Before  his  facred  name  files  every  fault. 
Ana  esch  exalted  flanza  teems  with  thought ! 

The  vulgar  thus  through  imitation  err  ; 
As  oft  the  learn'd  by  being  fingular  ; 
So  much  they  fcorn  the  crowd,  that  if  the  throng 
By  chance  go  right,  they  purpofeiy  go  wrong  ; 
So  Schifmatics  the  plain  believers  quit, 
And  are  but  damn'd  for  having  too  much  wit. 
Some  praife  at  morning  what  they  blame  at  night, 
But  always  think  the  laft  opinion  right.  43 1 

A  mufe  by  thefe  is  like  a  miftrefs  us'd. 
This  hour  fhe's  idoliz'd,  the  next  abus'd; 
While  their  weak  h>eads,  like  towns  unfortify'd, 
'Twixt  fenfe  and  nonfenfe  daily  change  their  fide. 
Aik  them  the  caufe  ;  they're  wifer  ftill,  they  fay  ; 
And  ftill  to-morrow's  wifer  than  to-day. 
We  think  our  fathers  fools,  fo  wife  we  grow  ; 
Our  wifer  fons,  no  doubt,  will  think  us  fo. 


VARlAriONS. 

Ver.  354.  Ed.  i.  Some  the  French  writers,  &c. 
Ver.  413.  Ed.  I.  Nor  praije  nor  damn,  &c. 
Ver  4JlS.  So  Schifmatics  the  dull-  &c. 


Once  fchool  divines  this  zealous  ille  o'erfpread; 
Who  knew  moft  fentences  was  deepeft  read  ;  44! 
Faith,  gofpel,  all,  feem'd  made  to  be  difputed. 
And  none  had  fenfe  enough  to  be  confuted  : 
Scotifts  and  Thomifts,  now  in  peace  remain, 
Amidft  their  kindred  cobwebs  in  Duck-lane. 
If  faith  itfelf  has  different  dicffcs  worn, 
What   wonder  modes  in  wit  ihould  take  their 

turn  ? 
Oft,  leaving  what  is  natural  and  fit. 
The  current  folly  proves  the  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  think  their  reputation  fafe,  450 

Which  lives  as  long  as  fools  are  pleas'd  to  laugh. 

Some,  valuing  thofe  of  their  own  fide  or  mind. 
Still  make  themfelves  the  meafure  of  mankind  : 
Fondly  we  think  we  honour  merit  then. 
When  we  but  praife  ourfelves  in  other  men. 
Parties  in  wit  attend  on  thofe  of  ftate. 
And  publicfacftion  doubles  private  hate. 
Pride,  malice,  folly,  againft  Dryden  rofe, 
In  various  ftiapes  of  parfons,  critics,  beaux  : 
But  fenfe  furviv'd,  when  merry  jefts  were  paft ; 
For  rifing  merit  will  buoy  up  at  laft.  461 

Might  be  return,  and  blefs  once  more  our  eyes, 
New  Blackmores  and  new  tMilbourns  muft  arife  : 
Nay,  ftiould  great  Homer  lift  his  awful  head, 
Zoilus  again  would  ftart  up  from  the  dead. 
Envy  will  merit,  as  its  ftiade,  piirfue; 
But,  like  a  fliadow,  proves  the  fubftance  true  : 
For  envy'd  wit,  like  Sol  eclips'd,  makes  known 
Th'  oppofing  body's  groifnefs,  not  its  own. 
When   firft   that   fun   too   powerful  beams  dif- 

plays. 
It  draws  up  vapours  which  obfcure  its  rays ;    47  E 
But  ev'n  thofe  clouds  at  laft  adorn  its  way, 
Refledl  new  glories,  and  au?;ment  the  day. 

Be  thou  the  firft,  true  merit  to  befriend; 
His  praife  is  loft,  who  ftays  till  all  commend. 
Short  is  the  date,  alas,  of  modern  rhymes, 
And  'tis  but  juft  to  let  them  live  betimes. 
No  longer  now  that  golden  age  appears. 
When  patriarch-wits  furviv'd  a  thoufand  years; 
Now  length  of  fame  (our  fecond  life)  is  loft,    48© 
And  bare  threefcorc  is  all  ev'n  that  can  boaft  ; 
Our  fons  their  fathers  failing  language  fee, 
And  fuch  as  Chaucer  is,  ftiall  Dryden  be. 
So  when  the  faithful  pencil  has  defign'd 
Some  bright  idea  of  the  mafter's  mind, 
Where  a  new  world  leaps  out  at  his  command. 
And  ready  nature  waits  upon  his  hand; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  447.  Between  this  and  ver.  448. 
The  rhyming  clowns  that  gladded  Shakfpear's  age, 
No  more  with  crambo  entertain  the  ftage. 
V/ho  now  in  anagrams  their  patron  praife. 
Or  fmg  their  miftrefs  in  acroftic  lays  ? 
Ev'n  pulpits  pleas'd  with  merry  puns  of  yore; 
Now  all  are  banifh'd  to  th'  Hibernian  ihore  I 
Thus  leaving  what  vi'as  natural  and  fit. 
The  current  folly  prov'd  their  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  thought  their  reputation  fafe, 
Which    liv'd    as   long   as   fools  vi'ere  pleas'd  to 
laugli. 
\  Ver.  48^.  Ed.  I.  Sorr.e  fair  idcn,  &c 
Ciij 
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When  the  ript-colours  f  ftpn  and  unite, 
And  fweetly  melt  into  juP,  {hade  and  light ; 
When  mellowing  years  their  full  perreilion  give. 
And  each  bold  figure  jufl  begins  to  live  •  •       491 
The  treacherous  colours  the  fair  art  betray, 
And  all  the  brijaht  creation  fades  away  ! 

Unhappy  wit,  like  moft  nriftaken  things. 
Atones  not  for  that  envy  which  it  brings; 
In  youth  alone  its  empty  praife  we  boail, 
But  foon  the  fli(  rtliv'd  vanity  is  loft  : 
Like  fome  fair  flower  the  early  fpring  fupplics, 
That  gaily  bloom?,  but  ev'n  in  blooming  dies. 
What  is  this  wit,  which  muft  our  cares  employ  ? 
The  owner's  wife,  that  other  men  enjoy  ;         501 
The  moft  our  trouble  ftill  when  nioft  admir'd,     ' 
And  ftill  the  more  we  give,  the  more  requir'd  ; 
Whofe  fame  with  pains  we  guard,  but  iofe  with 

eafe, 
Sure  fome  to  vex,  but  never  all  to  pleafe ; 
Tis  what  the  vicious  fear,  the  virtuous  fliun  ; 
By  fools  'tis  hated,  and  by  knaves  undone  !' 

If  wit  fo  much  from  ignorance  undergo, 
Ah,  let  not  learning  too  commence  its  foe  ! 
Of  old,  thofe  met  rewards,  who  couid  excel,    510 
And  fuch  were  prais'd  who  but  endeavour'd  well; 
Though  triumphs  were  to  generals  only  due, 
Crowns  were  referv'd  to  grace  the  foldiers  too. 
Now,  they  who  reach  Parnaffus'  h.fty  crown, 
Employ  their  pains  to  fpurn  fqme  others  down  ;      i 
And  while  felf-love  each  jealous  writer  rules, 
Contending  wits  become  the  fport  of  fools  :  ' 
But  ftill  the  worft  with  moft  regret  commend. 
For  each  ill  author  is  as  bad  a  friend. 
To  what  bafe  ends,  and  by  what  abje<ft  ways,  uo 
Are  mortals  urg'd  through  facred  luft  of  praife  ! 
Ah,  ne'er  fo  dire  a  thirft  of  glory  boaft, 
Nor  in  the  critic  let  t^e  man  be  loft. 
Good-nature  and  good-fenfe  muft  ever  join  ; 
To  err,  is  human;  to  forgive,  divine. 

But  if  in  noble  minds  fome  dregs  remain, 
Not  yet  purg'd  off,  of  fpleen  and  four  difdain  ; 
Difcharge  that  rage  on  more  provoking  crimes, 
Nor  fear  a  dearth  in  thefe  flagitious  times. 
No  ^pardon  vile  obfcenity  ftiould  find,  5  ^,0 

Though  wit  and  art  conipire  to  move  your  mind ; 


VARIATION'S. 

Ver.  4JO.  Ed.  i.  When  mellowing  time  does,  &c. 
Ver.  49a.  The  treacherous  colours  in  few  years 

decay. 
Ver.  49J.  Repay,  not  half  that  envy,  &c. 

Ver.  498. 
Like  fome  fair  flower  that  in  the  fpring  does  rife. 

Ver.  5C0. 
What  is  this  wit  that  does  our  cares  employ  f 

Ver.  502. 
The  more  his  trouble  a^  the  more  admir'd^ 
Where  wanted,  fcorn'd;  and  envy'd  where  ac- 

quir'd; 
Maintain'd  with  pains  but  forfeited  with  eafe,  Sec. 
▼er.  <,o8.  Ed  i.  Too  much  does  wit,  &c. 
Ver  514    Now  thofe  that  reach,  &c.  I 

Ver  J,  19.  And  each,  &c. 
yer.  3^1.  Are  mortals  urg'd  by  facred,  &c.      I 


But  dulnefs  with  obfcenity  muft  prove 
As  ftiameful  fure  as  impotence  in  love. 
In  the  fat  ^e  of  pleafure,  wealth,  and  eaf^ 
Sprang  the  rank  weed,  and  thriv'd  with  laWe  in- 

creafe :  ° 

When  love  was  all  in  eafy  monarch's  care ; 
Seldom  at  council,  never  in  a  war: 
Jilts  rui'd  the  ftatc,  and  ftatefmen  farces  writ  • 
•Nay  wits  had  ponfions,  and  young  lords  had  ^^h  : 
1  he  lair  fat  pantmg  at  a  courtier's  play,  c.q 

And  not  a  mafk  went  urimprov'd  away  : 
The  modeft  fan  was  lifted  up  no  more. 
And  virgins  fmil'd  at  what  they  b!ufh''d  before. 
T  be  following  licenfe  of  a  foreign  reign 
Did  all  the  dregs  of  bold  Sccinus  drain  • 
Then  unbelieving  prieftsreform'd  the  nation 
And  taught  more  pleafant  methods  of  falvation  ; 
Where  heaven's  free  fubjefts  might  their  rights 

difpute,  ° 

Left  God  hinuelf  fhould  fe em  too  abfolute  : 
Pulpits  their  facred  f^ire  learn'd  to  fpare,  *     ceo 
And  vice  admir'd  to  find  a  flatterer  there'i 
Encourag'd  thiis,  wit's  Titans  brav'd  the  ikips 
And  the  prefs  groan 'd  with  licens'd  blafphemies. 
Thefe  monfteis,  critics!  ^vith  your  darts  engar^c 
I  Here  point  your  thunder,  and  exhauft  ycurra|e' 
\t-t  flum  their  fault,  who,  fcandaloufly  nice, 
Will  needs  mifiake  an  author  into  vice ; 
I  All  feems  infecfted  that  th'  infeded  fpy,' 
j  As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  e-"e. 

Learn  then  what  morals  critics  ought  to  {how  • 
For  't js  but  half  a  j udge's  ta'k,  to  know.  c  6 1 

Tis  not  enough,  tafte,  judgment,  learning,  join  : 
In  all  you  fpeak,  let  truth  and  candour  iliine  ; 
liiat  not  alone  what  to  your  fenfe  is  due 
Ail  may  allow,  but  feek  your  friendihip  too. 

Be  filent  always,  when  you  doubt  your  lenfe; 
And  Ij^eak,  though  fure,  with  fecming  diifideiice  : 
Some  pofitive,  perfifting  fops  v/e  know, 
Who,  if  once  wrong,  will  needs  be  alw'ays  fo  ■ 
But  you  with  pleaiure.  Own  your  errors  paft,  \  70 
And  make  each  day  a  ciitic  on  the  laft. 

'Tis  not  enough  your  counfcl  iLiJl  be  true  ; 
Blnnt  truths  more .mifchief  than  nice  fallVhood'-^  do- 
Men  muft  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not,'  ' 
Ancl  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot 
Without  good  breeding  truth  is  difapprov'd - 
That  only  makes  fu}.crior  fcnfe  belov'd. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver    547.  The  Author  has  here  omitted  the 
two  lohowing  lines;  as  containing  a  national  re- 
fledion,  vvhicn  in  his  ftridcr  JNdgment  he  coi;id 
rot  but  difapprove  on  any  people  whatever.  : 
r-hen  firft  the  Belgians  morals  were  extoU'd  • 
We  their  religion  had,  and  they  our  gold.    ' 
Ver.  562.  'Tis  not  enough,  wit,  art,  and  iwrnin? 
j»in.  * 

Ver.  564.  That  not  alone  what  to  your  judgment's 

due. 
Ver,  569.  That  if  once  wrong,  &c. 
V'^r.  575.   And  things  ne'er  know,  &c. 
Ver.  576.   Without  good-breeding  truth  is  not 

approv'd. 


ESSAY   ON   CPvITICISM. 
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^e  niggards  of  advice  on  no  pretence  ; 
^'or  the'  worjt  avarice  is  that  oi  fenfe. 
With  mean  con,» lacciue,  ne'er  b-jcray  your  trtiH:, 
Nor  be  fo  civil  as  to  pj;ove  unjurt.  S'il 

fear  not  the  anger  ot  the  w  il'e  to  raife; 
Thole  beft  can  bear  reproof  who  merit  praile.- 

'TwLie  well  might  critics  ftillthis  Irccdoin  rake: 
But  Appiiis  recideiia  at  each  wenl  you  r);ealt, 
And  ftares  trerviendsus,  with  a  threatening  eye, 
Jjike  fonie  fierce  tyrant  in  old  tapeltry. 
Fear  moll  to  ta,x  an  hoEourable  fool. 
Whole  right  it  is,  uncenfur'd,  to  be  dull  '. 
Such,  witiiout  v.it,  sre  poets  v/hen  tbey  pleafe. 
As  without  learning  they  can  take  dcfrrees.     591 
Leave  dangerous  trutiis  to  unluccefsi'iii  Jatires, 
And  fiatttry  to  fulfome  dedicators, 
Whoea,  when  they  praile,  the  werld  believes  no 

mrre 
Than  when  tfcey  prcniife  to  give  fL-ribblinj  o'er. 
' Tis  beft  fometinies  your  cenlure  to  reftrain, 
And  charitably  let  the  dull  be  vain  : 
Your  filencc  there  is  better  than  your  fpite, 
For  who  can  rail  fo  long  as  tiicy  can  write  ?    599 
Still  humming  on,  their  drowfy  courfe  they  keep, 
And  laftM  fo  long,  like  tops,  are  laih'd  afleep. 
Faife  fteps  but  help  thtm  to  renew  the  race, 
As,  after  Humbling,  jades  will  mend  their  pace. 
What  crowds  of  thele,  impenitently  bold. 
In  founds  and  jingling  fyliables  grown  pld, 
Still  run  on  poets,  in  a  raging  vein, 
Ev'n  to  the  dregs  and  fqueezings  of  the  braiq, 
Strain  out  the  laft  dull  dropping  of  their  fenfe. 
And  rhyme  with  all  the  rage  of  impotence  1 

Such  fhamekfs   bards  we   h^ve  :    and  yet  'tis 
true, 
Tl.ere  are  as  mad,  abandon'd  critics  too.  6lf 

The  bookful  blockhead,  ignorantly  read, 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head, 
With  hi*  own  tongue  llill  edifies  his  car?, 
And  alwJ.ys  lillening  to  himfelf  appears. 
All  books  he  reads,  and  all  he  reads  affails, 
Fro'ni  Dryden's  Fables  down  to  Durfey's  Tales  : 
With  him,  moil  authors  ileal  their  works,  or  buy 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Difpenfary. 


VARIATION'S. 

Ver.j86,  And  ftares  tremendous,  &c.]  This 
pidlure  was  taken  to  himfelf  by  John  Dcnni"!,  a 
furious  Old  critic  by  profeffion,  who,  upon  no  oilier 
provocation,  wrote  againft  this  ellay,  and  jts  au- 
thor, in  a  manner  perfci5lly  lunatic  :  For,  a?  to 
n.ention  made  of  him  iu  ver.  270,  he  took  it  as  a 
lumpliment,  and  faid  it  was  treacheroiifly  mt..iiit 
to  ca\ife  him  to  overlook  this  abufe  of  his  perlon. 

Ver.  J97.  And  charitably  let  dull  fools  be  vain. 
Ver.  6co. 
Still  humming  on,  their  old  dull  courfe  they  keep. 

NOTE. 

Ver.  619.  Garth  did  not  write,  &c.]  A  com- 
mon flander  at  that  time  in  prejudice  of  that  de- 
ferving  author.  Our  poet  did  him  this  juftice, 
when  that  flander  moft  prevailed ;  and  it  is  now 
(perhaps  the  fooner  for  this  very  %'erfe)  dead  and 
forgotten. 


Name  a  new  play,  and  he's  the  poet's  friend,  620 
Nay   ihow'd   his  faults — but    when  would  poets 

mend .' 
No  place  fo  facred  from  fuch  fops  is  barr'd, 
Nor  is  Paul's  cimrch  more  fafe  than  Paul's  church- 
yard : 
Nay,  fly  to  altars;  there  they'll  talk  you  dead ; 
For  fools  rulh  in  where  angels  fear  to  tread. 
Diilruflful  fenfe  with  modell  caution  fpeaks,     "^ 
It  ftill  looks  home,  and  fliort  excurfions  makes  :  >• 
But  rattling  nonfenfc  in  fullvoUies  breaks,  J 

Aijd,  never  fliock'd,  and  never  turn'd  afide, 
Burfls  out,  refidiefs,  witii  a  thundering  tide.    630 

But  Where's  the  man,  who  counfcl  can  bcftow. 
Still  pleas'd  to  teach,  and  yet  not  proud  to  know  ? 
Unbiafs'd,  or  by  favour,  or  by  fpite  ; 
Not  dully  prcpollefa'd,  nor  blindly  right ;  [finccre  ; 
Tiu)Ugh  b<irn'd,  well-bred ;  and  though  well-bred, 
rvIo.lcRly  bold,  and  humanely  fevere : 
Who  to  a  friend  his  f  lults  can  freely  fliow. 
And  gladly  praife  the  merit  01"  a  foe? 
Bletl  with  a  tafte  exacSl,  yet  unconfin'd  ; 
A  knowledge  both  of  books  and  human  kind;  64O 
Generous  converfe;  a  foul  exempt  from  pride; 
And  love  to  praife,  with  reafon  on  his  fide  ? 

Such  once  were  critics;  fuch  the  happy  few- 
Athens  and  Rome  in  better  ages  knew  : 
The  mighty  Stagyrite  firft  left  the  there. 
Spread  all  his  fails, and  durft  the  deeps  explore; 
fie  ileer'dfecurely,  and  difcover'd  fa.r. 
Led  by  the  light  of  the  Mxonian  ftar. 
Poets,  a  race  long  unconfin'd  and  free, 
Still  fond  and  proud  of  favage  liberty,  65 O 

ileceiv'dhis  la,ws;  and  ftood  convinc'd  'twas  fit, 
Who  conquer'd  nature,  fhould  prefide  o'er  wit. 

Horace  ilill  charms  with  graceful  negligence. 
And  without  method  talks  us  into  fenfe. 
Will,  like  a  frie**J,  familiarly  convey 
I'he  tniefl  notions  in  the  eafieft  way. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  62  ?.  Between  this  and  ver.  624. 
fn  vain  you  fhrug  and  fweat,  and  ftrive  to  fly; 
1  hefe  know  no  manners  but  of  poetry  : 
They'll  flop  a  hungry  chaplain  in  his  grace. 
To  treat  of  unities  of  time  and  place. 
Ver.  624.  Nay  run  to  altars,  &c. 
Ver.  634.  Not  dully  prepoffefi'd,  or  blindly  right. 

Between  ver.  646  and  649,  I  found  the  follow- 
ing lines,  fince  fupprcffed  by  the  author  : 
That  bold  Columbus  of  the  realms  of  wit, 
Whofe  firft  difcovery  's  not  exceeded  yet, 
Ted  by  the  light  of  the  M^onian  ftar. 
He  fteer'd  fecurely,  and  difcover'd  far. 
He,  when  all  nature  was  fubdued  before. 
Like  his  great  pupil,  figh'd,  and  long'd  for  more  : 
Fancy's  wild  regioHS  yet  unvanquilh'd  lay. 
A  boundlefs  empire,  and  that  own'd  no  fway. 
Poets,  &ZC. 

After  ver.  64S.  the  nrft  edition  reads. 
Not  only  nature  did  his  laws  obey, 
But  i'ancy's  boundleis  empire  own'd  his  fway. 

V'jr.  655.  Does,  like  a  friend,  &c. 

Ver.  6';5,  6_56.  Thcfe  lines  are  not  in  Ed.  i, 
C  iiij 


m 

He,  who  fupremc  in  judgment,  as  in  wit. 
Might  boldly  cenfure,  as  he  boldly  writ,       [fire  ; 
Yet  judg'd  with  coolnefs,  though  he  fung  with 
His  precepts  teach  but  what  his  works  infpire. 
Our  critics  take  a  contrary  extreme,  66i 

Theyjudge  with  fury,  but  they  write  with  phlegm: 
l^or  fuffers  Horace  more  in  wrong  tranflations 
By  wits,  than  critics  in  as  wrong  quotations. 

See  Dionyfius  Homer's  thoughts  refine, 
And  call  new  beauties  forth  from  every  line  .' 

Fancy  and  art  in  gay  Petronius  pleafe, 
The  fcholar's  learning,  with  the  courtier's  ea''e. 
In  grave  Qnintilian's  copious  work,  we  find 
The  jufiefl;  rules  and  cleareft  method  join'd  :  670 
Thus  ufeful  arms  in  magazines  we  place, 
All  rang'd  in  order,  and  difposM  with  grace, 
£ut  lefs  to  pleafe  the  eye,  than  arm  the  hand,' 
Still  fit  for  ufe,  and  ready  at  command. 

Thee,  bold  Longinus :  all  the  Nine  infpire, 
And  blefs  their  critic  with  a  poet's  fire. 
An  ardent  judge,  who,  zealous  in  his  truft, 
With  warmth  gives  fentence,  yet  is  always  juft  • 
Whofe  own  example  ftrengthens  all  his  laws  ; 
And  is  himfelf  that  great  fubiime  he  draws.     680 

Thus  long  fucceeding  critics  juftly  reign'd, 
Licenfe  reprefs'd,  and  ufeful  laws  ordain'd. 
JLearning  and  Rome  alike  in  empire  grew 
And  arts  ftiU  foUow'd  where  her  eagles  flew  • 
Prom  the  fame  foes,  at  laft.  both  felt  their  doom, 
And  the  fame  age  faw  learning  fall,  and  Rome. 
With  tyranny,  then  fuperftition  join'd, 
A3  that  the  body,  this  enflav'd  the  mind  • 
Much  was  hcliev'd,  but  Uttle  underilood,* 
And  to  be  dull  was  conftrued  to  be  good  :        690 
A  fecond  deluge  learning  thus  o'er-ran. 
And  the  Monks  finilh'd  what  the  Goths  began. 
r-rt^  ^?^^^  Erafmus,  that  great  itijur'd  name, 
C  1  he  glory  of  the  priefthood,  and  the  Ihame  !) 
-temm  d  the  wild  torrent  of  a  barOaroas  age. 
And  drove  thofc  holy  Vandals  off  the  ftage. 


VARIATIONS* 

Vcr.  668. 
The  fcnolar's  learning,  and  the  courtier's  eafe. 
^       ,        ,  ^er.  673,  <?cc. 
Nor  tnus  alone  the  curious  eye  to  pleafe. 
The  mnr  °r'^V^'^^°  ""^  requires,  with  «fe. 
i n^  I]  //T.  L°'-8:'"^s  did  infp.re, 
And  ble/s'd  the.r  cntic  v/ith  a  ^..^t's  fire 
An  ardent  judge,  that  zealot;s,  &c. 

Baw^^n^verL'^''^^;';  '"  ''•-'-? -derftood. 

Vain  wit,  and  critics  were  no  more  allow'd 
When  none  but  fairushaa  Jiccnfe  to  be^rou'd. 


THE   WORKS    OF   POPE. 

But  fee  !  each  mufe,  in  Leo's  golden  daya, 
Starts  from  her  trance,  and  trims  her  wither'J 

bays  ; 
Rome's  ancient  genius,  o'er  its  ruins  fpread 
Shakes  off  the  duft,  and  rears  his  reverend  head.  70« 
Then  fculpture  and  her  fifter-arts  revive  ; 
Stones  leap'd  to  form,  and  rocks  began  to  live- 
With  fweeter  notes  each  rifing  temple  rung-    ' 
A  Raphael  painted,  and  a  Vida  fung.  * 

Immortal  Vida  '.  on  whofe  honour'd  brow 
The  poet's  bays  and  critic's  ivy  grow  : 
Cremona  now  fliall  ever  boaft  thy  nanie. 
As  next  in  place  to  Mantua,  next  in  faine  I 

But  foon,  by  impious  arms  from  Latium  chas'd. 
Iheir  ancient  bounds  the  banifli'd  mufes  pafs'd- 
Thence  arts  o'er  all  the  northern  world  advance 
But  cntic-learning  flourifh'd  moft  in  France  :      ' 
1  he  rules  a  nation,  born  to  ferve,  obeys; 
And  Boileau  flill  in  right  of  Horace  fways. 
But  we,  brave  Britons,  foreign  laws  defpis'd, 
And  kept  unconquer'd,  and  unciviliz'd  ; 
Fierce  for  the  liberties  of  wit,  and  bold,' 
We  ftiU  defy'd  the  Romans,  as  of  old. 
Yet  fome  there  were  among  the  founder  few 
Of  thofe  who  lefs  prefum'd,  and  better  knew,  7a« 
Wno  durft  affert  the  jufter  ancient  caufe,     ' 
And  here  reflror'd  wit's  fundamental  laws. 
Such  was  the  mufe,  whofe  rules  and  pradlice  tell, 
"  Nature's  chief  malter-piece  is  writing  well." 
Such  was  Rofcommon,  not  more  learn'd  than  gooJ, 
With  manners  generous  as  his  noble  blood ; 
To  him  the  wit  cf  Greece  and  Rome  was  known 
And  every  author's  merit  but  his  own  ' 

Such  late  was  Wallh-the  mufe's  judge  and  friend, 
W  ho  juftly  knew  to  blame  or  to  commend;     73© 
To  failings  mild,  but  zealous  for  defert; 
The  cleareft  head,  and  the  fincereft  heart. 
This  humble  praife,  lamented  fhade  I  receive 
This  praife  at  leaft  a  grateful  mufe  may  give  :' 
The  mufe,  whofe  early  voice  you  taught  to  fing 
Prefcnb'd  her  heights,  and  prun'd   her  tender 

wing, 
(Her  g^ide  now  loft)  no  more  attempts  to  rife. 
But  in  low  numbers  fhort  excurfions  tries : 
Content,  if  hcncfS  jh'  unlearn'd  their  wants  may 

view, 
The  learn'd  refleiflon  what  before  they  knew.  740 
Carelefs  of  cenfure,  nor  too  fond  of  fame; 
Still  pleas'd  to  praife,  yet  tiot  afraid  to  biame  } 
Avcrfe  alike,  to  flatter  or  oflend  ; 
iiot  free  from  faults,  nor  yet  too  vain  to  mend. 


VARIATIONS. 

y«^f'  723.  724-  Jhde  linei  are  not  in  Ed.  i. 
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"  Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  violare  capillog, 
♦*  Sed  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribuifle  tuis." 

MART. 


TO  MRS.  ARABELLA  FERMOR. 


MADAM, 

It  will  be  in  vain  to  deny  that  I  have  fome  re- 
gard for  this  piece,  fince  I  dedicate  it  to  yau  ;  yet 
vou  may  bear  me  witnefs,  it  was  intended  only  to 
divert  a  few  young  ladies,  who  have  good  fenfe  and 
good  humour  enough  to  laugh  not  only  at  their  fex's 
little  unguarded  follies,  but  at  their  own.  But  as 
it  was  communicated  with  the  air  of  a  fccret,  it 
foon  found  its  way  into  the  world.  An  imperfed: 
copy  having  been  offered  to  a  bookfeller,  you  had 
the  good  nature,  for  my  fake,  to  confent  to  the 
publication  of  one  more  corretfl :  This  I  was  forced 
to,  before  I  had  executed  half  my  delign,  for  the 
machinery  was  entirely  wanting  to  complete  it. 

The  machinery.  Madam,  is  a  term  invented  by 
the  critics,  to  fignify  that  part  which  the  deities, 
angels,  or  daemons,  are  made  to  acSl  in  a  poem : 
For  the  ancient  poets  are  in  one  refpedt  like  ma- 
ny moderp  ladies ;  let  an  aftion  be  never  fo  tri- 
vial in  itfelf,  they  always  make  it  appear  of  the 
utmoft  importance.  Thefe  machines  I  determin- 
ed to  raife  on  a  very  new  and  odd  foundation,  the 
Roficrufian  dodrine  of  fpirits. 

I  know  how  difagreeable  it  is  to  make  ufe  of 
"hard  words  before  a  lady ;  but  it  is  fo  much  the 
concern  of  a  poet  to  have  his  works  underftood, 
and  particularly  by  your  fex,  that  you  mufl  give 
me  leave  to  explain  two  or  three  difficult  terms. 

The  Roficrufians  are  a  people  I  muft  bring  you 
acquainted  with.  The  beft  account  I  know  of 
them  is  in  a  French  book  called  Le  Coaite  de  Ga- 


balis,  which,  both  in  its  title  and  fize,  is  fo  like  a 
novel,  that  many  of  the  fair  fex  have  read  it  for 
one  by  miftake.  According  to  thefe  gentlemen 
the  four  elements  are  inhabited  by  fpirits,  which 
they  call  fylphs,  gnomes,  nymphs,  and  falaman- 
ders.  The  gnomes,  or  daemons  of  earth,  delight 
in  mifchief ;  but  the  fylphs,  whofe  habitation  is 
in  the  air,  are  the  beft-conditioned  creatures  ima- 
ginable ;  for  they  fay,  any  mortals  may  enjoy  the 
moft  intimate  familiarities  with  thefe  gentle  fpirits, 
upon  a  conditien  very  eafy  to  all  true  adepts,  an 
inviolate  prefervation  of  chaftity. 

As  to  the  following  cantos,  all  the  paffages  of 
them  are  as  fabulous  as  the  vifion  at  the  beginninq-, 
or  the  transformation  at  the  end  (except  the  lofs 
of  your  hair,  which  I  always  mention  with  reve- 
rence). The  human  perfons  are  as  ficftitious  as  the 
airy  ones ;  and  the  charader  of  Belinda,  as  it  is 
now  managed,  refembles  you  in  nothing  but  in 
beauty. 

If  this  poem  had  as  many  graces  as  there  are  in 
your  perfon,  or  in  your  mind,  yet  I  conld  never 
hope  it  Ihould  pafs  through  the  world  half  fo  un- 
cenfured  as  you  havt  done.  But  let  its  fortune 
be  what  it  will,  mine  is  happy  enough,  to  have 
given  me  this  occafion  of  affuring  you  that  I  am, 
with  the  trueft  efteem. 

Madam, 
Your  moft  obedient,  humble  fcrvant, 

A.  PQP^. 
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THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 


CANTO   I. 

AVhat  dire  oflerce  from  amorous  caufes  fprings, 
What  mighty  contefts  rife  from  trivial  things, 
I  fing — this  verfe  to  Caryl,  mufe  '.  is  due  : 
This  ev'n  Belinda  may  vouchfafe  to  view  : 
Slight  is  the  fu;)je«?>,  but  not  fo  the  praife, 
If  fhe  infpire,  and  he  approve  my  lays. 

Say  what  Ibange  motive,  goddefs!  could  compel 
A  well-bred  lord  t'  affauk  a  gentle  belle  ? 
O  fay  what  ftranger  caufe,  yet  unesplor'd, 
Could  make  a  gentle  belle  reject  a  lord  ?  lo 

In  talks  fo  bold,  can  little  men  engage  ? 
And  in  foft  befoms  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  ? 

Sol  throujh  white  curtains  ihot  a  timorous  rav, 
Andope'd  thofe  eyes  thatmuft  eclipfethe  day  : 
Now  lap-dogs  give  thcmfelves  the  rouzin^  ihake, 
And  fleeplefj  lovers,  juft  at  twelve,  awake  : 
Thrlccrungthebell,  the  flipper knock'dtheground, 
And  the  prefb'd  watch  return'd  a  fiiver  found. 
Belinda  ftill  her  downy  pillow  prett, 
ilrr  guardian  fylph  prolong'd  the  balmy  reft  :   30 
'Twas  he  had  fummon'd  to  her  filent  bed 
The  morning  dream  that  hover'd  o'er  her  head. 
A  youth  more  glittering  than  a  birth-niglit  beau 
(That  ev'n  in  llumber  caus'd  her  cheek  to  glow) 
Seem'd  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay, 
And  thus  in  whifpers  faid,  or  fcem'd  to  fay  : 

Faireft  of  mortals,  thou  diftingnifti'd  care 
Of  thoufand  bright  inhabitants  of  air  ! 
}f  e'et  one  vifion  touch  thy  infant  thought,  | 

Of  all  the  nurfc  and  all  the  prieft  have  tau^t ;  30 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  11,12.  It  was  in  the  fird  editions  : 
And  dwells  fuch  rage  in  fofteftbofoms  then. 
And  lodge  fuch  daring  fcfuU  in  little  men  ? 

Ver.  13,  &c.  ftood  thus  in  the  firft  edition  : 
?cl  through  white  curtains  did  his  beams  difplay, 
Auoope'd  thofe  eyes  which  brighter  Clone  than 

they; 
-Shock  jufl  had  given  himfelf  the  rouzing  fliake. 
And  nymphs  prepared  their  chocolate  to  take  ; 
Thrice  the  wrought  flipper  knock'd  againft  the 

ground, 
And  ftriking  watches  the  tenth  hour  refound. 

Ver.  19.  Belinda  ftill,  &c.]  All  the  verfes  from 
hence  to  ths  end  of  this  canto  were  added  after- 
«va^ds. 


Of  airy  elves  by  moonlight  fliadowsfeea, 

The  fiiver  token,  and  the  circled  green, 

Or  virgins  vifited  by  ajigel-powers, 

With  golden    crowns  and  wreaths  of  hcavetiJjr 

fi"wers ; 
Hear  and  believe !  thy  own  importance  kno\v. 
Nor  bound  thy  narrow  views  to  things  below, 
Some  fecret  truths,  from  learned  pride  conceal'd. 
To  maids  alone  and  children  are  reveal'd  : 
What  though  no  credit  doubting  wits  may  give  ? 
The  fair  and  innocent  (hall  ftill  believe.  40 

Know  then,  unnumber'd  fpirits  round  thee  fly. 
The  light  militia  of  the  lower  fky  : 
']"befe,  though  unfcen,  are  ever  on  the  wing, 
Hang  o'er  the  box,  and  hover  round  the  ring. 
Think  what  an  ecj^uipage  thou  bail  in  air. 
And  view  with  fcorn  two  pages  and  a  chair. 
As  now  your  ov>'n,  our  beings  were  cf  old. 
And  once  enclosed  in  woman's  beauteous  mould  ; 
Thence,  by  a  foft  tranfition,  we  repair 
From  earthly  vehicles  to  ihefe  of  air.  je 

Think  nor,  when   v.^omen's  tranfient  breath    is 

fled. 
That  all  Ixer  inanities  at  once  are  dead. 
Succeeding  vanities  {he  ftill  regards. 
And  though  ftie  plays  no  more,  o'-erlpoks  the  cards. 
Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive. 
And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  furvive. 
For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire. 
To  their  firfi;  elements  their  fouls  retire  : 
The  fprites  of  fiery  termagants  in  flame 
Mount  up,  and  fake  a  falamaiider's  name,  6c 

Si'it  yielding  minds  to  water  glide  away. 
And  fip,  wiih  nymphs,  their  elemental  tea. 
The  graver  prude  (inks  downward  to  a  gi;onie. 
In  fearch  of  mifchlef  ftill  on  earth  to  roum. 
The  light  coquettes  in  fylphs  aloft  repair, 
And  fport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 

Know  farther  yet ;  whoever  fair  and  chafte 
RejevSs  mankind,  is  by  fon;e  fylph  embrac'd  : 
For,  fpirits,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  eafe 
Aflume  what  fexes  and  what  ftjape  they  picafe.  73 
What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  maids. 
In  courtly  bails,  and  midnight  mafquerades. 
Safe  from  the  treacherous  friends,  the  daring  fpark, 
The  glance  by  day,  the  whifper  in  the  dark, 
When  kindoccafion  prompts  their  waim  def^rcs. 
When  mufic  foftens,  and  when  dancing  fires  ? 
*Tis  but  their  fylph,  the  wife  cekftials  know, 
Thovgh  honour  is  the  yrord  with  men  below. 
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Some  nymphs  there  are,  too  confcicus  of  their 
face, 
For  life  predeftin'd  to  the  gnomes  emhrace.        80 
Thefe  fwell  their  profpeds,  ami  exalt  their  pride, 
.When  offers  are  dil'Jain'd,  arxl  love  deny'd  : 
Then  gay  ideas  crowd  the  vacant  hrain, 
While  peers,  and  dukes,  andallthciruveeping  train, 
And  garters,  ftars,  and  coronets  appear, 
And  in  foft  founds,  your  Grace  faiutes  their  car. 
/"Tis  thefe  that  early  taint  the  female  foul, 
Inflruil  the  eyes  of  young  coquettes  to  roll. 
Teach  infant  cheeks  a  bidden  bliifh  to  know, 
And  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  beau.  90 

Oft,  when  the  wnrld  imagine  women  ftray. 
The  fylphs  through  myllic  mazes  guide  their  way. 
Through  all  the  giddy  circle  they  purfue, 
And  old  impertinence  expel  by  new. 
What  tender  maid  but  muft  a  vicilim  fall 
To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball  ? 
When  Florio  fpeaks,  what  virgin  could  withlland. 
If  gentle  Damon  did  not  fquceze  her  hand  ? 
With  varying  vanities,  from  c^-ery  part, 
.They  fliift  the  moving  toy-fnop  of  their  heart ;  loo 
Where  wigs  with  wigs,  with  fword-knots  fword- 

knots  llrive. 
Beaux  banilh  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 
l^his  erring  mortals  levity  may  call ; 
Oh,  blind  to  truth  I  the  fylphs  contrive  it  all. 

Of  thefe  am  I,  who  thy  proteiftion  claim, 
A  watchful  fprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name. 
liate,as  I  rang'd  the  cryftal  wilds  of  air. 
In  the  clear  niirror  of  thy  ruling  ftar 
I  faw,  alas  1  fome  dread  event  impend. 
Ere  to  the  main  this  morning  fun  defcend;       i;[0 
But  heaven  reveals  not  what,  or  how,  or  where  : 
Warn'd  by  the  fylph,  oh  pious  maid,  beware  ! 
This  to  difclofe  is  all  thy  guardian  can  ; 
Beware  of  all,  but  moft  beware  of  man  1 

He  iaid ;  when  Sho^k,  who  thought  fne  flept 
too  long, 
Leap'd  up,  and  wak'd  his  miftrtfs  with  his  tongue, 
'Twas  then,  Belinda,  if  report  fay  true. 
Thy  eyes  firft  open'd  on  a  billet  doux  ; 
Wounds, charms,  and  ardours,  were  no  fooner  read. 
But  all  the  vifion  vanifh'd  from  thy  head,        izo 

And  now,  unveil'd,  the  toilet  ftands  difplay'd. 
Each  filver  vaie  in  myftic  order  laid. 
Firfl,  rob'd  in  white,  the  nymph  intent  adores. 
With  head  uncover'd,  the  cofmetic  powers, 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glafs  appears,    . 
To  that  (he  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  flie  rears ; 
Th'  inferior  prieftefs,  at  her  altar  fide, 
Trembling,  begins  the  facred  rites  of  pride. 
Unnumber'd  treafures  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  various  offerings  of  the  world  appear  ;       130 
From  each  (he  nicely  culls  with  curious  toil, 
And  decks  the  goUdefs  with  the  glittering  fpoil. 
This  caiket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks. 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 
The  tortoife  here  and  elephant  unite, 
Transform'd  to  combs,  the  fpeckled  and  the  white. 
Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  fhining  rows, 
Puffs,  powders,  patches,  bibles,  billet-doux. 
Kow  awful  beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms; 
The  fair  eath  qioment  rifes  in  her  charms,       140 


P.epairs  her  fmiles,  awakens  every  grace. 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face  ; 
Sees  by  degrees  a  purer  blulh  arifc, 
And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 
The  buly  fylphs  furround  their  darling  care  ; 
Thefe  fet  the  head,  and  thofe  divide  the  hair; 
Some  fold  the  fleeve,  whilft  others  plait  the  gown; 
And  Betty's  prais'd  for  labours  not  her  own. 


CANTO  ir. 

Not  with  more  glories  in  th*  ethereal  plain, 
The  fun  firft  rifes  o'er  the  purpjed  main. 
Than,  iffuing  forth,  the  rival  of  his  beams 
Launch'd  on  the  bciom  of  the  filver'd  Thames. 
Fair  nymphs  and  weli-drcfs'd  youths  around  her 

(hone. 
But  every  eye  was  fix'd  on  her  alone. 
On  her  white  breaft  a  fparkling  crofs  (he  wore. 
Which  Jews  might  kifs,  and  Infidels  adore. 
Her  lively  looks  a  fprightly  mind  difclofe, 
.O'.iick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  unfiit'd  as  thofe  :  X9 

Favours  to  none,  to  all  (he  fmiles  extends ; 
Oft  (he  rejeds,  but  never  once  offends. 
Bright  as  the  fun,  her  eyes  the  gazers  ftrike, 
And,  like  the  fun,  they  fiiine  on  all  alike. 
Yet  graceful  eale,  and  fweetnels  void  of  pride. 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  faults  to  hides 
If  to  her  fliare  fome  female  errors  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  all. 

This  nymph,  to  the  deftrudlion  of  mankind, 
Nourilh'd  two   locks,  which  graceful  hung  be- 
hind 24 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  confpir'd  to  deck 
With  ihining  ringlets  the  fmooth  ivory  neck. 
Love  in  thefe  labyrinths  his  (laves  detains, 
And  mighty  hearts  are  held  in  (lender  chains. 
With  hairy  fprings  we  the  birds  betray ; 
Slight  Imcs  of  hair  furprife  the  finny  prey ; 
Fair  trciies  man's  imperial  race  infnare. 
And  beauty  draws  us  with  a  fingle  hair, 

Th'  adventurous  baron  the  bright  locks  ad- 
mir'd ; 
He  faw,  he  wifli'd,  and  to  the  prize  afpir'd.         33 
Refolv'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way, 
Ey  force  to  ravifh,  or  by  fraud  betray ; 
For  when  fuccefs  a  lovers  toil  attends, 
Few  a(k,  if  fraud  or  force  attain'd  his  end«. 

For  this,  ere  Phoebus  rofe,  he  had  implor'd 
Propitious  heav'n,  and  every  power  ador'd  ; 
But  chiefly  Love — to  Love  an  altar  built. 
Of  twelve  vaft  French  romances  neatly  gilt. 
There  lay  three  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves, 
And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  loves.  4?) 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  4.  Launch'd  on  the  bofom]    From  hence 
the  poem  continues,  in  the  firft  edition  to  ver.  46. 

The  reft  the  winds  difpers'd  in  empty  air ; 
all  aftef ,  to  the  end  of  this  canto,  breiog  additional 
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"With  tender  billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre. 
And  breathes  three  amorous  fighs  to  raile  the  fire. 
Then  prolliate  falls,  and  begs  with  ardent  eyes 
Soon  to  obtain,  and  long  poflefs  the  prize  ■ 
The  powers  gave  ear,  and  granted  hali  his  prayer  ; 
The  reft,  the  winds  difpers'd  in  empty  air. 
But  now  fecure  the  painted  vefTcl  glides, 
The  fun-beams  trembling  on  the  floating  tides : 
"While  melting  mufic  fleals  upon  the  Iky, 
And  foften'd  founds  along  the  waters  die  ;         50 
Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  zephers  gently  play, 
Belinda  frnil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay, 
All  but  the  fyiph — with  careful  thoughts  oppreft, 
Th'  impending  wo  fat  heavy  on  his  breaft. 
He  fummons  ftrait  his  denizens  of  air; 
The  lucid  fquadrons  round  the  fails  repair ; 
Soft  o'er  the  (hroud  aerial  whifpers  breathe, 
That  fcem'd  but  zephyrs  to  the  train  beneath. 
6orae  to  the  fun  their  infefl  wings  unfold, 
Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  fink  in  clouds  of  gold ;    60 
Tranfparent  form?,  too  fine  for  mortal  fight, 
Their  fluid  bodies  half  diflblv'd  in  light. 
Loofe  to  the  wind  their  airy  garments  flew. 
Thin  glittering  textures  of  the  filmy  dew, 
Dipp'd  in  the  richeft  tindtures  of  the  ficies. 
Where  light  difports  in  ever-mingling  dyes. 
While  every  beam  new  tranfient  colours  flings. 
Colours  that  change  whene'er  they  wave  their 

wings. 
Amid  the  circle  on  the  gilded  mart, 
Euperior  by  the  head  was  Ariel  plac'd ;  yo 

His  purple  pinions  opening  to  the  fun. 
He  rais'd  his  azure  wand  and  thus  begun  : 

Ye  fylphs  and  fylphids,  to  your  chief  give  ear; 
Fays,  fairies,  genii,  elves,  and  dsemons,  hear  I 
Ye  know  the  fpheres,  and  various  tafks  alfign'd 
By  laws  eternal  to  th'  aerial  kind. 
Some  in  the  fields  of  pureft  xther  play, 
And  bafk  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day  ; 
Some  guide  the  £ourfe  of    wondering    orbs  on 

high, 
Or  roll  the  planets  through  the  boundlefs  flcy  ;  80 
■Some,  lefs  refin'd,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light 
Purfue  the  ftars  that  ftioot  athwart  the  night, 
Or  fuck  the  rcifts  in  grofler  air  below, 
Or  dip  their  pinions  in  the  painted  bow, 
Or  brew  fierce  tempefls  on  the  wintery  main. 
Or  o'er  the  glebe  diilil  the  kindly  rain. 
Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  prefide, 
Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  cheir  a\5lions  guide  ; 
Of  thefe  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own. 
And  guard  with  arms  divine  the  Britilh  throne.  90 

Our  humbler  province  is  to  tend  the  fair, 
Kot  a  lefs  pleafing,  though  lefs  glorious  care  ; 
To  fave  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale. 
Nor  let  th'  imprifon'd  eflences  exhale  ; 
To  draw  frefli  colours  from  the  vernal  flowers ; 
To  fteal  from  rainbows,  ere  they  drop  in  fliowers, 
A  brighter  wafli ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 
Aflift  their  bluflies, and  infpire  their  airs; 
Nay  oft,  in  dreams,  invention  we  bellow, 
To  change  a  flounce,  or  add  a  furbelow.  ico 

This  day,    black    omens    threat    the  brighteft 
fair 
fiizt  e'er  d«;fcrv'd  a  watchful  fpitits's  care ; 


Some  dire  difafler,  or  by  force,  or  flight ; 

But  what,  or   where,   the  fates  have  wrapp'd  i» 

night. 
Whether  the  nymph  fhall  break  Diana's  law, 
Or  fome  frail  China-jar  receive  a  flaw  ; 
Or  ftain  her  honour,  or  her  new  brocade; 
Fcrget  her  prayers,  or  mil's  a  mafquerade ; 
Or  lofe  her  heart,  or  necklace  at  a  ball ; 
Or  whether  Heaven  has  deem'd  that  Shock  muft 
faU.  ii» 

Hafte  then,  ye  fpirits !  to  your  charge  repair  : 
The  fluttering-  fan  be  Zcphyretta's  care ; 
The  drops  to  thee,  Brillante,  we  confign; 
And,  Moraentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine; 
■Do  thou,  CrifpifTi,  tend  her  favourite  Lock; 
Ariel  himfelf  fiiall  he  the  guard  of  Shock. 

To  fifty  cliofen  fylphs,  of  fpecial  note, 
We  truft  th*  important  charge,  the  petticoat  : 
Oft  have  we  known  that  feven-fold  fence  to  fail. 
Though  fliff  with  hoops,  and  arm'd  with  ribs  of 
whale.  i2« 

Form  a  ftrorg  line  about  the  filver  boimd. 
And  guard  the  wide  circumference  around. 

Whatever  fpirit,  carelefs  of  his  charge, 
His  poft  neglcfts,  or  leaves  the  fair  at  large, 
Shall  feel  fharp  vengeance  foon  o'ertake  his  fin\- 
Be  ftopp'd  in  vials,  or  tranfi.x'd  with  pins ; 
Or  plung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  wafhes  lie. 
Or  wedg'd  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye  : 
Gums  and  pomatums  fliall  his  flight  reftrain, 
While  clogg'd    he    beats    his   filken    wings   is 
vain;  i^o 

Or  alum  flyptics  with  contradling  power 
S.hrink  his  thin  cffence  like  a  flirivel'd  flower  : 
Or,  as  Ijcion  fix'd,  the  wretch  fliall  feel 
The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill. 
In  fumes  of  burning  chocolate  fhall  glow, 
And  tremble  at  the  fea  that  froths  below  ! 

He  fpoke  ;  the  fpirits  from  the  fails  defcend  : 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  around  the  nymph  extend ; 
Some  thrid  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair; 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendents  of  her  ear ; 
With  beating  hearts  the  dire  event  they  wait. 
Anxious,  and  trembling  for  the  birth  of  fate. 


CANTO    III. 

Close  by  thofe  meads,  for  ever  crown'd  with 

flowers,  [towers, 

Where   Thames    with    pride    furveys  his   rifing 
There  Hands  a  ftru(5ture  of  majeftic  frame, 
Which  frum  the  neighbouring  Hampton  takes  its 

name. 
Here  Britain's  flatefmen  oft  the.  fall  foredoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  home  ; 
Here  thou,  great  Anna  !  whom  three  realms  obey, 
Dofl;  fometimes  counfel  take — and  fomctimes  tea. 


VARIATION'S. 

Ver.  T.  Clofe  by  thofe  meads,]  The  firft  edi- 
tion continues  from  this  line  to  vcr  24.  of  this 
Canto.  » 


*fHE  RAPE   OF   THE   l6c±. 
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Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  refort, 
To  taftc  awhile  the  pleaiures  of  a  court ;  10 

In  various  talk  th'  inftrudiive  iiours  they  paft. 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  vifit  lall; 
One  fpeaks  the  glory  of  the  Britifli  queen, 
And  one  dcfcribes  a  charming  Indian  fcreen  ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes; 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  fupply  each  paufe  of  chat, 
With  fiHging,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that. 

Meanwhile,  declining  from  the  noon  of  day, 
The  fun  (bliquely  flioots  his  burning  ray  ;  ao 

The  hungry  judges  foon  the  fentence  fign. 
And  wretches  hang,  that  jurymen  may  dine  ; 
The    merchant    from    th'   Exchange    returns    in 

peace. 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  toilet  ceafe. 
Belinda  now,  whom  thirft  of  fame  invites, 
Burns  to  encouuter  two  adventurous  loiights, 
At  Ombre  fingly  to  decide  their  doom; 
And  fwells  her    breaft    with  conquefls  yet   to 

come. 
Strait  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to  join, 
Each  band  the  number  of  the  facred  nine,  30 

Soon  as  fhe  fpreads  her  hand,  th'  aerial  guard 
Defcend,  and  fit  on  each  important  card  : 
Firfl  Ariel  perch'd  upon  a  Matadore, 
Then  each  according  to  the  rank  they  bore: 
For  fylphs,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  race. 
Are,  as  when  womeB,  wondrous  fond  of  place. 

Behold,  four  Kings  hi  majefty  rever'd, 
With  hoary  wilkers  and  a  forky  beard  ; 
And  four  fair   Queens,     whofe  hands   fuftsin   a 

flower, 
Th'  expreflive  emblem  of  their  fofter  power ; 
Four  Knaves  in  garbs  fuceindf,  a  trufty  band  ; 
Caps  on  their  heads,  and  halberts  in  their  hand  ; 
And  party-coloured  troops,  a  fhining  train. 
Drawn  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain. 

The    fkilful   nymph  reviews  her    force    with 
care  : 
JLet  Spades  be  trumps  t  fhe  faid,  and  trumps  they 
were. 

Now  move  to  war  her  fable  Matadores, 
In  (how  like  leaders  of  the  fwarthy  Moors. 
Spadillio  firft,  unconquerable  JLord  I 
Led   off  two  captive    trumps,    and   fwept    the 
board.  50 

As  many  more  Manillio  forc'd  to  yield. 
And  march'd  a  vicSlor  from  the  verdant  field. 
Him  Baflo  foUow'd,  but  his  fate  more  hard 
Gain'd  but  one  trump,  and  one  Plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  fabre  next,  a  chief  in  years, 
Tlie  hoary  Majefly  of  Spades  appears, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  II,  12.  Originally  in  the  fiifl  edition, 
In  various  talk  the  cheerful  hours  they  paft, 
Of,  who  was  bit,  or  who  capotted  lafi. 

Ver.  24.    And  the  long   labours  of  the  toilet 
ceafc]    All   that  follows  of  the  game  at  Ombre, 
wa;  added   lince   the  lirft  edition,   till  ver.  105, 
w:t.ich  conni^iled  thus-: 
Sudden  tj;c  board  with  cups-  and  Ipoons  is  crown' J. 


Puts  forth  one  manly  leg,  to  fight  reveal'd. 
The  reft,  his  many-colour'd  robe  conceal'd. 
The  rebel  Knave,  who  dares  his  prince  engage, 
Proves  the  juft  vidim  of  his  royal  rage.  60 

Ev'n  mighty  Pam,  that  Kings  and  Queens  o'cr- 

threw. 
And  mow'd  down  armies  in  the  fights  of  Lu, 
Sad  chance  of  war  .   now  deflitute  of  aid. 
Falls  undiftinguifh'd  by  the  vl(ftor  Spade  ! 
Thus  far  both  armies  to  Belinda  yield  ; 
Now  to  the  Baron  fate  inclines  the  field. 
His  warlike  Amazon  her  hoft  invades, 
Th'  imperial  confort  of  the  crown  of  Spades. 
The  Club's  black  tyrant  firft  her  vidim  dy'd. 
Spite  of  his  haughty  mien, and  barbarous  pride  :  yti 
What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head. 
His  giant  limbs  in  ftate  unwieldy  fpread ; 
That  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompous  ro6e, 
And,  of  all  monarchs,  only  grafps  the  globe  ? 

The  Baron  now  his  Diamonds  pours  apace  ; 
Th'  embroider'd  King  who  fhows  but  half  his 

face. 
And  his  refulgent  Queen  with  powers  combin'd. 
Of  broken  troops  an  eafy  conqueft  find. 
Clubs,  Diamonds,  Hearts,  in  wild  diforder  feen. 
With  throngs  promifcuousftrow  the  level  green.  8e 
'  Thus  when  difpers'd  a  routed  army  runs. 
Of  Afia's  troops,  and  Afric's  fable  fons. 
With  like  confufion  diiTerent  nations  fly, 
Of  various  habit,  and  of  various  d)  e, 
The  pierc'd  battalions  difunited  fall, 
111  heaps  on  heaps  ;  one  fate  o'ewhelms  them  all. 

The  Knave  of  Diamonds  tries  his  wily  arts. 
And  wins  (oh  fhameful  chance !)  the  Queen  of 

Hearts. 
At  this,  the  blood  the  virgin's  face  forfook, 
A  livid  palenefs fpreads  o'er  all  her  look; 
She  fees,  and  trembles  at  th'  approaching  ill, 
Juft  in  the  jaws  of  ruin,  and  codille. 
And  now  (as  oft  in  fome  diftemper'ft  flate). 
On  one  nice  trick  depends  the  general  fate. 
An  Ace  of  Htiarts  fteps  forth  :  the  King  unfeen 
Lurk'd   in  her  hand,    and  mourn'd  his  captive 

Queen  : 
He  fprings  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pace. 
And  falls  like  thunder  on.  the  proftratc  Ace. 
The  nymph  exulting  fills  with  fhouts  the  fky ; 
The  walls,  the  woods,  and  long  canals  reply.   io» 

O  thoughtlefs  mortals',  ever  blind  to  fate. 
Too  foon  dejeded,  and  too  foon  elate. 
Sudden,  thefe  honours  fhall  be  fnatch'd  away. 
And  curs'd  for  ever  this  vidorious  day. 

For   lo !    the  board  with  cups  and   fpoons  is 

crown'd. 
The  berries  crackle,  and  the  mill  turns  round  : 
On  fhining  altars  of  Japan  they  raife 
The  filver  lamp;  the  fiery  fpirits  blaze  : 
From  filver  fpouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide. 
While     China's    earth     receives    the     fmoking 

tide:  no 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  193.  Sudden  the  board,  &c.'j  From  hence 
the  firlt  edition  continues  to  ver.  134, 
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THE   WORKS    OF    POPE. 


At  onde  they  gratify  their  fcent  and  tafte. 
And  frequent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repaft. 
Strait  hover  round  the  fair  her  airy  band ; 
Some,  as  fee  fipp'd,  the  funoing  liquOT  fann'd ; 
Some  o'er  her  lap  their  careful  piumesdifplay'd, 
Trembling,  and  confcious  of  the  rich  brocade. 
Coffee  (which  makes  the  politician  wife. 
And  fee  through  all  things  with  his  half-fliut  eyes) 
Sent  up  in  vapours  to  the  Baron's  brain 
Kev/  ftratagems,  the  radiant  Lock  to  gain.        lao 
Ah  ceafe,  rafe  youth !  defift  ere  'tis  too  late, 
Fear  the  juft  gods,  and  think  of  Scylla's  fate  ! 
Chang'd  to  a  bird,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air, 
She  dearly  pays  for  Nifus'  injured  hair ! 

But  when  to  niifchief  mortals  bend  their  willj 
How  foon  they  find  fit  inflruments  of  ill  1 
Juft  then,  ClarilTa  drew  v/ith  tempting  grace 
A  two-edg'd  weapon  from  her  (hiniiig  cafe  ; 
So  ladies,  in  romance,  aHifl  their  knight, 
Prefent  the  fpear,  arid  arm  him  for  the  fight.   Iio 
He  takes  the  gift  with  reverence,  and  extends 
The  little  engine  on  his  fingers  ends; 
This  juft  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  Ibread, 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  {learns  (he  bends  her  head. 
Swift  to  the  Lock  a  thoufand  fpiites  repair, 
A  thoufand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair ; 
And  thrice  they  twitch'd  the  diamoJid  in  her  ear ; 
Thrice  fee  look'd  back,  and  thrice  the  foe  drew 

near. 
Juft  In  that  inilant,  anxious  Ariel  fought 
The  clofe  recefles  of  the  virgin's  thought;       I4© 
As  on  the  nofegay  in  herbreaft  reclin'd, 
He  watch'd  th'  ideas  rifing  in  her  ntind, 
Sudden  he  view'd,  in  fpite  of  all  her  art. 
An  earthly  lover  lurking  at  her  heart. 
Amaz'd,  confus'd,  he  found  his  potver  expir'd, 
Refign'd  to  fate,  and  with  a  figh  retir'd. 

The   Peer  now  fpreads    the   glittering  forfex 
wide, 
T'  inclofe  the  Lock ;  now  joins  it,  to  divide. 
Ev'n  then,  before  the  fatal  engine  clos'd, 
A  wretched  fylph  too  fondly  interpos'd  ;  i  jo 

Fate  urg'd  the  feeers,  and  cut  the  iylpli  in  twain 
(But  airy  fubftance  foon  unites  again) 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  dilTever 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,  and  for  ever  ! 

Then  flafn'd  the  living  lightning  from  her  eyes, 
Andfcreams  of  horror  rend  th'  affrighted  fKics. 
Not  louder  ferieks  to  pitying  heaven  are  caft, 
When  hulbands,  or  when  lap-dogs,  breathe  their 

laft! 
Or  when  rich  China  vefTels,  fall'n  from  high, 
In  glittering  duft  and  painted  fragments  lie  '.   160 
Let  wreaths  of  triumph  now  my  temples  twine 
(The  viftor  cry'd),  the  glorious  prize  is  mine  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  134.  In  the  firft  edition  it  was  thus  : 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  ftream  fee  bends  her  head, 
Firft  he  expands  the  glittering  foifex  wide 
T'  enclofe  the  Lock  ;  then  joins  it  to  divide  : 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  diflever 
F»  om  the  fair  head,  for  ever  and  for  ever.  Ver.  154. 
All  that  is  between  vias  added  afterwards. 


While  fife  in  ftreams,  or  birds  deiight  in  air. 
Or  in  a  coach  and  fix  the  Britife  fair. 
As  long  as  Atalantis  feail  be  read. 
Or  the  fmall  pillow  grace  a  lady's'bed, 
While  viGrs  fhail  be  paid  on  f'olemn  days. 
When  numerous  wax-lights  in  bright  order  blaze,' 
While  nymphs  take  treats,  or  affgnations  give. 
So  long  my  honour,name,anipraife,feall  live!  170 
What  time  would  fpare,  from  fteel  receives  its  date, 
And  monuments,  like  men,  fubmit  to  fate ! 
Steel  could  the  labour  of  the  gods  deftrey, 
And  ftrike  to  duft  th'  imperial  powers  of  Troy  ; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound. 
And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder  then,  fair  nymph  !  thy  hairs  feould 

feel 
The  con-jOeriBg  force  of  unrefifted  fteel  ? 


CANTO    IV. 

But  anzlous  cares  the  penfiye  nymph  opprefs'd. 
And  fecret  pafTions  labour'd  in  herbreaft. 
Not  youthful  kings  in  battle  feiz'd  alive, 
Not  fcornful  virgins  who  their  chairms  furvive, 
Not  ardent  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  blifs, 
Not  ancient  ladies  when  refus'd  a  kifs. 
Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenting  die. 
Not  Cynthia  when  her  mantau's  pinn'd  awry. 
E'er  felt  fuch  rage,  refentmerit,  and  defpair, 
As  thou,  fad  virgin  !  for  thy  ravife'd  hair.  10 

For,  that  fad  moment,  when  the  fylphs  with-" 
drew. 
And  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew, 
Umbriel,  a  dufky,  melancholy  fprite, 
As  ever  fuUy'd  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  proper  fcene, 
Repair'd  to  fearch  the  gloomy  cave  of  fpleen. 
Swiit  on  his  footy  pinior.s  flits  the  gnome, 
And  in  a  vapour  reach'd  the  difmal  dome. 
No  cheerful  breeze  this  fulleii  region  knows. 
The  dreaded  eaft  is  all  the-  wind  that  blows.       20 
Here  in  a  grotto,  feelter'd  clofe  from  air, 
Andfcreen'd  in  feades  from  day's  detefted  glare, 
She  Cghs  for  ever  on  her  penfive  bed. 
Pain  at  her  fide,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 

Two  handmaids  wait    the   throne :    alike  in 
place, 
But  differing  far  in  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  Rood  Ill-nature  like  an  ancient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black'  and  white  array 'd  ; 
With  ft  ore  of  prayers,  for  mornings,  nights,  and 

noons. 
Her  hand  is  fill'd;  her  bofom  with  lampoons.  30' 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  II.  For,  that  fad  moment,  &c.]  AH  the 
lines  from  hence  to  the  94th  verfc,  defcribe  the 
houfe  of  Spleen,  and  are  not  in   the  firft  edition  i 
inftead  of  them  followed  only  thefe: 
While  her  rack'd  foul  repofe  and  peace  requires. 
The  fierce  Thaleftris  fans  the  rifing  fires ; 
and  continurd  at  the  94th  vcsfe  of  this  Cunto. 
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47 


There  Affectation,  with  a  ficlcly  mien, 
Shows  in  her  cheek  the  rof'es  of  eig^htcen, 
Piaiilis'd  to  lifp,  and  hang  the  hcad-afide. 
I'"aiuts  into  iiir:-,  and  languifhes  with  pride. 
On  the  rich  quilt  finks  with  beconiing  wo, 
Wrajitin  a  gown,  for  ficknefs,  and  for  fhow. 
The  Fair  ones  feel  fucli  maladies  as  thefe, 
When  each  new  nij^ht-drers  gives  a  new  difeafe. 
,  A  conflant  vapour  o\t  the  palace  flies; 
Strange  phantoms  rifmg  as  the  mifts  arife ;  >fO 

t)rcadful,  as  hermits  dreams  in  haunted  fhades, 
Or  bright,  as  vifions  of  expiring  maids. 
Now  glaring  fiends,  and  fnakes  on  rolling  fpires, 
Pale  fpeiSlres,  gaping  tombs,  and  purple  fires; 
Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  E!yf;an  fcencs, 
And  cryftal  domes,  and  angels  in  machines. 

Unnumber'd  throngs  on  every  fide  are  feen. 
Of  bodies  chang'd  to  varions  forms  by  fpleen. 
Here  living  tea-pots  ftand,  one  arm  held  out, 
One  bent;  the  hajidie  this, and  that  the  fpo\it :  50 
A  pipkin  there,  like  Horner's  tripod,  walks  ; 
Here  fighs  ajar,  ajid  there  a  goofe-pye  talks; 
Men  prove  with  child,  as  powerful  fancy  works, 
And  maids,  tiirn'd  bottles,  call  aloud  for  corks. 

Sufe  paft  the  gnome  through  this  fantaftic  band, 
A  branch  of  healing  fple.-n-woit  in  his  hand, 
Then  thus  addrefs'd  the  power^'— Hail,  wayward 

queen ! 
tVho  rule  the  fex  to  fifty  from  fifteen  : 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  \vlt, 
Who  give  th'  hyfcetic,  or  poetic  fit,  60 

On  vaiious  temj  cr.s  a<5t  by  various  ways, 
Make  Ibme  take  phyfic,  others  fcribble  plays  ; 
Who  caule  the  proud  their  viilts  to  delay, 
And  fend  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray. 
A  nymph  there  is,  that  all  thy  power  difdains, 
And  thoufands  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 
But  oh  I   if  e'er  thy  gnome  could  ipoil  a  grace, 
Or  raiie  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face, 
Like  citron-waters  matrons  cheeks  iiiflame, 
Or  chang'd  complexions  at  a  lofing  game  ;  'O 

Jf  e'er  witli  aiiy  horns  I  planted  heads, 
Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumtied  beds, 
Or  caus'd  fufpicion  where  no  foul  was  rude. 
Or  difcomposM  the  head-drefs  of  a  prude. 
Or  e'er  to  coftive  lap-dog  gave  difealis. 
Which  not  the  tears  of  brighteft  eyes  could  eafe  : 
Hear  me,  and  touch  Belinda  with  chagrin  ; 
That  fingle  ai2  gives  half  the  world  the  fpleen. 

The  goddefs  with  a  difcontented  air, 
$eems   to    rejed;    him,    though   fhe    grants   his 

prayer.  80 

A  Wonderous  bag  with  both  her  hands  fiie  binds, 
i,ike  that  where  once  Uiyffes  held  the  winds ; 
There  fhe  colktfts  the  force  of  female  lung«. 
Sighs,  fobs,  and  palTions,  and  the  war  of  tongues. 
A  vial  next  fhe  fills  with  fainting  fears. 
Soft  forrows,  melting  griefs,  and  flowing  tears. 
The  gnome  rejoicing  bears  her  gifts  away. 
Spreads  his  black  wings,  and  flowJy  mounts  to 

day. 
Sunk  in  Thaleflris'  arms  the  nymph  he  found. 
Her  fyes  dejected,  and  her  hair  unbound.  90 

JFullo'er  their  heads  the  fwelling  bag  he  reiK, 
And  all  the.  furies  ilTued  at  the  vent. 


Belinda  burns  with  more  than  mortal  ire,' 

And  fierce  Thalellris  fans  the  rifmg  fire 

O    wretched    maid  1    fhe  fpread  her  handri,  and 

cry'd, 
(While  Hampton's  echoes,  wretched  maid!   re-' 

.   ply'd) 
Was  it  for  this  you  took  fuch  conftant  care 
The  bodkin,  comb,  and  eflence,  to  prepare  ? 
For  this  your  lucks  in  paper  durance  bound, 
For  thi-.  with  torturing  irons  wreath'd  around.?  100 
For  this  with  fillets  flrain'd  your  tender  head, 
And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  .' 
Gods  ;  (hall  the  raviftier  difplay  your  hair. 
While  the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  ftare  ? 
Honour  forbid  I   at  whofe  unrival'd  ihrine 
Eafe,  pleafure,  virtue,  all  our  fes  rtfign. 
Methinks  already  I  your  tears  furvey. 
Already  hear  the  horrid  things  they  fay, 
Already  fee  you  a  degraded  toaft, 
And  all  your  honour  in  a  whifper  loft ;  no 

How  fe\ll  I,  then,  your  helplefs  fame  defend  ? 
'Twill  then  be  infamy  to  feem  your  friend  1 
And  Ihall  this  prize,  th'  iueflimable  prize, 
Expos'd  through  cryftal  to  the  gazing  eyes. 
And  heighten'd  by  the  diamond's  circling  rays, 
On  that  rapacious  hand  for  ever  blaze  I 
.Sooner  fnall  grafs  in  Hyde  Park-  circus  grow. 
And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  found  of  Bow  ? 
Sooner  let  earth,  air,  fea,  to  chaos  fall, 
Men,  monkeys,  lap-dogs,  parrots,  perifh  all !     120 

She  faid  ;  then  raging  to  Sir  Plume  repairs, 
And  bids  her  beau  demand  the  precious  hairs! 
(Sir  Plume  of  amber  fnuif-box  jufi;ly  vain, 
And  the  nice  condu<5l:  of  a  clouded  cane) 
With  earnell  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face. 
He  firll  the"  fnuff-box  open'd,  then  the  cafe. 
And  thus  broke  out — "  My  Lord,  why,  what  the 

«  devil .? 
"  Z — ds :  damn  the  Lock  1  'fore  Gad,  you  mufb 

"  be  civil  ! 
"  Plague  on*  t  !   'tis  paft  a  jefl— nay  prythee,  pox  '. 
"  Give  her  the  hair" — he  fpoke,  and  rapp'd  his 

box.  180 

It  grieves  me  much  (reply 'd  the  peer  again) 
Who  fi)eaks  fo  well  Ihould  ever  fpeak  in  vain  ; 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  facrcd  Lock,  I  fwear, 
(  Which  never  more  Ihall  join  its  parted  hair  j 
Which  never  more  its  honour  ftiall  renew 
Clipp'd  from  the  lovely  head  where  late  it  grew) 
That  while  my  noflrils  draw  the  vital  air. 
This  hand,  which  won  it,  {hall  for  ever  wear. 
He  fpoke,  and  fpeaking,  in  proud  triumph  fpread 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head.  140 

But  Umhriel,  hateful  gnome  I  forbears  not  fo  ; 
He  breaks  the  vial  whence  the  forrows  flow. 
Then  fee  '.  the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  appears. 
Her  eyes  half  languiftiing,  half  drown 'd  in  tears; 
On  her  heav'd  bofom  hung  her  drooping  head, 
Which,  with  a  figh,  flie  rais'd  ;  and  thus  flie  faid  : 

For  ever  curfed  be  this  detefted  day, 
Which  fnatch'd  my  beft,my  favourite  curl  away  ! 
Happy  :  ah,  ten  times  happy  had  I  been, 
If  Hampton-court  thefe  eyes  had  never  feen !  ijOf 
Yet  am  not  I  the  firft  miftaken  maid 
By  love  of  courts  to  numerous  ills  betraj'ck 
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Oh,  had  I  rather  unadmir'd  remaJn'd 
In  fome  lone  ifle,  or  diftant  northern  land  ; 
Where  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way. 
Where  none  learn  Ombre,  none  e'er  tafte  bohea  1 
There  kept  my  charms  conceai'd  from  mortal  eye, 
Like  rofes,  that  in  deferts  bloom  and  die. 
What  mov'd  my  mind  with  youthful  lords  to  roam  ? 
Oh,  had  I  ftay'd,  and  faid  my  prayers  at  home  !  l6o 
'  Twas  this,  the  morning  omens  feem'd  to  tell, 
Thrice  from  my  trembling  hand  the  patch-box  fell ; 
The  tottering  china  fhook  without  a  wind, 
Nay  Poll  fat  mute,  and  Shock  was  mofl,  unkind  1 
A  fylph  too  warn'd  me  of  the  threats  of  fate, 
In  myftic  vifions,  now  believ'd  too  late  1 
See  the  poor  remnants  of  thefe  flighted  hairs ! 
My  hand  fhall  rend,  what  ev'n  thy  rapine  fpares  : 
Thefe  in  two  fable  ringlets  taught  to  break. 
Once  gave  new  beauties  to  the  fnowy  neck  ;     1 7© 
The  filler- lock  now  fits  uncouth,  alone, 
And  in  its  fellow's  fate  forefees  its  own  ; 
Uncurl'd  it  hangs,  the  fatal  Iheers  demands. 
And  tempts,  once  more,  thy  faci-ilegious  hands. 
Oh,  hadft  thou,  cruel !  been  content  to  feize 
Hairs  lefs  in  fight,  or  any  hairs  but  thefe  1 


CANTO    V. 

Sue  faid  :  the  pitying  audience  melt  in  teai-s; 

But  fate  and  Jove  had  flopp'd  the  baron's  ears. 

In  vain  Thaleftris  with  reproach  affails, 

For  who  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  fails  ? 

Not  half  fo  fix'd  the  Trojan  could  remain. 

While  Anna  begg'd  and  Dido  rag'd  in  vain. 

Then  grave  Clariffa  graceful  wav'd  her  fan  ; 

Silence  enfued,  and  thus  the  nymph  began. 

Say,  why  are  not  beauties  prais'd  and  honcur'd 
moft, 

The  wife  man's  paffion,  and  the  vain  man's  toafl?  lo 

Why  deck'd  with  all  that  land  and  fea  aiford. 

Why  angels  call'd,  and  angel-like  ador'd  ? 

"Why  round  o»r  coaches  crowd  the  whitc-glov'd 
beaux  ? 

Why  bows  the  fide-box  from  its  inmoft  rows  ? 

How  vain  are  all  thefe  glories,  all  our  pains, 

Unlefs  good  fenfe  preferve  what  beauty  gains : 

Tliat  men  may  fay,  when  we  the  front-box  grace. 

Heboid  the  firft  in  virtue  as  in  face  ! 

Oh  I   if  to  dance  all  night  and  drefs  all  day, 

Charm'd  the  fmall  pox,  or  chac'd  old  age  away;  ao 

Who  would  not  fcorn  what  houfewife's  cares  pro- 
duce, 

Or  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  to  ufe  ? 

To  patch,  nay  ogle,  may  become  a  faint ; 

Nor  could  it  fure  be  fuch  a  fin  to  paint. 

But  fince,  alas  !  frail  beauty  mull  decay  ; 

Curl'd  or  uncurl'd,  fince  Locks  will  turn  to  grey; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  7.  Then  grave  Clariffa,  &c.]  A  new  cha- 
radler  introduced  in  the  fubfequent  editions,  to  open 
more  clearly  the  moral  of  the  poem,  in  a  parody  of 
the  Ijjcsch  of  Sarpcdcn  to  Giau'zus  ia  Hon;er. 


Since  painted,  or  not  painted,  all  fhall  fade. 
And  fhe  who  fcorns  a  man  mufl  die  a  maid  ; 
What  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  to  ufe; 
And  keep  good  humour  flill,  whate'er  we  lofe  ?  3» 
And  truft  me,  dear  !  good-humour  can  prevail, 
When  airs,  and  flights,  and  fcreams,  and  fcoldinF 

fail, 
Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  flrikes  the  fight,  but  merit  wins  the  foul. 

So  fpoke  the  dame,  but  no  applaufe  enfued ; 
Belinda  frown'd,Thaleilris  call'd  her  prude. 
To  arms,  to  arms  I  the  fierce  Virago  cries, 
And  fwift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
All  fide  in  parties,  and  begin  th'  attack  ;     [crack  3 
Fans  clap,  filks   ruftle,  and    tough   whalebones 
Heroes  and  heroines  Ihouts  confus'dly  rife,         41 
And  bafs  and  treble  voices  flrike  the  fkies. 
No  common  weapon  in  their  hands  are  found ; 
Like  gods  they  fight,  nor  dread  a  mortal  wound. 

So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  gods  engage. 
And  heavenly  breafls  with  human  pafTions  rage; 
'Gainft  Pallas,  Mars ;  Latona  Hermes  arms ; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms; 
Jove's  thunder  roars,  heaven  trembles  all  around. 
Blue  Neptune  llorms,  the  bellowing  deeps  refound: 
Earth  fliakes  hernodding  towers,  the  ground  gives 
way,  51 

And  the  pale  ghofls  ftart  at  the  flafh  of  day  I 

Triumphant  Umbriel  on  a  fconce's  height 
Clapp'd  his  glad  wings,  and  fat  to  view  the  fight : 
Propp'd  on  their  bodkin  fpears,  the  fprites  furvey 
The  growing  combat,  or  affifl  the  fray. 

While  through  the  prefs  enrag'dThaleflris  flics, 
And  fcatters  death  around  from  both  her  eyes, 
A  beau  and  witling  perifh'd  in  the  throng, 
One  dy'd  in  metaphor,  and  one  in  fong. 
"  O  cruel  nymph  1  a  living  death  I  bear,"  6« 

Cry'd  Dapperwit,  and  funk  befide  his  chair. 
A  mournful  glance  Sir  Fopling  upwards  caft, 
"  Thofeeyes  are  made  fo  killing" — -was  his  laft. 
Thus  on  Maeander's  flowery  margin  lies 
Th'  expiring  fwan,  and  as  he  fings  he  dies. 

When  bold  Sir  Plume  had  drawn  Clariffa  down, 
Chloe  ftepp'd  in,  and  kill'd  him  with  a  frown  ; 
She  fmil'd  to  fee  the  doughty  hero  flain. 
But,  at  herfmile,  the  beau  rcviv'd  again.  7* 

Now  Jove  fufpends  his  golden  fcales  in  air. 
Weighs  the  mens  wits  againft  the  lady's  hair 
The  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
At  length  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  fubfide. 

See,  fierce  Belinda  on  the  Baron  flies. 
With  more  than  ufual  lightning  in  her  eyes : 
Nor  fear'd  the  chief  th'  unequal  fight  to  try, 
Who  fought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
But  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  flrength  endued. 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  fubdued  :        80 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  37.  To  arms,  to  arms!]  From  hence  the 
firfl  edition  goes  to  the  concliifion,  except  a  very 
few  fhort  iniertions  added,  to  keep  the  machinery 
in  view  to  the  end  of  the  poem. 

Ver.  33.  Triumphant  Umbriel]  Thefe  four  lidCs 
added,  for  the  reafon  before  mentioaed. 


THE   RAPE   dF   THE   LOCK. 
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Jdft  where  the  breath  of  life  his  noftrils  drew, 
A  charge  of  fnuff  the  wily  virgin  threw  ; 
The  Gnomes  direcft,  to  every  atom  juftj 
Tlie  pungent  grains  of  titillating  duft. 
Sudden,  with  ftarting  tears  each  eye  o'erflows, 
And  the  high  dome  re-echoes  to  his  nofe. 

Now  meet  thy  fate,  incens'd  Belinda  cry'd, 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  fide. 
(The  fame,  his  ancient  perfonage  to  deck. 
Her  great-great-grandfire  wore  about  his  neck,  90 
In  three  feal-rings ;  which  after,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vaft  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown  : 
Her  infant  grandamc's  whiftle  next  it  grew. 
The  bells  fhe  jingled,  and  the  whiftle  blew  ; 
•Then  in  a  bodkin  grac'd  her  mother's  hairs, 
Which  long  (he  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wears.) 

Boaft  nor  my  fall  (he  cry'd),  infulting  foe! 
Thou  by  fome  other  (halt  be  laid  as  low. 
Nor  think,  to  die  dejetfts  my  lofty  mind  : 
All  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behind  !  ioo 

Rather  than  fo,  ah !  let  me  ftill  furvive. 
And  bum  in  Cupid's  flames — -but  burn  alive. 

Reftore  the  Lock,  fhe  cries;  and  all  around, 
Reftore  the  Lock  1  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  fo  loud  a  ftrain 
Roar'd  for  the  handkerchief  that  caus'd  his  pain. 
But  fee  how  oft  ambitioiis  aims  are  crofs'd. 
And  chiefs  contend  till  all  the  prize  is  loft ! 
The  Lock,  obtaiii'd  with  guilt,   and   kept  with 

pain, 
in  every  place  is  fought,  but  fought  in  vain  :   lio 
"With  fuch  a  prize  no  mortal  rnuft  be  bleft, 
So  heaven  decrees  '.  with  heaven  who  can  cdnteft  ? 

Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  Lunar  fphere. 
Since  all  things  loft  oh  earth  are  treafur'd  there. 
There  heroes  wits  are  kept  ih  ponderous  vafes, 
And  beaux  in  fnuff-boxes  and  tweezer  cafes  : 
There  broken  vows  and  death-bed  alms  are  found, 
And  lovers  hearts  with  ends  of  ribband  bound ; 


The  courtier's  proniifes,  and  fide  man's  prayers. 
The  fmiles  of  harlots,  and  the  tears  of  heirs,     lao 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea, 
Dry'd  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  cafuiftry. 

But  truft  the  mufe — (lie  faw  it  upward  rife. 
Though  marlc'd  by  none  bilt  quick,  poetic  eyes  '. 
(So  Rome'sgreat  founder  to  theheavens  withdrew,* 
To  Froculus  alone  confefs'd  in  view) 
Afudden  ftar,  it  fhot  through  liquid  air, 
And  drev/  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  hair. 
Not  Berenice's  locks  firft  rofe  fo  briglit. 
The  heaven  befpanglingwith  diflieveU'd  light.  130 
The  Sylphs  behold  it  kindling  as  it  flies. 
And  pleas'd  purfue  its  progrefs  through  the  ikies. 

This  the  Beau-monde(hall  from  the  Mallfurvey, 
And  hail  with  mufic  its  propitious  ray. 
This  the  bleft  lover  fhall  for  Venus  take. 
And  fend  up  vows  from  Rofamonda's  lake. 
This  partridge  foon  Ihall  view  in  cloudlefs  fkids, 
When  next  he  looks  through  Galilao's  eyes ; 
And  hence  th'  egregious  wizard  fliali  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Louis,  and  the  fall  of  R.ome.  14® 

Then  ceafe,  bright  nymph  1  to  mourn  thy  ra- 
vifh'd  hair, 
Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  fliininjr  fishere  ! 
Not  ail  the  trefies  that  fair  head  can  boaft. 
Shall  draw  fuch  envy  as  the  Lock  you  loll. 
For,  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye. 
When,  after  milHons  flain,  yourfelf  fhall  die  ;         , 
When  thofe  fair  funs  ftiall  fet,  as  fet  they  muft. 
And  all  thofe  trefies  Ihall  be  laid  in  duft. 
This  Lock,  the  mufe  fliall  confecrate  to  fame, 
And  'midft  the  ftars  infcribe  Belinda's  name,  rjo 


VARIATIONS." 

Ver.  131.  The  Sylphs  behold]  Thefe  two  lines 
added  for  the  fame  reafon,  to  keep  in  view  the  ma- 
chinery of  the  poem; 
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ELEGY 

'jfo  the  rUttTio'y  of  an  Unfortunate  Lady. 

'W'hat  beckoning  ghoft,  along  the  moonlight  i 

fliade. 
Invites  my  fteps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  ? 
'Tis  ihe  '. — but  v.'hy  that  bleeding  bofom  gor'd, 
Why  dimly  gleams  the  vifionary  fvvord  ? 
Oh  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly  \  tell, 
Is  it,  in  heaven,  a  crime  to  love  too  v/ell  ? 
To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart, 
To  aifl  a  lover's  or  a  Roman's  part  ? 
Is  there  no  bright  reverfion  in  the  Iky, 
For  thofe  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die  ? 

Why  bade  ye  elfe,  ye  Powers  !  her  foul  afpire 
Above  the  vulgar  flight  of  low  defire  ? 
Ambition  iirft  fprung  from  your  bleft  abodes; 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods : 
Thence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows, 
And  in  the  breafts  of  kings  and  heroes  glows. 
Mofl  fouls,  'tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age, 
Dull  fuUen  prifoners  in  the  body's  cage  : 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  burn  a  length  of  years, 
Ufelefi,  unfeer,as  lamps  in  fepulchres  ; 
Like  eaftern  kings  a  lazy  llate  they  keep, 
And,  clofe  confin'd  to  their  own  palace,  fleep. 

From  thefe  perhaps  (ere  nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  fnatch'd  her  early  to  the  pitying  iky. 

'  As  into  air  the  purer  fpirir*  flow, 
AnJ  feparate  from  their  kindred  dregs  below ; 
So  flew  the  foul  to  its  congenial  place, 
-Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  race. 

But  thou,  falfe  guardian  of  a  charge  too  good, 
'.Thou,  mtan  dcferter  of  thy  brother's  blood! 

,'  S>tt  on  thf  fe  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
.Thefe  checks  now  fading  at  the  blafl  of  death  ; 

••  Cold  is  that  breaft  which  warm'd  the  world  before, 
And  thofe  love-darting  eyes  muil  roll  no  more. 

■'  Thus,  if  eternal  jullice  rules  the  ball, 
Thus  Ihall  your  wives,  and  thus  your  children  fall  : 
On  all  the  line  a  fudden  vengeance  waits, 

\  And  frequent  hearfes  fhall  befiege  your  gates; 
There  pafTengers  fhall  fland,  and  pointing  fay, 
(While  the  long  funerals  blacken  all  the  way) 

1  ,1.0  1  thefe  were  they,  whofc  fouh  the  furies  lleel'd, 
And  curft  with  hearts  unknowing  how  to  yield. 

.  Thus  unlan-.tntedpafs  the  proud  away, 

'  the  gaze  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day  1 
,^.o  perilh  all,  whofe  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  glow 
F.or  others  good,  or  melt  at  others  woe. 
What  can  atone  (oh,  ever  injur'd  fnade  !) 

'  Thy  fate  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unpaid  \ 


No  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domeftic  tear 
Pleas'd  thy  pale  ghoft,  or  grac'd  thy  mournful 

bier: 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  limbs  compos'd. 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd, 
By  flrangershonour'd,  and  by  flranger's  mourn'd  ! 
Wliat  though  no  friends  in  fable  weeds  appear; 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year. 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dances,  and  the  public  fhow  ? 
What  though  no  weeping  loves  thy  afhes  gra^e, 
Nor  polifh'd  marble  emulate  thy  face  ? 
What  though  no  facred  earth  allow  thee  room, 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tomb  ? 
Yet  fliall  thy  grave  with  rifmg  flowers  be  drefs'd. 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaft  : 
There  fhall  the  morn  her  earlieft  tears  beftow, 
There  the  firft  rofes  of  the  year  fhall  blow ; 
While  angels  with  their  filver  wings  o'erfhade 
The  ground  now  facred  by  thy  relics  made. 

So,  peaceful  refts,  without  a  ftone,  a  name. 
What  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  fame. 
How  lov'd,  how  honour'donce,  avails  thee  not. 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot; 
A  heap  of  duft  alone  remains  of  thee, 
'Til*  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  fhall  be  ! 

Poeis  themfelves  muft  fall,  like  thofe  they  fung, 
D.  a"  theprais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue. 
Ev'n  he,  whofe  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays. 
Shall  fhortly  want  the  generous  tear  he  pays ; 
Then  from  his  clofing  eyes  thy  form  fhall  part. 
And  the  laft  pang  fhall  tear  thee  from  his  heart. 
Life's  idle  bufinefs  at  one  gafp  be  o'er. 
The  mufe  forgot,  and  thou  belov'd  no  more  ! 


PROLOGUE 


MR.  ADDISON'S  TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

To  wake  the  foul  by  tender  ftrokes  of  art. 
To  raife  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart ; 
To  make  mankind  in  confcious  virtue  bold. 
Live  o'er  each  fcene,  andbe  what  they  behold: 
For  this  the  Tragic  Mufe  firft  trod  the  ftage. 
Commanding  tears  to  flream  through  every  age; 
Tyrants  no  more  their  favage  nature  kept, 
And  foes  to  virtue  vvonder'd  how  they  wept. 
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Onr  author  ITiuns  by  vulgar  fprings  to  move 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virijin'?  love  ; 
In  pitying  Love,  we  but  our  wcakncfs  fhow, 
And  wild  Ambition  well  deferves  its  woe. 
Here  tears  iliall  flow  from  a  more  jjenerous  caufe, 
Such  tears  as  patriots  {bed  for  dyin};;  hws  : 
He  bids  your  breads  with  ancient  ard.iur  rif;, 
And  calls  forth  Roman  drop^  from  Britifli  eyes. 
Virtue  confef^'d  in  human  fli  pe  he  draws, 
What  Plato  thought,  and  |;ociiike  Cato  was: 
Iso  common  o'ojecfl;  to  your  fi;j;ht  difpbys, 
But  what  with  pleafiire  heaven  itfclt  furveys, 
A  brave  man  fli  '«•  ;;ling  in  thi.-  llorms  of  fate, 
And  greatly  fallin*'  wit'h  a  falling  ftate. 
While  Catd  gives  his  little  fenate  laws, 
What  bofom  beats  not  in  his  country's  caufe  ? 
Who  fees  him  &A,  but  envief  every  deed  ? 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wifh  to  bleed  ? 
Ev'n  when  proud  C'a;lar  'midfl;  triumphal  cars, 
The  fpoils  of  nations,  and  tli.'  pomp  of  wars, 
Ignobly  vain,  and  impotently  great, 
Shew'd  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  drawn  in  fiate  ; 
As  her  dead  father's  reverend  image  part, 
The  pomp  was  darken'd,  and  tlje  day  o'ercaft  ; 
The  triumph  ceas'd,  tears  gufli'd  from  every  eye  ; 
The  world's  great  viiflor  pafs'ti  unheeded  by  ; 
Her  1  aft  good  man  dejcfied  Rome  ador'd, 
And  honour'd  Csfar's  lefs  ihan  Cato's  fword. 

Britons,  attend  :   be  worth  like  this  approv'd. 
And  fliow  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  mov'd. 
With  honeil  fcorn  the  fird  fam'd  Cato  view'd 
Rome  learning  arts  from  Greece,  whom  (he  fub- 

dued; 
Your  fcene  precarioufly  fubfifl's  too  long 
On  French  traniltuion,  and  Italian  fjng. 
Dfire  to  have  fenfe  yourfelves  ;  aflerr  tJie  ftage, 
Bfl  juftly  warm'd  witli  your  nwn  native  rage  : 
Such  plays  alone  ihould  win  a  Britifh  ear. 
As  Cato's  felf  had  not  difdain'd  to  hear. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 

MH.  RCWE'S  JANE  SHORE. 
hesigned  for  mrs.  oldfield. 

Prodigious  tlils  '.  the  frail-one  of  our  play 
From  her  own  fex  fliould  mercy  find  to-day  1 
You  might  have  held  the  pretty  head  afide, 
Pcep'd  in  your  fans,  been  ferious,  thus,  and  cry'd. 
The   play   may  pafs — but  that  llrange   creature, 

Shore, 
I  can't — indeed  now — I  fo  hate  a  whore  ' — 
Juft  as  a  blockhead  rubs  his  thoughtlefs  ikull. 
And  thanks  his  ftars  he  was  not  born  a  fool ; 
So  from  a  filler  finner  you  fhall  hear, 
"  How  flrangdy  you  expofe  yourfelf,  my  dear  !" 
But  let  me  die,  a!!  raillery  a^art. 
Our  fex  are  ftill  forgiving  at  their  heart; 
And.  did  not  wicked  cuilom  fo  contrive, 
We'd  be  the  bcft,  good-natur"d  things  alijc. 


There  are,  'tis  true,  who  tell  another  tale. 
That  virtuous  ladies  envy  wliile  thcv  rail; 
Such  rage  vs'ithout  betrays  the  fire  wi'hin  ; 
In  foTif  dole  corner  of  the  I'oul,  they  lin  ; 
Still  hoarding  up,  mod  fcandaloufly  nice, 
Amidft  their  virtues  a  reft-rve  of  vice. 
The  godly  dame,  who  fiefnly  failings  damns, 
Scolds  with  her  maid,  or  with  her  cr)a))laiii  crams. 
Would  you  enjoy  foft  nights,  and  folid  dinners  : 
Faith,  gallants,  board  with  faints,  and  bed  vviik 
finners. 

Well,  if  our  author  in  the  wife  offends. 
He  has  a  hiifband  that  will  make  amends  : 
He  drav/s  him  gentle,  tender,  and  forgiving, 
And  fare  fuch  kind  good  creatures  may  he  living, 
In  days  of  old  they  pardon 'd  breach  of  vou's, 
Stern  Cato's  felf  was  no  lelcntlefs  fpoufe  : 
Plu — Plutarch,   what's  his  name,  that  writes  his 

hfe? 
Tells  us,  that  Cato  dearly  lov'd  his  wife  : 
Yet  if  a  friend,  a  night  or  fo,  ihould  need  her, 
He'd  recommend  her  as  a  fpecial  breeder. 
To  lend  a  wife,  few  here  would  fcruple  mate  ; 
But,  pray,  whith  of  you  all  would  take  her  back  ? 
I'iiough  v/ith  the  iloic  chief  our  ftage  may  ring. 
The  ftoic  hufband  was  the  glorioU'i  thing. 
The  man  had  courage,  was  a  iV.ge,  'tis  true. 
And  lov'd  hi-  country — but  what's  that  to  y  >u? 
Thofe  flrange  examples  ne'er  were  made  to  fit  ye. 
But  the  kind  cuckold  might  intlrudl  the  city  : 
There  many  an  hone  ft  man  may  copy  tato. 
Who  ne'er  faw  naked  fwcrd,  or  look'd  in  Plato. 

If,  after  all,  you  think  it  a  difgrace. 
That  Ldward's  mifs  thus  perks  it  in  your  f.ice  i 
To  fee  a  piece  of  failing  fiefli  and  blood. 
In  all  the  reft  f..  .j.i;iudently  good  ; 
Faith  let  thernoociL  mations  of  the  town 
Come  here  in  crowd-;, and  ftarc  the  ftrumpet  down. 


SAPPHO  TO  FHAON. 

Sat,  lovely  youth,  that  doft  my  heart  command. 
Can  Phaon's  eyes  forget  his  Satipho's  hand  ? 
Muft  then  her  name  the  wretched  writer  prove. 
To  thy  remembrance  loft,  as  to  thy  love.? 
Afk  not  the  caufe  that  I  new  numbers  choofe, 
The  lute  negle'led,  and  the  lyric  mufe  ; 
Love  taught  my  tears  in  fadder  nutes  to  flow. 
And  tun  d  my  heart  to  elegies  of  woe, 
I  burn,  I  burn,  as  when  through  ripeti'd  corn 
Bydriving  windsthefprcading  flames  areborne> 
Pbaon  to  iEtna's  fccrching  fields  retires, 
V/hile  I  confume  with  more  than  j?^tna's  fires! 
No  more  my  foul  a  charm  in  muHc  finds, 
Mufic  has  charms  alone  for  peaceful  m.inds. 
Soft  fcenes  of  folitude  no  more  can  plcafe, 
Love  enters  there,  and  T  'm  my  own  difeafe. 
No  more  ihe  Lcfolan  dames  my  pafiion  move. 
Once  the  dear  ohjtdis  of  my  gtnhy  love; 
All  other  loves  are  loft  in  only  thine. 
Ah,  youth  ungrateful  to  a  flame  like  mine ! 
Whom  would  not  all  thofe  blooming  charirrs  fur- 

prife, 
Thofe  heavenly  looks,  and  dear  deluding  eyes* 
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The  harp  and  bow  wouW  you  like  hncebus  bear, 
A  brighter  Phcebus  Piiaon  iri«ht  appear; 
Would  you  with  ivy  wreathe  your  flowing  hair, 
Mot  BacchuN*  fclf  with  Phaon  could  cmpare  : 
Yet  Phoebus  lov'd.and  Bacchus  felt  the  flame, 
One  Daphne  warm'd,  and  one  the  Cretan  dame  ; 
Is'ymphs  that  in  verfe  no  more  could  rival  me, 
Than   ev'n  thofe  gods  contend  in  charms  with 

thee. 
The  mufes  teach  me  all  their  fofteft  lays, 
>^nd  the  wide  world  refonnds  with  Sappho's  praife. 
Though  great  Alcaeus  more  fublimely  fings, 
And  ftrikes  with  .  older  rage  the  founding  firings, 
No  lef«  renown  attends  the  moving  lyre, 
Which  Venus  tunes,  and  all  her  loves  infpire ; 
To  me  what  nature  has  in  charms  deny'd. 
Is  well  by  wit's  more  lading  flames  fupply'd. 
Though  fliort  my  fiature,  yet  my  name  extends 
*l'o  heaven  itfelf,  and  earth's  remoteft  ends. 
Brown  as  I  am,  an  tthiopian  dame 
Infpir'd  yo'.ng  Perfeus  with  a  generous  flame: 
Turtles  and  doves  of  differing  hues  unite, 
And  glofly  jet  is  pair'd  with  fliining  white. 
If  to  no  charms  thou  wilt  thy  heart  refign. 
But  fucli  as  merit,  fuch  as  equal  thine, 
By  none,  alas !  by  none  thou  canfl  be  mov'd  I 
Fhaon  alone  by  Phaon  mufl  be  lov'd  '. 
Ytt  once  thy  Sappho  coald  thy  cares  employ, 
Once  in  her  arms  you  centr'd  all  your  joy  : 
No  time  the  dear  remembrance  can  remove, 
For,  oh  !  how  vafl  a  memory  has  love  ! 
I^ly  nnific,  then,  yon  could  for  ever  hear. 
And  all  my  words  were  mufic  to  your  ear. 
You  ftopp'd  with  kifl^es  my  enchanting  tongue, 
Arid  found  my  kiffes  fweeter  than  my  fbng. 
In  all  I  pleas'd,  but  mod  in  what  was  beft ; 
And  the  laft  joy  v/as  dearer  than  the  reft. 
Then  with  each  wcrd,  each  glance, each  motion  fir'd, 
"You  ftillenioy'd,  and  yet  you  ftill  defir'd, 
Till  all  diffrlving  in  the  trance  we  lay. 
And  in  turn-  kuL  us  raptures  dy'd  away. 
Tlic  fair  Sicilians  now  thy  foul  inflame ; 
Why  was  I  born,  ye  gods  '.  a  Lefbian  dame  ? 
Hut  ah,  beware,  Sicilian  nymphs  !  nor  boaft 
Tiiat  wandering  heart  which  '  fo  lately  lofl ; 
Nor  be  with  all  thofe  tempting  words  abus'd, 
Thofc  tempting  words  were  all  to  Sappho  us'd. 
And  you  that  rule  Sicilia's  happy  plains,  . 
Have  pity,  Ventis,  in  your  poet's  pains  I 
Shall  fortune  ftill  in  one  fad  tenor  run, 
And  flill  iucreafe  the  woes  fo  foon  begun  ? 
Inur'd  to  forrow  from  my  tender  years, 
2VIy  parent's  aflies  drank  my  early  tears  : 
My  brodier  next,  neglecfting  wealth  and  fame, 
Ignobly  burn'd  in  a  deflruftive  llarfle  : 
j:i.u  infant  daur:;ht«r  late  my  griefs  increas'd, 
And  all  a  mother's  cares  diilrr.(£l  my  breaft. 
Alas,  what  more  could  fate  itfelf  impofe, 
Eut  thee,  tlie  laft  and  greateft  of  my  wocj  ? 
No  more  my  robes  in  waving  purple  flow, 
Nor  on  my  hand  the  fparkling  diamonds  glow; 
No  more  my  locks  in  ringlets  curl'd  diffufe 
The  coflly  fweetncfs  of  Arabian  dews, 
Nor  braids  of  gold  the  varied  trtffes  bind. 
That  fly  difordei'J  with  the  wanton  wind  : 


For  whom  fhould  Sappho  ufe  fuch  arts  as  thefe  1 
He's  gone,  whom  only  fhe  defir'd  to  pleafe ! 
Cupid's  light  darts  my  tender  bofom  move, 
Still  is  there  caufe  for  Sappho  flill  to  love  : 
So  from  my  birth  the  fiflers  fix'd  my  doom, 
And  gave  to  Venus  all  my  life  to  come ; 
Or,  while  my  mufe  in  melting  notes  complains^ 
My  yielding  heart  keeps  meafure  to  my  ftrains. 
By  charms  like  thine  which  all  my  foul  have  won. 
Who  might  not — ah  '.  who  would  not  be  undone? 
For  thofe  Aurora  Cephalus  might  fcorn, 
And  with  frefh  blufties  paint  the  confcious  morn  : 
For  thofe  might  Cynthia  lengthen  Phaon's  fleep, 
And  bid  Endymit  n  nightly  tena  his  flieep : 
Venus  for  thofe  had  rapt  thee  to  the  ikies, 
But  Mars  on  thee  might  look  with  Venus'  eyes, 
O  fcarce  a  youth,  yet  fcarce  a  tender  boy ! 

0  ufeful  time  for  lovers  to  employ  ! 
Pride  of  thy  age,  and  glory  of  thy  race, 
Come  to  thefe  arms,  and  melt  in  this  embrace  I 
The  vows  you  never  will  return,  receive  ; 
And  take  at  leaft  the  love  you  will  not  give. 
See,  w'hile  I  write,  my  words  are  lofl  in  tears ! 
The  lefs  my  fenfe,  the  more  my  love  appears. 
Sure  'twas  not  much  to  bid  one  kind  adieu ; 
(At  leaft  to  feign  was  never  hard  to  you  1) 
Farewell,  my  Lefbian  love,  you  might  have  faid ; 
Or  coldly  thus.  Farewell,  oh  Lefbian  maid ! 

No  tear  did  you,  no  parting  kifs  receive. 
Nor  knew  I  then  how  much  I  was  to  grieve. 
No  lover's  gift  your  Sappho  could  confer, 
And  wrongs  and  woes  were  all  you  left  with  her. 
No  chargs  I  gave  you,  and  no  cbarge  could  give, 
But  this,  Be  mindful  of  our  loves,  and  live. 
Now  by  the  Nine,  thofe  powers  ador'd  by  me. 
And  Love,  the  god  that  ever  waits  on  thee, 
When  firft  I  heard  (from  whom  I  hardly  knew) 
That  you  were  fled,  and  all  my  joys  with  you. 
Like  fome  fad  ftatue,  fpeechlefs,  pale  i  ftood. 
Grief  chill'd  my  breaft,  and  ftopp'd  my  freezing 

blood ; 
No  figh  to  rife,  no  tear  had  power  to  flow, 
Fix'd  in  a  ftupid  lethargy  of  woe  : 
But  when  its  way  th'  impetuous  paflion  found, 

1  rend  my  trefTes,  and  my  breaft  I  wound  ; 

I  rave,  tben  weep;  I  curfe,  and  then  complain  ; 
Now  fwell  to  rage,  now  melt  in  tears  again. 
Not  fiercer  pangs  diftradt  the  mournful  dame, 
Whofe  firft-born  infant  feeds  the  funeral  flame. 
My  fcornful  brother  with  a  Imile  appears, 
Infults  my  woes,  and  triumphs  in  my  tears  : 
His  hated  image  ever  haunts  my  eyes; 
And  v.'hy  this  grief?  thy  daughter  lives,  he  cries. 
Stung  with  my  love,  and  furious  with  defpair. 
All  torn  my  garments,  and  my  bofom  bare. 
My  woes,  thy  crimes,  1  to  the  world  proclaim; 
Such  inconfiftent  things  are  love  and  fhamci- 
'Tis  thou  art  all  my  care  and  my  dslight. 
My  daily  longing,  and  my  dream  by  night : 
O  night,  hiore  pleafing  than  the  brighteft  day, 
When  fancy  gives  what  abfence  takes  away, 
And,  drefs'd  in  all  its  vifionary  charms, 
Reftores  my  fair  deferter  to  my  arms  ! 

I  Then  round  your  neck  in  wanton  wreaths  I  twine; 
Then  you,  methinks,  as  fondly  circle  mine  : 
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A  thoufand  tender  words  I  hear  and  fpeak ; 
A  thoufand  melting  kifles  give,  and  take  : 
Then  fiercrrjoys;  I  blufh  to  mention  thefe, 
Yet,  while  I  blulh,  confefs  how  much  they  pleafe. 
But  when,  with  day,  the  fweet  delufion^  fly, 
And  all  things  wake  to  life  and  joy,  but  I ; 
As  if  once  more  forfaken,  I  complain, 
And  clofe  my  eyes  to  dream  of  you  again : 
Then  frantic  rife,  and  like  fome  fury  rove 
Through  lonely  plains,  and  through  the   filent 

grove ; 
As  if  the  filent  grove,  and  lonely  plains. 
That  knew  my  pleafures,  could  relieve  my  pains. 
I  view  the  grotto,  once  the  fcene  of  love. 
The  rocks  around,  the  hanging  roofs  above, 
That  charm'd  me  more,  with  native  mofs  o'er- 

grown. 
Than  Phrygian  marble,  or  the  Parian  ftone. 
I  find  the  (hades  that  veil'd  our  joys  bef  jre ; 
But,  Phaon  gone,  thofe  (hades  delight  no  more. 
Here  the  prefs'd  herbs  with  bending  tops  betray 
Where  oft  entwin'd  in  amorous  folds  we  lay; 
I  kifs  that  earth  which  once  was  prefs'd  by  you, 
And  all  with  tears  the  withering  herbs  bedew. 
For  thee  the  fading  trees  appear  to  mourn, 
And  birds  defer  their  longs  till  thy  return  : 
Night  (hades  the  groves,  and  all  in  filence  lie. 
All  but  the  mournful  Philomel  and  I  : 
With  mournful  Philomel  I  join  my  ftrain, 
Of  Tereus  (he,  of  Phaon  I  complain. 

A  fpring  there  is,  whofe  filver  witers  (how, 
Clear  as  a  glafs,  the  (hining  fands  below ; 
A  flowery  Lotos  fpreads  its  arms  above, 
Shades  all  the  banks,  and  feems  itfelf  a  grove; 
Eternal  greens  the  moffy  margin  grace, 
Watch'd  by  the  Sylvan  genius  of  the  place. 
Here  as  I  lay,  and  fwell'd  with  tears  the  flood, 
Before  my  fight  a  watery  virgin  (tood  : 
She  ftood  and  cryldi  "  O  you  that  love  in  vain  I 
•'  Fly  hence,  and  feek  the  fair  Leucadian  main. 
"  There  (lands  a  rock,  from  whofe  impending  fteep 
"  Apollo's  fane  furveys  the  rolling  deep  ; 
"  There  injur'd  lovers,  leaping  from  above, 
"  Their  flames  extinguifh,  and  forget  to  love. 
"  Deucalion  once  with  hopelefs  fury  burn'd, 
"  In  vain  he  lov'd,  relentlefs  Pyrrha  fcorn'd  : 
"  But  when  from  hence  he  plung'd  into  the  main, 
"  Deucalion  fcorn'd,  and  Pyrrha  lov'd  in  vain, 
"  Hafte,  Sappho,  hafte,  from  high  Leucadia  throw 
"  Thy  wretched  weight,  nor  dread  the  deeps  be- 
low!" 
She  fpoke,  and  Vanilh'd  with  the  voice — I  rife. 
And  filent  tears  fall  trickling  from  my  eyes. 
J  go>  ys  nymphs  I  thofe  rocks  and  feas  to  prove  ; 
How  much  I  fear,  but  ah,  how  much  1  love  I 
I  go.  ye  nymphs,  where  furious  love  infpires; 
Let  female  fears  fubmit  to  female  fires. 
To  rocks  and  feas  I  fly  from  Phaon's  hate, 
And  hope  from  feas  and  rocks  a  milder  fate. 
Ye  gentle  gales,  beneath  my  body  blow. 
And  fofrly  lay  me  on  the  waves  below  ! 
And  thou,  kind  love,  my  finknig  limbs  fuftain,  ~i 
Spread  thy  foft  wings,  and  waft  me  o'er  the  main,  (^ 
Mor  let  a  lover's  death  the  guihkfs  flood  pco-r 
fan? ;  J 


On  f  loebti?'  Ihrine  my  harp  Til  then  beftow, 
And  this  infcription  fhall  be  plac'd  b-?!ow. 
"  Here  (he  who  fiing,  to  him  that  did  infpire, 
"  Sappho  to  Phoebus  confecrates  her  lyre; 
"  What  fuits  with  -appho,  Phoebus,  fuits  with  thee; 
"  The  gift,  the  giver,  and  the  god  agree." 
By  why,  alas,  relentlefs  youth,  ah,  why 
To  diftant  feis  muft  tender  Sappho  fly  ? 
Thy  charms  than  thofe  may  far  more  powerful  be, 
And  Phoebus'  felf  is  lefs  a  god  to  me. 
Ah  !  canft  thou  doom  me  t6  the  rocks  and  fea, 
O,  far  more  faithlefs,  and  more  hard  than  'hey? 
(\h  !  canft  thou  rather  fee  this  tender  bread 
Dafh'd  on  thefe  rocks  than  to  thy  bofom  prefs'd ; 
This  hreaft,  which  once,  in  vain  1  you  lik'd  f  well ; 
Where  the  loves  play'd,  and  where  the  mufesdwell? 
Alas  .  the  niufes  now  no  more  infpire, 
Untun'd  my  lute,  and  filent  is  my  lyre ;  '' 

My  languid  numbers  have  forgot  to  flow, 
And  fancy  finks  beneath  a  weight  of  woe. 
Ye  Lefbian  virgins,  and  ye  Lelbian  dames, 
Themes  of  my  verfe,  and  objedls  of  my  flames. 
No  more  your  groves  with  my  glad  fongslhall  ring, 
No  more  thefe  hands  (hall  touch  the  trembling 

firing  : 
My  Phaon's  fled,  and  I  thofe  artsrefign, 
(Wretch  that  I  am,  to  call  that  Phaon  mine  1) 
Return,  fair  youth,  and  bring  along 
Joy  to  my  foul,  and  vigour  to  my  i'>ng  : 
Abfent  from  thee,  the  poet's  flame  expires; 
But  ah  !  how  fiercely  burn  the  lover's  fires  ? 
Gods  !  can  no  prayers,  no  fighs,  no  numbers,  move 
One  favage  heart,  or  teach  it  how  to  love  ? 
The  winds  my  prayers,  my  fighs,  my  numbers  bear* 
The  flying  winds  have  loft  them  all  in  air  ! 
Oh  when,  alas  :  (hall  more  aufpicious  gales 
To  thefe  fond  eyes  reftore  thy  welcome  fails  ? 
If  you  return — ah,  why  thefe  long  delays  ? 
Poor  Sappho  dies  while  carelefs  Phaon  ftays. 
O,  launch  thy  bark,  nor  fear  the  watery  plain  1 
Venus  for  thee  (hall  fmooth  her  native  main. 
O,  launch  thy  bark,  fecure  of  profperous  gales  I 
Cupid  for  thee  fhall  fpread  the  fwelling  fails. 
If  you  will  fly — (yet  ah  !  what  caufe  can  be. 
Too  cruel  youth,  that  you  (hould  fly  from  me  ?) 
If  not  from  Phaon,  I  muft  hope  for  eafe. 
Ah,  let  me  feek  it  from  the  raging  leas  '. 
To  raging  feas  unpity'd  I'll  'emove. 
And  either  ceafe  to  live,  or  ceafc  to  love  ! 


ELOISA  TO  ABELARD. 

Argument. 

Abelard  and  Eloifa  flourifiied  in  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury ;  they  were  two  of  the  moft  diftinguilhed 
perfons  of  their  age  in  learning  and  beauty,  but 
for  nothing  more  famous  than  for  their  unfor- 
tunate palTion.  After  a  long  courfe  of  calamities, 
they  retired  each  to  a  feveral  convent,  and  con- 
fecrated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to  religion. 
It  was  many  yaars  after  this  feparation,  that  a 
letter  of  Abelard's  to  a  friend,  which  contained 
the  billory  of  his  misfortunes,  fell  into  the  hands^ 
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of  Eloifa.  Tiiis  awalteninj  all  her  tencierrief?, 
occaficned  thofe  cehh, Mid  letters  (out  of  wliich 
the  following  is  partly  extraiSec!),  which  give 
fo  lively  a  piciure  of  tiie  druggies  ef  grace  and 
nature,  viitoe  and  paiLcn. 

In  thcfe  deep  folitudes  and  awlulce''-, 

Where  heavenly-peniive  ccntemp!:.;.;on  dwells, 

And  evcr-miifiiig  nieianchnly  reigns; 

What  n,ear.s  this  tumult  in  a  vedal's  veins  ? 

Why  rove  n:y  thoughts  beyond  this  laft  retreat  ? 

Why  fcrcls  my  heart  it*  lor.i^f-forgotren  heat? 

"V  et,  yet  I  love  : — From  Abelard  it  came, 

And  Eloifa  yet  niufl  kifs  the  name. 
Dear,  fatal  name !  reft  ever  unieveal'd, 

l<Ior  pafs  thcfe  lips  in  holy  ulence  feal'd  ; 

1-lide  it,  my  heart,  within  that  clofe  difguife, 

Where,  nr.ix'd  witli  G(>d'f,  his  lov'didea  lies  : 

O,  write  it  not,  my  hand — the  name  appears 

Already  written — wafh  it  out  my  tears  1 

In  vain  loft  Eloifa  weeps  and  prays, 

Ker  heart  ftiil  didlates,  and  her  hand  obeys. 
Relcntlefi  walls  !  wbofe  darkfome  round  con- 
tains 

Repentant  lighs.and  voluntary  pains  : 

"Ye  rugi^ed  rocks  !  which  holy  knees  have  worn  ; 

Ye  grctn  and  caverns  Ihagg'd  with  horrid  thoin  ! 

Shrines  '.  v.'here  their  vigils  ])a'.e-cyed  virgins  keep; 

And  pitying  faints,  whofe  ivatues  ler.rn  to  weep  ! 

Though  cold  like  you,  unmov'd  and  filent  grown, 

i  have  not  yet  forgot  myfelf  t"  ftone. 

All  is  not  heaven's  while  Abelard  has  part. 

Still  rebel  nature  holds  out  half  my  heart; 

Kor  prayers,  nor  fafts,  its  ftubbbrn  pulfe  reftrain, 

2>>or  tears  for  ages  taught  to  flow  in  vain. 
Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  urclofe, 

That  well-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 

Oh,  name  for  ever  fad !  for  ever  dear  ! 

Still  brcath'd  in  fighs,  ftill  ulher'd  with  a  tear, 

I  tremble  too,  where'er  my  own  I  find, 

iiome  dire  misfortune  follows  clofe  behind. 
I;ine  after  line  my  gufning  eyes  o'trflow, 
Led  through  a  fad  variety  of  woe  : 
]Novv  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  my  bloom, 
Loft  in  a  conver.t's  folitary  gloom  1 
There  ftern  religion  quench'd  th' unwilling  flame, 
There  dy'ii  the  heft  of  pafhons,  love  and  fame. 
Yet  write,  oli,  write  nic  all^  that  I  may  join 
Griefs  to  thy  griefs,  and  echo  llghs  to  thine ! 
l\'or  foes  nor  fortune  take  this  pov/er  away  ; 
And  is  my  Abelard  Icfskind  than  they  ?• 
Tears  ftiii  are  mine,  and  thofe  I  need  not  fpare, 
l^ove  but  demands  what  elfe  were  fhed  in  prayer; 
Kg  happier  talk  thefe  faded  eye>  purfuc  ; 
'i'o  rea'j  and  weep  is  all  they  nov/  can  do. 

Then  ftiarc  thy  pain,  allow  that  fa'i  relief; 
Ah,  more  than  faare  it,  give  rnc  all  thy  grief. 
Hi^'av'n  firft  taught  letters  for  fome  wretch's  aid, 
Sirime  banifh'd  lover, or  fome  captive  maid;  [fpires. 
They  live,  they  fpcak,  they  breathe  what  love  m- 
Warm  from  the  loul,  and  faithful  to  its  fires, 
*1  he  viryin's  wifh  without  her  iears  impart, 
liscufe  the  bii-.lh,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
Speed  the  foft  intercourfe  from  foul  to  foul, 
«And  waft  a  figh  from  Indus  to  the  pole. 


Thou  know'ft  how  galltlefs  firft  1  met  thy  flatne. 
When  love  approach'd  me  underfiiendfhip'*nad»e  J 
A'ly  fancy  forir.'d  thee  of  angelic  kind, 
Some  emanation  of  th'  all-beauteocg  mind. 
Thofe  iMiiiing  eyes,  attempering  every  ray. 
Shone  fweetly  lambent  wrth  ct^ftLil  day, 
Guilllefs  J  gaa'd-,  heaven  liften'd  while  you  fung  ; 
And  truths  divine  came  mended  from  that  tongue. 
From  lip*  like  thofe  what  precept  fail'd  to  move  ? 
Too  foon  they  taught  me  'twas  no  fin  to  love  : 
Back  through  the  path^  of  pleafing  fenfe  1  ran. 
Nor  wifn'd  an  angel  whom  [  lov'd  a  man. 
Dim  and  remote  tbtf  joys  of  faints  1  foe. 
Nor  envy  them  that  heaven  I  lofe  for  thee. 

How  oft,  when  pref^'d  to  marriage,  have  I  faid. 
Curie  on  all  laws  but  thofe  which  love  has  made  ', 
Love,  free  as  a'r,  at  fight  of  human  ties, 
Spreads  his  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies. 
Le;  wealth,  let  honour,  wait  the  wedded  daaie, 
An,Jiift  her  deed,  and  facred  be  her  fame  ; 
Before  true  paflion  all  thofe  views  remove  ; 
Fame,  wealth,  and  honour  1  what  arc  you  to  love  2 
Tli£  jealous  God,  vtihcn  wc  profane  his  fires, 
Thofe  reiikfs  paflions  in  revenge  infpircs. 
And  bid:)  them  nsake  millaken  mortal?  groan. 
Who  fcek  in  love  for  aught  but  love  alone. 
Should  at  my  feet  the  v/orld'<  great  mafter  fall, 
Himfeif,  his  throne,  his  World,  I'd  fcotn  them  all  : 
Not  Csefar's  emprefs  would  I  deign  to  prove  ; 
No,  make  me  miftrefs  to  the  man  I  love. 

If  there  be  y-i  another  name  more  free. 
More  fond  tlian  miftrefs,  make  me  ti  at  to  thee  ! 
Oh,  happy  ftate  1  when  fouls  each  other  draw. 
When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law  : 
All  then  is  full,  poffefiing  and  poffefs'd. 
No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breaft  : 
Ev'n  thought  meets  thought,  e'er  from  the  lips  it 

part, 
AndeachwarmwifhfiDrings mutual  from  theheart. 
This  fure  is  blifs  (if  blif'  on  earth  there  be). 
And  once  the  lot  of  Abelard  and  me. 

Alas,  how  chang'd  1  what  fuddeii  horrors  life  ! 
A  naked  lover  bound  and  bleeding  lies! 
Where,  where  w-asEloife  ?  her  voice,  her  hand. 
Her  poniard  had  oppoa'd  the  dire  command. 
Barbarian,  ftay  I  that  bloody  ftroke  reftrain  ; 
I  he  crime  was  common,  comnn.n  be  the  pain. 
1  can  no  more  ;  by  ftiame,  by  rage  lupprefs'd. 
Let  tears  and  burning  bluflies  fpeak  the  rciV. 

Canft  thou  forget  that  fad,  that  folcmn  day. 
When  vi6lin>s  at  yon  altar's  foot  v/c  i?.y  ? 
Canft  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fell. 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewell  ? 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kifs'd  the  facred  veil. 
The  ftrinesall  trembled,  and  the  lamps  grew  pale  : 
Heaven  fcarce  believ'd  the  coii-jueil  it  furvey'd. 
And  laiiits  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 
Yet  tiif  n,  to  thofe  dread  altars  as  I  drew, 
Not  on  the  crofs  my  eyes  were  fix'd,  but  you  : 
Not  grace,  or  seal,  love  only  was  my  call ; 
And  if  I  lofe  thy  love,  1  lofe  my  all. 
Come  1  Avith  thy  looks,  thy  words,  relieve  my  woe ; 
Thofe  ftill  at  kaft  are  left  thee  to  beftow. 
Still  on  that  breaft  enamour'd  let  me  lie, 
Still  diink  delicious  poifon  from  thy  eye, 
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t'ant  on  thy  lip,  and  to  thy  heart  be  prefs'd ; 
Give  all  thou  canft — and  let  me  dream  tlie  reft. 
Ah,  no  !  inflruifl  me  oth?r  joys  to  prize. 
With  other  beauties  charm  my  partial  eyes. 
Full  in  my  view  fet  all  the  bright  abode, 
And  make  my  fou^quit  Abelard  for  God. 

Ah,  think  at  leafl,  thy  flock  deferves  thy  care  ! 
Plants  of  thy  hand,  and  children  of  thy  prayer. 
From  the  falfe  world  in  early  youth  they  fled, 
By  thee  to  mountains,  wilds,  and  defcrts  led. 
You  rais'd  thefe  hallow'd  walls;  the  defert  fmil'd, 
And  paradife  was  open'd  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  faw  his  father's  ftores 
Our  fhrines  irradiate,  or  emblaze  the  floors ; 
No  filvcr  faints,  by  dying  mifcrs  given, 
Here  bribe  the  rage  of  ill-requited  heaven  ; 
Eut  fuch  plain  roofs  as  piety  could  raife, 
And  only  vocal  with  the  Maker's  praife. 
In  thcfe  lone  walls  (their  days  eternal  bound) 
Thefe    niofs-grown    domes   with    fpiry    turretg 

crowu'd, 
Where  awful  arches  make  a  noon-day  night. 
And  the  dim  windows  fhed  a  folemn  light; 
Thy  eyes  diftus'd  a  reconciling  ray, 
And  gleams  of  glory  brighten'd  all  the  day. 
But  now  no  face  divine  contentment  wears, 
Tis  all  bbnk  fadnefs,  or  continual  tears. 
See  how  the  force  of  others  prayers  I  try, 
(O  pious  fraud  of  amorous  charity  !) 
But  why  Ihould  I  on  others  prayers  depend  } 
Come  thou,  my  father,  brother,  hufjand,  friend  1 
Ah,  let  thy  handmaid,  fifter,  daughter,  move. 
And  all  choie  tender  names  in  one,  thy  love  I 
The  darkfome  pines  that  o'er  yon  rocks  reclin'd 
Wave  high,  and  murmur  to  the  hollow  wind, 
The  wandering  flreanis  that  fliine  between  the 

hills. 
The  grots  that  echo  to  the  tinkling  rills, 
The  dying  gales  that  pant  upon  the  tree?. 
The  lakes  that  quiver  to  the  curling  breeze; 
No  more  thefe  fcenes  my  meditation  aid. 
Or  lull  to  refl  the  vilionary  maid. 
But  o'er  the  twilight  groves  and  dulky  caves. 
Long  founding  allies,  and  interniingled  graves. 
Black  melancholy  fits,  and  round  her  throws 
A  death-like  filence,  and  a  dread  rtpofe  ; 
Her  gloomy  prefence  fadden>  all  the  fcene. 
Shades  every  flower,  and  darkens  every  green. 
Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  fliiods. 
And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods. 

Yet  here  fo^  ever,  ever  muft  I  ftay  ; 
Sad  proof  how  well  a  lover  can  obey  '. 
Death,  only  death,  can  break  the  latling  chain  ; 
And  here,  ev'n  then,  fhall  my  cold  duft  remain  ; 
Here  all  its  frailties,  all  its  flames  refign. 
And  wait  till  'tis  no  fin  to  mix  with  thine. 

Ah,  wretch  !    believ'd    tlie   fpoufe    of  God   in 
vain, 
'Confefs'd  within  the  flave  of  love  and  man. 
Aflift  me,  heaven  '.  but  whence  arofe  that  prayer  ? 
Sprung  it  from  piety,  or  from  defpair  ? 
Ev'n  here,  where  frozen  chaftity  retires, 
I-ove  finds  an  altar  for  forbidden  fires. 
I  ought  to  grieve,  but  Cinnot  what  I  ought  j 
I  mourn  ifce  bver,  not  laraent  th;  fault  j 


I  view  my  crimC;  but  kindle  at  the  view, 

Repent  old  pleafures,  and  folicit  new  ; 

Now  turn'd  to  heaven,  I  weep  my  pad  offence. 

Now  think  of  thee,  and  curfe  my  innocence. 

Of  all  afllidion  taught  a  lover  yet, 

'I'is  fure  the  hardeft  fcience  to  forget ! 

Hov/  fhall  I  lofe  the  fin,  yet  keep  the  fenfe. 

And  love  th'  offender,  yet  deteft  th'  offence  ? 

How  the  dear  objed:  from  the  crime  remove. 

Or  how  diPi  inguilh  penitence  from  love  ? 

Unequal  talk!  a  paffion  to  refign. 

For  hearts  fatouch'd,  fo  pierc'd,  foloft  as  mine  i 

li'er  .*"uch  a  foul  regains  its  peaceful  ilate, 

How  often  muft  it  love,  how  often  hate  1 

How  often  hope,  defpair,  refent,  regret. 

Conceal,  difdain— do  all  things  but  forget  I 

But  let  heaven  feize  it,  all  at  once  'tis  fir'd  : 

Not  touch'd,  but  rapt ;  not  weaken'd,  but  iiifplr'd  ! 

Oh,  c(ime  1  oh,  teach  me  nature  to  fubduc. 

Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myfelf — and  you! 

Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he 

Alone  can  rival,  can  fucceed  to  thee. 

How  happy  is  the  blainelefs  vedal's  lot ; 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  worll  forgot ! 
Eternal  fun-fnine  of  the  fpotlefs  mind  ! 
Kach  prayer  accepted,  and  each  wifn  refign'd ; 
Labour  and  reft  that  equal  periods  keep  ; 
"  Obedient  flumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep ;" 
Defires  conipos'd,  affecflions  ever  even  ; 
Tears  that  delight,  and  Cghs  that  waft  to  heaven. 
Grace  fliines  around  her  with  fereneft  beams. 
And  whifpering  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams* 
For  her  th'  unfading  role  of  Eden  blooms. 
And  wings  of  feraphs  fned  divine  perfumes ; 
For  her  the  fpoufe  prepares  the  bridal  ring  ; 
For  her  white  virgins  hymenxals  f:ng  : 
To  founds  of  heavenly  harps  fhe  dies  away. 
And  m.elts  in  vifions  of  eternal  day. 

Far  other  dreams  my  erring  foul  employ. 
Far  other  raptures  of  unholy  joy  : 
When  at  the  clofe  (;f  each  fad,  forrowing  day. 
Fancy  reftores  what  vengeance  fnatch'd  away. 
Then  confcience  fleeps,  and  leaving  nature  free. 
All  my  loofe  fijul  unbounded  fprings  to  thee, 
O,  curft,  dear  horrors  of  all-confcious  night  1 
How  glowing  guilt  exalts  the  keen  delight ! 
Provoking  demons  all  reftraint  remove, 
And  flir  vyithin  :-^e  every  fource  of  love. 
I  hear  thee,  view  thee,  gaze  o'er  all  thy  charms. 
And  round  thy  phantom  glue  my  c!af])ing  arms, 
I  wake  t — no  more  I  hear,  no  more  I  view. 
The  jiliantom  flies  me.,  as  unkind  as  you. 
I  call  aloud ;  it  hears  not  what  I  fay ; 
I  ftrctch  my  empty  arms;  it  glides  away. 
To. dream  once  more  I  clofe  my  willing  eyes; 
Ye  foft  illufit.'ns,  dear  deceits,  arife  '. 
Alas,  no  more  1  methinks  we  wandering  go 
Through  drearywaltcs,  and  weep  each  other's  woe, 
Where   round  lome  mouldering  tower  pale  ivy- 
creeps, 
And  low-brow'd  rocks  hangnodt'ingo'er  the  deeps. 
Sudden  you  mount,  you  beckon  from  the  fkies; 
Clouds  interpofe,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arife. 
1  fliriek,  flart  up,  the  fame  fad  profpecTt  find, 
And  wake  to  all  the  griefs  I  left  behind. 
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For  tTjf  e  the  fates,  feverely  kind,  ordain 
A  cool  fufpenfe  from  plcafure  and  from  pain  ; 
Thy  life  a  long  dead  calm  of  fix'd  repofe  ; 
No  pulfe  that  riots,  and  no  blood  that  glows. 
Still  as  the  feas,  e'er  winds  were  taught  to  blow, 
Or  moving  fpirit  bade  the  waters  flow  ; 
Soft  as  the  {lumbers  of  a  faint  forgiven, 
And  mild  as  opening  gleams  cfpromis'd  heaven. 

Come,  Abelard  !  for  what  haft  thou  to  dread  ? 
The  torch  of  Venus  burns  not  for  the  dead. 
Nature  ftands  check'd  ;  religion  difapproves; 
Jiv'r.  thou  art  cold — yet  Eloifa  loves. 
Ah,  hopelefs,  laRing  flames  1  like  thofe  that  burn 
To  light  the  dead,  and  warm  th'  unfruitful  urn. 

What  fcenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  view  ! 
The  dear  ideas,  where  I  fly,  purfue, 
Rife  in  the  giove,  before  the  altar  rife, 
Stain  all  my  foul,  and  wanton  in  my  eyes. 
1  wafte  the  matin  lamp  in  fighs  for  thee. 
Thy  image  fleals  between  my  God  and  me, 
Thy  voice  I  feem  m  every  hymn  to  hear, 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  foft  a  tear. 
When  from  the  cenfer  clouds  of  fragrance  roll, 
And  fwelling  organs  lift  the  rifing  foul, 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  psmp  to  flight, 
Priefts,  tapers,  temples,  fwim  before  my  fight : 
In  feas  of  flange  my  plunging  foul  is  drnwn'd, 
Wliile  altars  blaze,  and  angels  tremble  round. 

While  proftrate  here  in  humble  grief  I  lie. 
Kind,  virtuous  drops  juft  gathering  in  my  eye, 
While,  praying,  trembling,  in  the  duft  I  roll. 
And  dawning  grace  is  opening  on  my  foul : 
Come,  if  thou  dar'ft,  all  charming  as  thou  art! 
Oppofe  thyfell  to  heaven  ;  difpute  my  heart ; 
Come,  with  one' glance  of  thofe  deluding  eyes 
Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  Ikies  ;  [tears  ; 

Take  back  that  grace,  thofe  forrows,  and  thofe 
Take  back  my  fruitlefs  penitence  and  prayers  ; 
>'natch  me,  juft  mounting,  from  the  bleft  abode  ; 
Afiift  the  fiends,  and  tear  mc  from  my  God  1 

No,  fly  me,  fly  me,  far  as  poie  from  pole  ; 
Rife  Alps  between  us  ;  and  whole  oceans  roll  I 
Ah,  come  not,  write  not,  think  not  once  of  me, 
Kor  ftiare  one  pang  of  all  I  fek  for  thee. 
Thy  oaths  I  quit,  thy  memory  refign  ; 
Forget,  renounce  me, hate  whate'er  was  mine. 
Fair  eyes,  and  tempting  looks  (which  yet  1  view  I) 
Long  lov'd,  ador'd  ideas,  all  adieu  I 
^,  grace  I'ercne  !  O  virtue  heavenly  fair  1 
Divine  oblivion  of  low-thcughte"d  caie  I 
Frcfli-blooming  hope,  gay  daughter  of  the  flcy  I 
And  faith,  our  early  immortality  1 
Enter,  eiach  mild,  each  amicable  giiefl ; 
Receive  and  wraji  me  in  eternal  reft  1 

See  in  her  cell  fad  Eloifa  fpread, 
Propt  on  fome  tomb,  a  neighbour  of  the  dead. 
In  each  low  wind  methinks  a  fpirit  calls. 
And  more  than  echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 
Here,  as  1  watch'd  the  dying  lamp  around. 
From  yonder  Ihrine  1  heard  a  hollow  found. 


"  Come,  fifter,  come  1"  (itfaid,  or  feem'd  to  fay) 

"  Thy  place  is  here,  fad  After,  come  away  1 

"  Once  like  thyfelf,  I  trembled,  wept,  and  pray'd, 

"  Love's  vidlim  then,  though  now  a  fainted  maid : 

"  But  all  is  calm  in  this  eternal  fleep ; 

"  Here  grief  forgets  to  groan,  and  love  to  weep  : 

'•  Ev'n  fuperftition  lofes  every  fear  ; 

"For  God,  not  man,  abfolves  our  frailties  here." 

I  come,  I  come  I  prepare  your  rofeate  bowers, 
Celeftial  palms,  and  ever-blooming  flowers. 
Thither,  v.  here  finncrs  may  have  reft,  I  go, 
Where  flames  refin'd  in  breafts  feraphic  glow : 
Thou,  Abelard  !  the  laft  fad  office  pay, 
Aud  fmooth  my  paffage  to  the  realms  of  day  ; 
See  my  lips  tremble,  and  my  eye-balls  roll. 
Suck  my  laft  breath,  and  catch  my  flying  foul  I 
Ah,  no — in  facred  veftments  mayft  thou  ftand, 
The  hallow'd  toper  trembling  in  thy  hand, 
Prelent  the  crofs  before  rny  lifted  eye. 
Teach  me  at  once,  and  learn  of  me  to  die. 
Ah  then,  thy  once-lov'd  Eloifa  fee  ! 
It  will  be  then  no  crime  to  gaze  on  me. 
See  from  my  cheek  the  tranflent  rofes  fly  I 
See  the  laft  fparkle  languifti  in  my  eye  ! 
Till  every  motion,  pulfej  and  breath  be  o'er  ; 
And  ev'n  my  Abelanl  be  lov'd  no  more. 
O,  death  all  eloquent  !   you  only  prove 
What  duft  we  doat  on,  when  'tis  man  we  love. 

Theii  too,  when  fate  ftiall  thy  fair  frame  deflroy, 
(That  caiife  of  all  my  guilt,  and  all  my  joy), 
lu  trance  ecftatic  may  the  pangs  be  drown'd, 
Bright  clouds   defcend,   and   angels  watch  thee 

round. 
From  opening  Ikies  may  ftreaming  glories  ihine. 
And  faints  embrace  thee  with  a  love  like  mine  ! 

May  one  kind  grave  unite  each  haplefs  name, 
And  graft  my  love  immortal  on  thy  fame ! 
Then,  ages  hence,  when  all  my  woes  are  o'er. 
When  this  rebellious  heart  fliall  beat  no  more  ^ 
If  ever  chance  two  wandering  lovers  brings 
To  Paraclete's  white  walls  and  filver  fprings, 
O'er  the  pale  marble  fhall  they  join  their  heads. 
And  drink  the  falling  tears  each  other  (beds; 
1  hen  fadly  fay,  with  mutual  pity  mov'd, 
"  O,  may  we  never  love  as  thefe  have  lov'd  1" 
From  the  full  choir,  when  loud  hofannahs  rife, 
And  fwell  the  pomp  of  dreadful  facrifice, 
Amid  that  fceno  of  fome  relenting  eye 
Glance  on  the  ftone  where  our  cold  relics  lie, 
Devotion's  felf  fliall  fteal  a  thought  from  heaven, 
One  human  tear  fliall  drop,  and  be  forgiven. 
And  fure  if  fate  fome  future  bard  fhall  join 
In  fad  fimilitude  of  griefs  to  mine, 
Condemn'd  whole  years  in  abfence  to  deplore, 
And  image  charms  he  muft  behold  no  more  ; 
Such  if  there  be,  who  loves fo  long,  fo  well; 
Let  him  our  fad,  our  tender  ftory  tell ! 
The  well-fung  woes  will  foothe  my  penfive  ghoft ; 
He  beil  can  paint  them  who  fhall  feel  them  moSt., 
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TRANSLATIONS  AND  IMITATIONS. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

The  following  tranflations  were  feleded  from  many  others  done  by  the  Author  in  his  youth;  for 
the  moft  part  indeed  but  a  fort  of  cxercifes,  while  he  was  improving  himfelf  in  the  languages,  and 
carried  by  his  early  bent  to  poetry  to  perform  them  rather  in  verfe  than  profe.  Mr.  Dryden's 
Fables  came  out  about  that  time,  which  occafioned  (he  Tranflations  from  Chaucer.  They  were 
firft  feparately  printed  in  Mifcellanies,  by  J.  Tonfon  and  B.  Lintot,  and  afterwards  coUefted  in  the 
Quarto  Edition  of  1717.  The  Imitations  of  Englifh  Authors,  which  follow,  were  done  as  early, 
fame  of  them  at  fourteen  or  fifteen  years  old. 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAME. 
Written  in  the  Tear  I J II. 


ADVERTISEMZNT. 


The  hint  of  the  following  piece  was  taken  from 
Chaucer's  Houfe  of  Fame.  The  defign  is  in  a 
maHiner  entirely  altered,  the  defcriptions  and  moft 
of  the  particular  thoughts  my  own;  yet  I  could 
not  fuffer  it  to  be  printed  without  this  acknow- 
ledgment. The  reader  who  would  compare  this 
with  Chaucer,  may  begin  with  his  third  book  of 
Fame,  there  being  nothing  in  the  two  firft  books 
that  aufwers  to  their  title  :  wherever  any  hint  is 
taken  from  him,  the  palTage  itfeif  is  fet  down 
in  the  marginal  notes. 

The  poem  is  introduced  in  the  manner  of  the  Pro- 
vencal poets,  whofe  works  were  for  the  moft 
part  vifions,  or  pieces  of  imagination,  and  con- 
flantly  defcriptive.  From  thefe,  Petrarch  and 
Chaucer  frequently  borrowed  the  idea  of  their 
yoems.  See  the  rrionfi  of  the  former,  and  the 
iJrcdm,  Flower,  aud  the  Leaf,  &c,  of  the  latter. 


The  Author  of  this  therefore  chofe  the  fame 
fort  of  exordium. 

In  that  foft  feafon,  v/hen  defcending  ihowers 
Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  riCng  flowers; 
When  opening  buds  falute  the  welcome  day, 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray  ; 
As  balmy  fleep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  reft, 
And  love  itfeif  was  banifti'd  from  my  breaft, 
(What  time  the  morn  myfterious  vifions  brings, 
While  purer  flumbers  fpread  their  golden  wings) 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rofe, 
And,  join'd,  this  inttlle(5lual  fcene  compofe.       !•, 
I  ftood,  methought,  betwi;(t  earth,  fcas,  and 
Ikies, 
The  whole  creation  ope^  to  my  eyes  : 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.ll,  &c.]  Thefe  verfes  are  hinted  from  the  fol- 
lowing of  Chaucer,  Book  ii. 
Though  beheld  I  fields  and  plains, 
iSow  hills,  and  now  mountains,  ^ 
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In  air  felf-balanc'd  hung  the  gloLe  below, 
Where  mountains  rife,  and  circling  oceans  flow, 
Here  naked  rocks,  and  empty  waftes  were  feen ; 
'There  towery  cities,  and  the  forefts  green  : 
Here  failing  fhips  dehght  the  wandering  eyes ; 
There  trees  and  intermingled  temples  nfc  : 
Now  a  clear  fim  the  Ihining  fcene  difplays ; 
The  tranfient  Undfcape  now  in  clouds  decays.    20 

O'er  the  wide  profped  a<!  I  gaz'd  around, 
Sudden  1  heard  a  wild  promifcuous  found, 
Like  broken  thunders  that  at  diftancc  roar, 
Or  billows  murmuring  on  the  hollow  fhore  : 
Then  gazing  up,  a  glori'^us  pile  beheld, 
Whofe  towering  fummit  ambient  clouds  conceal  d, 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  ftruflure  lay, 
iSteep  its  afcent,  and  flippery  was  the  way ; 
The  wonderousrock  like  Parian  marble  fiione, 
And  feem'd,  to  diftant  fight,  of  folid  flone.        $0 
Infcriptionshere  of  various  names  I  view'd, 
The  greater  part  by  hoftile  time  fubdu'd  ; 
Yet  wide  was  fpread  their  fame  in  ages  paft; 
And  poets  once  had  promis'd  they  fliould  laft. 
borne  frefh  engrav'd  avpear'd  of  witsrenown'd  ; 
I  look'd  again,  nor  could  their  trace  toe  found. 
Critics  I  faw,  that  other  names  deface. 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  their  place  : 
Their  own,  like  others,  foon  their  place  reCgn'd, 
Or  difappear'd,  and  left  the  firfi  behind. 
>Jor  was  the  work  impair'd  by  ftorms  alone, 
Put  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  fun; 


IKITATIONS. 

Hovf  valeis,  and  now  forefles. 

And  now  unneth  great  bcftes, 

Now  rivers,  now  citees. 

Now  tovsns,  now  great  trees, 

Now  fhippes  fayling  in  the  fee. 
Ver,  27.  High  on  a  rock  of  ice,  &c.]  Chaucer's 
third  bo&k  of  Fame. 

It  ftood  upon  fo  high  a  rock. 

Higher  ftandeth  none  in  Spayne — 

What  manner  flong  this  rock  was. 

For  it  was  like  a  lymed  glafs. 

But  that  it  (hone  full  more  clere  ; 

But  of  what  congeled  matere 

It  wa?,  I  nifte  redily  ; 

But  at  the  laft  efpied  I, 

And  found  that  it  was  every  dele, 

A  rock  of  ice,  and  not  of  ftcle. 
Ver.  31.  Infcriptions  here,  *:c.] 

Though  faw  I  all  the  hill  y-grave 

With  famous  folkes  names  fcle, 

That  had  been  in  much  wcle 

And  her  fames  wide  y-blow  ; 

But  well  unneth  might  I  know. 

Any  letters  for  to  rede 

Their  names  by,  for  out  of  drede 

They  weren  almoft  off-thawen  fo, 

That  of  the  letters  one  or  two 

Were  molte  away  of  every  name. 

So  unfamous  was  woxe  her  fame ; 
But  men  faid  what  may  ever  laft  ? 
"Vkr-  41-  Nor  was  the  work  impair'd,  &c.l 
^l^hough  gsn  1  in  myne  barte  taft, 


THE   WORKS    OF    POPE. 

For  Fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays 
Not  more  by  envy,  than  excefs  of  praife. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  of  heaven  could  feel. 
Like  cryflal  faithful  to  the  graving  fteel  : 
The  rock's  high  fummit,  in  the  temple's  fhade. 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  ftorm  invade. 
Their  names  infci  ib'd  unnumber'd  ages  paft 
From  time's  firft  birth,  with  time  itfelf  fhall  laft; 50 
Thefe  ever  new,  nor  fubjedl  to  decays, 
Spread,  and  grow  brighter  witlx  the  length   of 
days. 
So  Zemblas  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  froft) 
Rife  while  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coaft; 
Pale  funs,  unfek,  at  diftance  roll  away. 
And  on  th'  impaffive  ice  the  lightnings  play; 
Eternal  fnows  the  growing  mafs  fupply. 
Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th'  incumbent  fky 
As  Atlas  fix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears. 
The  gather'd  winter  of  a  thoufand  years.  69 

On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  ftands;   . 
Stupendous  pile  !  not  rear'd  by  mortal  hand?. 
Whatc'er  proud  Rome  or  artful  Greece  beheld. 
Or  elder  Babylon,  its  frame  exceli'd. 
Four  faces  had  the  dome,  and  every  face 
Of  various  ftruflure,  but  of  equal  grace  ! 
Four  brazen  gates,  on  columns  lifted  high. 
Salute  the  different  quarters  of  the  fky. 
Here  fabled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  born. 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn,        7© 
Who  cities  rais'd,  or  tam'd  a  monftrous  race. 
The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace  : 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown, 
And  legiflators  feem  to  think  in  ftone. 

Weftward,  a  fumptuous  frontifpiece  appeared, 
On  Doric  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd, 
Crown'd  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mold, 
And  fculpture  rifing  on  the  rougheii'd  gold. 
In  fhaggy  fpoils  here  Thefeus  was  beheld. 
And  Ferfeus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  fhield:     8.» 
There  great  Alcidss,  Hooping  with  his  toil, 
Rells  on  his  club,  and  .holds  th'  Hcfperian  fpcil : 
Here  Orpheus  fings;  trees  moving  to  the  found 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  Ihade  around  : 
Amphion  there  the  loud  creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  behold  a  fudden  Thabcs  afpirc  ! 
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IMITATIONS. 

That  they  were  molte  away  for  hcate. 
And  not  away  with  ftormes  beate. 
Ver.  45.  Yet  part  no  injuries,  &c.] 
For  on  that  other  fide  I  fey 
Of  that  hill  which  northward  ley. 
How  it  was  written  full  of  names 
Of  folke,  that  had  afore  great  fames, 
Of  old  time,  and  yet  they  were 
As  frefli  as  men  had  written  hem  there 
That  felf  day,  or  that  houre 
That  I  on  hem  gan  to  poure  ; 
But  well  I  wifte  what  it  made  ; 
It  was  confervcd  with  the  fhade 
(All  the  writing  that  I  fye) 
Of  the  caftle  that  ftoode  on  high. 
And  ftood  eke  in  fo  cold  a  place. 
That  hea:  n-.ight  it  flot  deface. 


TRANSLATIONS   AND   TMITAT.IQNS. 
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Cytliferon's  echoes  anfwer  to  his  call, . 
AnJ  half  the  iiT'iiniain  rolls  into  a  wall  : 
There  might  you  ice  the  Itngtheainjj  fpires  afcend, 
The  domes  fwell  up,  the  widecing  arches  bend,  90 
The  growing  towers  like  exhalations  rife. 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  Ikies. 
The  eailern  front  was  glorious  to  behold, 
With  diamond  flaming,  and  Barbaric  gold. 
There  Minus  ihooe,  who  fpread  th'  Affyrian  fame, 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Peifian  name  : 
There  in  long  rc-bes  the  royal  Magi  Hand, 
Grave  ZaroaOer  waves  the  circling  wand  : 
The  fage  Chalrleans  rob'd  in  white  appear'd, 
And  Brachmans,  deep  in  deferc  woods  rever'd.  Ico 
Thsfe  Hopp'd  the  tiioon,  and  call'd  th'  unbody'd 

fhades 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimmering  glades; 
Made  vifionary  fabrics  round  them  rife, 
And  airy  fpeifires  fkim  before  their  eyes  ; 
Of  ralifmar.s  and  Sigils  knew  the  p'lwer. 
And  careful  watchM  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confuciusi  ftond, 
Who  taught  that  ufeful  fcience  t<>  be  good. 

But  on  the  fouth,  a  long  raa',cflic  race 
Of  Egypt's  priells  the  gilded  niches  grace,        IIO 
Who  meafur'd  earth,  defcrib'd  the  Harry  fpherei, 
And  trac'd  the  long  records  of  lunar  years. 
High  on  his  car  Sefoftris  (Iruck  my  view, 
Whom  fcepter'd  fiaves  in  golden  harnefs  drew  : 
His  hands  a  bovir  and  pointed  javelin  hold; 
His  giant  hmbs  are  arm'd  in  chains  of  gold. 
Between  the  fratues  obelilks  were  plac'd. 
And  the  learn'd  walls  with  hieroglyphics  grac'd. 

Of  G-.thic  ftradiure  was  the  northern  fide, 
O'crwrought  with  ornamentsof  barbarous  pride, 1 30 
There  huge  Coloffus  rofe,  with  trophies  crown'd, 
And  Runic  charaifters  were  grav'd  around. 
There  fate  Zamolxis  with  creifted  eyes, 
And  Odin  here  in  mimic^trances  dies. 
There  on  rude  iron  cdumns,  fir.ear'd  with  blood, 
The  hot  rid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  flood- 
Druids  and  Bards  (their  once  loud  harps  unflraog) 
Antl  youths  that  dy'd  to  be  by  poets  fung. 
Thefe  and  a  thoufand  more  of  doubtful  fame, 
To  wjiom  old  fables  gave  a  lafting  name.  I30 

In  ranks  adorn \l  the  temple's  outward  face  ; 
1'he  vvuU  in  lufure  and  effed:  like  glafs, 
Which,  o'er  each  objeil  cafting  various  dyes. 
Enlarges  fome,  and  ethers  multiplies: 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  myftic  wall. 
For  thus  romantic  Fame  increafes  all. 

The  temple  {hakes,  the  founding  gates  unfold, 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold  : 
Rais'd  on  a  tlioufand  pillars  wreath'd  around 
With  laurel-foliage,  and  with  eagles  crown'd;  I40 
Of  bright  tranfparent  beryl  were  the  walls. 
The  freezes  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals  : 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  13a.  The  walls  in  luftre,  &c.] 
It  Ihone  lighter  than  a  glafs. 
And  made  well  more  than  it  was, 
As  kind  of  thing  Fame  is. 


As  heaven  with  ftars,  the  roof  v/ith  jewels  glows. 
And  evtr-liviig  lamps  depend  in  rows. 
Full  in  the  pafiage  of  each  fpacious  gate. 
The  fage  hiilorians  in  white  garments  wait ; 
Grav'd  o'er  their  feats  the  form  of  time  was  found. 
His  fcythe  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound 
Within  Hood  heroes,  who  through  loud  alarms 
In  bloody  fields  puifued  renown  in  arms.  15a 

High  on  a  throne  with  tropliies  clia-rg'd  I  view'd 
The  .  outh  that  all  things  but  himfelf  fubdu'd; 
His  feet  on  fceptres  and  tiaras  trod. 
And  his  horn'd  head  beiy'd  the  l^ibyan  god. 
There  Ca;far,  grac'd  with  both  Minervas  fhone;' 
Cs^far,  the  vi/'orld's  great  maflier,  and  his  own  ; 
Unmov'd,  fupcrior  ftill  in  every  ftate, 
And  fcarce  detefted  in  his  country's  fate. 
But  chief  were  thofe,  who  not  for  empire  foucht, 
But  with  their  toilstheir  people's I'afcty  bo'jc^ht:i6» 
High  o'er  tlie  reft  Epaminondas  ilood  ; 
Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood; 
Bold  Scipio,  faviour  of  the  Roman  ftate ; 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirement  great ; 
And  vvife  Anrclius,  in  whofe  well-taught  mind  "3 
With  boundlefs  power  unbounded  virtue  join'd,^ 
His  own  ftrlcl  judge,  and  patron  cf  mankind.     ^ 
Much  fuffering  heroes  next  their  honours  claini, 
Thofe  of  lels  noify,  and  Icfs  guilty  fame. 
Fair  virtue's  filent  train  :  fupreme  of  thefe       I7a 
Here  ever  fhines  the  godhke  Socrates ; 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athens  could  expell, 
At  all  times  juft,  but  when  he  fign'd  the  ihcll : 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr'd  Phocion  claims. 
With  Agis,  not  the  lafl:  of  Spartan  names  : 
Unconquer'd  Cato  (hews  the  wound  he  tore, 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 

But  in  the  centre  of  the  hoilow'd  choir, 
Sis  pompous  columns  o'er  the  reft  afpire  ; 
.\round  the  flirine  itfelf  of  fame  chey  ftand. 
Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fame  command. 
High  on  the  firft,  the  mighty  Homer  ihone; 
Eternal  Adamant  compos'd  his  throne, 
Father  of  verfe  1  in  holy  fillets  dreli. 
His  filver  beatd  wav'd  gently  o'er  his  breaft; 
Though  blind,  a  buldncfs  in  his  looks  appears  ; 
111  years  he  feem'd,  but  not  impair'd  by  years. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  179.   Six  pompous  columns,  &c.] 
From  the  dees  many  a  pillere. 
Of  metal  that  flione  not  full  ckre,  &c. 
Upon  a  pillere  faw  I  ftonde 
That  was  of  lede  and  iron  line, 
Him  of  the  fcA  Saturnine, 
The  L-braiike  Jofepinus  the  old,  &c. 

Upon  an  iron  pillere  Ihong, 
That  painted  was  all  endlong. 
With  tigers'  blood  in  every  place, 
The  Tliolofan  that  hight  Stace, 
That  bear  of  Thebes  up  the  name,  &c. 

Ver.  182. 
Full  wonder  high  on  a  pillere 
Of  iron,  he  the  great  Onier, 
And  wiih  him  Dares  and  Titus,  &c. 


^ 


&» 
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The  wart  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillar  feen  : 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 
Here  HtAor  gioriou?jfroni  Patroclus'  fall,       190 
Here  dragg'd  in  triumph  ronnd  the  Trojan  wall. 
^lotion  and  life  did  every  part  infpire, 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  mailer's  fire  ; 
A  ftrong  expreffion  mod  he  feem'd  t'  affcA, 
And  here  and  there  difdos'd  a  brave  negle(5t. 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd. 
On  which  a  flirine  of  pureft  gold  was  rear'd  ; 
Finifti'd  the  whole,  and  labour'd  every  part, 
Wj-h  patient  touches  of  unwearied  art : 
The  Mantuan  there  in  fober  triumph  fat,         aoo 
Compos'd  his  pofture,  and  his  look  fedate ; 
On  Hi'mer  ftill  he  fix'da  reverend  eye, 
Great  without  pride,  iv  modeft  majefty. 
In  living  fculpture  on  the  fides  were  fpread 
Ibc  Latian  wars,  and  haughty  Tuinus  dead; 
Eiizn  flretch'd  upon  the  funeral  i-yre, 
^reasb^'nding  with  his  aged  fire  . 
Troy  flam'd  in  burning  gold,  and  o'er  the  throne 
Arms  and  the  man  in  golden  cyphers  flicne. 

Four  fwans  fuflain  a  car  oi  filver  bright,       210 
%Virh  heads  advanc'd,  and  pinions  ftretch'd  for 

Rirht  : 
Here,  like  fome  furious  prophet,  Pindar  rode, 
And  feem'd  to  labour  with  th'  infpiriiig  God. 
Acrofs  the  harp  a  carelefs  band  he  flings, 
And  boldly  fink''  into  the  founding  firings, 
T'  I-  figur'd  games  >  f  Greece  the  column  grace, 
Neptune  and  Jove  furvey  the  rapid  race. 
The  youths  hang  o'er  their  chaiiots  as  they  tu6  ; 
The  fiery  (teedsfeem  flartingfrom  the  ft<.ne  ; 
The  champions  in  diftorted  poftures  threat ;    aao 
Ai  d  all  appear'd  irregularly  great. 

Here  happy  Horace  tun'd  rh'  Aufonian  lyre 
Tc  iweeter  i'ounus,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  fire : 
p.lcas'd  with  Alceasus"  manly  rage  t'  infufe 
Tf.e  loiter  fpirit  «i  the  Sapf  hie  mufe. 
The  poliih'd  pillar  difiFercnt  fculptures  grace  ; 
A  work  outlafling  monumental  brafs. 


IMITATIONS. 

Vcr.  196.  &c. 
There  faw  I  ftand  on  a  pillere 
That  was  of  tinned  iron  cleere, 
The  Latin  poet  Virgilye, 
Thbt  hath  bore  up  of  a  great  while 
The  lanie  of  pious  ./Eneas  : 

And  next  him  on  a  pillere  was 
Of  copper,  Venus'  clerke  Ovide, 
That  hath  fowtn  wondrous  wide 
Tl  e  yreai-  god  of  love's  fame — 

Tho  faw  1  on  a  pillere  by 
Of  iron  wrought  full  (iTnly, 
The  great  poet  Dsn  Lucan, 
That  on  hi'  (houlders  bore  up  then 
As  bye  as  that  I  might  fee. 
The  fame  oC  Julius  uiid  Pompee. 

And  next  him  on  a  pillere  llode 
Of  fuiphure,  nkc  as  he  were  wode, 
Dan  Claudian,  lo  the  for  to  tell. 
That  Ijafc  Up  ail  the  fame  of  hcil,  &c. 


Here  fmiling  Loves  and  Bacchanals  appear. 
The  Julian  ftar  and  great  Auguftus  here. 
The  doves  that  round  the  infant  poet  fpread     23% 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hung  hovering  o'er  his  head. 

Here,  in  a  Ihrinc  that  cafl  a  dazzling  light, 
State  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagyrite ; 
His  facred  head  a  radiant  Zodiac  crown'd. 
And  various  animals  his  fides  furround ; 
His  piercing  eyes,  eredl,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worlds,  and  look  all  nature  through. 

With  equal  rays  immortal  TuUy  flione. 
The  Roman  roftra  deck'd  the  conful's  throne : 
Gathering  his  flowing  robe,  he  feem'd  to  ftand  240 
In  a<3:  to  fpeak,  and  graceful  ftretch'd  his  hand. 
Behind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns, 
And  the  great  father  of  his  country  owns. 

Thefe  maffy  columns  in  a  circle  rife, 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  Ikies  : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  ftretch'd  my  aching  fight. 
So  large  it  fpread,  and  fwell'd  to  fuch  a  height. 
Full  in  the  midft  proud  Fame's  imperial  feat 
With  jewels  blaz'd,  magnificiently  great; 
The  vivid  emeralds  there  revive  the  eye,  ajQ 

The  flaming  rubies  ftiew  their  fanguinc  dye. 
Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  fapphires  ftream, 
And  lucid  amber  cafts  a  golden  gleam. 
With  vari  us-colour'd  light  the  pavement  fhone, 
And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne  ; 
The  dome's  high  arch  refledls  the  mingled  blaze. 
And  forms  a  rainbi-w  of  alternate  rays. 
When  on  the  goddefs  firft  I  caft  my  fight. 
Scarce  feem'd  her  ftatue  of  a  cubit's  height; 
But  fwell'd  to  larger  fize.  the  more  I  gaz'd,     26« 
Till  to  the  roof  her  towering  front  ftie  rais'd. 
With  her,  the  Temple  every  moment  grew. 
And  ampler  viftas  open'd  to  my  view  ; 
Upward  the  columns  fhoot,  the  roofs  afcend, 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  aifles  extend, 
auch  was  her  form,  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 
Wings  raife  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold; 
A  thoufand  bufy  tongues  the  goddefs  bears, 
And thoufand open  eyes,  and  thoufandliftcning ears. 
Beneath,  in  order  rang'd,  the  tuneful  nine        270 
(Her  virgin  handmaids)  ilil!  attend  the  fhrine  : 
With  eyes  on  Fariie  lor  ever  fix'd,  they  fing; 
For  Fame  they  raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  firing. 
With  time's  firft  birth  began  the  heavenly  lays. 
And  l<ift,  eternal,  through  the  length  of  days. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  25f .  Scarce  feem'd  her  ftature,  &c. 
Methought  that  ftie  was  fo  lite. 
That  the  length  of  a  cubite 
Was  longer  than  ftie  fecmcd  be ; 
But  thus  foone  in  a  while  fhe, 
Her  felfe  iho  wonderly  ftraighr. 
That  with  her  feet  (he  the  earth  right, 
And  with  her  head  ftie  touchyd  heaven— 

Ver.  !l7e.  Bsneath,  in  order  rang'd,  &c.] 
1  heard  about  her  throne  y-fung 
That  all  the  palays  walls  rung, 
So  fung  the  nii^'Iuy  niufe,  fhe 
That  cltped  is  Calliope, 
And  her  feven  fifterb  eke — 


TRANSLATIONS   AND   IMITATIONS. 


6i 


Around  thefe  wonders  as  I  caft  a  look, 
The  trumpet  founded,  and  the  temple  fhook, 
And  all  the  nations,  fummon'd  at  the  call, 
From  different  quarters  fill  the  crowded  hall  : 
Of  various  tengues  the  mingled    founds    were 
heard ;  aSo 

In  various  garbs  promifcuous  throngs  appear'd  ; 
Thick  as  the  bees,  that  with  the  fpring  renew 
Their  flowery  toils,  and  fip  the  fragrant  dew. 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  firft  tempt  the  fey. 
O'er  dulky  fields  and  fhaded  waters  fly. 
Or,  fettling,  feize  the  fweets  the  bloflfoms  yield. 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  fuppliant  crowds  the  ftirine  attend. 
And  all  degrees  before  the  goddefs  bend  ; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  fage,  ^90 
And  boalling  youth,  and  narrative  old  age. 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  requeft  the  fame ; 
For  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 
Some  Ihe  difgrac'd  anid  fome  with  honours  crown'd; 
Unlike  fuccefles  equal  merits  found. 
Thus  her  blind  fifter,  fickle  Fortune,  reigns, 
And  undifcerning  fcatters  crowns  and  chains. 

Firft  at  the  flirine  the  learned  world  appear, 
And  to  the  goddefs  thus  prefer  their  prayer 
Long  have  we  fought  t*  inftrudl  and  pleafe  man- 
kind, 300 
With  ftudies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind ; 
But  thank'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  nfcne, 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  fuperior  throne  : 
On  wit  and  learning  the  juft  prize  beftow. 
For  Fame  is  all  we  muft  exped;  below. 

The  goddefs  heard,  and  bade  the  mufes  raife 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praife  : 
From  pole  to  pole  the  winds  diffufe  the  found, 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud  ;  31® 
The  notes  at  firft  were  rather  fvveet  than  ieud  : 
By  juft  degrees  they  every  moment  rife. 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  and  gam  upon  the  feie*. 
At  every  breath  were  balmy  odours  fhed. 
Which  ftill  grew  fweeter,  as  they  wider  fpread ; 
Lefs  fragrant  fcents  th'  unfolding  rofe  exhales, 
Or  fpices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  276.  Around  thcfe  wonders^  &c.] 
I  heard  a  noife  approachen  blive. 
That  far'd  as  bees  done  in  a  hive, 
Againft  her  time  of  out  flying. 
Right  fuch  a  manere  murmuring. 
For  all  the  world  it  feemed  me, 
Tho  gan  1  look  abi  ut  and  fee 
That  there  came  entering  into  th'  hall, 
A  right  great  company  withal ; 
And  that  of  fundry  regions, 
Of  all  kind  of  conditinns,  &c. — 

Ver.  294.  Some  flie  difgrac'd,  &c.] 

And  fome  of  them  flie  granted  fonc, 
And  fome  (he  warned  well  and  fair, 
And  fome  flic  granttd  the  contrair— 
Right  as  her  fifter  dame  Fortune 
Is  wont  to  ferve  in  cemmuneo 


Next  thefe  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train,' 
Thus  on  their  knees  addrefs  the  facred  fane. 
Since  living  virtue  is  with  envy  curs'd,  320 

And  the  heft  men  are  treated  like  the  worft. 
Do  thou,  juft  goddefs,  call  our  merits  forth. 
And  give  each  deed  th'  exadl  intrinfic  worth. 
Not  with  bare  juftice  fliall  your  z-Q.  be  crown'd, 
(Said  Fame)  but  high  above  defert  renown'd  : 
Let  fuller  notes  th'  applauding  world  amaze, 
And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praife. 

This  band  difmifs'd,  behold  another  crowd 
Preferr'd  the  fame  requeft,  and  lowly  bow'd; 
The  conftant  tenor  of  whofe  well-fpent  days     330 
No  lefs  deferv'd  a  juft  return  of  praife. 
But  ftraight  the  direful  trump  of  flander  founds ; 
Throughthebigdomethe  doubling  thunderbounds; 
Loud  as  the  burft  of  cannon  rends  the  Ikies, 
The  dire  report  through  every  region  flies. 
In  every  ear  inceffant  rumours  rung, 
And  gathering  fcandals  grew  on  every  tongue. 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufty  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke  : 
The  poifonous  vapour  blots  the  purple  Ikies,     340 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next,  who  crowns  and  armour 
wore. 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore  : 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  318.  The  good  and  juft,  &c,] 
Tho  came  the  third  companye, 
And  gan  up  to  the  dees  to  hye, 
And  down  on  knees  they  fell  anone. 
And  faidcn  :  We  been  everichone 
Folke  that  han  full  tiuely 
Deferved  fame  right-fully, 
And  prayen  you  it  might  be  knowe 
Right  as  it  is,  and  forth  blowe. 

I  grant,  quoth  ftie,  for  now  we  lift 
That  your  good  works  fhall  be  wift. 
And  yet  ye  Ihall  have  better  loos. 
Right  in  defpite  of  all,  your  foos. 
Than  worthy  is,  and  that  anone. 
Let  now  (quoth  flic)  thy  trump  gone— 
And  certc  all  the  breath  that  went 
Out  of  his  trump's  mouth  fmel'd 
As  meu  a  pot  of  baume  held 
Among  a  bafket  full  of  rofes. — 

Ver.  328,  J38    Behold  another  crowd,  &c. — 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufty,  &€,] 
Therewithal  there  came  anone 
Another  huge  companye 
Of  good  folkt  — 
What  did  this  Eolus,  but  he 
Took  out  his  trump  of  brafs. 
That  fouler  than  the  devil  was  : 
And  gan  his  trump  for  to  bhtwe. 
As  all  the  world  ftioulr"  overthrowe. 
Throughout  every  regione 
Went  this  foul  trumpet's  foune 
Sv<  ift  as  a  pellet  out  of  a  gunne, 
When  fire  i-  in  the  powder  rurne. 
Ano  luch  a  fmoke  gan  out  wende. 
Out  of  the  foul  trumpet's  ende— &c. 
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For  thee  fthey  cry'd)  amidft  alarms  and  ftrifc, 
We  fail'd  in  tempefts  down  the  ftrcam  of  life  ; 
For  thee  whole  nations  fill'd  with  flames  and  blood. 
And  fwani  to  empire  through  the  purple  flood. 
Thofe  ills  we  dar'd,  thy  inlpiration  own  ; 
What  virtue  feem'd  was  done  for  thee  alone. 
Ambitious  tools',  (the  queen  reply 'd,  and  frown'd) 
Be  all  your  afls  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd  ;       35  X 
There  fleep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyran;s  gone, 
Yo'ir  ftatues  moulder'd,  and  your  names  unknown! 
A  fuddcrt  cloud  ftraight  fnatch'd  them  from  my 

fight, 
And  each  m.ajedic  phantom  funk  in  night. 

Then  came  the  fmalleft  tribe  I  yet  had  feen  ; 
Plain  was  their  drefs,  and  modeft  was  their  mien. 
Great  idol  of  mankind  !  v,'e  neither  claim 
The  praife  of  merit,  nor  afpire  to  fame  ! 
But,  fafe  in  deferts  from  th'  applaufe  of  men,    360 
Would  die  unheard-of,  as  we  liv'd  unfeen. 
'Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  fight 
Thofe  adlsof  goodnefs  which  themfelves  requite. 
O  let  us  flill  the  fecret  joy  partake. 
To  follow  virtue  ev'n  for  virtue's  fake. 

And  live  there  men,w]io  flight  immortal  fame? 
Who  then  v/ith  incenfe  fhall  adore  our  name  ? 
But,  mortals  1  know,  'tis  ftillour  greateft  pride, 
To  blaze  thofe  virtues  which  the  good  would  hide. 
Rife  !  mules,  rife  !  add  all  your  tuneful  breath  ;  370 
Thefe  mud  not  fleep  in  darknefs  and  in  death. 
She  faid  :  in  air  the  trembling  nuific  floats. 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  fweil  the  notes  ; 
So  foft,  though  high,  fo  loud,  and  yet  fo  clear, 
Ev'n  liftening  angels  lean  from  heaven  to  hear  : 
To  fartheft  fliores  th'  ambrofial  fpirlt  flies. 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  fkies. 
Next  thcfe  a  youthful  train  their  vows  exprefs'd. 
With  feathers  crown'd,   with    gay  embroidery 

dref,'d  : 
Hither,  they  cry'd,  diredl  your  eyes,  and  fee    380 
The  men  of  pleafure,  drefs,  and  gallantry ; 


IMITATIONS. 

Vcr.  ^^6.  Then  came  the  fmalleft,  &c.] 
I  faw  anone  the  fifth  route, 
That  to  this  lady  gan  loute. 
And  downe  on  knees  anone  to  fail. 
And  to  her  tliey  befoughten  all, 
I'o  hiden  their  good  v/orks  eke. 
And  faid,  they  yeve  not  a  leke 
For  no  fame  nc  fuch  renownc  ; 
For  they  for  contemplacyoune, 
And  Goddes  love  had  it  wrought. 
He  of  fame  would  thi;y  ought. 

What,  quoth  flie,  and  be  yc  wood  ? 
And  ween  ye  for  to  do  good. 
And  for  to  huve  it  of  no  fame  ? 
riave  yc  defpitc  to  have  my  name  ? 
Kay  ye  fljall  lien  everichone  : 
Blow  tl.y  trump,  and  that  anone 
(Quoth  flic)  thou  Eoius,  I  hote, 
Aiid  ring  thefe  folks  worUsby  rote, 
That  all  the  world  may  of  it  hearc  ; 
And  he  gan  blow  thsir  ioos  fo  cleare, 


Ours  is  the  place  at  banquet"!,  balls,  and  play* ; 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days ; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pleafitig  care 
To  pay  due  vifits,  and  addrefs  the  fair  : 
In  facfl,  'lis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  perfuade, 
But  llill  in  fancy  vanquifh'd  every  maid  ; 
Of  unknown  duchefici.  lewd  tales  v/e  tell, 
Yet,  would  the  world  believe  us,  all  were  well. 
The  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name,         389 
And  what  we  want  in  pleafure,  grant  in  fame. 

The  queen  aflVnts,  the  trumpet  rends  the  flcies. 
And  at  each  blall  a  lady's  honour  dies,  [preft 

Pleas'd  with  the  ftrange  fuccefs,  vafl  numbers 
Around  the  (hrine,  and  made  the  fame  requeft  : 
V/hat  you  (flie  cry'd),  unlearn'd  in  arts  to  pleafe. 
Slaves  to  yourfelves,  and  even  fatigued  with  eafe. 
Who  lofe  a  length  of  undeferving  days. 
Would  you  ufurp  the  lover's  dear-bought  praife  ? 
To  juft  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  fall,        400 
The  people's  fable,  and  the  fcorn  of  all. 
Straight  the  black  clarion  feuds  a  horrid  found. 
Loud  laug^hs  burft  out,  and  bitter  feoffs  fly  round, 
Whifpers  arc  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud, 
And  fconiful  hifles  run  through  all  the  crowd. 

Laft,  thofe  who  boaft  of  mighty  mifchiefs  done, 
Enflave  their  country,  or  ufurpa  throne  ; 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  lay'd 
On  fovereigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  bctray'd  ; 
Calm,  thinking  villains,  whom   no    faith  could 
fix,  410 

Of  crooked  counfels  and  dark  politics  ; 
Of  thefe  a  gloomy  tribe  furroimd  the  throne. 
And  beg  to  make  th'  immortal  treafon^  known. 
'i  ne  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire. 
With  fparks  that  feem'd  t<»  fct  the  world  on  fire. 
At  the  dread  found,  pale  mortals  flood,  agliail, 
And  flartled  nature  trembled  with  the  blaft. 

Ihj*  having  heard  and  feen,  fome  power  un- 
known [the  throne. 
Straight  chang'd  the  fcene,  and  fnatch'd  me  from 
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In  his  golden  clarioune, 

Through  the  world  went  the  fonne, 

All  fo  kindly,  and  eke  fo  foft, 

That  ther  fame  was  blown  aloft. 
Ver.  406.  Laft,  t'aofe  who  boaft  of  mighty,  &c.] 

Tho  came  another  companye, 

That  had  y-dcne  the  treachery,  &c. 
Ver.  418.  This  having  heard  and   feen.   &c,] 
The  fcene  here  changes  from  the  Temple  of  Fame, 
to  that  of  Rumour,  which  is  almoft  entirely  Chau- 
cer's.    The  particulars  follow. 

Tho  faw  I  ftondc  in  a  valey. 

Under  the  caftle  faft  by 

A  houfe,  that  DomusDedali 

That  Labyrinthus  clepcd  is, 

Nas  made  fo  wonderly  I  wis, 

Ne  half  fo  queintly  y-wrought ! 

And  evcrmo  asfvvift  as  thought. 

Tills  queint  houfe  about  v/ent, 

That  never  more  it  ftiil  ftent — 

And  eke  this  houfe  hath  of  entrees, 

As  many  as  leaves  are  on  trees 
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Before  my  view  appear'd  a  ftrudture  fair,         410 
Its  fite  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air; 
With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  manfion  round ; 
"With  ceafelefs  noife  the  ringing  walls  rel'ound  : 
Not  lefs  in  number  were  the  fpacious  doors, 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  fands  upon  the  fliores  ; 
Which  ftill  unfolded  fland,  by  night,  by  day, 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  every  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  ikies  afcend, 
As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend, 
As  to  the  fea  returning  rivers  roll,  430 

And  the  touch'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole; 
Hither  as  to  their  proper  place,  arife 
All  various  founds  from  earth,  and  feas,  and  fkics, 
Or  fpoke  aloud,  or  vvhifper'd  in  the  ear  ; 
Nor  ever  filence,  reft,  or  peace,  is  here. 
As  on  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  cryftal  lakes 
The  finking  ftone  at  firft  a  circle  makes ; 
The  trembling  furface,  by  the  motion  ftirr'd. 
Spreads  in  a  fecond  circle,  then  a  third  ; 
Wide,   and  more   wide,    the   floating   rings   ad- 
vance, 440 
Fill  all  the  watery  plain,  and  to  the  margin  dance  : 
Thus  every  voice  and  found,  when  firft  they  break, 
On  neighbouring  air  a  foft  impreflion  make  ; 
Another  ambient  circle  then  th.ey  move  ; 
That,  in  its  turn,  impels  the  next  above  ; 
Through  undulating  air  the  founds  are  fent, 
And  fprcad  o'er  all  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard  of  love  and  ftrife. 
Of  peaee  and  war,  health,  ficknefs,  death,  and  life. 
Of  lofs  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  ftore,  450 

Of  ftorms  at  fca,  and  travels  on  the  fhore, 
Of  prodigies,  and  portents  feen  in  air. 
Of  fires  and  plagues,  and  flars  with  blazing  hair. 
Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  flate, 
The  falls  of  favourites,  projeds  of  the  great, 
Of  old  mifmanagements,  taxations  new  : 
All  neither  wholly  falfe,  nor  wholly  true. 


IMITATIONS. 

In  fummcr,  when  they  ben  grene  ; 
And  in  the  roof  yet  men  may  fene 
A  thoufand  hoels  and  well  mo 
To  letten  thefoune  out-go; 
And  by  day  in  every  tide, 
Ben  all  the  doors  open  wide. 
And  by  night  each  one  v.nflict ; 
No  porter  is  there  one  to  let, 
No  manner  ty dings  in  to  pace  : 
Ne  never  reft  is  in  chat  place. 
Ver.  448.  There  various  news  I  heard,  &c.] 
Of  werres,  of  peace,  of  marriages, 
Of  reft,  of  labour,  of  voyages, 
Of  abode,  of  dethe,  and  of  life. 
Of  love  and  hate,  accord  and  ftrife, 
Of  lofs,  of  lore,  and  of  winnings. 
Of  hele,  of  ficknef^and  leiTmgs, 
Of  divers  tranfmutations, 
Of  eftates  and  eke  of  regions, 
Of  truft,  of  dred,  of  jealoufy, 
Of  wit,  of  winning,  and  of  follv, 
Of  good,  or  bad  government, 
Of  fire,  and  of  divers  accident. 


Above,  below,  without,  within,  around, 
Confus'd,  unnumber'd  multitudes  are  found, 
Who  pafs,  repafs,  advance,  and  glide  away  ;      46* 
Hofts  rais'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  : 
Aftrolegers,  that  future  fates  forefhew, 
Projectors,  quacks,  and  lav/yers  not  a  few  • 
And  priefts,  and  party  zealots,  numerous  bands 
With  home-born  lies,  or  tales  from  foreiTn  lands  : 
Each  talk'd  aloud,  or  in  fome  fecret  phce 
And  wild  impatience  ftar'd  in  every  face. 
'I'hc  flying  rumours  gather'd  astheyroU'd 
Scarce  any  tale  was  fooner  heard  than  told  • 
And  all  who  told  it  added  fomething  new   470") 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  too     >■ 
In  every  ear  it  fpread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew,  3 
Thus  flying  eaft  and  weft,  and  north  and  fouth, 
Newstravell'd  withincreafe  from  mouth  to  mouth. 
So  from  a  fpark,  that  kindled  firft  by  chance 
With  gathering  force  the  quickening  flames  ad- 
vance ; 
Till  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  afpire 
And  towers  and  temples  fmk  in  floods  of  fire. 

When  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  perfedion  fprung. 
Full  grown,  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue,  48^ 
Through  thoufand  vents,   impatient,   forth  they 

flow. 
And  rufli  in  millions  on  the  world  below. 
Fame  fits  aloft,  and  poinrs  them  out  their  courfe. 
Their  date  determines,  and  prefcribes  their  force  ; 
Some  to  remain,  and  fome  to  perifli  foon  ; 
Or  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  moon. 
Around,  a  thoufand  winged  wonders  fly. 
Borne  by  the  trumpet's  blaft,  and  fcatter'd  through 
the  fey. 
There,  at  one  paffage,  oft  you  might  furvey 
A  lie  and  truth  contending  for  the  way ;  490 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver.  458.  Above,  below,  without,  within,  &c-J 
But  fuch  a  grete  congregation 
Of  folke  as  1  faw  roame  about, 
Some  within,  and  fome  without. 
Was  never  feen,  ne  fliall  be  eft — 
And  every  wight  that  I  faw  there 
Rowned  everich  in  others  ear 
A  new  tyding  privily. 
Or  elfe  he  told  it  openly 
Right  thus,  and  faid,  Knowft  not  thou 
That  is  betide  to-night  now  I 
No,  quoth  he,  tell  me  what .' 
And  then  he  told  him  this  and  that,  Szc. 

Thus  north  and  fouth 

Went  every  tyding  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

And  that  encreafing  eve rmo. 

As  fire  is  wont  to  quicken  and  go 

From  a  fparkle  fpron^  amifs, 

Till  all  the  citee  brent  up  is. 

Ver.  489.  There,  at  one  pafiage,  &c.] 
And  fometime  I  faw  there  at  once, 
A  leifing  and  a  fad  footk  faw 
That  gonnen  at  adventure  draw 
Out  of  a  window  forth  to  pace — 
And  no  man,  be  he  ever  fo  wro.the, 
Shall  have  one  cf  thclc  two,  but  botLc,  ■SvC. 
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And  long  'tt(^as  douttful,  both  fo  clofel}'  pent, 

Which  firft  fliould  iffue  throuj;h  the  narrow  vent: 

At  laft  agreed,  together  out  tiiey  fly,' 

Infeparable  now,  the  truth  and  lie  ; 

The  ftricft  companions  are  for  ever  join'd, 

And  this  or  that  unmix'd,  no  mortal  e'er  Ihall 

find. 
.   While  thus  I  flood,  intent  to  fee  and  hear, 
One  came.  niethoug;ht,  and  whifper'd  in  my  ear  : 
What  could  thus  high  thy  rafh  ambition  raife  ? 
Art  thou,  fond  youth,  a  candidate  for  praife  ?  50b 

' Tistrue,  faid  I,  not  void  of  hopes  I  came, 
For  who  fo  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  fame ! 
But  iew,  alas  !  the  cafual  blefling  boaft, 
So  bard  to  gain,  fo  eafy  to  be  loft. 
How  vain  that  fecond  life  in  others  breath, 
Th'  eftate. which  wits  inherit  after  death  1 
Eafe,  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  muft  refignj 
(Unfure  the  tenure,  but  how  vaft  the  fine !) 
The  great  man's  curfe,  without  the  gains,  endure, 
Be  envy'd,  wretched,  and  be  flatter'd,  poor ;    j  10 
All  lucklefs  wits  their  enemies  profeft, 
And  all  fuccefsful, jealous  friends  at  bcft. 
Nor  Fame  i  flight,  nor  for  her  favours  call ; 
She  comes  unlook'd-for,  if  fhe  comes  at  all. 
But  if  the  purchafe  cofts  fo  dear  a  price 
As  foothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice  :, 
Oh  !  if  the  mufe  muft  flatter  lawlefs  fway, 
And  follow  flill  where  fortune  leads  the  way; 
Or  if  no  bafis  bear  my  rifing  name, 
But  the  fall'n  ruins  of  another's  fame  ;  510 

Then,  teach  me,  heaven  !  to  fcorn  the  guilty  bays, 
Drive  from  my  breaft  that  wretched  luft  of  praife; 
Unblemifh'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  : 
Oh,  grant  an  honefl  farrie,  or  grant  me  none  ! 


JANUARY  AND  MAY  : 

OR, 

rHE  MERCHANTS  TALE. 


TROM    CHAUCtR. 

Thsre  liv'd  in  Lombardy,  as  authors  write, 

In  d;iy«  of  old,  a  wife  and  worthy  knight ; 

Of  gentle  manners,  as  of  generous  race, 

Bleft   with  much  fcnfe,  more  riches,   and  fome 

grace ; 
Yet,  led  aftray  by  Venus'  foft  delights. 
He  fcarce  could  rule  fome  idle  appetites : 
For  long  ago,  let  priefts  fay  what  they  could, 
Weak  finful  laymen  were  but  flefli  and  blood. 

But  in  due  time,  when  lixty  years  were  o'er, 
He  vow'd  to  lead  this  vicious  life  no  more  : 
Whether  pure  holinefs  infpir'd  him  forth  towed, 
Or  dotage  turn'd  his  brain,  is  hard  to  find  ; 
Eut  his  high  courage  prick'd  liim  forth  to  wed, 
And  try  the  plcafures  of  a  lawful  bed. 
This  was  his  nightly  dream,  his  daily  care. 
And  to  the  heavenly  powers  hi<-  conitant  prayer, 
Once  ere  he  dy'd,  to  lafte  the  blif^ful  life 
Of  ^  kind  hufband  and  a  loving  wife. 


Thefe  thoughts  he  fortify'd  with  reafons  R'AV, 
(For  none  want  reafons  to  confirm  their  will). 
Grave  authors  fay,  and  witty  poets  fing. 
That  hi  heft  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing  : 
But  depth  of  judgment  moft  in  him  appears, 
Who  wifely  weds  in  his  maturer  years. 
Then  let  him  choofe  a  danifel  young  and  fair, 
To  blefs  his  age,  and  biing  a  worthy  heir; 
To  foothe  his  cares,  arid,  free  from  noife  and  flrife,' 
Condudlhim  gently  to  the  verge  of  life. 
Let  finful  bachelors  their  woes  deplore, 
Full  well  they  merit  all  they  feel,  and  more ; 
Unaw'd  by  precepts  human  or  divine, 
Like  birds  and  beafts  promifciioufly  they  join  ; 
Nor  know  to  make  the  prefent  blefling  laft. 
To  hope  the  future,  or  efteem  the  paft  : 
But  vainly  boaft  the  joys  they  never  try'd, 
And  find  divulg'd  the  fecrets  they  would  hide. 
The  marry'd  man  may  bear  his  yoke  with  eafe, 
Secure  at  once  himfelf  and. heaven  to  pleafc  ; 
And  pafs  his  inoffenfive  hours  away. 
In  blifs  all  night,  and  innocence  all  day  :      [maiifs. 
Though  fortune  change,  his  conftant   fpoufe  rc- 
Aligments  his  joys,  or  mitigates  his  pains. 

But  what  fo  pure,  which  envious  tongues  will 
fpare  ? 
Some  wicked  wits  have  libell'd  all  the  fair. 
With  matchlefs  impudence  they  ftyle  a  wife 
The  dear-bought  curfe,  and  lawfiil  plague  of  life; 
A  bofom-ferpent,  a  domeftic  evil, 
A  night  invafion,  and  a  mid-day  devil. 
Let  not  the  wife  thefe  flanderous  words  regardj 
But  curfe  the  bones  of  every  lying  bard. 
All  other  goods  by  fortune's  hand  are-givoo, 
A  wife  is  the  peculiar  gift  of  heaven. 
Vain  fortune's  favours,  never  at  a  flay, 
Like  empty  fhadows,  paf?,  and  glide  away  j 
One  folid  comfort,  o'jr  eternal  wife. 
Abundantly  fupplies  us  all  our  life  : 
This  blefling  lafts  (if  thofe  who  try  fay  true) 
As  long  as  heart  can  wifii — and  longer  too. 

Our  grandfire  Adam,  ere  of .  Eve  poflefs'd, 
Alone,  and  ev'n  in  paradife  tmbiefs'd, 
With  mournful  looks  the  blifsful  fcenes  furvey'd, 
And  wandei'd  in  the  folitary  fliade : 
The  Maker  faw,  took  pity,  and  beftow'd 
Woman,  the  laft,  the  beft  referv'd  of  God. 

A  wife  1   ah,  gentle  deities,  can  he 
That  has  a  wife,  e'er  feci  adverfity  ? 
Would  men  but  follow  what  the  fex  advife. 
All  things  would  profper,  all  the  world  grow  wife. 
'Twas  by  Rebecca's  aid  that  Jacob,  won, 
His  father's  blelfing  from  an  elder  fon  : 
Abufive  Nabal  ow'd  his  forfeit  life 
To  the  wife  conduit  of  a  prudent  wife  : 
Heroic  Judith,  as  old  Hebrews  fliew, 
Frelerv'd  the  Jews,  and  fl^w  th'  Afl'yrlan  foe  : 
At  Hefter's  fuit,  the  perfecuting  fword 
Was  fteath'd,  and  Ifrael  liv'd  to  blefs  the  Lord. 

Theje  weighty  motives,  January  the  fage 
Maturely  ponder'd  in  his  riper  age  ; 
And,  charm'd  with  virtuous  joys  and  fober  life. 
Would  try  that  Chrillian  comfort,  call'd  a  wife. 
His  friends  were  fummon'd  on  a  point  fo  nice, 
To  pafs  their  judgment,  and  to  give  advice  ; 
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But  fix'd  before,  and  ivt\\  refolv'd  was  he ; 
(As  men  that  aflc  advice  arc  wont  to  b'j). 

My  friends,  he  cry'd  (and  caft  a  moiirnful  look 
Around  the  room,  and  figh'd  before  he  Ipoke)  ; 
Beneath  the  weight  of  threefcorc  years  I  bend, 
And  worn  with  cares,  and  hp-ftening  to  my  end; 
How  I  have  liv'd,  alas  !   you  know  too  well. 
In  worldly  follies,  which  I  blufh  to  tell ; 
But  gracious  heaven  has  ope'd  my  eyes  at  laft, 
With  due  regret  I  view  my  vices  pall. 
And,  as  the  precept  of  the  church  decrees, 
Will -take  a  wife,  and  live  in  holy  eafe. 
But,  fince  by  counfel  all  things  (hould  be  done, 
And  many  heads  are  wifer  ftill  than  one  ; 
Choofc  ybu  for  me,  who  beft  fliall  be  content 
When  my  defire's  approv'd  by  your  conlcnt. 

One  caution  yet  is  needful  to  be  told. 
To  guide  your  choice;  this  wife  muft  not  be  old: 
There  goes  a  faying,  and  'twas  fhrewdly  faid, 
Old  fifh  at  table,  but  young  flcfh  in  bed. 
My  foul  abhors  the  taftelcls,  dry  embrace 
Of  a  ftaie  virgin  with  a  winter  face: 
In  that  cold  feafon  love  but  treats  his  gucft 
With  bean-ftraw,  and  tough  forage  at  the  beft. 
No  crafty  widov/s  fhall  approach  my  bed ; 
Thofe  are  too  wile  for  bachelors  to  wed ; 
As  fubtle  clerks  by  many  Ichools  are  made, 
Twice  marry'd  dames  are  miftrellbs  o'  tli'  trade  : 
But  young  arid  tender  virgins,  ruTd  witli  eafe, 
Wc  form  like  wax,  and  mould  them  as  •  e  pleafe. 

Conceive  me,  Sirs,  nor  take  my  fenfe  amifs ; 
*Tis  what  concerps  my  foul's  eternal  blifs  : 
Since  if  I  found  no  pleafure  in  my  fpoufe, 
As  flefh  is  ffail,  and  who  (G  'd  help  me)  knows  ? 
Then  fhould  1  live  in  lewd  adultery, 
And  fink  downright  to  Satan  when  I  die. 
Or  were  I  curs'd  with  an  unfruitful  bed. 
The  righteous  end  were  loft,  for  which  I  wed  ; 
To  raife  Up  feed  to  blefs  the  powers  above, 
And  not  for  pleafure  only,  or  for  love 
Think  not  I  doat ;  'tis  time  to  take  a  wife, 
When  vigorous  blood  forbids  a  chalter  life  ; 
Thofe  that  are  blell  with  ftore  of  grace  divine, 
Wtay  live  like  faints,  by  heaven's  confent  and  mine. 

And  fince  I  fpeak  of  wedlock,  let  me  fay, 
(As,  thank  my  ftars,  in  modeft  truth  I  may) 
My  limbs  are  aiiive,  fliU  I'm  found  at  heart, 
And  a  new  vigour  fprings  in  every  part. 
Think  not  my  virtue  loll,  though  time  has  Ihed 
Thefe  reverend  honours  on  my  head  ; 
Thus  trees  are  crown'd  with  bloffoms  white  as 

fnow, 
The  vital  fap  then  rifing  from  below  : 
Old  as  I  am,  my  lufty  limbs  appear 
Like  winter  greens,  that  flourifh  all  the  year. 
Now,  Sirs,  you  know  to  what  1  ftand  inclin'd, 
Let  every  friend  with  freedom  fpeak  his  mind. 

He  faid ;  the  reft  in  different  parts  divide  ; 
The  knotty  point  was  urg'd  on  either  fide  : 
Marriage,  the  theme  on  which  they  all  declaim'd, 
Someprais'd  with  wit, and  fome  with  reafonblam'd; 
Till,  what  with  proofs,  objedions,  and  replies, 
Each  wondrous  pofitive,  and  wondrous  wife. 
There  fell  between  his  brothers  a  debate, 
Placebo  this  wa?  cali'd,  and  Juftin  that. 
Vol.  VUl 


Firft  to  the  knight  Placebo  thus  begun 
(Mild  were  his  looks,  and  pleafing  was  his  tone)  ; 
Siicli  prudence,  Sir,  in  all  your  words  appears. 
As  plainly  proves  experience  dwells  with  years  1 
Yet  you  purfue  fage  Solomon's  advice, 
To  work  by  counfel  when  affairs  are  nice  : 
Bat,  with  the  wife  man's  leave,  I  muft  proteft, 
So  may  my  foul  arrive  at  eafe  and  reft 
As  ftill  I  hold  your  own  advice  the  bell. 

Sir,  [  have  liv'd  a  courtier  all  my  d^ys, 
And  ftudy'd  men,  their  manners,  and  their  ways  ; 
And  have  obferv'd  this  ufeful  maxim  ftill, 
To  let  my  betters  always  have  their  will. 
Nay,  if  my  lord  afSrm'd  that  black  was  white, 
My  word  was  this,  Your  honour's  in  the  right. 
Th'  affuming  wit,  who  deems  himfelf  fo  wife. 
As  his  miftaken  patron  to  advife. 
Let  him  not  dare  to  vent  his  dangerous  thought^ 
A  noble  fool  was  never  in  a  fault. 
Thi-.,  Sir,  affedls  not  you,  whofe  every  word 
Is  weigh'd  with  judgment,  and  befits  a  lord  : 
Your  will  is  mine;  and  is  ((  will  maintain) 
Pleafing  to  God,  and  ftiould  be  fo  to  man  ! 
At  leaft,  your  courage  all  the  world  muft  praife, 
Who  dare  to  wed  in  your  declining  days. 
Indulge  the  vigour  of  your  mounting  blood, 
And  let  grey  fools  be  indolently  good, 
Who,  paft  all  pleafure,  damn  the  joys  of  fenfc, 
With  reverend  dulnefs,  and  grave  impotence. 

Juftin,  who  fdent  fat,  and  he.ird  the  mait, 
Thus,  with  a  philofophic  frown,  began. 

A  heathen  author  of  the  firft  degree, 
(Who,  though  not  faith,  had  fcnfe  as  well  as  wc) 
Bids  us  be  certain  our  concerns  to  truH: 
To  thofe  of  generous  principles  and  juft. 
The  venture's  greater,  I'll  prefume  to  fay, 
To  give  your  perfon,  than  your  goods  away  ; 
And  therefore,  Sir,  as  you  regard  your  reft, 
Firft  learn  your  lady's  qualities  at  leaft  : 
Whether  {he's  chafte  or  rampant,  proud  or  civilj 
Meek  as  a  faint,  or  haughty  as  the  devil ; 
Whether  an  eafy,  fond,  familiar  fool, 
Or  fuch  a  wit  as  no  man  e'er  can  rule. 
'  i'is  true,  perfediion  none  muft  hope  to  finJ 
In  all  this  world,  much  lefs  in  womankind  ; 
Bit  if  her  virtues  prove  the  larger  fhare, 
Biefs  the  kind  fates,  and  think  your  fortimc  rara. 
Ah,  gentle  Sir,  take  warning  of  a  friend. 
Who  knows  too  well  the  ftate  you  thus  commendj 
And,  fpite  of  all  his  praifes,  muft  declare, 
All  he  can  find  is  bondage,  coii,  and  care. 
Heaven  knows,  I  flied  full  many  a  private  tear. 
And  Cgh  in  filence,  left  the  world  fliould  hear  ! 
While  all  my  friends  applaud  my  blifsful  life, 
And  fwear  no  mortal's  happier  in  a  wife  ; 
Demure  and  chafte  as  any  veftalnun, 
The  meekeft  creature  that  beholds  the  fun  ! 
But,  by  th'  immortal  powers,  I  feel  the  pain,   ' 
And  he  that  fmartshas  reafon  to  complain. 
Do  what  ye  lift,  for  me  ;  you  muft  be  fage, 
And  cautious  fure ;  for  wifdom  is  in  age  : 
But  at  thefe  years,  to  venture  on  the  fair  ; 
By  him  who  made  the  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
To  pleafe  a  wife,  when  her  occafions  call, 
Would  bufy  the  moll  vigorous  of  us  ail 
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And  truft  me,  Sir,  th?  thafteftyou  can  choofe 
Will  aflc  obfervance,  and  exaft  her  dues. 
It"  what  I  fpeak  my  noble  lord  ofTend, 
My  tedious  fermon  here  is  at  an  end. 

'Tis  well,  'tis  wond'rous  well,  the  knight   re- 
plies, 
Moft  worthy  kiiifman,  faith  you're  mighty  wife  '. 
We,  Sirs,  are  fools,  and  niuft  reOgn  the  caufe 
To  hcathenifh  authors,  proverbs,  and  old  faws- 
lie  fpoke  with  fcorn,  and  turn'd  another  way  : — 
What  does  my  friend,  my  dear  Placebo  fay  ? 

1  fay,  quoth  he,  by  heaven  the  man's  to  blame. 
To  flander  wives,  and  wedlock's  holy  name. 

At  this  the  council  rofe,  without  delay  ; 
lach,  in  his  own  opinion,  went  his  way ; 
"With  full  confent,  that,  all  difputes  appeas'd, 
The  knight  fliould  marry,  when  and  where  he 
pleas'd. 
Who  now  but  January  exults  with  joy  ? 
Tho  charms  of  wedlock  all  his  foul  employ  ; 
Each  nymph  by  turns  his  wavering  mind  poffeft. 
And  reign'd  the  (hort-liv'd  tyrant  of  his  breaft ;    ^ 
While  fancy  pitftur'd  every  lively  part. 
And  each  bright  image  wander'd  o'er  his  heart. 
Thus,  in  fome  public  forum  fix'd  on  high, 
A  mirror  ftiews  the  figures  moving  by  ; 
Still  one  by  one,  in  fwift  fucceffion,pafs 
The  gliding  fhadows  o'er  the  polilh'd  glafs. 
This  lady's  charms  "the  niceft  could  not  blame. 
But  vile  fufpicions  had  afpers'd  her  fame ; 
That  was  with  fenfe,  but  uot  with  virtue  bleft  ; 
And  one  had  grace  that  wanted  all  the  reft. 
Thus  doubting  long  what  nymph  he  fhould  obey. 
He  fx'd  at  laft  upon  the  youthful  May. 
Her  faults  he  knew  net,  Love  is  always  blind, 
But  every  charm  rcvolv'd  within  his  mind  : 
Her  .tender  age,  her  form  divinely  fair. 
Her  eafy  motion,  her  attraiSive  air, 
Her  fweet  behaviour,  her  enchanting  face, 
Her  moving  foftnefs,  'and  majeftic  grace. 

Much  in  his  prudence  did  our  knight  rejoice. 
And  thought  no  mortal  could  difpute  his  choice  : 
Once  more  in  hade  he  fummon'd  every  friend, 
And  told  them  all,  their  pains  were  at  an  end. 
Heaven,  that  (faid  he)  infpir'd  me  firft  to  wed. 
Provides  a  confort  worthy  of  my  bed  : 
Let  none  oppofe  th'  eleflion,  fincc  on  this 
Depend'!  my  quiet,  and  my  future  blifs. 

A  dame  there  is,  the  darling  of  my  .eyes. 
Young,  bcaureous,  artlefs,  innocent,  and  wife; 
Chafte,  though  not  rich  ;  and,  though  not  nobly 

born, 
Of  honeft  parents,  and  may  fcrve  my  turn. 
Her  will  1  wed,  if  gracious  Heaven  i'opleafe, 
To  pafs  m.y  age  in  fandtiry  and  eafe ; 
And  thank  the  powers,  1  may  poffefs  alone 
The  lovely  prize,  and  fliare  my  blifs  with  none  I 
If  you,  my  friends,  this  virj^in  can  procure. 
My  joys  arc  full,  my  happinefs  is  fure. 

One  only  doubt  remains  :  Full  oft  I've  heard, 
By  cafuifts  grave,  and  deep  divines  averr'd. 
That  'tis  too  much  for  human  race  to  know 
The  blifs  of  heaven  above,  and  earth  below. 
Now  fhould  the  nuptial  pleafures  prove  fo  great, 
To  muich  the  blcCTuigs  of  the  futu{e  ilate, 


le  fair.      > 
ir;  > 


Thofe  endlefs  joys  were  ill-cxchangM  for  thele  j 
Then  clear  this  doubt,  and  fet  my  mind  at  eafe. 

This  Juftin  heard,  nor  could  his  fpleen  cbntroul, 
Touch'd  to  the  quick,  and  tickled  at  the  foul. 
Sir  Knight,  he  cry'd,  if  this  be  all  you  dread. 
Heaven  put  it  paft  your  doubt,  whene'er  you  wed; 
And  to  my  fervent  prayers  fo  far  confent, 
That,  ere  the  rites  are  o'er,  you  may  repent '. 
Good  Heaven,  no  doubt,  the  nuptial  ftate  approves, 
Since  it  chaftifes  ftill  what  beft  it  loves. 
Then  be  not.  Sir,  abandon'd  to  defpair  ; 
Seek,  and  perhaps  you'll  find  among  the 
One  that  may  do  your  bufinefs  to  a  hair 
Not  ev'n  in  wifli,  your  happinefs  delay, 
But  prove  the  fcourge  to  lafii  you  on  your  way  ; 
Then  to  the  fkies  your  mounting  foul  Ihall  go, 
Swift  as  an  arrow  foaring  from  the  bow ! 
Provided  ftill  you  moderate  your  joy, 
Nor  in  your  pleafures  all  your  might  employ, 
Let  reafon's  rule  your  ftrong  defires  abate. 
Nor  pleafe  too  lavifhly  your  gentle  mate. 
Old  wives  there  are,  of  judgment  moft  acute, 
Whofolve  thofe  queftions beyond  all  difpute; 
Confult  with  thofe,  and  be  of  better  cheer ; 
Marry,  do  penance,  and  difmifs  your  fear. 

So  faid,  they  rofe,  nor  more  the  work  delay 'd ; 
The  match  was  offer'd,  the  propofals  made. 
The  parents,  you  may  thhik,  would  foon  comply. 
The  old  have  intereft  ever  in  their  eye.     > 
Nor  wa  .it  hard  to  move  the  lady's  mind  ; 
When  fortune  favours,  ftill  the  fair  are  kind. 

I  pafs  each  previous  fcttlement  and  deed. 
Too  long  for  me  to  write,  or  you  to  read ; 
Nor  will  with  quaint  impertinence  difplay 
The  pomp,  the  pageantry,  the  proud  array. 
The  time  approach'd,  to  church  the  parties  went. 
At  once  with  carnal  and  devout  intent  : 
Forth  came  the  prieft,  and  bade  th'  obedient  wife 
Like  Sarah  or  Rebecca  lead  her  life  ; 
Then  pray'd  the  powers  the  fruitful  bed  to  blefs. 
And  made  all  fure  enough  with  holinefs. 

And  now  the  palace  gates  are  open'd  wide. 
The  guefts  appear  in  order,  lide  by  fide, 
And  plac'd  in  ilate  the  bridegroom  and  the 
The  breathing  flute's  foft  notes  are  heard  around, 
And  the  fhrill  trumpets  mix  their  filver  found; 
The  vaulted  roofs  with  echoing  mufic  ring, 
Thefe  touch  the  vocal  ftops,  aud  thofe  the  tremb- 
ling ftring. 
Not  thus  Amphion  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre, 
Nor  Joab  the  founding  clarion  could  infpire, 
Nor  licrceTheodamas,  whofe  fprightly  ftrain 
Could  fwell  the  foul  to  rage,  and  fire  the  martial 
train. 
Bacchus  himfelf,  the  nuptial  feaft  to  grace, 
(So  poets  fing)  was  prcfent  on  the  place  ; 
And  lovely  Venus,  goddefs  of  delight. 
Shook  high  her  flaming  torch  in  open  fight. 
And  danc'd  around,  and  fmil'd  on  every  knight, 
Pleas'd  her  beft  fervant  would  his  courage  try. 
No  lefs  in  wedlock,  than  in  liberty. 
Full  many  an  age  old  Hymen  had  not  fpy'd 
So  kind  a  bridegroom,  or  fo  bright  a  bride. 
Ye  bards!  renown'd  among  the  tunefulthrorj^ 
For  genth  lays,  and  joyous  nuptial  fong  i 


d  wide,     y 
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Think  not  your  fofteft  numbers  can  difplay 
^The  matchlefs  glories  of  tliis  blifsful  day  : 
The  joys  are  fuch,  as  far  tranfcend  your  rage, 
When  tender  youth  has  wedded  {looping  age. 

The  beauteous  dame  fat  fmiling  at  the  bdard, 
And  darted  amorous  glances  at  her  lord. 
Not  Hefter's  felf,  whofe  charms  the  Hebrews  Cng, 
E'er  look'd  fo  lovely  on  her  Perfian  king  : 
Bright  as  the  rifing  fun  in  funimer's  day, 
And  frefli  and  blooming  as  the  month  of  May  I 
The  joyful  knight  furvey'd  her  by  his  fide, 
Nor  envy'd  Paris  with  the  Spartan  bride  : 
Still  as  his  mind  revolv'd  with  vaft  delight 
Th'  entrancing  raptures  of  th'  approaching  night 
Refllefs  he  fat,  invoking  every  power 
To  fpeed  his  blifs,  and  hafle  the  happy  hour. 
Meantime  the  vigorous  dancers  beait  the  ground. 
And  fongs  were  fung,  and  flowing  bowls  went 

round. 
With  odorous  fpices  they  perfum'd  the  place, 
And  mirth  and  pleafui'e  ibone  fn  every  face. 

Damian  alone,  of  all  the  menial  train. 
Sad  in  the  midft  of  triumphs,  figh'd  for  pain ; 
Damian  alone,  the  Knight's  obl'equious  Squire, 
Confum'd  at  heart,  and  fed  a  fecret  fire. 
His  lovely  miftrefs  all  his  foul  poffefs'd ; 
He  look'd,  ho  languifli'd,  and  could  take  no  reft  : 
His  talk  perform'd,  he  fadly  went  his  way, 
Fell  on  his  bed,  and  loth'd  the  light  of  day. 
There  let  him  lie,  till  his  relenting  dame 
Weep  in  her  turn,  and  wafte  in  equal  flame. 

The  weary  fun,  as  learned  poets  write, 
torfook  th'  horizon,  and  roU'd  down  the  light ; 
While  glittering  flars  his  abfent  beams  fupply. 
And  night's  dark  mantle  overfpread  the  flcy. 
Then  rofe  the  guefts ;  and,  as  the  time  requir'd. 
Each  paid  his  thank?,  and  decently  retir'd.  [drefs, 

The  foe  once  gone,  our  knight  prepar'd  t*  un- 
So  keen  he  was,  and  eager  to  poffefs  : 
But  firft  thought  fit  th'  affiftancc  to  receive. 
Which  grave  phyficians  fcruple  not  to  give } 
Satyrion  near,  with  hot  Eringos  flood, 
Cantharides,  to  fire  the  lazy  blood, 
Whofe  ufe  old  bards  defcribe  in  lufcious  rhymeS, 
And  critics  learn'd  explain  to  modern  times. 

By  this  the  fheets  were  fpread,  the  bride  un- 
drefs'd. 
The  room  was  fprinkled,  and  the  bed  was  blefs'd. 
What  next  enfued  befeems  me  not  to  fay  ; 
*Tis  fung,  he  labour'd  till  the  dawning  day, 
Then briiklyfprungfrom bed, withheart  fo  light, T 
As  all  were  nothing  he  had  done  by  night;  > 

And  fipp'd  his  cordial  as  he  fat  upright.  j 

He  kifs'd  his  balmy  fpoufe  with  wanton  play. 
And  feebly  fung  a  iully  roundely  : 
Then  on  the  couch  his  weary  linibs  he  cail ; 
For  every  labour  mufl  have  reft  at  laft. 

.  But  anxious  cares  the  penfive  Squire  opprefs'd, 
Sleep  fled  his  eyes,  and  peace  forfook  his  brcaft  : 
The  raging  flames  that  in  his  bofom  dwell. 
He  wanted  art  to  hide,  and  means  to  tell ; 
Yet  hoping  timt  th'  occafion  might  betray, 
Compos'd  a  fonnet  to  the  lovely  May  ; 
Which,  writ  and  folded  with  the  nic.ft  art. 
He  wrapp'd  in  filk,  and  laid  upo.T  his  heart. 


When  now  the  fourth  revolving  day  was  run, 
('Twas  June,  and  Cancer  had  receiv'd  the  fun) 
Forth  from  her  chamber  came  the  beauteous  bride! 
The  good  old  Knight  mov'd  flowly  by  her  fide. 
High  mafs  was  fung ;  they  feafled  in  the  hall ; 
The  fervants  round  flood  ready  at  their  call. 
The  Squire  alone  was  abfent  from  the  board. 
And  much  his  ficknefs  griev'd  his  worthy  lord. 
Who  pray'd  his  fpoufe,  attended  with  her  train, 
To  vifir  Damian,  and  divert  his  pain. 
Th'  obliging  dames  obey'd  with  one  confent ; 
They  left  the  hall,  and  to  his  lodging  went. 
The  female  tribe  furround  hini  as  he  lay, 
And  clofe  befide  him  fat  the  gentle  May  : 
Where,  as  flie  try'd  his  pulfe,  he  foftly  drew 
A  heaving  figh,  and  caft  a  mournful  view ! 
Then  gave  his  bill,  and  brib'd  the  powers  dlvincj 
With  fecret  vows,  to  favowr  his  defign. 

Who  ftudies  now  but  difcontented  May? 
On  her  foft  couch  uneafily  fhe  lay  : 
The  lumpifli  hufband  fnor'd  away  the  night. 
Till  coughs  awak'd  him  near  the  morning  light. 
What  then  he  did,  I'll  not  prefume  to  tell, 
Nor  if  (he  thought  herfelf  in  heaven  or  hell : 
Honeft  and  dull  in  nuptial  bed  they  lay. 
Till  the  bell  toU'd,  and  all  arole  to  pray. 

Were  it  by  forceful  defliry  decreed^ 
Or  did  from  chance,  or  nature's  power  proceed  ; 
Or  that  fome  ftar,  with  afpetSl  kind  to  love. 
Shed  its  fele<£led  influence  from  above  ; 
Whatever  wds  the  caufe,  the  tender  dame 
Felt  the  firft  motiens  of  an  infant  flame  ; 
Receiv'd  th'  impreflions  of  the  love-fick  Squire, 
And  wafted  in  the  foft  infectious  fire. 

Ye  fair,  draVv  near,  let  May's  example  move 
Your  gentle  minds  to  pity  thofe  who  love  ! 
Had  fome  fierce  tyrant  in  her  ftead  been  found. 
The  poor  adorer  fure  had  hang'd,  or  drown'd  : 
But  file,  yotir  fex's  mirror,  free  from  pride. 
Was  much  too  meek  to  prove  a  homicide. 

But  to  my  tale  :  Some  fages  have  defin'd 
Pleafure  the  fovereign  blifs  of  human  kind  : 
Our  knight  (who  ftudy'd  much,  we  may  fuppofe) 
Dcriv'd  his  high  philofophy  from  thofe  : 
For,  like  a  prince,  he  bore  the  vaft  expence 
Of  lavifti  pomp,  and  proud  magnificence : 
His  houfe  was  ftately,  his  retinue  gay ; 
Large  was  his  train,  and  gorgeous  his  array. 
His  fpacious  garden,  made  to  yield  to  none, 
Was  compaf^'d  round  with  walls  of  folid  ftone ; 
Priapus  could  not  half  defcribe  the  grace 
(Though  god  nf  gardens)  of  this  charming  place  J 
A  place  to  tire  the  rumbling  vvits  of  France 
In  long  defcriptions,  and  exceed  romance  ; 
Enough  to  ftiame  the  gentleft  bard  that  fings 
Of  painted  meadows,  and  of  purling  fprings. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  the  flowery  ground, 
A  cryftal  fountain  fptead  its  ftreams  around, 
Thefruitful  bankswith  verdant  laurels  crown' 
About  this  fpring  (if  ancient  fame  fay  true) 
The  dapper  elves  their  moon-light  fports  purfue  : 
Their  pigmy  king,  and  little  fairy  queen. 
In  circling  dances  gambol'd  on  the  green. 
While  tuneful  fprites  a  merry  concert  made. 
And  airy  mufic  warbled  through  the,  fhade* 
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Hithtfr  the  netlc  knight  would  oft  repair, 
(His  fcene  of  plealure,  and  peculiar  carej 
For  this  he  held  it  dear,  and  always  bore 
The  filver  key  that  lock'd  the  garden-doof. 
To  this  fweet  place,  in  fumnier's  lultry  heat, 
He  us'd  from  noife  and  bufinels  to  retreat; 
And  here  in  dalliance  fpend  the  live-long  day, 
"  Solus  cum  fola,"  with  his  fprightly  May  : 
Por  whate'er.work  was  undifchargM  a-bed, 
The  duteous  knight  in  this  lair  garden  fped. 

But,  ah  !  what  mortal  live*  of  blifs  fecurc  ? 
How  fliort  3  fpace  our  worldly  joys  endure  ! 
O  FiTtune,  fair,  like  all  tliy  treacherous  kind, 
But  faithlefs  dill,  and  wavering  as  the  wind  1 
O  painted  nionfter,  forni'd  mankind  to  cheat 
W^ith  plealmg  poifun,  aiul  with  foft  deceit  I 
This  rich,  this  amorous  venerable  knight, 
Amidfl  his  eafc,  his  folace  and  delight, 
Struck  blind  by  thee,  religns  his  days  to  grief, 
And  calls  on  deaths  the  wretch's  laft  relief. 

The  rage  of  jealoufy  then  I'ciz'd  his  mind. 
For  much  he  fear'd  the  faith  of  woman-kind 
His  wife,  not  fuffer'd  from  his  Ode  to  ftray. 
Was  captive  kept,  he  Watch'd  her  night  and  day 
Abridg'd  her  pleafure«,  and  confin'd  her  i'way 
Full  eft  in  tears  did  haplefs  May  complain. 
And  Cgh'd  full  oft;  but  figh'd  and  wept  in  vain 
She  look'd  on  Damian  with  a  lover's  eye; 
For,  oh,  'iwas  fix'd,  fhe  muft  poffefs  or  die  I 
Kor  lefs  impatience  vex'd  her  amorous  Squire, 
Wild  with  delay,  and  burning  with  defire. 
"Watch'd  as  ftie  was,  yet  could  he  not  refrain 
By  fccret  writing  to  difclofe  his  pain  : 
The  dame  by  figns  reveal'd  her  kind  intent. 
Till  both  were  confcious  what  each  other  meant. 

Ah,  gentle  knight,  what  could  thy  eyes  avail, 
Though  they  could  fee  as  far  as  ftiips  can  fail  ? 
Tis  better,  fure,  when  blind,  deceiv'd  to  be. 
Than  be  deluded  when  a  man  can  fee  1 

Argus  himfelf,  fo  cautious  and  fo  wife. 
Was  over -watch'd,  for  all  his  hundred  eyes  ; 
So  miny  an  honeH  hufband  may,  'tis  known, 
TV'ho,  wifely,  never  thinks  the  cafe  his  own. 

The  dame  at  laft,  by  diligence  and  care, 
Procur'd  the  key  her  knight  was  wont  to  bear  ; 
She  took  the  wards  in  wax  before  the  tire, 
Ana  gave  th'  imprefiion  to  the  rrufty  Squire. 
By  means  of  this,  fome  wonder  (hall  appear. 
Which,  in  due  place  and  feafon,  you  may  hear. 

Well  fimgfweet  Ovid,  in  the  days  of  yore. 
What  flight  is  that,  which  love  will  not  explore  ? 
And  Pyramus  and  Thifbe  plainly  fliow 
The  feats  true  lovers,  when  they  lift,  can  do  : 
Though  watch'd  and  captive,  yet  in  fpite  of  all, 
They  found  the  art  of  ki fling  through  a  wall. 

But  now  no  longer  from  our  tale  to  ftray  ;       "^ 
It  happ'd,  that  once  upon  a  fiimmer's  day,  C 

Our  reverend  knight  was  urg'd  to  amorous  play ;  ) 
He  rais'd  his  fpoufe  ere  Matin  bell  was  rung. 
And  thus  his  morning  canticle  he  fung. 

Awake,  my  love,  difclofe  thy  radiant  eyes ; 
Arife,  my  wife,  my  beauteous  lady,  rile  '. 
Hear  how  the  doves  with  penGve   notes  com- 
plain, 
Aid  in  foft  murmurs  tell  the  trees  their  psin  : 


The  winter's  paft  ;  the  clo-ids  irid  tetnpefts  flj'; 
The  fun  adorns  the  field*,  and  brightens  all  the  ikj. 
Fair  vvithout  fpot,  whofe  every  charming  part 
My  bcfom  wounds,  and  captivates  my  heart; 
Come,  and  in  mutual  plealure  let's  engage, 
Joy  of  my  life,  and  comfort  of  my  age. 

This  heard,  to  Damian  ftraighta  fign  fhe  made. 
To  hafte  before  ;  the  gentle  Squire  obey'd  ; 
Secret,  and  unuefcry'd,  he  took  his  way, 
And  aihbufh'd  clafe  behind  an  arbour  lay. 

It  was  not  long  ere  January  came. 
And  hand  in  hand  with  him  his  lovely  dame ; 
Blind  as  he  waSj  not  doubting  all  was  fure. 
He  turn'd  the  key,  and  made  the  gate  fecure. 

Here  let  us  walk,  he  faid,  obferv'd  by  none, 
Confcious  of  pleafures  to  the  world  unknown  : 
So  may  my  foul  have  joy,  as  thou,  ray  wife. 
Art  far  the  deareft  folace  of  my  life ; 
And  rather  would  I  choofe,  by  Heaven  above, 
To  die  this  inftant,  than  to  lofc  thy  love. 
Reiledl  what  truth  was  in  my  paflion  fliown,     y 
When  unendow'd  I  took  thee  for  my  own,         > 
And  ibught  no  treafure  but  thy  heart  alone.       J 
Oid  as  I  am,  and  now  depriv'd  of  light,  ~) 

Whilft  thou  art  faithful  to  thy  own  true  knight,  > 
Nor  age  nor  blindnefs  rob  me  of  delight.  j 

Each  other  lofs  with  patience  I  can  bear, 
The  lofs  of  thee  is  what  I  only  fear. 

Confider  then,  my  lady,  and  my  wife, 
The  folid  comforts  of  a  virtuous  life. 
As,  firft,  the  love  of  Chrift  himfelf  you  gain ; 
Next,  your  own  honour  undefil'd  maintain ; 
And  laftly,that  which  fure  your  mind  muft  move, 
My  whole  eftate  fliall  gratify  your  love : 
Make  your  own  terms,  and  e'er  to-morrow's  fua 
Difplays  his  light,  by  Heaven,  it  fhallbc  done. 
1  feal  the  contra(il  with  a  holy  kifs, 
And  will  perform,  by  this — my  dear,  and  this — 
Have  comfort,  fpoufe,  nor  think  thy  Lord  unkind; 
'  ris  love,  not  jealoufy,  that  fires  my  mind. 
For  when  thy  charms  my  fober  thoughts  engage, 
And  join'd  to  them  my  own  unequal  age, 
From  thy  dear  fide  I  have  no  power  to  part, 
Such  fecret  tranfports  warm  my  melting  heart. 
For  who,  that  once  poflefs'd  thofe  heavenly  charm». 
Could  live  one  moment  abfent  from  thy  arms  ? 

He  ceas'd,  and  May  with  modcft  grace  reply'd 
(Weak  was  her  voice,   as  while  flie  fpoke  Ihe 

cry'd)  : 
Heaven  knows  (with  that  a  tender  figh  Ihe  drew) 
1  have  a  foul  to  fave  as  well  as  you ; 
And,  what  no  lefs  you  to  my  charge  commend, 
My  deareft  honour,  will  to  death  defend. 
To  you  in  holy  church  I  gave  my  hand. 
And  join'd  my  heart  in  wedlock's  facred  band  : 
Yet,  after  this,  if  you  diftruft  my  care, 
Then  hear,  my  lord,  and  witnefs  what  I  fwear. 

Firft,  may  the  yawning  earth  her  bofom  rend, 
And  let  me  hence  to  hell  alive  defcend ; 
Or  die  the  death  I  dread  no  lefs  than  hell, 
Sew'd  in  a  fack,  and  plung'd  into  a  well ; 
Ere  I  my  fame  by  one  lewd  aA  difgrace, 
Or  once  renounce  the  honour  of  my  race  : 
For  know.  Sir  Knight,  of  gentle  blood  I  came ; 
I  lothe  a  whore,  aiid  ftartie  at  the  name. 
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But  jealoiM  men  on  thejr  own  crimes  ieS.c6t, 
Aiid  learn  from  hence  their  ladies  to  fufpecS:  : 
Eife  why  thefe  needlefs  cautions,  Sir,  to  me  ? 
Thefe  doubts  and  fears  of  female  confiancy  ! 
This  chime  ftill  rings  in  every  lady's  ear, 
The  only  ftrain  a  wife  muft  hope  to  hear. 

Thus  while  (he  fpoke,  a  fidelong  glance  (he  caft, 
Where  Damian, kneeling,  worfhipp'J^as  (he  paft. 
She  faw  hjni  watch  the  motions  of  her  eye, 
And  fingled  out  a  pear-tree  planted  nigh  : 
'Twas  charg'd  with  fruit   that   tiiade  a  goojjly 

(how, 
And  hung  with  dangling  pearj  was  every  bough. 
Thither  th'  obfequious  Squire  addrefs'd  hi?  pace, 
And,  climbing,  in  the  fummit  took  his  place  ; 
The  knight  and  lady  walk'd  beneath  in  view. 
Where  let  us  leave  them,  and  our  tale  purfue. 

'Twas  new  the  feafon  when  the  glorious  fun 
His  heavenly  progrefs  through  the  twins  had  run; 
And  Jove,  exalted,  his  mild  influence  yields, 
1  o  glad  the  glebe,  and  paint  the  -flowery  fields. 
Clear  was  the  day,  and  Phqebus,  rifing  bright, 
Had  ftreak'd  the  azure  firmament  with  light ; 
Hepierc'd  the  glittering  clouds  with  golden  ftreams, 
And  warm'd  the  vypmhofearth  with  genialbeams. 

It  Co  befel,  in  that  fair  morning-tide,  "1 

The  fairies  (ported  on  the  garden  fide,  > 

And  in  the  midft  their  monarch  and  his  bride.  J 
So  featly  tripp'd  the  light-foot  ladies  round,      "y 
The  knights  fo  nimbly  o'er  the  greenfwordf 
bouiad,  [giouid.  C 

That  fcarce  they  bent  the  flowers,  or  toych'd  the  J 
The  dances  ended,  all  the  fairy  train 
For  pinks  and  dalfies  fearch'd  the  flowery  plain  ; 
While,  on  a  bank  reclin'd  of  rifing  green. 
Thus,  with  a  frown,  the  king  befpoke  his  queen. 

'Tls  too  apparent,  argue  what  you  can. 
The  treachery  you  women  ufe  to  man  : 
A  thoufand  authors  have  this  truth  made  out, 
And  fad  experience  leaves  no  room  for  doubt. 

Heaven  refl  thy  fpirit,  noble  Solomon, 
A  wifer  monarch  never  faw  the  fun  ; 
All  wealth,  al!  honours,  the  fuprcme  degree 
Of  earthly  blifs,  v/as  well  beftow'd  on  thee  1 
For  fagely  haft  thou  faid  :  Of  all'  mankind^ 
One.  only  juft  and  righteous  hope  to  find  : 
Eut  fhouldft  thou  ie.arch  the  fpacious  world  afouiid, 
Yet  one  good  woman  is  not  to  be  found. 
,    Thys  fays  the  king,  %Yho  knew  your  wickednefs : 
The  fon  of  birach  teilifies  no  lefs. 
So  may  fome  wildfire  on  your  bodies  faU, 
Or  fome  devouring  plague  confume  you  all. 
As  well  you  view  the  lecher  in  the  tree. 
And  well  this  honourable  knight  you  fee  : 
But  fince  he's  blind  and  old  (a  helplefs  cafe). 
His  Squire  (hall  cuckold  him  before  your  fac«. 

Now,  by  my  own  dread  niajefty  1  fwear, 
And  by  this  awful  fceptre  which  I  bear. 
No  impious  wretch  fliall  'fcape  unpunifli'd  long, 
That  in  my  prefencc  offers  fuch  a  wrong. 
I  will  tills  inftant  undeceive  the  knight, 
And  in  the  very  adl  reftore  his  fight; 
And  fet  the  (Irumpet  here  in  opei)  view, 
A  warning  to  thei'e  ladies,  and  to  yon, 
An^  41  the  Xiithlefs  fex,  for  ever  to  be  trac 


A.nd  will  you  lb,  reply'd  the  queen,  Indesd  ? 
Now,  by  my  mother's  foul  it  is  decreed. 
She  (hall  not  want  an  anfwer  at  her  need. 
For  her,  and  for  her  daughters,  I'll  engage, 
And  all  the  fex  in  each  fucceedin|:  age  ! 
Art  fliall  he  theirs,  to  yarnifh  an  otr<:nce. 
And  fortify  their  cripie  with  confidence. 
Nay,  vi'eTe  they  taken  in  a  (Iricfl  embrace, 
Seen  with  both  eyes,  and  pinion'd  on  the  place; 
All  they  fliall  need  is  to  ptotefl:  and  fwear. 
Breathe  a  foft  figh,  and  drop  a  tender  tea.< ; 
Till  their  wife  hufbands,  gull'd  by  arts  like  thefe, 
Grow  gentle,  tradable,  and  tame  as  geefe. 

What  though  this  flanderous  Jew,  this  Solomon, 
Call'd  women  fools,  and  knew  full  many  a  one ; 
The  wifer  wits  of  later  times  declare, 
How  conftant,  chafle,  and  virtuous,  women  are  : 
Witnefs  the  martyrs,  who  refign'd  their  breath, 
Serene  in  torn-:eii:»,  unconcern'd  in  death  ; 
And  witnefs  next  what  Roman  authors  tell. 
How  Arria,  Portia,  ar.d  Lucretia  fcli. 

But,  fince  the  facred  leaves  to  all  are  free, 
And  men  interpret  texts,  vyhy  fliould  not  we  ? 
By  this  no  more  was  meant,  than  to  have  fliown, 
That  fovereign  goodnefs  dwells  in  him  alone 
Who  only  is,  and  is  but  only  One. 
But  grant  the  Ayorft;  (hall  women  then  be  welgli'di. 
By  every  word,  that  Solomon  has  faid  ? 
What  tliough  this  king  (as  ancient  (lory  boafts), 
Built  a  fair  teniplc  to  the  Lord  of  Hofls ; 
He  ceas'd  at  laft  his  Maker  to  adore, 
And  did  as  much  for  idol  gods,  or  more. 
Beware  what  lavifh  praifes  you  confer 
On  a  rank  lecher  and  idolater  ; 
Whofe  reign,  indulgent  God,  fays  holy  writ. 
Did  but  for  David's  righteous  fake  permit ; 
David,  the  monarch  after  heaven's  own  mind, 
Who  lov'd  cur  fqy,  and  honour'd  all  our  kind. 

Well,  I'm  a  woman,  and  as  fuch  muft  fpeak; 
Silence  would  (well  me,  and  my  heart  would  breaks 
Know  then,  I  (corn  your  dull  authorities, 
Your  idle  vfrits,^nd  all  their  learned  lies. 
By  heaven,  thofe  authors  are  our  fex's  foes. 
Whom,  in  our  right,  I  muft  and  will  oppofe. 

Nay   (quoth  the  Ijjng)  dear  madam^  be  not 
wroth  : 
I  yield  it  up  ;  but  fince  I  gave  iqy  oath, 
I'hat  this  much-injur'd  knight  again-Ihould  fee,. 
It  rruiftbe  done— 1  am  a  king,  faid  he, 
And  one,  whofe  faith  has  ever  facred  been. 

And  fo  has  mine  (Ihe  faid) — I  am  a  queen  : 
Her  anfwer  (he  (hall  have,  I  undertake ; 
And  thus  an  end  of  all  difpute  I  make. 
Try  when  you  lift  ;  and  you  (hall  find,  my  lord, 
l.t  is  not  in  our  fcx  to  break  our  word. 

We  leave  them  here  in  this  heroic  ftraio. 
And  to  the  knight  our  ftory  turns  again; 
Who  in  the  garden,  with  his  lovely  May, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  cuckoo  or  the  jay  : 
Ihis  was  his  fong  ;  "  Oh  kind  and  conftant  b«. 
"  Conftant  and  kind  I  '11  ever  prove  to  thee." 

Thus  finging  as  he  went,  at  lall  he  drew 
By  eafy  fteps,  to  where  the  pear-tree  grew  : 
The  longing  dame  look'd  up,  and  fpy'd  her  I0V4 
Fall  fairly  percli'd  among:  the  boughs  above. 

Ely  -       . 
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She  ftopp'd,  and  fighing :    Oh  good  gods!    flte 

cry'd, 
What  pangs,  what  fudden  Ihoots,  diftendmy  fide  I 
Of  for  that  tempting  fruit,  fo  frefh,  fo  green; 
Help,  for  the  love  of  heaven's  immortal  Queen  I 
Help,  deareft  lord,  and  fave  at  once  the  life 
Of  thy  poor  infant,  and  thy  longing  wife  I 

Sore  figh'd  the  knight  to  hear  his  lady's  cry, 
But  could  not  climb,  and  had  no  fervant  nigh  : 
Old  as  he  was  and  void  of  eye-fight  too, 
What  could,  alas  '.  a  helplefs  hufband  do? 
And  muft  I  languifli  then,  fhe  faid,  and  die, 
_  Yet  view  the  lovely  fruit  before  my  eye  ? 
At  leaft,  kind  Sir,  for  charity's  fvveet  fake, 
Vouchfafe  the  trunk  between  your  arms  to  take  ; 
Then  from  your  back  1  might  alcend  the  tree ; 
Do  you  but  ftoop,  and  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

With  all  my  foul,  he  thus  reply'd  again, 
I'd  fpend  my  dearefl  blood  to  eafe  thy  pain. 
With  that,  his  back  againft  the  trunk  he  bent, 
She  feiz'd  a  twig,  and  up  the  tree  Ihe  went. 

Now  prove  your  patience,  gentle  ladies  all  I 
Nor  let  on  me  your  heavy  anger  fall : 
'Tis  truth  I  tell,  though  not  in  phrafe  refin'd ; 
Though  blunt  my  tale,  yet  honeft  is  my  mii^cj. 
What  feats  the  lady  in  the  tree  might  do, 
I  pafs  as  gambols  never  known  to  you ; 
But  fure  it  was  a  merrier  fit,  ihe  fworc. 
Than  in  her  life  fbe  ever  felt  before. 

In   that    nice   moment,    lo  1    the    wondering 
knight 
Look'd  out,  and  ftood  reftor'd  to  fudden  fight. 
Straight  on  the  tree  his  eager  eyes  he  benr. 
As  one  whofe  thoughts  were  on  his  fpoufe  intent ; 
But  when  he  fawhis  bofom-wife  fo  drefsd, 
His  rage  was  fuch  as  cannot  be  exprefs'd; 
Not  frantic  mothers  when  their  infants  die. 
With  louder  clamours  rend  the  vaulted  fky  : 
He  cry'd,  he  roar'd,  he  florm'd,  he  tore  his  hair  ; 
iDeath '.  hell !  and  furies  !  what  doft  thou  do  there  ? 

What  ails  my  lord  ?  the  trembling  dame  re- 
ply'd; 
I  thought  your  patience  had  been  better  try'd  : 
Is  this  your  love,  ungrateful  and  unkind. 
This  my  reward  for  having  cur'd  the  blind  ? 
Why  was  I  taught  to  make  my  hufband  fee. 
By  ftruggling  with  a  man  upon  a  tree  ? 
Did  I  for  this  the  power  of  magic  prove  .' 
Unhappy  wife,  whofe  crime  was  too  much  love  ! 

If  this  be  ftruggling,  by  this  holy  light, 
'Tis  ftruggling  with   a    vengeance    (quoth   the 

knight)  : 
So  Heaven  prefeive  the  fight  it  has  reftorTd; 
As  with  thefe  eyes  I  plainly  faw  thee  whor'd ; 
Whor'd  by  my  flave — perfidious  wretch !  may 

hell 
As  furcly  feize  thee,  as  I  faw  too  well  I 

Guard  me,  good  angels !  cry'd  the  gentle  May, 
Pray  heaven,  this  magic  work  the  proper  way  1 
Alas,  my  love  '.   'tis  certain,  cou)d  you  fee. 
You  ne'er  had  us'd  thefe  killing  words  to  me  : 
So  help  me,  fates,  as  'tis  no  perl'ecft  fight. 
But  fome  faint  glimmering  of  a  doubtful  light. 

What  I  have  faid  (quoth  he)  I  muft  maintain, 
For  by  th'  immortal  powers  it  feem'd  too  plain — 


ay,! 


By  all  thofe  powers,  fome  frenzy  feiz'd  your"! 

mind  f 

(Reply'd  the  dame):  arethefethethanks  I  find  ?(" 
Wretch  that  I  am,  that  e'er  I  was  fo  kind  !        J 
She  faid;  a  fifing  figji  exprefs'd  her  woe. 
The  ready  tears  apace  began  to  flow, 
And,  as  they  fell,  (he  wip'd  from  either  eye 
The  drops  (for  women,  when  they  lift,  can  cry). 
The  knight  was  touch'd,  and  in  his  looks  apr 

pear'd 
Signs  of  remorfe,  while  thus  his  fpolifehechcer'd: 
Madam,  'tis  paft,  and  my  Ihort  anger  o'er ; 
Come  down,  and  vex  your  tender  heart  no  more  : 
Excufe  me,  dear,  if  aught  amifs  was  faid. 
For,  on  my  foul,  amends  fhall  foon  be  made  : 
Let  my  repentance  your  forgivenefs  draw. 
By  heaven,  I  fwore  but  what  I  thought  I  faw^; 
Ah,  my  lov'd  lord  1  'twas  much  unkind  (flic 

cry'd) 
On  bare  fufpicion  thus  to  treat  your  bride. 
But,  till  your  fight's  eftablifi^'d,  for  a  while, 
Imperfecft  obje<5ls  may  your  fenfe  beguile. 
Thus  when  from  fleep  we  firft  our  eyes  difplay, 
The  balls  are  wounded  with  the  piercing  ray. 
And  duiky  vapours  rife,  and  intercept  the  day. 
So,  juft  recovering  from  the  fhades  of  night,       -j 
Your  fwimming  eyes  are  drunk   with  fudden  / 

light,  [your  fight :  T 

Strange  phantoms  dance  around,  and  fkim  before  j 
Then,  Sir,  be  cautious,  nor  too  ralhly  deem ; 
Heaven  knows  how  feldom  things  are  what  they 

feemi 
Confult  your  reafon,  and  you  foon  (hall  find 
'Twas  you  were  jealouiif  not  your  wife  unkind  ; 
Jove  ne'er  fpoke  oracle  more  true  than  this, 
None  judge  fo  wrong  as  thofe  who  think  amifs. 
With  that  (he  leap'd  into  her  lord's  embrace. 
With  well-diffembled  virtue  in  her  face. 
He  hugg'd  her  clofe,  and  kifs'd  her  o'er  and  o'er, 
Difturb'd  with  doubts  and  jealoufies  no  more  : 
Both,  pleas'd  and  blefs'd,  renew'd  their  mutual 

vows, 
A  fruitful  wife,  and  a  believing  fpoufe. 

Thus  ends  our  tale ;  whofe  moral  next  to  make^ 
Let  all  wife  hufbands  hence  example  take; 
And  pray,  to  crown  the  pleafure  of  their  lives, 
To  be  to  well  deluded  by  their  wives. 


THE    WIFE    OF     BATH, 
HER  FROLOGUE. 

rROM  CHAIJCER. 

Behold  the  woes  of  matrimonial  life, 

Arid  hear  with  reverence  an  expcrienc'd  wifci 

To  dear-bought  wifdom  give  the  credit  due. 

And  think,  for  once,  a  wotnan  tells  you  true. 

In  all  thefe  trials  !  have  borne  a  part, 

I  was  myfelf  the  fcourge  that  caus'd  the  fmart ; 

For,  fince  fifteen,  in  triumph  have  I  led 

Five  captive  hufbands  from  the  church  to  bed. 

Chrift  faw  a  wedding  once,  the  fcripture  fayt. 
And  fow  but  one,  'tis  thought,  in  all  his  day*  i 
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Whence  fome  infer,  whofe  confcience  is  too  nice, 

Mo  pious  Chriftian  ought  to  marry  twice. 
But  let  them  read,  and  folvc  me,  if  they  can, 

The  words  addrefs'd  to  the  Samaritan  : 

Five  times  in  lawful  wedlock  fhe  was  join'd ; 

4knd  fure  the  certain  ftint  was  ne'er  dcfin'd. 
"  Increafe  and  multiply,"  was  heaven's  com- 
mand, 

And  that 's  a  text  I  clearly  underftand. 

This  too,  "  Let  men  their  fires  and  mothers  leave, 
And  to  their  dearer  wives  for  ever  cleave." 

More  wives  than  one  by  Solomon  were  try'd, 

Or  elfc  the  wifeft  of  mankind's  bely'd. 

1  've  had  myfelf  full  many  a  merry  fit ; 

And  truft  in  heaven,  I  may  have  many  yet, 

For  when  my  tranfitory  fpoufe,  unkind, 

Shall  die,  and  leave  his  woeful  wife  behind 

I  '11  take  the  next  good  Chriftian  I  can  find 
Paul,  knowing  one  could  never  ferve  our  turn, 

Deslar'd  'twas  better  far  to  wed  than  burn. 

There 's  danger  in  affembling  fire  and  tow ; 

I  grant  them  that,  and  what  it  means  you  know. 

The  fame  apoftle  too  has  elfewhere  own'd. 

No  precept  for  virginity  he  found  : 

?Tis  but  a  counfel — and  we  women  ftill 

Take  which  we  like,  the  counfel,  or  our  will. 
I  envy  not  their  blifs,  if  he  or  (he 

Think  fit  to  live  in  perfect  chaftity; 
Pure  let  them  be,  and  free  from  taint  of  vice  ; 
I,  for  a  few  flight  fpots,  am  not  fo  nice. 
Heaven  calls  us  difTerent  ways,  on  thefe  beftows 
One  proper  gift,  another  grants  to  thofe  : 
Not  every  man 's  obliged  to  fell  his  ftore, 
And  give  up  all  his  fubftance  to  the  poor  ; 
Such  as  are  perfeft  may,  I  can't  deny  ; 
But,  by  your  leaves,  divines,  fo  am  not  I. 

Full  many  a  faint,  fmce  firft  the  world  began, 
Liv'd  an  unfpotted  maid,  in  fpite  of  man  : 
Let  fuch  (a-God's  name)  with  fine  wheat  be  fed, 
And  let  us  honeft  wives  eat  barley  bread. 
For  me,  I'll  keep  the  poll  afllgn'd  by  heaven, 
Anxl  ufe  the  copious  talent  it  has  given  : 
Let  my  good  fpoufe  pay  tribute,  do  me  right, 
And  keep  an  equal  reckoning  every  night. 
His  proper  body  xs  not  his,  but  mine  ; 
For  fo  faid  Paul,  and  Paul 's  a  found  divine. 

Know  then,  of  thofe  five  hulbands  1  have  had. 
Three  werejuft  tolerable,  two  were  bad. 
The  three  were  old,  but  rich  and  fond  befide, 
And  toil'd  moft  piteoufly  to  pleafe  their  bride  : 
But  fince  their  wealth  (the  beft  they  had)  was 

mine. 
The  reft,  without  much  lofs,  T  could  refign. 
-  Sure  to  be  lov'd,  I  took  no  pains  to  pleafe. 
Yet  had  more  pleafure  far  than  they  had  eafe, 

Prefents  flow'd  in  apace:  with  (bowers of  gold. 
They  made  their  court,  like  Jupiter  of  old. 
If  I  but  fmil'd,  a  fudden  youth  they  found, 
And  a  new  palfy  feiz'd  them  when  I  frowh'd. 

Ye  fovereign  wives !  give  ear  and  underftand. 
Thus  fliall  ye  fpeak,  and  exercife  command. 
For  never  was  it  given  to  mortal  man. 
To  lie  fo  boldly  as  we  women  can  :  [eyes, 

Forfvvear  the  fadt,    though  feen   with  both  his 
'^nd  call  ypup maids  to  witnefs  hov?  he  lies, 


Hark,  old  Sir  Paul !  ('twas  thus  I  ns'd  to  fay) 

Whence  is  our  neighbour's  wife  fo  rich  and  gay  ? 

Treated, carefs'd,  where'er  file's  pleas'd  to  roam— 

T  fit  in  tatters,  and  immur'd  at  home. 

Why  to  her  houfe  doft  thou  fo  oft  repair  ? 

Art  thou  fo  amorous  ?  and  is  fhe  fo  fair  ? 

If  I  but  fee  a  coufin  or  a  friend, 

Lord  1  how  you  fwell,  and  rage  like  any  fiend  I 

But  you  reel  home,  a  drunken  beaftly  bear, 

Then  preach  till  midnight  in  your  e»fy  chair  ; 

Cry,  wives  are  falfe,  and  every  woman  evil. 

And  give  up  all  that 's  female  to  the  devil. 

If  poor  (you  fay)  fhe  drains  her  hufband's  purfe; 

If  rich,  file  keeps  her  prieft,or  fomething  worfe.; 

If  highly  born,  intolerably  vain. 

Vapours  and  pride  by  turns  poffefs  her  brain, 

Now  gayly  mad,  now  feurly  fplenetic; 

Freakifti  when  well,  and  fretful  when  flie  *s  fick. 

If  fair,  then  chafte  ftie  cannot  long  abide. 

By  preflfmg  youth  attack'd  on  every  fide ; 

If  foul,  her  wealth  the  lufty  lover  lures, 

Or  elfe  her  wit  fome  fool-gallant  procures. 

Or  elfe  ftie  dances  with  becoming  grace. 

Or  ftiape  excufes  the  defeats  of  face. 

There  fwims  no  goofe  fo  grey,  but,  foon  or  late. 

She  finds  fome  honeft  gander  for  her  mate. 

Horfcs  (thou  fay'ft)  and  afl"es  men  may  try. 
And  ring  fufpedted  velTels  ere  they  buy  : 
But  wives,  a  random  choice,  untry'd  they  take ; 
They  dream  in  caurtfhip,  but  in  wedlock  wake  : 
Then,  nor  till  tlien,  the  veil's  removed  away. 
And  all  the  woman  glares  in  open  day. 

You  tell  me,  to  preferve  your  wife's  good  grace, 
Your  eyes  muft  always  languilh  on  my  face. 
Your  tongue  with  conftant  flatteries  feed  my  ear, 
And  tag  each  fentence  with.  My  life  1  my  dear  ! 
If.  by  ftrange  chance,  a  modeft  blufii  be  rais'd. 
Be  fure  my  fine  complexion  muft  be  prais'd. 
My  garments  always  muft  be  new  and  gay. 
And  feafts  ftill  kept  upon  my  wedding  day. 
Then  muft  my  nurfe  be  pleas'd,  and  favourite 

maid ; 
And  endlefs  treats,  and  endlefs  vifits  paid, 
To  a  long  train  of  kindred,  friends,  allies. 
All  this  rhou  fay'ft,  and  all  thou  fay'ft  are  lies. 

On  Jenkin  too  you  caft  a  fquinting  eye  : 
What !  can  your  'prentice  raife  your  jealoufy  ? 
Frelh  are  his  ruddy  cheeks,  his  forehead  fair. 
And  like  the  burnilh'd  gold  his  curling  hair. 
But  clear  thy  wrinkled  brow,  and  quit  thy  forrow, 
1  'd  fporn  yowr  'prentice,  ftiould  you  die  to-mor- 
rowr. 
Why  are  thy  chefts  all  lock'd  ?  on  what  defign? 
Are  not  thy  worldly  gnods  and  treafure  mine  i 
Sir,  I  'm  no  fool ;  nor  fliall  you,  by  St.  John, 
Have  goods  and  body  to  yourfelf  alone. 
One  you  fliall  quit,  in  fpite  of  both  your  eyes— 
1  heed  not,  I,  the  bolts,  and  locks  and  fpies. 
If  you  had  wit,  you  'd  fay,  •'  Go  where  you  will, 
"  Dear  fpoufe,  1  credit  not  the  tales  they  tell : 
"  Take  all  the  freedoms  of  a  married  life  ; 
"  I  know  thee  for  a  virtuous,  faithful  wife." 
Lord !  when  you  have  enough,  what  need  you 
care 
How  merrily  foever  others  fare  ?  • 
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Thoiitrh  all  the  day  T  give  and  take  delight, 
Doubt  not,  fufficieht  will  be  left  at  uight. 
*Tif  but  a  juft  and  rational  defire. 
To  light  a  taper  at  a  neighbour's  fire. 

There  's  danger  too,  you  think,  in  rich  array, 
And  none  can  long  be  modeft  that  are  gay. 
The  cat,  if  you  but  finge  her  tabby  ikin, 
'ihe  chimney  keeps,  and  fits  content  within ; 
But  once  gr.  wn  fleek,  will  from  her  corner  run, 
^>po^I  with  her  tail, and  wanton  in  the  fun; 
She  licks  her  <nir  round  face,  and  frifks  abroad, 
'J'o  fnew  her  fur,  and  to  he  catterwaw'd. 

Lo  rlnis,  my  friends,  I  wrought  to  my  deCres 
Thefe  three  right  ancient  venerable  fires. 
I  told  them,  thus  you  fay,  and  thus  you  do, 
And  told  them  fdlfe,  but  Jenkin  fwore  'twas  true. 
I,  like  a  dog,  could  bite  as  well  as  whine. 
And  firft  complain'd,    whene'er  the   guilt    was 

mine. 
]  tax'd  them  oft  with  wenching  and  amour*. 
When  their  weak  legs  fcarce  drsgg'd  them  out  of 

doors ; 
And  fwore  the  ramb'es  that  I  took  by  night, 
Were  all  to  fpy  what  damfels  they  bedight. 
That  colour  brought  me  many  hours  of  mirth ; 
I'or  all  this  wit  is  given  us  from  our  birth. 
Heaven  gave  to  women  the  peculiar  grace. 
To  fpin,  to  weep,  a"nd  cully  human  race. 
By  this  nice  condud;,  and  this  prudent  courfe. 
By  murnniring,  wheedling,  ftratagem,  and  force, 
1  ftill  prevail'd.  and  would  be  in  the  right. 
Or  curtain-ledlures  made  a  reftlefs  night. 
Jf  once  my  hi.iband's  aim  was  o'er  my  fide, 
"What !  fo  familiar  with  your  fpoufe  ?  I  cry'd  : 
1  levied  firft  a  tax  upon  his  need  :  « 

Then  let  him — 'twas  a  nicety  indeed  ! 
Let  all  mankind  this  certain  maxim  hold, 
Llarry  who  will,  our  fex  is  to  be  fold. 
With  empty  hands  no  taffeh  you  can  lure, 
But  fulfome  love  for  gain  we  can  endure  ; 
For  gold  wc  love  the  mipotent  and  old, 
And  heave,  and  pant,  and  k/fs,  and   cling,    for 

gold. 
Yet  with  embraces,  curfes  oft  I  mix'd, 
Then  kifs'd  again,  and  chid,  and  rail'd  betwixt. 
Well,  I  may  wake  my  will  in  peace,  and  die. 
For  not  one  word  in  man's  arrears  am  I. 
lo  drop  a  dear  difpute  1  was  unable, 
Ev'n  though  the  Pope  himfelf  had  fat  at  table. 
But  when  my  point  was  gain'd,  then  thus  1  fpokc; 
•'  Billy,  my  dear,  how  flieepilhly  you  lookl 
"  Aprro:ich,  my  f))oufe,  and  let  melufs  thy  cheek; 
**  Thou   fhoulclft  be   always  thus,    rcfjgn'd  and 

"  meek : 
•'  Of  Job's  grtat  patience  (ince  fo  oft  you  preach, 
"  \Vt.li  fiiould  ycu  pra(9ife,  who  fo  well  can  teach, 
'•  'lis  difficult  to  do,  1  muft  allow, 
*'  But  I,  my  deareft,  will  inftrud  you  how. 
*'  Great  io  the  bleding  cf  a  prudent  wife, 
"  Who  puts  a  period  to  domeftic  flrife 
"  One  ot  us  two  muft  rule,  and  one  obey  ; 
"  And  f/ncc  in  man  right  reafon  bears  the 
*'  Lctthai  frail  thing,weakwoman,haveher 
"  The  wives  of  all  my  fan:ily  have  rul'd 
"  Their  tender  hulbands,  and  their  paflions  cool'd 
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"  Fy,  'tis  unmanly  thus  to  Cgh  and  groan  jlo 
"  What !  would  you  have  me  to  yourfelf  a    "^  " 
"  Why  take  me,  love  !  take  all  and  every  pa*"*  '■ 
"  Here  's  your  revenge  '.  you  love  it  at  your  f^eart. 
"  Would  I  vouchfafe  to  fell  what  nature  gave* 
"  You  little  think  what  cuftom  I  could  have, 
"  But  fee  :    I  'm    all  your  own— nay    hold — for 
"  Ihame  ;  [blame." 

"  What   means    my    dear — indeed — you    are    tf 

Thus  with  my  firfl  three  lords^  I  part  my  life ; 
A  very  woman,  and  a  very  wife. 
W'hat  funis  fnun  thefe  old  fpoufes  I  could  ralfc, 
Procur'd  young  hufpands  in  my  riper  days 
Though  paft  my  bloom,  nut  yet  dtcay'd  was  I, 
Wantoi)  and  wild,  and  chafter'd  like  a  pic. 
In  country  dances  ftiU  I  bore  the  bell. 
And  fung  as  fweet  as  evening  Philomel. 
To  clear  my  quailpipe,  and  rcfrefli  my  foul. 
Full  oft  I  drain'd  the  fpicy  nut  brown  bowl ; 
.Path  lufcious  wines,  that  youthful  blood  improve^ 
And  warm  the  fwelling  veins  to  feats  of  love  ; 
For  'tis  as  fure,  as  c^ld  engenders  hail, 
A  liquorjlh  riiouth  muft  have  a  lecherous  tail 
Wine  lets  no  lover  unrewarded  go. 
As  all  true  gamcfters  by  experience  know. 

Bat  oil,  good  godf  1  whene'er  a  thought  I  caft 
On  all  the  joys  of  youth  and  beauty  pall. 
To  find  in  [ileafures  I  have  had  my  part. 
Still  warms  me  to  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 
This  wickt;d  woild  was  once  my  dear  delight; 
Now  all  my  conquefts, all  rny  charmi,  goodnight ! 
The  flour  confum'd  the  beft  that  now  1  can, 
Isf 'n  to  make  my  market  of  the  bran. 

My  fourth  dear  fpoufe  was  not  exceeding  true ; 
He  kept,  'twas  thought,  a  private  mil's  or  two ; 
Eut  all  that  fcore  I  paid — as  how  ?  you'll  fay. 
Not  with  my  body,  in  a  filthy  way  : 
Bur  I  fo  drcfs'd,  and  danc'd,  and  drank,  and  din'd: 
^nd  view'd  a  friend  with  eyes  fo  very  kind. 
As  flung  his  heart,  and  made  his  marrow  fry 
With  burning  rage,  and  frantic  jealoufy. 
His  foul,  I  hope,  enjoys  eternal  glory. 
For  |iere  on  earth  I  was  his  purgatory. 
Oft,  when  his  fhoe  the  moft  feverely  wrung, 
He  put  on  carelefs  airs,  and  fat  an  1  fung.  < 

How  ^ore  I  gall'd  him,  only  heaven  c-uld  know, 
And  he  that  felt,  and  I  that  caus'd  the  woe. 
He  dy'd.  when  laft  from  pilgrimage  1  came. 
With  other  goflips,  from  Jerufalem  ; 
And  now  lie»  buried  underneath  aiood, 
Fair  10  be  feen,  and  rear'd  of  honell  wood  : 
A  tomb  indeed,  with  fewer  fculpture*  grac'd 
Than  that  Maufolus"  pious  widow  piac'd, 
Or  where  infhrin'd  the  great  Darius  lay  ; 
But  coft  on  graves  is  merely' thrown  away. 
The  pit  fiU'd  up,  with  turf  we  cover 'd  o'er; 
So  bliifi.  the  good  man's  foul,  I  fay  no  more. 

Now  for  my  filth  lov'd  lord,  the  laft  and  beft^ 
(Kind  heaven  afford  him  evcrlafting  reft  !) 
Full  hearty  was  his  love,  and  I  can  Ihow 
F  he  tokens  on  my  ribs  in  black  and  blue  ; 
Yet,  with  a  knack,  my  heart  he  could  have  won. 
While  yet  the  fmart  was  fliooting  in  the  bone. 
Kow  quaint  an  appetite  in  women  reigns  ! 
Free  gifts  we  fcorn,  and  love  what  cells  u»  paini  i 
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Let  men  avoid  us,  and  on  them  we  leap ; 
A  glutted  market  makes  provifion  cheap. 

In  pure  good  will  I  took  this  jovial  fpark, 
Of  Oxford  he,  a  mod  egregious  clerk. 
He  boarded  with  a  widow  in  the  town, 
A  trully  goffip,  one  dame  Allifon. 
Full  well  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  (he  knew, 
Better  than  e'er  our  parifh-jrieft  could  do. 
To  her  I  told  whatever  could  befall : 
Had  but  my  hufb-ind  pifs'd  agaiiift  a  wall, 
Or  done  a  thing  that  mit;ht  have  cod  his  life. 
She — and  my  ni'  ce— and  one  more  worthy  wife. 
Had  known  it  all:   what  moil  he  would  conceal, 
To  chefe  I  made  no  ic:uple  to  reveal.   , 
Oft  has  he  blufli'd  from  ear  to  ear  for  ihame. 
That  e'er  he  told  afecret  to  his  dame. 

It  fo  befel,  in  holy  time  of  Lent, 
That  oft  a  day  I  to  this  goffip  went 
(My  hufband,  thank  my  flars,  was  out  of  town)  ; 
From  houfe  to  houfe  we  rambled  up  and  down, 
This  ckrk,  myfelf,  and  my  gooii  neighbour  Alie, 
To  fee,  be  feen,  to  tell,  and  gather  tales. 
Vifits  to  every  church  wc  daily  paid, 
And  march'd  in  every  holy  nialqu*!ade, 
The  nations  duly  and  the  vigils  kept; 
Not  much  we  fafled,  but  fcarce  ever  flept. 
At  fermons  too  I  fhone  in  fcarlet  gay ; 
The  wafting  moths  ne'er  fpoil'd  my  heft  array  ; 
The  caufe  was  this,  I  wore  it  every  day. 

'Twas  when  freih  May  her  early  blofTom  yields, 
This  clerk  and  I  were  walking  in  the  fields, 
We  grev.'  fo  intimate,  1  can't  tell  how, 
I  pawn'd  my  honour,  and  cngag'd  my  vov7, 
if  e*er  I  laid  my  hufband  in  his  urn, 
That  he,  and  only  he,  Ihouid  ferve  my  turn. 
W«  ftraight  ilruck  hands,  the  bargain  was  agreed  ; 
I  ftill  have  (hifts  againft  a  time  of  need  : 
The  moufe  that  always  trulls  to  one  poor  hole, 
Can  never  be  a  moufe  o(  any  foul. 

I  vow'd,  1  fcarce  could  ileep  fince  firft  I  knew 
him. 
And  durft  be  fworn  he  had  bewitch'd  me  to  him  ; 
If  eVr  I  Hept,  1  dream'd  of  him  alone. 
And  dreams  foretel,  as  learned  men  have  fhown 
All  this  I  faid  ;  but  dreams,  firs,  1  had  none  : 
I  foUow'd  but  my  crafty  crony's  lore, 
Who  bid  me  tell  this  lie — and  twenty  more. 

Thus  day  by  day,  and  month  by  month  we  paft ; 
ft  pleas'd  the  Lord  to  take  my  fpoufe  at  laft. 
I  tore  my  gown,  I  foil'd  my  locks  with  dud, 
And  beat  my  breafts,  as  wretched  widows — muft. 
Before  my  face  my  handkerchief  I  fpread, 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  did — not  fhed. 
The  good  man's  coiTm  to  the  church  was  borne  ; 
Around,  the  neighbours,  and  my  ckrk  too,  mourn. 
But  as  he  march'd,  good  goals!   he  fhow'd  a  pair 
Of  legs  and  feet,  fo  clean,  fo  ftrong,  fo  fair  1 
Of  twenty  winters  age  he  feem'd  to  be; 
I  (to  fay  truth)  was  twenty  nmre  than  he  ; 
But  vigorous  flill,  a  livt:ly  buxom  dame  ; 
And  had  a  wonderous  gift  to  quench  a  flame. 
A  conjuror  once,  that  deeply  could  divine, 
AlTur'd  me,  Mars  in  Taurus  was  my  fign. 
As  the  flars  order'd,  fuch  my  life  has  been  : 
&\as,  alas,  that  ev«r  love  was  fm ! 


Fair  Venus  gave  me  fire  and  fprightly  grace, 
And  Mars  affurance  and  a  dauntlefn  face.  t 

By  virtue  of  this  powerful  conftellation, 
I  foUow'd  always  my  own  inclination. 

But  to  my  tale  :  A  month  fcarce  pafs'd  away. 
With  dance  and  fong  we  kept  the  nuptial  day. 
All  I  poffefs'd  I  gave  to  his  command, 
My  goods  and  chattels,  money,  houfe,  and  land : 
But  oft  repented,  and  repent  it  ftill ; 
He  prov'd  a  rebel  to  my  foverign  will  : 
Nay  once,  by  heaven,  he  ftrucl;  me  on  the  face ; 
Hear  but  the  faift,  and  judge  ygurfelves  the  cafg. 

Stubborn  as  any  lionefs  was  I ; 
And  knew  full  well  to  raifc  my  voice  on  high; 
As  true  a  rambler  as  i  was  before. 
And  would  be  fo,  in  fpite  of  all  he  fvvore. 
He  againft  this  right  lagely  would  advifc. 
And  old  examples  fet  before  my  eyes, 
Tell  how  the  Roman  matrons  led  their  life. 
Of  Gracchus'  mother,  and  Duilius'  wife  ; 
And  clofe  the  fermon,  as  befeem'd  his  wit. 
With  feme  grave  fentcnce  out  ofljoly  writ. 
Oft  would  he  fay,  who  builds  his  houfe  on  fands. 
Prickh  his  blind  horfc  acrofs  the  fallow  lands  ; 
Or  lets  his  wife  abroad  with  pilgrims  roam, 
Deferves  a  fool's  cap,  and  long  ears  at  home. 
All  this  avail'd  not ;  for  whoe'er  he  be 
That  tells  my  faults,  I  hate  him  mortally; 
And  fo  do  numbers  more,  I  boldly  fay. 
Men,  women,  clergy,  regular,  and  lay. 

My  fpoufe  (who  was,  you  know,  to  learning 
bred) 
A  certain  treatife  oft  at  evening  read, 
Where  divers  authors  (whom  the  devil  confound 
For  ail  their  lies),  were  in  one  volume  hound. 
Valerius,  whole:  and  of  St.  Jerome,  part; 
Chryfippu?  and  Tertullian,  Ovid's  att, 
Soliimon's  Proverbs,  Eloifa's  loves  ; 
And  many  more  than  fure  the  church  approves. 
More  legends  were  there  here  of  wicked  v.'ives, 
Than  good  in  all  the  Bible  and  faints  lives. 
V/ho  drew  tlie  lion  vanquilh'd  ?  '  Twas  a  man. 
But  could  we  women  write  as  fcholars  can,     [nefs. 
Men  fhould  ftand  mark'd  with  far  more  wicked- 
Than  all  the  fonsof  Adam  could  redrefs. 
Love  feldom  haunts  the  breaft  where  learning  lies, 
And  Venus  fets  e'er  Mercury  can  rife. 
Thofe  play  the  fcholars,  who  can't  play  the  men, 
And  ufe  that  weapon  which  they  have,  their  pen  ; 
When  old,  and  paft  the  relilh  of  delight, 
Then  dowi/ihey  fit,  and  in  their  dotage  write. 
That  not  one  woman  keeps  her  marriage  vow. 
(This  by  the  way,  but  to  my  purpofe  now). 

Ft  chanc'd  my  hufband,  on  a  winters  night. 
Read  in  his  book,  aloud,  with  ftrangc  delight. 
How  the  firft  female  (as  the  Scriptures  ftiow) 
Brought  her  own  fpoufe,  and  all  his  race,  to  woe. 
How  Samlbn  fell;  and  he  whomDejanire 
Wrapp'd  in  th'  envenom'd  Ihirt,  and  fet  on  fire. 
How  curs'd  Eryphile  her  lord  betray'd, 
And  the  dire  ambulh  Clytemneftra  laid. 
But  what  moft  pleas'd  him  was  the  Cretan  dame. 
And  hufband-bull — oh,  monftrous:  fie  for  fliamel 

He  had  by  heart  the  whole  detail  of  woe 
Xantippe  made  her  good  man  undergo ; 
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How  oft  ftie  fcoldcd  in  a  day,  he  knew, 
How  many  pifs-pots  on  the  fage  (he  threw; 
V^ho  took  it  patienti] ,  and  wip'd  his  head  ; 
"  Rain  follows  thunder,"  that  was  all  he  faid. 

He  read,  how  Arius  to  his  friend  complain'd, 
A  fatal  tree  was  growing  in  his  land. 
On  which  three  wives  fuccefliveiy  had  twin'd 
A  Aiding  noofc,  and  waver'd  in  the  wind. 
Where  grows  this  plant  (leply'd  the  friend),  oh, 

where? 
For  better  fruit  did  never  orchard  bear. 
Give  me  fome  flip  of  this  mod  blifsful  tree. 
And  in  my  garden  planted  fhall  it  be.  [prove, 

Then  how  two  wives  their  lords'  deftrudion 
Throoi^h  hatred  one.andone  through  too  much  love ; 
That  for  her  hufband  mix'd  a  poifonoos  draught, 
And  this  for  lull  an  amorous  philtre  bought : 
The  nimble  juice  foon  feiz'd  his  giddy  head, 
Frantic  at  night,  and  in  the  morning  dead. 

How  fome  with  fwords  their  fleeping  lords  have 
flain. 
And  fome  have  hammer'd  nails  into  their  brain. 
And  fome  have  drench'd  them  w  ith  a  deadly  potion ; 
All  this  he  read,  and  read  with  great  devotion. 
Lrf>ng  time  I  haard,  and  fweJl'd,  and  blufh'd, 
and  frovvn'd  : 
But  when  no  end  of  thefe  vile  tales  I  found, 
When  ftill  he  read,  and  laugh'd,  and  read  again, 
And  half  the  night  was  thus  confum'd  in  vain  ; 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  three  large  leaves  I  tore, 
And  with  one  buffet  fell'd  him  on  the  floor. 
With  that  my  hufband  in  a  fury  rofe, 
And  down  he  fettled  me  with  hearty  blows. 
I  groan'd,  and  lay  extended  on  my  fide  ; 
Oh  !  thou  hafl  flain  me  for  my  wealth  (I  cry'd), 
Yet  I  forgive  thee — take  my  laft  embrace — 
He  wept,  kind  foul '.  and  ftoop'd  to  kifs  my  face, 
I  took  him  fuch  a  box  as  turn'd  him  blue. 
Then  figh'd  and  cry'd,  adieu,  my  dear,  adieu ! 

But  after  many  a  hearty  flruggle  paft, 
I  condcfcended  to  be  pleas'd  at  laft 
Soon  as  he  faid,  my  miftrefs  and  my  wife, 
Do  what  you  lift,  the  term  of  all  your  life ; 
1  took  to  heart  the  merits  of  the  caufe, 
And  ftood  content  to  rule  by  wholefome  la\yB ; 
Receiv'd  the  reins  of  abfoiute  command, 
With  all  the  government 
And  empire  o'er  his  tong 
As  for  the  volume  that  revil'd  the  dames, 
' Twas  torn  to  fragments,  and  cniidem'd  to  flames. 
Now  heaven  on  all  my  hulbandsgone  beftow 
Pleafures  above,  for  tortures  felt  below  : 
That  reft  they  wifli'd  for,  grant  them  in  the  grave, 
And  blefs  thofe  fouls  my  condu)^  help'd  to  fave  '. 


Dlute  command,  T 

;  of  houfe  and  land,       > 
jue,  and  o'er  his  hand,  j 


THE   FIRST  BOOK  OF 

STATIUS    HIS   THEBAIS. 
Trarjlated  in  the  Year  1 7  03 . 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

OtDiPtJS  King  of  Thebes,  having  by-miftate  flain 
lus  fatker  Laiu>,and  married  his  mother  Jocaila, 


put  out  his'^wn  eyes,  and  refigned  the  realm  t# 
his  fons.Eteocles  and  Polynices.    Being  neglect- 
ed by  them,  he  makes  his  prayer  to  the  fury 
Tifiphoiie,  to  fow  debate  betwixt  the  brothers. 
They  agree  at  laft  to  reign  fingly,  each  a  year 
by  turns,  and  the  firft  lot  is  obtained  by  Eteor- 
clcs.     Jupiter,  in  a  council  of  the  gods,  declares 
his  refolution  of  punifliing  the  Thebans,  and 
Argives  alfo,  by  means  of  a  marriage  betwixt 
Polynices  and  one  of  the  daughters  of  Adraftu* 
King  of  Argos.  Juno  oppofes,  but  to  no  effe«ft  ; 
and  Mercury  is  fent  on  a  meffage  to  the  Shades, 
to  the  ghoft  of  La'i'us,  who  is  to  appear  to  Eteo- 
cles,  and  provoke  him  to  break  the  agreement/ 
Polynices  in  the  mean  time  departs  from  Thebes 
by  night,  is  overtaken  by  a  ftorm,  and  arrives 
at  Argos;  where  he  meets  with  Tydeus,  who 
had  fled  from  Calydon,  having  killed  his  brother. 
Adraflus  entertains  tliem,  having  received  an 
oracle  from  Apollo,  that  his  daughters  fliould  be 
married  to  a  boar  and  a  lion,  which  he  nnder- 
ftands  to  be  meant  of  thefc  ftrangers,  by  whom 
the  hides  of.  thofe  beafts  were  worn,  and  who 
arrived  at  the  time  when  he  kept  an  annual  feafl 
in  honour  of  that  god.     The  rife  of  this  folem- 
nity  he  relates  to  his  guefts,  the  loves  of  Phoebus 
and  Pfamathe,  and  the  ftory  of  Choroebus.    He 
inquires,  and  is  made  acquainted  with  their  de- 
fcent  and  quality.  The  facrifice  is  renewed,  and 
the  book  cuncludes  with  a  hymn  to  Apollo. 
[The  tranflator  hopes  he  need  not  apologife  for  his 
choice  of  this  piece,  which  was  made  almoft  in 
his  childhood ;   but,  finding  the  verfion  better 
than  he  expeded,  he  gave  it  fome  correftion  a 
few  years  afterwards.] - 

Fraternal  rage,  the  guiltf  Thebes  alarms, 
The  alternate  reign  deftroy'd  by  impious  arms. 
Demand  our  fong  ;  a  facred  fury  fires  ' 

My  ravifh'd  breaft,  and  all  the  mufe  infpires. 
0,goJdefs,  fay,  (hall  I  deduce  my  rhymes 
From  the  dire  nation  in  its  early  times, 
Europa's  rape,  Angenor's  ftej-n  decree, 
And  Cadmus  fearching  round  the  fpacious  fea  ?• 
How  with  the  ferpent's  teeth  hefow'd  the  foil. 
And  reap'd  an  iron  harveft  of  his  toil  ? 
Or  how  from  joining  ftones  the  city  Sprung, 
While  to  his  harp  divine  Amphion  fung  ? 
Or  fhall  1  Juno's  hate  to  Thebes  refound, 
Whole  fatal  rage  th'  unhappy  monarch  found  ?    • 
The  fire  againft  the  fon  his  arrows  drew, 
O'er  the  wide  fields  the  furious  mother  flew. 
And  while  her  arms  a  fecond  hope  contain, 
Sprung  from  the  rocks,  and  plung'd  into  the  main> 

But  wave  whate'er  to  Cadmus  may  belong, 
And  fix,  O,  mufe  !  the  barrier  of  thy  fong 
At  Oedipus — from  his  difafters  trace 
The  long  confufions  of  his  guilty  race  : 
Nor  yet  attempt  to  ftretch  thy  bolder  wing, 
And  mighty  Caefar's  conquering  eagles  fmg ; 
How  twice  he  tani'd  proud  Ifter's  rapid  flood, 
While  Dician  mountains  ftream'd  with  barbarous 

blood  ; 
Twice  taught  the  Rhine  beneath  his  laws  to  roD^ 
And  flretcli'd  his  empire  to  the  frozen  pole  : 
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Or  ion^  before,  with  early  valour,  drove 

In  youthful  aims  t'  affert  the  caufe  of  Jove. 

And  thou,  great  heir  of  all  thy  father's  fame, 

Increafe  of  glory  to  the  Latin  name '. 

O,  blefs  thy  Rome  with  an  eternal  reign, 

Nor  let  defiring  worlds  entreat  in  vain. 

What  though  the  ftars  contrad  their  heavenly 
fpace, 

And  crowd  their  fliining  ranks  to  yield  thee  place  ; 

Though  all  the  Ikies,  ambitious  of  thy  fway, 

Confpire  to  court  thee  from  our  world  away; 

Though  Phoebus  longs  to  mix  his  rays  with  thine, 

And  in  thy  glories  more  ferenely  ftiiiie ; 

Though  Jove  himfelf  no  lefs  content  would  be 

To  part  his  throne,  and  fhare  his  heaven  with  thee  ; 

Yet  (lay,  great  Caefar  1  and  vouchfafe  to  reign 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  watery  main  ; 
Refign  to  Jove  his  enipire  of  the  Ikies, 

And  people  heaven  with  Roman  deities. 

The  time  will  come,  when  a  diviner  flame 
Shall  warm  my  breaft  to  fing  of  C»far's  fame : 
Meanwhile  permit,  that  my  preluding  mufe 
In  Theban  wars  an  humbler  theme  niay  choofe  : 
Of  furious  hate  furviving  death,  (he  fings, 
A  fatal  throne  to  two  contending  kings. 
And  funeral  flames,  that  parting  wide  in  air 
Exprefs  the  difcord  of  the  fouls  they  bear  : 
Of  towns  difpeopled,  and  the  wandering  ghofts 
Of  kings  unbury'd  in  the  wafted  coafts ; 
When  Dirce's  fountain  blufli'd  with  Grecian  blood, 
And  Thetis,  near  Ifmenos'  fwelling  flood, 
With  dread  beheld  the  rolling  furge*  fweep, 
In  heaps,  his  flaughter'd  fons  into  the  deep. 
What  hero,  Clio  I  wilt  thou  firfl  relate  ? 
The  rage  of  Tydeus,  or  the  prophet's  fate  ? 
Or  how,  with  hills  of  flain  on  every  fide, 
Hippomedon  repell'd  the  hoftiie  tide  ? 
Or  how  the  youth,  with  every  grace  adorn'd, 
Untiriiely  fell,  to  be  for  ever  mourn'd  ? 
Then  to  fierce  Capaneus  thy  verfc  extend. 
And  fing  with  horror  his  prodigious  end. 

Now  wretched  Oedipus,  deprlv'd  of  fight, 
Led  a  long  death  in  everlafting  night ; 
But,  while  he  dwells  where  not  a  cheerful  ray 
Can  pierce  the  darknefs,  and  abhors  the  day, 
The  clear  refledling  mind  prefents  his  fin 
In  frightful  views,  and  makes  it  day  within ; 
Returning  thoughts  in  endlefs  circles  roll. 
And  thonfand  furies  haunt  his  guilty  foul ; 
The  wretch  then  lifted  to  th'  unpitying  Ikie.^ 
Thofe  empty  orbs  from  whence  he  tore  his  eyes, 
Whofe  wounds,  yet  frefti,  with  bloody  hands  ne 

ftrook. 
While  fr9m  his  breaft  thefe  dreadful  accents  broke  : 
Ye  gods  I  that  o'er  the  gloomy  regions  reign, 
Where  guilty  fpirits  feel  eternal  pain  ; 
Thou,  fable  Styx  I  whofe  livid  ftrcams  are  roU'd 
Through  dreary  coafts,  which  I,  though  blind,  be- 
hold : 
IjTifiphone,  that  oft  has  heard  my  prayer, 
Aflift,  if  Oedipus  defervethy  care  1 
|f  you  receiv'd  me  from  Jocafta's  womb. 
And  nurs'dthe  hope  of  mifchiefs  yet  to  come  : 
If  leaving  Polybus,  I  took  my  way 
Vo  Cyrrha'*  temple,  on  that  faul  day, 


When  by  the  fon  the  trembling  father  dy'd, 

Where  the  three  roads  the  Phocian  fields  divide  S 

If  I  the  Sphynx's  riddles  durft  explain. 

Taught  by  thyfelf  to  win  the  proniis'd  reign : 

If  wretched  1,  by  baleful  furies  led. 

With  monftrous  mixture  iUin'd  my  mother's  bed 

For  hell  and  thee  begot  an  impious  brood. 

And  with  full  luft  thofe  horrid  joys  renew'd  • 

Then  felf-condemn'd  to  fliades  of  endlefs  night, 

Forc'd  from  thefe  orbs  the  bleeding  balls  of  fights 

O,  hear,  and  aid  the  vengeance  I  require, 

If  worthy  thee,  and  what  thou  miglitft  infpire! 

My  fons  their  old  unhappy  fire  deipife, 

Spoil'd  of  his  kingdom,  and  depriv'd  of  eyes  • 

Guidelefs  I  wander,  unregarded  mourn. 

While  thefe  exalt  their  fceptres  o'er  my  urn  ; 

Thefe  fons,  ye  god*  I  who,  with  flagitious  pride* 

Infult  my  darknefs,  and  my  groans  deride. 

Art  thou  a  father,  unregardingjove? 

And  fleeps  thy  thunder  in  the  realms  above  ? 

Thou  fury,  then,fome  lafting  curfe  entail 

Which  o'er  their  children's  children  fhall  prevail : 

Place  on  their  heads  that  crown  diftain'd  with  gore 

Which  thofe  dire  hands  from  my  flain  father  tore  • 

Go,  ai:d  a  parent's  heavy  curfes  bear ; 

Break  all  the  bonds  of  nature,  and  prepare 

Their  kindred  fouls  to  mutual  hate  and  war. 

Give  them  to  dare,  what  I  might  wifti  to  fee, 

plind  as  I  am,  fome  glorious  villany  I 

Soon  fhak  thou  find,  if  thou  but  arm  their  hands 

Their  ready  guilt  preventing  thy  commands  : 

Could'ft  thou  fome  great,  proportion'd  mifchief 

frame. 
They'd  prove  the  fatherfromwhofeloinstheycamc.    ^ 

The  Fury  heard,  while  on  Cocytus' brink 
Her  fnakes  uhty'd  fulphureous  waters  drink; 
But  at  the  lummons  roli'd  her  eyes  around, 

Andfnatcii'd  the  ftartingferpentsfrom  the  ground. 
Not  half  fo  fwiftly  fhoots  along  in  air 
The  gliding  lightning,  or  d^ifcending  ftar.   [flight. 
Through  crowds  of  airy  ihades  flie  wing'd  her 
And  dark  dominions  of  the  filent  night ; 
Swift  as  fhe  pafs'd,  the  flitting  ghofts  withdrew 
And  the  pale  fpedlres  trembled  at  her  view  : 
To  th'  iron  gates  of  Tajnarus  fhe  flies. 
There  fpreads  her  dufky  pinions  to  the  ikies. 
The  day  beheld,  and,  fickening  at  the  fight, 
Veil'd  her  fair  glories  in  the  fhade*  of  night. 
Affrighted  Atlas,  on  the  diflant  fhore. 
Trembled,  and  fhook  the  heavens  and  gods  he 

bore. 
Now  from  beneath  Malea's  airy  height 
Aloft  flie  fprung,  and  fteer'dto  Thebes  her  flight; 
With  eager  Ipted  the  well-known  journey  took. 
Nor  here  regrets  the  hell  fhe  late  forfook. 
A  hundred  fnakes  her  gloomy  vifage  fhade, 
A  hundred  ferpents  guard  her  horrid  hoid. 
In  her  funk  eye-balls  dreadful  meteors  glow  ; 
Such  rays  from  Phoebe's  bloody  circles  flow. 
When,  labouring  with  ftrong  charms,  fhe  fhootj 

from  high 
A  fiery  gleam,  and  reddens  all  the  flcy. 
B!ood  ftain'd  her  cheeks,  and  from   her  tQOUth 

there  came 
Blue  fteaming  poifons,  and  a  length  of  flame. 
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From  every  blaft  of  her  contagious  breath, 
famine  and  drought  proceed,  and  plagues,  and 

death. 
A  robe  obfcene  was  o'er  her  fhoulders  thrown, 
A  drefs  by  fates  and  furies  worn  alone. 
She  tofs'd  her  meagre  arms  ;  her  better  hand 
In  waving  circles  whirl'd  a  funeral  brand  : 
A  ferpent  f/om  her  left  was  feen  to  rear 
His  .flaming  creft,  and  lafh  the  yielding  air. 

But  when  the  Fury  took  her  (land  on  high. 
Where  vaft  Cithseron's  top  falutes  the  fky, 
A  hifs  from  all  the  fnaky  tire  went  round ; 
Tiie  dreadful  fignal  all  the  rocks  rebound 
And  through  th'  Achaian  cities  fend  the 
Oete,  with  high  Parnaffus,  heard  the  voice; 
Eurotas'  banks  remurmur'd  to  the  noife ; 
Again  Leucothoe  fhook  at  thefe  alarms. 
And  prefs'd  Palsemon  clofer  in  her  arms. 
Headlong  from  thence  the  glowing  Fury  fprings. 
And  o'er  the  Theban  palace  fpreads  her  wings, 
Once  more  invades  the  guilty  dome,  and  fhrouds 
Its  bright  pavilions  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 
Straight  with  the  rage  of  all  their  race  poffefs'd,") 
Stung  to  the  foul,  the  brothers  flart  from  reil,     > 
And  all  their  furies  wake  within  their  breaft.     j 
Their  tortur'd  minds  repining  pnvy  tears, 
And  Hate,  engender'd  by  fufpicious  fears ; 
Andfacred  thirft  of  fway;  and  all  the  ties 
Of  nature  broke  ;  and  royal  perjuries ; 
And  impotent  Defire  to  reign  alone, 
That  fcorns  the  dull  reverfion  of  a  throne ; 
Each  would  the  fwcets  of  fovereign  rule  devour, 
While  Difcord  waits  upon  divided  power. 

As  flubborn  fteer*  by  brawny  ploughmen  broke, 
And  join'd  reludant  to  the  galling  yoke. 
Alike  difdain  with  fervile  necks  to  bear 
Th*  unwonted  weight,  or  drag  the  crooked  fliare. 
But  rend  the  reins,  and  bound  a  different  way, 
And  ali  the  furrows  in  confufion  lay ; 
Such  was  the  difcord  of  the  royal  pair, 
Whom  fury  drove  precipitate  to  war. 
In  vain  the  chiefs  contriv'd  a  fpecious  way. 
To  govern  Thebes  b^'  their  alternate  fway  : 
Unjuft  decree  1  whije  this  enjoys  the  flatc. 
That  mourns  in  exile  his  unequal  fate. 
And  the  fhort  monarch  of  a  hafty  year 
Forcfees  with  anguifh  his  returning  heir. 
Thus  did  the  league  their  impious  arms  rcftrain, 
But  fcarce  fubfifted  to  the  fecond  reign. 

Yet  then,  no  proud  afpiring  piles  were  rais'd, 
jMo  fretted  roofs  with  polifh'd  metals  blaz'd; 
Uo  laboiir'd  columns  in  long  order  plac'd, 
Ho  Grecian  (lone  the  pompous  arches  grac'd; 
>Io  nightly  bands  in  glittering  armour  wait 
Before  the  fleeplefa  tyrant's  guarded  gate  ; 
Ho  chargers  then  were  wrought  in  burnifli'd  gold. 
Nor  filver  vafes  took  the  forming  mould ; 
Nor  gems  on  bowls  embofs'd  were  feen  to  (bine, 
Blaze  on  the  brims,  andfparkle  in  the  wine — 
Say,  wretched  rivals '.  what  provokes  your  rage  ? 
Say,  to  what  end  your  impious  arms  engage  ? 
Not  all  bright  Phcebus  views  in  early  morn. 
Or  when  his  evening  beams  the  weft  adorn, 
When  the  fouth  glows  with  his  meridian  ray. 
And  the  ccld  ncrth  receives  a  fainter  day  j 


ign: 
pare,        "^ 

0  bear,       f 
flillmufir 


For  crimes  like  tiefe,  not  all  thofe  realms  fuffic«, 
Were  all  thofe  realms  the  guihy  viflor's  prize  ; 
But  fortune  now  (the  lots  of  empire  thrown) 
Decrees  to  proud  Eteocles  the  crown  : 
What  joys,  oh  tyrant !  fwell'd  thy  foul  that  day, 
When  all  were  flaves  thou  couldft;  around  furvey, 
Pleas'd  to  behold  unbounded  power  thy  own. 
And  fingly  fill  a  fear'd  and  envy'd  throne ! 

But  the  vile  vulgar,  ever  difcontent. 
Their  growing  fears  in  fecret  murmurs  vent; 
Still  prone  to  change,  though  ftill  the  flaves  of  (late. 
And  fure  the  monarch  whom  they  have,  to  hate ; 
New  lords  they  madly  make,  then  tamely  bear, 
And  foftly  curfe  the  tyrant^  whom  they  fear. 
And  one  of  thofe  who  groan  beneath  the  fway 
Of  kings  impos'd,  and  grudgingly  obey, 
f  Whom  envy  to  the  great  and  vulgar  fpite 
With  fcandal  arnj'd,  th'  ignoble  mind's  delight) 
Exclaim'd — O  Thebes!  for  thee  what  fates  rcmaia 
What  woes  attend  this  inaufpicious  reign  ! 
MuH  we,  alas  !  our  doubtful  necks  prepare. 
Each  haughty  matters  yoke  by  turns  to 
And  (lill  to  change  whom  chang'd  wc  " 

fear  ? 
Thefe  now  controul  a  wretched  people's  fate, 
Thefe  can  divide,  and  thefe  rererfe  the  (late  : 
Ev'n  fortune  rules  no  more  : — O  fervile  land. 
Where  exil'd  tyrants  (lill  by  turns  command  1 
Thou  fire  of  gods  and  men,  inipcrial  Jove  ! 
(s  this  th'  eternal  doom  decreed  above  ? 
On  thy  own  offspring  had  ,tho»  fix'd  this  fate, 
From  the  (if  ft  birth  of  our  unhappy  ftate ; 
When  banilh'd  Cadmus,  wandering  o'er  the  main^ 
For  loft  Europa  fearch'd  the  world  in  vain, 
And,  fajted  in  Bosotion  fields  to  found 
A  rifing  empire  on  a  foreign  ground, 
Firft  rais'd  our  walls  on  that  ill-omen'd  plain, 
Where  earth-born  brothers  were  by  brothers  (lain  ? 
What  lofty  looks  th'  unrival'd  monarch  bears ! 
How  all  the  tyrant  in  his  face  appears  '. 
What  fullen  fury  clouds  his  fcornful  brow  ? 
Gods  1  how  his  eyes  with  threatening  ardour  glow '. 
Can  this  imperious  lord  forget  to  reign, 
Quit  all  his  ftate,  defcend,  and  ferve  again  ? 
Yet  who,  before,  more  popularly  bow'd. 
Who  more  propitious  to  the  fuppliant  crowd  ? 
Patient  of  right,  famijiar  in  the  throne  ? 
What  wonder  then  ?   he  was  not  then  alone. 
O  wretched  we,  a  vile  fubmifiive  train. 
Fortune's  tame  fools,  and  (laves  in  every  reign  I 

As  when  two  winds  with  rival  force  contend,  • 
This  way  and  that,  the  wavering  fails  they  bend. 
While  freezing  Boreas  and  black  Eurus  blow, 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  reeling  velfel  throw  : 
Thus,  on  each  fide,  alas !  our  tottering  ftate 
Feels  all  the  fury  of  refiftlefs  fate ; 
And  doubtful  ftill,  and  ftill  diftraded  ftands. 
While  that  prince  threatens,  and  while  this  ccmr 
And  now  th'  almighty  father  of  the  gods[mands. 
Convenes  a  council  in  the  bleft  abodes: 
Far  in  the  bright  receffes  of  the  (kies. 
High  o'er  the  rolling  heavens,  a  maufion  lies, 
Whence,  far  below,  the  gods  at  once  furvey 
The 
And. 


''hence,  far  below,  the  gods  at  once  furvey  "% 
he  realms  of  rifing  and  declining  day,  [fe^.  > 
nd  all  th'  extended  fp ace  of  earth,  and  air,and*j 
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Full  in  the  midft,  and  on  a  ftarry  throne, 

l"he  niajefty  of  heaven  fuperior  {hone ; 

Serene  he  Icok'd,  and  gave  an  awful  nod, 

And  ail  the  trembling  fpheres  confefs'd  the  God. 

At  Jove'b  aflent,  the  deities  around 

In  folemn  ftate  the  confiftory  crown'd. 

Next  a  long  order  of  inferior  powers 

Afcend  from  hills,  and  plains,  and  fhady  bowers; 

Thofe  from  whofe  urns  the  rolling  rivers  flow  ; 

And  thofe  that  give  the  wandering  winds  to  blow  : 

Here  all  their  rage,  and  ev'n  their  murmurs  ceafc, 

And  facred  filencc  reigns,  and  univerfal  peace. 

A  fhining  fynod  of  majeftic  gods 

Gilds  with  new  luftre  the  divine  abodes; 

Heaven  feems  improv'd  with  a  fuperior  ray. 

And  the  bright  arch  refledls  a  double  day. 

The  monarch  then  his  folemn  filence  br\)kc, 

The  flill  creation  liftened  while  he  fpoke ; 

Each  facred  accent  bears  eternal  weight. 

And  each  irrevocable  word  is  fate. 

How  long  (hall  man  the  wrath  of  Heaven  defy, 
And  force  unwilling  vengeance  from  the  fky  I 
Oh  race  confederate  into  crimes,  that  prove 
Triumphant  o'et  th'  eluded  ra^  of  Jove  ! 
This  weary  arm  can  fcarce  the  bolt  luftain. 
And  unregarded  thunder  rolls  in  vain  : 
Th'  o'erlabour'd  Cyclop  from  his  tafk  retires; 
Th'  ^olian  forge  exhaufled  of  its  fires, 
For  this  I  fuffer'd  Phoebus'  fleeds  to  flray, 
And  the  mad  ruler  to  mifguide  the  day, 
When  the  wide  earth  to  heaps  of  afhes  turn' J, 
And  heaven  itfelf  the  wandering  chariot  burn'd. 
For  this,  my  brother  of  the  watery  reign 
Releas'd  th'  impetuous  fluices  of  the  main  : 
But  flames  confum'd,  and  billows  rag'd  in  vain. 
Two  i-aces  now,  ally'd  to  Jove,  offend  : 
To  punifh  thefe,fee  Jove  himfelf  defcend. 
The  Theban  kings  their  line  from  Cadmus  trace, 
From  godlike  Perfeus  thofe  of  Argive  race. 
Unhappy  Cadmus'  fate  who  does  not  know. 
And  the  long  feries  of  fucceeding  woe  ? 
How  oft  the  furies,  from  the  deeps  of  night, 
Arofe,  and  mix'd  with  men  in  mortal  fight : 
Th'  exulting  mother,  ftain'd  with  filial  blood; 
The  favage  hunter,  and  the  haunted  wood? 
The  direful  banquet  why  fhould  I  proclaim, 
And  crimes  that  grieve  the    trembling  gods  tc 

name  ? 
Ere  I  recount  the  fins  of  thefe  profane,  T 

The  fun  would  fmk  into  the  weftern  main,         V 
Andrifing  gild  the  radiant  eaft  again.  j 

Have  we  not  feen  (the  blood  of  Laius  fhed) 
The  murdering  fon  afcend  his  parent's  bed, 
Through  violated  nature  foice  his  way. 
And  flaift^he  facred  ^yomb  v/here  once  he  lay  ? 
Yet  eow  in  darknefs  and  defpair  he  groans. 
And  for  the  crimes  of  guilty  fate  atones ; 
His  fons  with  fcorn  their  eyelefs  father  view, 
Infult  his  wounds,  and  make  them  bleed  anew. 
Thy  curfe,  oh  !  Oedipus,  juft  heaven  alarms, 
Andfets  th'  avenging thunderer  inarms. 
i  from  the  root  thy  guilty  race  will  tear. 
And  give  the  nations  to  the  waflc  of  war. 
Adraltus  foon,  with  gods  averfe,ihall  join 
\a  djre  alliance  *viih.the  Theban  line  ; 


■\ 


Hence  ftrife  (hall  rife,  and  mortal  war  fucceed  • 
The  guilty  realms  of  Tantalus  fliall  bleed  : 
Fix'd  is  their  doom  ;  this  all-remembering  brea& 
Yet  harbours  vengeance  for  the  tyrant's  fcaft. 
He  faid ;    and  thus  the  queen  of  heaven  re* 
turn'd 
(With  fudden  gri^f her  lahonring  bofom  bnrn'd)  : 
Muft  I,  whofc  cares  Phoroneus*  towers  defend, 
Mud  1,  oh  Jove,  in  bloody  wars  contend  ? 
Thou  know'ft  thofe  regions  my  prote(!^ion  claim. 
Glorious  in  arms,  in  riches,  and  in  fame  : 
Though  there  the  fair  .Egyptian  heifer  fed, 
And  there  deluded  Argus  flept,  and  bled  ; 
Though  there  the  brazen  tower  was  florm'd  of  oId» 
When  Jove  defeended  in  almighty  gold. 
Yet  1  can  pardon  thofe  obfcurer  rapes, 
Thofe  balbful  crimes  difguis'd  in  borrow'd  Ihapes  J 
But  Thebes,  where,  (liining  in  celeflial  charms. 
Thou  cam'fl  triumphant  to  a  mortal's  arms. 
When  all  my  glories  o'er  her  limbs  were  fpread. 
And  blazing  lightnings  danc'd  around  her  bed; 
Curs'd  Thebes  the   vengeance  it   deferves  may- 
prove — 
Ah,  why  fhould  Argos  feel  the  rage  of  Jove  ? 
Yet,  fince  thou  wilt  thy  fifter  queen  controul. 
Since  ftillthe  luft  of  difcord  fires  thy  foul, 
Go,  raze  my  Samos,  let  Mycene  fall, 
And  level  with  the  dufl  the  Spartan  wall; 
No  more  let  mortals  Juno's  power  invoke, 
Her  fanes  no  more  with  eaflern  incenfe  fmoke. 
Nor  vidtims  fink  beneath  the  facred  ftroke  ; 
But  to  your  Ifis  all  my  rights  transfer, 
Let  altars  blaze  and  temples  fmoke  for  her ; 
For  her,  through  Egypt's  fruitful  clime  renown^ 
Let  weeping  Nilus  hear  thetimbrel  found. 
But  if  thou  muft  reform  the  ftubborn  times. 
Avenging  on  the  fons  the  father's  crimes. 
And  from  the  long  records  of  diftant  age 
Derive  incitements  to  renew  thy  rage ; 
Say,  from  what  period  then  has  Jove  defign'd 
To  date  his  vengeance  ;  to  what  bounds  confin'd  ? 
Begin  from  whence,  where  firfl  Alpheus  hides    -\ 
His  wandering  flream,  and  through  the  briny/ 
tides  ?* 

Unmix'd  to  his  Sicilian  river  glides.  j 

Thy  own  Arcadians  there  the  thunder  claim, 
Whofe  impious  rites  difgrace  the  mighty  name; 
Who  raife  thy  temples  where  the  chariot  flood 
Of  fierce  Oenomaus,  defil'd  with  blood  ; 
Where  once  his  fleeds  their  favage  banquet  founci 
And  human  bones  yet  whiten  all  the  ground. 
Say,  can  thofe  honours  pleafe?   and  canft  thoa 

love 
Prefumptuous  Crete,  that  boafts  the  tomb  of  Jove  I 
And  ihall  not  Tantalus's  kingdom  (hare 
Thy  wife  and  fifter's  tutelary  care  ? 
Reverfe,  O  Jove,  thy  too  fcvere  decree. 
Nor  doom  to  war  a  race  deriv'd  from  thee  5 
On  impious  realms  and  barbarous  kings  impofe 
Thy  plagues,  and  curfe  them  with  fuch  fons  as 
thofe. 
Thus,  in  reproach  and  prayer,  the  queen  exprcfs*4 
The  rage  and  grief  contending  in  her  .breaft  ; 
Uamoy'd  remain'd  the  ruler  of  the  (ky, 
And  from  his  throne  return'd  this  Itern  replj: 
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'TwastliusI  deem'd  thyhaiightyfbul  would  bear 
The  dire,  though  juft,  revenge  which  I  prepare 
Againft  a  nation  thy  peculiar  care  : 
No  lefs  Dione  might  for  Thebes  contend, 
Kor  Bacchus  lefs  his  native  town  defend  ; 
Yet  thefe  in  flience  fee  the  fates  fulfil 
Their  work,  and  reverehce  our  fuperior  will. 
For,  by  the  black  infernal  Styx  I  fwear, 
(That  dreadful  oath  which  binds  the  thunderer), 
'Tis  fii'd  ;  th'  irrevocable  doom  of  Jove  ; 
No  force  can  bend  me,  no  perfuafion  move. 
Hafte  then,  Cyllenius,  through  the  liquid  air ; 
Go  mount  the  winds,  and  to  the  fhades  repair ; 
Bid  hell's  black  monarch  my  commands  obey, 
And  give  up  Laius  to  the  realms  of  day, 
Whofe  ghoft,  yet  (hivering  on  Cocytus'  fand, 
Iipedls  its  paffage  to  the  farther  flrand : 
Let  the  pale  fire  reviCt  Thebes,  and  bear 
Thefe  pleafing  orders  to  the  tyrant's  ear ; 
That,  from  his  exil'd  brother,  fwell'd  with  pride 
Of  foreign  forces,  and  his  Argive  bride. 
Almighty  Jove  commands  him  to  detain 
The  promis'd  empire,  and  alternate  reign : 
Be  this  the  caufe  of  more  than  mortal  hate : 
The  reft,  fucceeding  times  ftiall  ripen  into  fate. 

The  god  obeys,  and  to  his  feet  applies 
Thofe  golden  wings  that  cut  the  yielding  Ikies. 
His  ample  hat  his  beamy  locks  o'erfpread, 
Atid  veil'd  the  ftarry  glories  of  his  head. 
He  feiz'd  the  wand  that  caufes  fleep  to  fly, 
Or  in  foft  flumbers  feals  the  wakeful  eye  ; 
That  drives  the  dead  to  dark  Tartarian  coafts. 
Or  back  to  life  compels  the  wandering  ghofts. 
Thus,  through  the  parting  clouds,  the  fon  of  May 
Wings  on  ;hc  whiflling  winds  his  rapid  way ; 
Now  fmoothly  fleers  through  air  his  equal  flight, 
Now  fprings  aloft,  and  towers  th'  etherial  height ; 
Then  wheeling  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  he  flies, 
And  draws  a  radiant  circle  o'er  the  fkics. 

Meantime  the  banifh'd  Polynices  roves 
(His    Thebes  abandon'd)     through    th'  Aon'ian 
groves,  [light, 

While  future  realms  his  wandering  thoughts  de- 
His  daily  vifion.  and  his  dream  by  night; 
Forbidden  Thebes  appears  before  his  eye. 
From  whence  he  fees  his  abfent  brother  fly, 
With  tranfport  views  the  airy  rule  his  own, 
And  fwells  on  an  imaginary  throne. 
Fain  would  he  caft  a  tedious  age  away, 
And  live  out  all  in  one  triumphant  day. 
He  chides  the  lazy  progrels  of  the  fun. 
And  bids  the  year  with  fwifcer  motion  run. 
With  anxious  hopes  his  craving  mind  is  toft. 
And  all  his  joys  in  length  of  wifhes  loft 

The  hero  then  tcfolves  his  courfe  to  bend 
Where  ancient  Danaus'  fruitful  fields  exten 
Andfam'd  Mycene's  lofty  toweis  afccnd 
(Where  late  the  fun  did  Atreus'  crimes  deleft, 
And  difappear'd  in  horror  of  the  feaft.) 
And  now,  by  chance,  by  fate,  or  furies  led. 
From  Bacchus'  confecratcd  caves  he  fled, 
Where  the  fhrill  cries  of  frantic  matrons  found. 
And  Pentheus'  blood  enrich'd  the  rifing  ground. 
Then  fee?  Cithaeion  towering  o'er  the  plain. 
And  thence  declining  gently  to  the  n^.ain, 


end       ") 
:end,       ^ 


Next  to  the  bounds  of  NIfus'  realm  repairs, 
Where  treacherous  Scylla  cut  the  purple  hairs  : 
The  hanging  cliffs  of  Scyron'srock  explores, 
And  hears  the  murmurs  of  the  different  fhorc*  : 
Paffes  the  ftraight  that  parts  the  foaming  fcas. 
And  ftately  Corinth's  pleafing  fite  furveys. 

'Twasnowthe  time  when  Phoebusyields  to  night. 
And  rifing  Cynthia  fheds  her  filver  light, 
Wide  o'er  the  world  in  folemn  pomp  flie  drew 
Her  airy  chariot  hung  with  pearly  dew ; 
All  birds  and  beafts  lie  hufti'd  :  fleep  fteals  awa^ 
The  wild  defires  of  men,  and  toils  of  day, 
And  brings,  defcending  through  the  filent  air, 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  care. 
Yet  no  red  clouds,  with  golden  bordfers  gay, 
Promife  the  ficies  »he  bright  return  of  day ; 
No  faint  reflections  of  the  diftant  light 
Streak  vt^ith  long  gleams  the  fcattering  fliades  of 

night; 
From  the  damp  earth  impervious  vapours  rife, 
Increafe  the  darknefs,  and  involve  the  flues. 
At  once  the  roaring  Ikies  with  rufliing  found 
Burft  from  th'  JEoUati  caves,  and  rend  the  ground.' 
With  equal  rage  their  airy  quarrel  try, 
And  win  by  turns  the  kingdom  of  the  flcy ; 
But  with  a  thicker  night  black  Aufter  ftirouds 
The  heavens,  and  drives  on  heaps  the  rolling  doudi. 
From  whofe  dark  womb  a  rattling  tempeft  poiirs. 
Which  the  cold  north  congeals  to  haily  fhowers. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  thunder  roars  aloud, 
And  broken  lightnings  flafli  from  every  cloud. 
Now  fmokes  with  ihowers  the  mifty  mountaia^ 

ground. 
And  floated  fields  lie  undiftingtiifli'd  round. 
Th'  Inachian  ftreams  with  headlong  fury  run. 
And  Erifinus  rolls  a  deluge  on  : 
The  foaming  Lerna  fwells  above  its  bounds, 
And  fpreads  its  ancient  poifons  o'er  the  grounds  i 
Where  late  was  duft,  now  rapid  torrefits  play, 
Rufli  through  the  mounds,  and  bear  the  dams  a« 

way: 
Old  limbs  of  trees  from  crackling  forefts  torn, 
Are  whirl'd  in  air,  and  on  the  winds  arc  borne: 
The  ftorm  the  dark  Lycasan  groves  difplay'd, 
And  firft  to  light  cxpos'd  the  facred  fhade. 
Th'  intrepid  Theban  bears  the  burfting  flcy, 
Sees  yawning  rocks  in  mafly  fragments  fly, 
And  views  aftonifti'd  from  the  hills  afar. 
The  floods  defcending,  and  the  watery  war, 
That,  driven  by  ftorms,  and  pouring  o'er  the  plain, 
Swept,  herds  and  hinds,  and  houfes  to  the  main. 
Through  the  brown  horrors  of  the  night  he  fled. 
Nor  knows,  amaz'd,  what  doubtful  path  to  tread  ; 
His  brother's  image  to  his  mind  appears. 
Inflames  his  heart  with  rage,  and  wings  his  feet, 

with  fears. 
So  fares  a  failor  on  the  ftormy  main, 
When  clouds  conceal  Boote's  golden  wain, 
When  not  a  ftar  its  friendly  luftre  keeps. 
Not  trembling  Cynthia  glimmers  on  the  deeps ; 
He  dreads  the  rocks,  and  Oioals,  and  feas,  and  flcies, 
While  thunder  roars,  and   lightning  round  him 

flics. 
Thus  ftrove  the  chief,  on  every  fide  diftrefs'd, 
Thus  ftill  his  courage  with  his  toils  increas'd ; 
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'*i5''ith  his  broad  fhjeld  oppos'd,  he  forc'd  his  way 
Through  thickeft  woods,  and  rous'd  the  beafts  of 

prey. 
Till  he  beheld,  where  from  Leriffa's  height 
The  {helving  walls  refle<5l  a  glancing  light : 
Thither  with  hafte  the  Theban  hero  flics ;  "i 

On  this  fide  Lcrna's  poifonous  water  lies,  ^ 

On  that  Profymna's  grove  and  temple  rife  :         J 
He  pafs'd  the  gates  which  then  unguarded  lay, 
And  to  the  regal  palace  bent  his  way  ; 
On  the  cold  marble,  fpent  with  toil,  he  lies. 
And  waits  till  pleafing  flumber  feal  his  eyes. 

Adradus  here  his  happy  people  fways. 
Bled  with  calm  peace  in  his  delining  days. 
By  both  his  parents  of  defcent  divine. 
Great  Jove  and  Phoebus  grac'd  his  noble  line  : 
Heaven  had  not  crown'd  his  wifhes  with  a  fon. 
But  two  fair  daughters  heir'd  his  ftate  and  throne. 
To  him  Apollo  (wondrous  to  relate  ! 
But  who  can  pierce  into  the  depths  of  fate  ?) 
Had  fung — "  Expedt  thy  fonson  Argos'  (hore, 
••  A  yellow  lion,  and  a  briflly  boar  " 
This  long  refolv'd  in  his  paternal  breaft. 
Sate  heavy  on  his  heart,  and  broke  his  refl ; 
This,  great  Amphiaraus,  lay  hid  from  thee. 
Though  (kill'd  in  fate,  and  dark  futurity. 
The  father's  care  and  prophet's  art  were  vain, 
For  thus  did  the  prediiSting  ged  ordain. 

Lo  haplefs  Tydeus,  whofe  ill  fated  hand 
Had  flain  his  brother,  leaves  his  natite  land. 
And  feiz'd  with  horror  in  the  fhades  of  night. 
Through  the  thick  defer  ts  headlong  urg'd  his  flight: 
Now  by  the  fury  of  the  tempeft  driven. 
He  feets  a  Ihelter  from  th'  inclement  heaven, 
Till,  led  by  Fate,  the  Thcban's  fleps  he  treads. 
And  to  fair  Argos'  open  court  fuccecds. 

When  thus  the  chiefs  from  different  lands  refort 
T'  Adraftus'  realms,  and  hofpitable  court ; 
The  king  furveys  his  guefts  with  curious  eyes. 
And  views  their  arms  and  habit  with  furprife. 
A  lion's  yellow  (kin  the  I'heban  wears, 
Horrid  his  mane,  and  rough  with  curling  hairs ; 
Such  one  employ'd  Alcides'  youthful  toils, 
Ere  yet  adorn'd  with  Nemea's  dreadful  fpoils. 
A  boar's  ftiff  hide,  of  Calydonian  breed, 
Oenides'  manly  fhoulders  overfpread  : 
Oblique  his  tuflcs,  ere<5l  his  briftles  flood; 
Ahve,  the  pride  and  terror  of  the  wood. 

Struck  with  the  fight,  and  fix'd  in  deep  amaze, 
The  king  th'  accomplifh'd  oracle  furveys. 
Reveres  Apollo's  vocal  caves,  and  owns 
The  guided  godhead,  and  his  future  fons. 
O'er  all  his  bofom  fccret  tranfports  reign, 
And  a  glad  horror  fhoots  through  every  vein. 
To  heaven  he  lifts  his  hands,  ered:  his  fight. 
And  thus  invokes  the  filent  queen  of  night : 

Goddefsof  (hades,  beneath  whofe  gloomy  reign, 
Yon'  fpangled  arch  glows  with  the  Itarry  train  ; 
You  who  the  cares  of  heaven  and  earth  allay. 
Till  nature  quicken'd  by  th'  infpiring  ray, 
Wakes  to  new  vigour  with  the  rifing  day 
O  thou  who  freeft  me  from  my  doubtful  (late, 
L.ong  loft  and  wilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fate  I 
Be  prefect  ftill,  oh  goddefs  '.  in  out  aid; 
proceed,  and  firm  thofc  omens  thou  haft  ir.ade. 


.Hay,    \ 


We  to  thy  name  our  annual  rites  will  pay, 
And  on  thy  altars  facrifices  lay. 
The  fable  flock  (hall  fall  beneath  the  ftroke,         ' 
And  fill  thy  temples  with  a  grateful  fmoke. 
Hail,  faithful  Tripos  !  hail,  ye  dark  abodes 
Of  awful  Phoebus ;  I  confefs  the  gods  1 

Thus,    feis'd  with  facred  fear,   the  monarcif 
pray'd; 
Then  to  his  inner  court  the  guefts  convey'd  ; 
Where  yet  thin  fumes  from  dying  fparks  arife. 
And  duft  yet  white  upon  each  altar  lies. 
The  relics  of  a  former  facrifice. 
The  king  orvce  more  the  folemn  rites  requires. 
And  bids  renew  the  fcafts,  and  wake  the  fires. 
His  train  obey,  while  all  the  courts  around 
With  noify  care  and  various  tumult  found. 
Embroider'd  purple  clothes  the  golden  beds ; 
This  (lave  the  floor,  and  that  the  table  fpreadsy 
A  third  difpels  the  darknefs  of  the  night. 
And  fills  depending  lamps  with  beams  of  light; 
Here  loaves  in  canifters  are  pil'd  on  high. 
And  there  in  flames  the  flaughter'd  vi(5lims  fly. 
Sublime  in  regal  (late  Adraftus  (hone, 
Srretch'd  on  rich  carpets  on  his  ivory  throne  ; 
A  lofty  couch  receives  each  princely  gueft ; 
Around  at  awful  diftance  wait  the  reft. 

And  now  the  king,  his  royal  fcaft  to  grace, 
Aceftii!  calls,  the  guardian  of  his  race. 
Who  firft  their  youth  in  arts  of  virtue  train'd, 
And  their  ripe  years  in  modeft  grace  maintaiu'd; 
Then  foftly  whifper'd  in  her  faithful  ear. 
And  bade  his  daughters  at  the  rites  appear. 
When,  from  the  clofe  apartments  of  the  night. 
The  royal  nymphs  approach  divinely  bright ; 
Such  was  Diana's,  fuch  Minerva's  face  : 
Nor  (bine  their  beauties  with  fuperior  grace. 
But  that  in  thefe  a  milder  charm  endears. 
And  lefs  of  terror  in  their  looks  appears. 
As  on  the  heroes  firft  they  caft  their  eyes. 
O'er  their  fair  cheeks  the  glowing  blufhes  life,. 
Their  downcaft  looks  a  decent  (liame  conftfs'd. 
Then  on  their  father's  reverend  features  reft. 

The  banquet  done,  the  monarch  gives  the  figi^' 
To  fill  the  goblet  high  with  fparkling  wiiie, 
Which  Danaus  us'd  in  facred  rites  of  old, 
With  fculpture  grac'd,  and  rough  with  rifing  gold. 
Here  to  the  clouds  victorious  Perfeus  flies, 
Medufa  feems  to  move  her  languid  eyes. 
And,  ev'n  in  gold,  turns  paler  as  fhe  dies. 
There  from  the  chafe  Jove's  towering  eagle  bears. 
On  golden  wings,  the  Phrygian  to  the  ftars : 
Still  as  he  rifes  in  th'  etherial  height. 
His  native  mountains  IclTen  to  his  fight ; 
While  all  his  fad  companions  upward  gaze, 
Fix'd  on  the  glorious  fcene  in  wild  amaze  j 
ind  the  fwift  hounds,  affrighted  as  he  flies, 
Run  to  the  fl\ade,  and  bark  againil  the  (kies» 

This  golden  bowl   with  generous  juice  was 
crown'd. 
The  firft  libation  fprinkled  on  the  ground  : 
By  turns  on  each  celeftial  power  they  call; 
With  Phoebus'  name  refounds  the  vaulted  hall. 
The  courtly  train,  the  (Irangers,  and  the  reft, 
Crown'd   with  chaftc  laurel,  and  with  garlandl 
drcfs'd,  $ 


THE  WORKS   OF   POPF. 


iVhile  with  rich  gums  the  fuming  altars  blare, 
Saluta  the  go(i  in  numerous  hymns  of  praife. 

Then  thus  the  king  :   Perhaps,  my  noble  guefts, 
Thefe  honour'd  altars,  and  thele  annual  feafts 
To  bright  Apollo's  awful  name  defign'd, 
Unknown,  with  wendcr  may  perplex  your  mind. 
Great  was  the  caufe;  cur  old  folcmnities 
From  no  blind  zeal  or  fond  tradition  rife ; 
But,  fav'dfrom  death,  our  Argives  yearly  pay 
Thefe  grateful  honours  to  the  God  of  day. 

When  by  athoufand  darts  the  Python  flain 
With  orbs  unroll'd  lay  covering  all  the  plain, 
(Transfix'd  as  o'er  Caftalia'sflreamshe  hung, 
And  fuck*d  new  poifons  with  his  triple  tongue) 

"  To  Argos'  realms  the  vidor  god  reforts, 
And  enters  old  Crotopus'  humble  courts. 
This  rural  prince  one  only  daughter  blefa'd. 
That  all  the  charms  of  blooming  youth  pofTefs'd ; 
Fair  was  her  face,  and  fpotlefs  was  her  mind. 
Where  filial  love  with  virgin  fweetnefs  join'd. 
H.ippy  !  and  happy  ftill  fhe  might  have  prov'd, 
Were  fhe  lefs  beautiful,  or  lefs  btlov'd  ! 
But  Phoebus  Iov'd,and  on  the  flowery  fide 
Of  Nemea's  ftream  the  yielding  fair  enjoy 'd  : 
Now,  e'er  ten  moons  their  orb  with  light  adorn, 
Th'  illuflrious  offfpring  of  the  God  was  born  ; 
The  nymph,  her  father's  anger  to  evade, 
Retires  from  Argos  to  the  fylvan  fhade  ; 
To  woods  and  wilds  the  pleafing  burden  bears, 
And  trufts  her  infant  to  a  fhephcrd's  cares. 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child,  is  thine .' 
Ah,  how  unworthy  thofe  of  race  divine ! 
On  flowery  herbs  in  fome  gresn  covert  laid. 
His  bed  the  ground,  his  canopy  the  fhade, 
He  mixes  with  the  bleeting  lambs  his  cries, 
While  the  rude  fwaia  his  rural  mufic  trieSj 
To  call  foft  flumber  on  hi*  infant  eyes. 
Yet  even  in  thofe  obfcure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  more,  alas !  than  cruel  fate  would  give ; 
For  on  the  grafly  verdure  as  he  lay, 
And  breath'd  the  frefhnefs  of  the  early  day, 
Devouring  dogs  the  helplefs  infant  tore, 
Ted  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapp'd  the  gore. 
Th'  aftonifh'd  mother,  when  the  rumour  came, 
Forgets  her  father,  and  negleSs  her  fame. 
With  loud  complaints  Ihe  fills  the  yielding  air. 
And  beats  her  breafls,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair ; 
Then  wild  with  anguifh  to  her  fire  fhe  flies. 
Demands  the  fentence,  and  contented  dies. 

But,  touch'd  with  forrow  for  the  dead  too  late. 
The  raging  god  prepares  t'  avenge  her  fate. 
He  fends  a  monfter,  horrible  and  fell, 
Begot  by  furies  in  the  depths  of  hell. 
The  peft  a  virgin's  face  and  bofom  bears; 
High  on  a  crown  a  rifing  fnake  appears, 
Guards  her  black  front,  and  hilTcs  in  her  hairs: 
About  the  realm  fhe  walks  her  dreadful  round, 
When    night   with    fable    wingi   o'erfpreads   the 

ground, 
Devours  young  babes  before  their  parents  eyes, 
And  feeds  and  thrives  on  public  miferies. 

But  generous  rage  the  bold  Chorcebus  warms, 
Chorcebus,  fam'd  for  virtue,  as  for  arms  ; 
^ome  few  like  him,  infpir'd  with  martial  flame, 

,  I'hought  a  ihort  life  well  loft  ioz  eiidlefs  fame. 


'  } 


Thefe,  where  two  ways  In  equal  parts  divide,     -i 
The  direful  monfler  from  afar  defcry'd;  C 

Two  bleeding  babes  depending  at  her  fide,  \ 

Whofe panting  vitals,  warm  with  life,  fhe  draws^ 
And  in  their  hearts  embrues  htr  cruel  claws. 
The  youths  furround  her  with  extended  fpears^ 
But  brave  Chorcebus  in  the  front  appears, 
Deep  in  her  brealt  he  plung'd  his  fhining  fword^ 
And  hell's  dire  monfler  back  to  hell  reftor'd. 
Th'  Inachians  view  the  flain  with  vaft  furprife. 
Her  twiflfng  volumes,  and  her  rolling  eyes, 
Her  fpotted  breaft,  and  gaping  womb  embru'd 
With  livid  poifon,  and  our  children's  blood. 
The  crowd  in  flupid  wonder  fix'd  appear. 
Pale  ev'n  in  joy,  nor  yet  forget  to  feaf. 
Some  with   vaft    beams  the  fqualfd  corpfe  en'« 

And  weary  all  the  wild  efforts  of  rage, 
The  birds  obfcene,  that  nightly  flock'd  to  tafle. 
With  hollow  fcreeche?  fled  the  dire  repafl; ; 
And  ravenous  dogs,  allur'd  by  fcented  blood, 
And  ftarving  wolves  ran  howling  to  the  wood. 

But,fir'd  with  rage, from  cleft  Parnaffus'browj 
Avenging  Phcebus  bent  his  deadly  bow,  C 

And  hiffing  flew  the  feather'd  fates  below  :        j 
A  night  of  fultry  clouds  involv'd  around 
The  towers,  the  fields,  and  the  devoted  grotmd : 
And  now  a  thoufand  lives  together  fled,  "> 

Death  with  his  fcythe  cut  off"  the  fatal  thread,      v 
And  a  whole  province  in  his  triumph  led.  j 

But  Phcebus,  afk'd  why  noxious  fi:res  appear, 
And  raging  Sirius  blafts  the  fickly  year  ; 
Demands  their  lives  by  whom  his  monfter  fell, 
And  dooms  a  dreadful  facrifice  to  hell. 

Bleft  be  thy  duft,  and  let  eternal  fame 
Attend  thy  manes,  and.preferve  thy  name, 
Undaunted  hero  !  who,  divinely  brave, 
In  fuch  a  caufe  difdain'd  thy  life  to  fave: 
But  view'd  the  fhrine  with  a  fuperior  look. 
And  its  upbraided  godhead  thus  befpoke  : 

With  piety,  the  foul's  fecureft  guard. 
And  confcious  virtue,  ftill  its  own  reward. 
Willing  I  come,  unknowing  haw  to  fear  ; 
Nor  fhalt  thou,  Phcebus,  find  a  fuppliant  here. 
Thy  monfter's  death  to  me  was  ow'd  alone, 
And  'tis  a  deed  too  glorious  to  difown. 
Behold  him  here,  for  whom,  fo  many  days. 
Impervious  clouds  conceal'd  thy  fullen  rays; 
For  whom,  as  man  no  longer  claim'd  thy  care, 
Such  numbers  fell  by  peftilential  air  '. 
But  if  th'  abandon'd  race  of  human  kind 
From  gods  above  no  mor^  comp.iflion  find; 
If  fuch  inclemency  in  heaven  can  dwell,  ^ 

Yet  why  muft  unofFendii'.g  Argos  feel  > 

The  vengeance  due  to  this  unlucky  fteel  ?  j 

On  me,  on  me,  let  all  thy  fury  fall, 
Nor  err  from  me,  fince  I  dd'crve  it  all  : 
Unlefs  our  defert  cities  pleafc  thy  fight, 
Or  funeral  flames  refledl  a  _rareful  light, 
Difcharge  thy  fliafts,  tt.is  ready  bofom  rend, 
An'i  to  the  fhades  a  ghoft  triumphant  fend; 
But  for  my  country  let  my  fate  atone, 
Be  mine  the  vengeance,  as  the  crime  my  own. 

Merit  diftrcfs'd,  impartial  heaven  relieves  : 
Unwelco.tic  life  relenting  Phoebus  gives;     - 
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For  not  the  vengeful  power,  that  glow'd  with  rage, 
With  fuch  amazing  virtue  durft  enfrage. 
The  clouds  diipcrs.'d,  Apollo's  wrath  expir'd, 
And  from  the  wondering  god  th'  unwilling  youth 

retir'd. 
Thence  wethefe  altars  in  his  temple  raife, 
And  offer  annual  honours,  feafts,  a.nd  praife ; 
Thofc  foktnn  feafls  propitious  Phoebus  pleafe: 
Thelc  honours,  ftillrenew'd,  his  ancient.wrath  ap- 

peafe. 
But  fay,  illuftrious  gueft  1   (adjoin'd  the  king) 
What  name  you  bear,  from  what  high  race  you 

fpring  ? 
The  noble  Tydeus  ftands  confefs'd  and  known 
Our  neighbour  prince,  and  heir  of  Calydon. 
Relate  your  fortunes,  while  the  friendly  night 
And  filent  hours  to  various  talk  invite. 

The  Theban  bends  on  earth  his  gloomy  eyes ; 
Confus'd  and  fadly  thus  at  length  replies  : 
Before  thcfe  altars  how  (hall  I  proclaim 
(Oh  generous  prince  I)  my  nation  or  my  name. 
Or  through  what  veins  our  ancient  blood  has  roll'd? 
Let  the  fad  tale  for  ever  rell  untold  ! 
Yet  if,  propitious  to  a  wretch  unknown, 
You  feek  to  fhare  in  forrows  not  your  own  ; 
Know  then,  from  Cadmus  I  derive  my  race, 
Jocafta's  fon,  and  Thebes  my  native  place. 
To  whom  the  king  (who  felt  his  generous  breaft 
Touch'd  with  concern  for  his  unhappy  gueft) 
Replies  : — Ah  why  forbears  the  fon  to  name 
His  wretched  father,  known  too  well  by  fame  ? 
Fame,  that  delights  around  the  world  to  ftray, 
Scorns  not  to  take  our  Argos  in  her  way. 
Ev'n  thofc  who  dwell  where  funs  at  diftance  roll, 
In  northern  wilds,  and  freeze  beneath  the  pole ; 
And  thofc  who  tread  the  burning  Libyan  lands, 
The  faithlefs  Syrtes,  and  the  moving  fands ; 
Who  view  the  weftcrn  fea's  extremefl  bounds. 
Or  drink  of  Ganges  in  their  eaftern  grounds ; 
All  thcfe  the  woes  of  CEdipus  have  known. 
Your  fates,  your  furies,  and  your  haunted  town. 
If  on  the  fons  the  parents'  crimes  defcend. 
What  prince  from  thofe  his  lineage  can  defend  ? 
Be  this  thy  comfort,  that  'tis  thine  t'  efface 
With  virtuous  adls  thy  anceftor's  difgrace, 
And  be  thyl'elf  the  honour  of  thy  race. 
But  fee  !  the  ftars  begin  to  (leal  away, 
And  fhine  more  faintly  at  approaching  day. 
Now  pour  the  wine  ;  and  in  your  tuneful  lays 
Once  more  refound  the  great  Apollo's  praife. 
Oh  father  Phoebus  1  v/hether  Lycia's  coaft 
And  fnowy  mountains  thy  bright  prefence  boaft ; 
Whether  to  fweet  Caftalia  thou  repair, 
And  bathe  in  filver  dews  thy  yellow  hair ; 
Or,  pleas'd  to  find  fair  Delos  float  no  more. 
Delight  in  Cynthus,  and  the  fliady  fliore ; 
Or  choofe  thy  feat  in  Ilion's  proud  abodes. 
The  fhhiing  ftrudlures  rais'd  by  labouring  gods; 
By  thee  the  bow  and  mortal  Ihafts  are  borne  ; 
Eternal  charms  thy  blooming  youth  adorn  : 
Skill'd  in  the  laws  of  fecret  fate  above. 
And  the  dark  counfels  of  almighty  Jjve, 
'Tis  thine  the  feeds  of  future  war  to  know, 
The  change  of  fceptres,  and  impending  wo  ; 
Vojt.  Vill. 
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When  direful  meteors  fpread  through  glowing  air 
Long  trails  of  light,  and  (hake  their  blazing  hair, 
Thy  rage  the  Phrygian  felt,  who  durft  afpire 
T'  excel  the  mufic  of  thy  heavenly  lyre; 
Thy  fliafts  aveng'd  lewd  Tityus'  guilty  flame, 
Th'  immortal  vidlim  of  thy  mother's  fame  ; 
rhy  hand  flew  Python,  and  the  dame  who  loft 
Her  numerous  offspring  for  a  fatal  boaft. 
In  Phlegya's  doom  thy  juft  revenge  appears, 
Condemn'd  to  furies  and  eternal  fears  ; 
He  views  his  food,  but  dreads,  with  lifted  eye. 
The  mouldering  rock  that  trembles  frora  on  high^ 

Propitious  hear  our  prayer,  O  power  divine  ! 
And  on  thy  hofpitable  Argos  fhine, 
Whether  the  ftyle  of  Titan  pleafe  thee  more, 
Whofe  purple  rays  th'  AchsBnienes  adore  ; 
Or  great  Ofiris,  who  firft  taught  the  fwain 
In  Fharian  fields,  to  fow  the  golden  grain; 
Or  Mitra,  to  whofe  beams  the  Perfian  bows. 
And  pays,  in  hollow  rocks,  his  awful  vows; 
Mitra,  whofe  head  the  blaze  of  light  adorns, 
Who  grafps  the  ftruggling  heifer's  lunar  horn?. 


THE  FABLE  OF  DRYOPE. 

JFrom   Ovid^s  Metamorphofcs,  Book  IX. 

She  faid,  and  for  her  loft  Galanthis  fighs. 

When  the  fair  confort  of  her  fon  replies : 

Since  you  a  fervant's  raviih'd  form  bemoan, 

And  kindly  figh  for  forrovi^s  not  your  own  \ 

Let  me  (if  tears  and  grief  permit)  relate 

A  nearer  woe,  a  fifter's  ftranger  fate. 

No  nymph  of  all  Oechalia  could  compare 

For  beauteous  form  with  Dryope  the  fair. 

Her  tender  mother's  only  hope  and  pride 

(Myfelf  the  offspring  of  a  fecond  bride.) 

This  nymph  comprefs'd  by  him  who  rules  the  day. 

Whom  Delphi  and  the  Delian  ifle  obey, 

Andrasmon  lov'd  ;  and  blefs'd  in  all  thofe  charms 

That  pleas'd  a  god,  fucceeded  to  her  arms. 

A  lake  there  was,  with  fhelving  banks  around,' 
Whofe  verdant  fummit  fragrant  myrtles  crown'd. 
Thcfe  ftiades,  unknowing  of  the  fates,  ftie  fought, 
And  to  the  Naiads  flowery  garlands  brought ; 
Her  fmiling  babe  (a  pleafing  charge)  flie  preft 
Within  her  arms,  and  nourifti'd  at  her  breaft. 
Not  diftant  far,  a  watery  Lotos  grows ; 
The  fpring  was  new,  and  all  the  verdant  boughs 
Adorn'd  with  bloffoms,  promis'd  fruits  that  vjc 
In  glowing  colours  with  the  Tyrian  dye  : 
Of  thefe  flie  cropp'd  to  pleafe  her  infant  fon  ; 
And  I  myfelf  the  fame  ra(h  a<Sl  had  done. 
But  lo  ;  i  faw  (as  near  her  fide  I  ftood) 
The  violated  bloffoms  drop  with  blood. 
Upon  the  tree  I  caft  a  frightful  look ; 
The  trembling  tree  with  fudden  horror  Ihoolc. 
Lotis  the  nymph  (if  rural  tales  be  true). 
As  from  Priapus'  lawlcfs  luft  flie  flew, 
Forfook  her  form  ;  and  fixing  here  became 
A  flowery  plant,  which  ftill  preferves  her  name. 
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This  change  unknown,  allonifli'd  at  the  fight, 
My  trembling  fifter  ftrove  to  urge  her' flight, 
And  firft  the  pardon  of  the  nymphs  implor'd, 
And  thofe  offended  fylvan  powers  aJor'd  : 
But  when  fhe  backward  would  have  fled,  flie  found 
Her  flifTtning  feet  were  rooted  in  the  ground  : 
In  vain  to  free  her  faften'd  feet  fhe  itrove, 
And,  as  fhe  Itruggies,  only  moves  above  ; 
She  feels  th'  encroaching  bark  around  her  grow 
By  quick  degrees,  and  cover  all  below  : 
burpris'd  at  this,  her  trembling  hand  fhe  heaves 
To  rend  her  hair  ;  her  hand  is  fill'd  with  leaves  : 
Where  late  was  hair,  the  fhooting  leaves  arefeen 
To  rife,  and  fhade  her  with  a  fudden  green. 
The  child  AmphifTus,  to  her  bofom  prefs'd, 
Perceiv'd  a  colder  and  a  harder  breaft, 
And  found  the  fprings,  that  ne'er  till  then  deny'd 
Their  milky  moifture,  on  a  fudden  dry'd. 
I  faw,  unhappy  1  what  I  now  relate. 
And  ftood  the  helplefs  witnefs  of  thy  fate, 
Embrac'd  thy  boughs,  thy  rifu.g  bark  delay'd. 
There  wifh'd  to  grow,   and  mingle  fhade  with 
fhade. 
Behold  Andrasmon  and  th'  unhappy  fire 
Appear,  and  for  their  Dry  ope  inquire; 
A  fpringing  tree  fcr  Dryope  they  find. 
And  print  warm  kiffes  on  thf.  panting  rind; 
Proflrate,  with  tears  their  kindred  plant  bedew,     ' 
And  clofe  embrace  as  to  the  roots  they  grew. 
The  face  was  all  that  now  remain'd  of  thee, 
No  more  a  woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  tree; 
Thy  branches  hung  with  humid  pearls  appear, 
From  every  leaf  diflils  a  trickling  tear. 
And  flrait  a  voice,  while  yet  a  voice  remains, 
Thus  through  the  trembling  boughs  in  fighs  com- 
•  plains  : 
If  to  the  wretched  any  faith  be  given, 
I  fwear  by  all  th'  unpitying  powers  of  heaven, 
No  wilful  crime  this  heavy  vengeance  bred; 
In  mutual  innocence  our  lives  we  led  : 
If  this  be  falfe,  let  thefe  new  greens  decay,  ") 

JLet  founding  axes  lop  my  limbs  away,  ( 

And  crackling  flames  on  all  my  honours  prey  !   J 
But  from  my  branching  arms  this  infant  bear, 
Let  fome  kind  nurfe  fupply  a  mother's  care  : 
And  to  his  mother  let  him  oft  be  led. 
Sport  in  her  fhades,  and  in  her  fhades  be  fed  ; 
Teach  him,  when  firfl  his  infant  voice  fhall  frame 
Imperfe<a  words,  and  lifp  his  mother's  name. 
To  hail  this  tree  ;  and  fay,  with  weeping  eyes, 
Within  this  plant  my  haplefs  parent  lies  : 
And  when  in  youth  he  fecks  the  fhady  woods, 
Oh,  let  him  fly  the  cryflal  lakes  and  floods, 
Nor  touch  the  fatal  flowers;  but,  warn'd  by  me, 
Believe  a  goddefs  fhrin'd  in  every  tree. 
My  fire,  my  fifter,  and  my  fpoufe,  farewell! 
If  in  your  brcafts  or  love  or  pity  dwell, 
Protedl  your  plant,  nor  let  my  branches  feel 
The  browfing  cattle,  or  the  piercin"-  fleel. 
Farewell !  and  fince  I  cannot  i)end  to  join 
My  lips  to  yours,  advance  at  leaft  to  mine. 
My  fon,  thy  mother's  parting  kifs  receive, 
While  yet  thy  mother  has  a  kiCs  to  give. 
1  can  no  more  ;  the  creeping  rind  invades 
My  clofing  Jips,  and  hides  my  head  in  fhades : 


Remove  your  hands;  the  bark  fhall  foon  fufficc' 
Witho'it  their  aid  to  feal  thefe  dying  eyes. 

She  ceas'd  at  once  to  fpeak,  and  ceas'd  to  be  ; 
And  all  the  nymph  was  loti;  within  the  tree ; 
Yet  latent  life  through  her  new  branches  reign'dy 
And  long  the  plant  a  human  heat  retain'd. 


VERTUMNUS  AND  POMONA. 

From  Ovid's  Mdjmorphofes,  Book  IV. 

The  fair  Pomona  flourilla'd  in  his  reign  ; 

Of  all  the  virgins  of  the  fylvan  train, 

None  taught  the  trees  a  noble  race  to  bear, 

Or  more  improv'd  the  vegetable  care. 

To  her  the  fhady  grove,  the  flowery  field, 

The  ftreams  and  fountains,  no  deli;j;hts  could  yield} 

'  I'was  all  her  joy  the  ripening  fruits  to  tend. 

And  fee  the  boughs  with  happy  burthens  bend. 

The  hook  (he  bore  inftead  of  Cynthia's  fpear. 

To  lop  the  growth  of  the  luxuriant  year, 

To  decent  form  the  lawlefs  fiioots  to  bring, 

And  teach  th'  obedient  branches  where  to  fpring. 

Now  the  clef:  rind^inferted  graffs  receives. 

And  yields  an  offspring  more  than  nature  gives ; 

Now  Aiding  flreams  the  thirfly  plants  renew, 

And  feed  their  fibres  with  reviving  dew. 

rhefe  cares  alone  her  virgin  breaft  employ, 
Averfe  from  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy. 
Her  private  orchards,  wall'd  on  every  fide, 
To  lawlefs  fylvans  all  accefs  deny'd. 
How  oft  the  Satyrs  and  the  wanton  Fawns, 
Who  haunt  the  forefts,  or  frequent  the  lawns. 
The  god  whofe  enfign  fcares  the  birds  of  prey, 
And  old  Si'enus,  youthful  in  decay, 
Eni]iloy'd  their  wiles  and  unavailing  care, 
To  pafs  the  fences,  and  furprife  the  fair  ! 
Like  thefe,  Vertuninus  nwn'd  his  faithful  flame. 
Like  thefe,  rejeded  by  the  fcornful  dame. 
'I'ogain  her  fight  a  thoufar.d  forms  he  weara: 
And  firft  a  reaper  from  the  field  appear*-, 
Sweating  he  walks,  while  h  ads  of  golden  grain 
O'ercharge  the  Ihoulder-.  of  the  fecming  fwain. 
Oft  o'er  his  back  a  ci  Owked  fcythe  is  laid. 
And  wreaths  of  hay  his  fun-burnt  temples  fiiade  : 
Oft  in  his  harden'd  hand  a  goad  he  bears. 
Like  one  who  late  unyoak'd  the  fweating  fteers. 
Sometimes  his  pruning-hook  corredls  the  vines. 
And  the  loofe  flragglers  to  their  ranks  confines. 
Now  gathering  what  the  bounteous  years  allows. 
He  pulls  ripe  apples  from  the  bending  boughs. 
A  foldier  now,  he  with  his  fwurd  appears  ; 
A  filher  next,  his  trembling  angk  bears. 
Each  fhape  he  varies,  and  each  art  he  tries, 
On  her  bright  charms  to  feaft  his  longing  eyes.") 

A  female  form  at  laft  Vertuninus  wears,  > 

With  all  the  marks  of  reverend  age  appears,       J 
His  temples  thinly  fpread  with  filver  hairs; 
Propp'd  on  his  ftalf,  and  ftooping  as  he  goes ; 
A  painted  mitre  fliades  his  furrow'd  brows. 
The  god  in  this  decrepit  form  array'd     '  ^ 

The  gardens  enter'd,  and  the  fruit  furvey'd,        > 
And"  Happy  you!"  (he  thisaddrefs'^i  the  maid)  ^ 
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"  Whofe  charms  as    far  all  other    nymphs    out" 

fliine, 
"  As  other  gardens  are  excell'd  by  thine  1" 
Then  kifs'd  the  fair  :   (his  kiffes  warmer  grow 
Than  fuch  as  women  on  their  fex  beflovv  ;) 
Then  plac'd  befide  her  on  the  flowery  ground, 
Beheld  the  trees  with  autumn's  bounty  crown'd. 
An  elm  was  near,  to  whofe  embraces  led, 
The  curling  vine  her  fwelling  clufters  I'pread  ; 
He  view'd  her  twining  branches  with  delight, 
And  prais'd  the  beauty  of  the  pleafing  fight. 
Yet  his  tall  elm,  but  for  his  vine  (he  faid) 
Had  flood  negle(5led,  and  a  barren  fliade ; 
And  this  fair  vine,  but  that  her  arms  furrouiid 
Her  marry'd  elm,  had  crept  along  the  ground. 
Ah,  beauteous  maid  !  let  this  example  move 
Your  mind,  averfe  from  all  the  joys  of  love. 
Deign  to  be  lov'd,  and  every  heart  fubdue  1 
What  nymph  could  e'er  attrad  fuch  crowds  as 

you  ? 
Not  (he  whofe  beauty  urg'd  the  Centaur's  arms, 
UlyfTcb'  queen,  nor  Helen's  fatal  charms. 
Ev'n  now,  when  filent  fcorn  is  all  they  gain, 
A  thoufand    court   you,    though    they  court  in 

vain, 
A  thoufand  fylvan  demigods  and  gods, 
That  haunt  our  mountains,  and  our  Alban  woods. 
But  if  you'll  prbfper,  mark  what  I  advife, 
Whom  age  and  long  experience  render  wife. 
And  one  whofe  tender  care  is  far  above 
All  that  thefe  lovers  ever  felt  of  love. 
(  Far  more  than  e'er  can  by  yourfelf  be  guefs'd) 
Fix  on  Vertumnu',  and  rejecfl  the  reft. 
For  his  firm  faith  I  dare  eiigage  my  own ; 
Scarce  to  himfelf,  himfelf  is  better  known. 
To  diftant  lands  Vertumnus  never  roves; 
Like  you,  contented  with  his  native  groves ; 
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Nor  at  firft  fight,  like  moft,  admires  the  fair ; 
For  you  he  lives ;  and  you  alone  fliall  ftiaie 
Hislail  afFeifllon,  as  his  early  care, 
Bcfides,  he's  lovely  far  above  the  reft. 
With  youth  immortal,  and  with  beauty  blefl. 
Add,  that  he  varies  every  fhape  with  eafe, 
And  tries  all  forms  that  may  Pomona  pieafe. 
But  what  (liould  moft  excite  a  mutual  flame. 
Your  rural  cares  and  plealures  are  the  fame. 
To  him  your  orchard's  early  fruit  are  due, 
(A  pleafant  oifering  when  'tis  made  by  you) 
He  values,  thefe  ;  but  yet  (alas!)  complains. 
That  ftill  the  heft  and  deareft  gift  remains. 
Not  the  fair  fruit  that  on  yon  branches  glows 
With  that  ripe  red  th'  autumnal  fun  bellows  ; 
Nor  tafti'fiil  herbs  that  in  thefe  gardens  rife. 
Which  tha  kind  foil  wita  niilliy  fap  fupplies ; 
You,  only  you,  can  move  the  god's  defire  : 
Oh,  crown  fo  conftani.  and  fo  pure  a  fire  ! 
Let  foft  companion  coach  your  gentle  mind  ; 
Think,  'tis  Vertumnus  begs  you  to  be  kind  : 
So  ipay  no  frofl,  when  early  buds  appear, 
Deftroy  the  promife  of  the  youthful  year; 
Nor  winds,  when  firft  your  florid  orchard  blows. 
Shake  the  light  bloffoms  from  their  blafted  boughs! 

This  when  the  various  god  had  urg'd  in  vain. 
He  ftrait  affum'd  his  native  form  again. 
Such,  and  fo  bright  an  afpedl  now  he  bears. 
As  when  through  clouds  th'  emerging  fun  appears, 
And  thence  exerting  his  refulgent  ray, 
Difpels  the  darknefs  and  reveals  the  day. 
Force  he  prepar'd,  but  check'd  the  rafh  defign ; 
For  when,  appearing  in  a  form  divine. 
The  nymph  furveyshim,  an(^  beholds  the  grace 
Of  charming  features,  and  a  youthful  face  ! 
In  her  foft  brcaft  confenting  pallions  move. 
And  the  warm  maid  confefs'd  a  mutual  love. 
Fij 


IMITATIONS  OF  ENGLISH  POETS. 

DONE  BY  THE  AUTHOR  IN  HIS  YOUTH. 


I— CHAUCER. 

W  OMEN  ben  full  of  ragerie, 
Yet  fvvinken  nat  fans  fecrcfic. 
Thilke  moral  fhall  ye  underftond, 
From  Schoole-boy's  Tale  of  fayre  Irclond  ; 
"Which  to  the  Fennes  hath  him  betake, 
To  filch  the  gray  ducke  fro  the  lake. 
Right  then,  there  paffen  by  the  way 
His  aunt,  and  eke  her  daughters  tway. 
Ducke  in  his  trowfes  hath  he  hent, 
Not  to  be  fpied  of  ladies  gent. 
"  But  ho  ;  our  nephew,  (crieth  one) 
"  Ho  !  quoth  another,  Cozen  John  ;" 
And  ftoppen,  and  lough,  and  callen  out, — 
This  filly  clerk  full  low  doth  lout : 
They  afken  that,  and  talken  this, 
"  Lo  here  is  Coz,  and  here  is  Mifs." 
But,  as  he  glozeth  with  fpeeches  foote. 
The  ducke  fore  ticklech  his  erfe  roote : 
Tore -piece  and  buttons  all-to-breft. 
Forth  thruft  a  white  neck,  and  red  creft. 
Te-he,  cry'd  ladies  ;  Clerke  nought  fpake  : 
Mifsftar'd  ;  and  gray  Ducke  cryeth  quake, 
•'  O  moder,  moder,  (quoth  the  daughter 
"  Be  thilke  fame  thing  maids  longen  a'ter  ? 
"  Bette  is  to  pine  on  coals  and  chalke, 
*'  Then  truft  on  mon,  whofe  yerde  can  talke." 


IL— S  P  E  N  S  E  R. 


THE  ALLEY. 


In  every  town  where  Thamis  rolls  his  tyde, 
A  narrow  pafs  there  is,  with  houfcs  low; 
Where  ever  and  anon,  the  ftream  is  ey'd, 
And  many  a  boat,  foft  Aiding  to  and  fro 
There  oft  are  heard  the  notes  of  Infant  Woe, 
Thclhort  thick  fob,  loud  fcream,  and  (hriller  fquall : 
How  can  ye,  mothers,  vex  your  children  fo  ? 
Some  X'l^y>  fome  eat,  fonie  cack  againft  the  wall, 
Andas  fhcyctouchen  low,  for  bread  and  butter  call. 

II. 
And  on  the  broken  pavement,  here  and  there, 
Dutli  many  a  {linking  fprat  and  herring  lie; 
A  brandy  and  tobacco  (hop  is  near, 
And  hens,  and  dogs,  «ind  hogs  are  feeding  by  ; 


And  here  a  failor's  jacket  hangs  to  dry. 
At  every  door  are  fun-burnt  matrons  feen. 
Mending  old  nets  to  catch  the  fcaly  fry. 
Now  finging  flirill,  and  fcolding  eft  between  ; 
Scolds  anfwer  foul-mouth'd  fcolds ;  bad  neighbour- 
hood I  ween. 

III. 
The  fnappifh  cur  (the  pafTengers  annoy) 
Glofe  at  my  heel  with  yelping  treble  flies ; 
The  whimp'ring  girl,  and  hoarfer-fcreaming  boy. 
Join  to  the  yelping  treble,  (hrilling  cries ; 
The  fcolding  quean  to  louder  notes  doth  rife. 
And  her,  full  pipes  thofe  fhriiling  cries  confound ; 
To  her  full  pipes  the  grunting  hog  replies; 
The  grunting  hogs  alarm  the  neigbbours  round, 
And  curs,  girls,  boys,  and  fcolds,  in  the  deep  baf« 
are  drown'd. 

IV. 

Hard  by  a  fiy,  beneath  a  roof  of  thatch. 
Dwelt  Obloquy,  who  in  her  early  days 
Baikets  of  fifh  at  Billingfgate  did  watch, 
Cod,  whiting,  oyfter,  mackrel,  fprat,  or  plaice  : 
There  learn'd  fhe  fpeech  from  tongues  that  never 

ccafe. 
Slander  befide  her,  like  a  magpie,  chatters, 
With  Envy,  (fpitting  cat)  dread  foe  to  peace; 
Like  a  curs'd  cur,  Malice,  before  her  clatters. 
And,  vexing  every  wight,  tears  clothes  and  all  t* 

tatters. 

V. 

Her  dugs  were  mark'd  by  every  collier's  hand, 
Her  mouth  was  black  as  bull  dog's  at  the  ftall : 
She  fcra'ched,  bit,  and  fpar'd  ne  lace  ne  band, 
And  hitch  and  rogue  her  anfwer  was  to  all; 
Nay,  e'en  the  parts  of  fiiame  by  name  would  call: 
Yea,  when  (he  pa(red  by  or  lane  or  nook. 
Would   greet  the  man  who  turn'd  him  to  the 

wall. 
And  by  his  hand  obfcene  the  porter  took, 
Nor  ever  did  alkance  like  modeft  virgin  look. 

VI. 

Such  place  hath  Deptford,  navy-building  town, 
Woolwich  and  Wapping,  fmelling  ftrong  of  pitch  ; 
bucb  Lambeth,  en^•y  of  each  band  and  gown  ; 
.'Vnd  Twickenham  fuch,  which  fairer  fcenes  enrich, 
Grots,  ftatues,  urns,  and  Jo — n's  dog  and  bitch. 
Ne  village  is  without,  on  either  fide. 
All  up  the  filver  Thames,  or  all  adown ; 
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Ne  Richmond's  felf,  from  whofe  tall  front  are  cy'd 
Vales,  fpires,  meandering  ftreams,  and  Windfor's 
towery  pride. 


IIL— WALLER. 

OF  A  LADY    SINGING  TO  HER   LUTE. 

Fair  charmer,  ceafe,  nor  make  your  voice's  prize 
A  heart  refign'd  the  conqueft  of  your  eyes  : 
Well  mi};ht,  alas!  that  threaten'd  veffel  fail, 
Which  winds  and  lightning  both  at  cnce  afiail. 
We  were  coo  bleft  with  thefe  enchanting  lays, 
Which  mull  be  heavenly  v/hen  an  angel  plays  : 
But  killing  charms  your  lover's  death  contrive, 
Left  heavenly  mufic  ftiould  be  heard  alive. 
Orpheus  could  charm  the  trees;  but  thus  a  tree. 
Taught  by  your  hand,  can  charm  no  lefs  than  he  : 
A  poet  made  the  filent  wood  purfue. 
This  vocal  wood  had  drawn  the  poet  too. 


0«  a  Fan  of  the  Author  s  icjign,  in  ivhich  lu  is  painted 
the  J^ery  o/Cebhalvs  aWPROCRls,  ^vith  the  motto, 
Aura  Veni. 

Co  Me,  gentle  air!  th'  iEolian  fhepherd  faid, 
Whild  Procris  panted  in  the  facred  Ihade; 
Come,  gentle  air,  the  fairer  Delia  cries. 
While  at  her  feet  her  fwain  expiring  lies. 
Lo,  the  glad  gales  o'er  all  her  beauties  ftray, 
Breathe  on  her  lips,  and  in  her  bofom  play  ! 
In  Delia's  hand  this  toy  is  fatal  found, 
.Nor  could  that  fabled  dart  more  furely  wound  ; 
Both  gifts  deftru6iive  to  the  givers  prove  ; 
Alike  both  lovers  fall  by  thofe  they  love. 
Yet  guiltlefs  too  this  bright  deftroyer  lives,  [gives; 
At  random  wounds,  nor  knows  the   wound  flie 
She  views  the  {lory  with  attentive  eyes, 
And  pities  Procris,  while  her  lover  dies. 


IV.— COWLEY. 


THE     GARDEN. 


Fain  would  my  raufe  the  flowery  treafure  fing. 
And  humble  glories  of  the  youthful  fpring  : 
Where  opening  rofes  breathing  fweets  diffufe. 
And  loft  carnations  fliower  their  balmy  dews; 
Where  lilies  fmile  in  virgin  robes  of  white, 
The  thin  undrefs  of  fuperficial  light, 
And  vary'd  tulips  Ihpw  fo  dazzling  gay, 
Blufliing  in  bright  diverfities  of  day. 
Each  painted  fiowret  in  the  lake  below 
Surveys  its  beauties,  whence  its  beauties  grow  ; 
And  pale  Narciffus  on  the  bank,  in  Vain 
Transform'd,  gazes  on  himfelf  again. 
Here  aged  trees  cathedral  walks  compofe. 
And  mount  the  hill  in  venerable  rows; 
There  the  green  infants  in  their  beds  are  laid, 
The  garden's  hope,  and  its  expeded  fhade. 
Here  orange  trees  with  blooms  and  pendants  flilne, 
And  vernal  honours  to  tjieir  autumn  join ; 


Exceed  their  promife  in  their  ripen'd  (lore, 
Yet  in  the  riling  blofTom  promife  more. 
There  in  bright  drops  the  cryflal  fountains  play, 
By  laurels  fliielded  from  the  piercing  day  : 
Where  Daphne,  now  a  tree,  as  once  a  maid. 
Still  from  Apollo  vindicates  her  (hade. 
Still  turns  her  beauties  from  th'  invading  beam. 
Nor  feeks  in  vain  for  fuccuur  to  the  ftream; 
The  ftieam  at  once  preferves  her  virgin  leaves, 
At  once  a  fhelter  from  her  boughs  receives, 
Where  fummer's  beauty  midft  of  winter  flays. 
And  winter's  coolnefs  fpite  of  fummer's  rays. 


WEEPING. 

While  Celia's  tears  make  forrow  bright, 
Proud  grief  fusfwelling  in  her  eyes  : 

The  fun,  next  thofe  the  faireft  light,     , 
Thus  from  the  ocean  firft  did  rife  : 

And  thus  through  mifts  we  fee  the  fun. 

Which  elfe  we  durft  not  gaze  upon. 

Thefe  filver  drops,  like  morning  dew. 
Foretell  the  fervour  of  the  day  : 

So  from  one  cloud  foft  Ihowers  we  view, 
And  blading  lightnings  burft  away. 

The  flars  that  fall  from  Celia's  eye. 

Declare  our  doom  is  drawing  nigh. 

The  baby  in  that  funny  fphere 

So  like  a  phaeton  appears. 
That  Heav'n,the  threaten'd  world  to  fpare, 

Thought  fit  to  drown  him  in  her  teara: 
Elfe  might  th'  ambitious  nymph  afpire 
To  fct,  like  him.  Heaven  too  on  fire. 


v.— E.  OF  ROCHESTER. 

ON   SILENCE. 

Silence  !  coeval  with  eternity, 
Ihou  wert,  ere  nature's  felf  began  to  he  ; 
'Twas  one  vail  nothing,  all,  and  all  Qept  faft  in  the;. 
II.  .    [earth. 

Thine  v.-as  the  fvvay,  ere  heaven  was  form'd,  or 
Ere  fruitful  thought  conceiv'd  creation's  birth. 
Or  midwife  word  gave  aid,  and  fpoke  the  infant 
forth. 

III. 
Then  various  elements,  againft  thee  joln'd, 
h\  one  more  various  animal  combin'd,        [kind 
And  fram'd  the  clamorous  race  of  bufy  human. 
IV.  [low. 

The  tongue  mov'd  gently  firft,  and  fpeech  was 
Till  wrangling  fcience  taught  it  noife  and  Ihow, 
And  wicked  wit  arofe,  thy  moft  abufivc  foe. 

But  rebel  wit  deferts  thee  oft  in  vain  ; 
Loft  in  the  maze  of  words  he  turns  again, 
And  feeks  a  furer  ftate,  and  courts  thy  gentle  reiga. 

VI. 

Afflidled  fcnfe  thou  kindly  doft  fet  free, 
Opprefs'd  with  argumental  tyranny. 
And  routed  r cal'-^n  fiads  3  fafe  retrea;  in  thee, 
fiij 
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With  thee  in  private  modcfl  dulnefs  lies, 
And  in  thy  bofom  lurks  in  thought'-s  difguife  ; 
Thou  varniflier  of  fools,  and  cheat  of  all  the  wife  I 

VIII. 

Yet  thy  indulgence  is  hy  both  confefs'd; 

Folly  by  thee  lies  flecping  in  the  breaft, 
And  'tis  in  thee  at  lall  that  wifdom  feeks  for  reft. 
IX.  '  [name, 

Silence,  the  knave's  repute,  the  whore's  good 

The  only  honour  of  the  wifhingdame  ;    [fame. 
The  very  want  of  tongue  makes  thee  a  kind  ol 

X. 

But  couldfi;  thou  feize  fome  tongues  that  now 

are  free, 
How  chu  -h  and  flate  fhould  be  oblig'd  to  thee! 
Atfcnate   a'         '         how  v/elcome  wculdft  thou 
be! 

-.  I. 

Yet  fpff  ,h  ev'n  there-,  fubmilTively  withdraws. 

From  rights  of  fuhjedts,  and   th;:  poor  n-;an's 

caufe:  [laws. 

Then  pompous  fUence  reigns,  and  ftills  the  noiiy 

XII. 

Pad  fervices  of  friends,  good  deeds  of  foes, 
What  favourites  gain,  and  what  the  nation  owes. 

Fly  the  forgetful  world,  and  in  thy  arms  repofe. 
xiri. 
The  country  wit,  religion  of  the  town. 
The  courtier's  learning,  pplicy  o'  th'  gown, 

Are  beft  by  thee  exprefs'd  ;  and  fhine  in  thee  alone. 

XIV. 

The  parfon's  cant,  the  lawyer's  fophiftry. 
Lord's  quibble,  critic's  jeft,  all  end  in  thee, 
All  reft  in  peace  at  laft,  and  fleep  eternally. 


VI.— E.  OF  DORSET. 

ARTEMISIA. 

Thodch  Artemiiia  talks,  by  fits, 
Of  councils,  claflics,  fathers,  wits; 

Reads  Malbranche,  Boyle,  and  I.ockc; 
Yet  in  fome  things  methinksfhe  fails, 
'Twere  well  if  (he  would  pare  her  nails, 

And  wear  a  cleaner  fmock. 

Haughty  and  huge  as  High-Dutch  bride, 
Suth  naftiiiefs,  and  fo  much  pride. 

Are  oldly  join'd  by  fate  : 
On  her  large  fquab  you  find  her  fprcad, 
Like  a  fat  corpfe  upon  a  bed. 

That  lies  and  ftiiiks  in  flate. 

She  wears  no  colours  (fipn  of  grace) 
On  any  part  except  her  face : 

All  white  and  black  bcfide  : 
Dauntlefs  her  look,  her  gefture  proud, 
Her  voice  theatrically  loud. 

And  mafculine  her  flride. 


Majeftically  ftalk  ; 
A  ftately,  worthlcfs  animal. 
That  plies  the  tongue,  and  wags  the  tail. 

All  flutter,  pride,  and  talk. 


So  have  I  feer,  in  black  and  white 
A  prating  thing,  a  magpye  hight. 


Phrtne  hg.d  talents  for  mankind. 
Open  (he  was,  and  unconfin'd. 

Like  fome  free  port  of  trade  ; 
Merchants  imloaded  here  their  freight. 
And  agents  from  each  foreign  flate 

Here  firft  their  entry  made. 

Her  learning  and  good-breeding  fucb, 
Whether  th'  Italian  or  the  Dutch, 

Sp?niards  or  French  came  to  her. 
To  -li  obliging  fhe'd  appear  : 
!Tv'aj  Si  Signior,  'twas  Yaw  Mynheer, 

'Twas  S'  il  vous  plaift,  Monfieur. 

Qbfcure  by  birth,  renown'd  by  crimes, 
Still  changing  names,  religion,  climes, 

At  length  fhe  turns  a  bride  : 
In  diamonds,  pearls,  and  rich  brocades, 
She  fhincs  the  firft  of  batter'd  jades. 

And  ilutters  in  her  pride. 

So  have  I  known  thofe  infe(5ls  fair 
(Which  curious  Germans  hold  fo  rare) 

Still  vary  fliapes  and  dyes; 
Still  gain  new  titles  with  new  forms ; 
Firft  grubs  obfcene,  then  wriggling  worms. 

Then  painted  butterflies. 


VIT.—DR.  SWIFT. 

THE   HAPPY  LIFE  OP  A  COUNTRY  PARSON. 

Parson,  thefe  things  in  thy  poffelTing, 
Are  betfcrthan  thebifhop's  hlefiing. 
A  wife  that  makes  confervps  ;  a  fteed 
ITiat  carries  double  when  there's  need  : 
OiStober  ftore,  and  beft  Virginia, 
Tythe  pig,  and  mortuary  guinea  : 
Gazettes  fent  gratis  down,  andfrank'd. 
For  which  thy  patron's  weekly  thank'd  ; 
A  large  concordance,  boOnd  long  fince  ; 
Sermons  to  Cliarlcs  the  Firft,  when  prince  : 
A  chronicle  of  ancient  ftanding; 
A  Cliryfoftom  to  fmooth  thy  band  in. 
The  Polyglott — three  parts, — my  text, 
Howbeit, — likewife — now  to  my  next. 
Lo  here  the  Scptuagint, — and  Paul, 
To  fum  the  whole, — the  clofe  of  all. 

He  that  haa-  thefe,  may  paf>  his  life. 
Drink  with  the  'fquire,  and  kifs  his  wife; 
On  Sundays  preach,  and  cat  his  fill ; 

And  faft  on  Fridays if  he  wil! ; 

Toaft  church  and  queen,  explain  the  news, 
Talk  with  churchwardens  about  pews; 
Pray  heartily  for  fome  new  gift. 
And  fhaP^e  his  head  at  Dodtor  Swift. 


ESSAT  ON    MAN, 

JN  FOUR  EPISTLES. 
TO   H.   Sr.    JdHN,   LORD    BOLI NGBROKE. 


THE  DESIGN, 

Having  propofed  to  write  fome  pieces  on  human  life  and  manners,  fuch  as  (to  ufe  my  Lord  Bacon's 
exprefllon)  "  come  home  to  men's  bufinefs  and  bofoms,"  I  thought  it  more  fatisfadlory  to  begin 
with  confideriHg  man  in  the  abftradt,  his  nature,  and  his  ftate  ;  fince,  to  prove  any  moral  duty,  to 
enforce  any  moral  precept,  or  to  examine  the  perfedion  or  imperfedlion  of  any  creature  whatfo- 
ever,  it  is  neceffary  firft  to  know  what  condition  £ind  relation  it  is  placed  in,  and  what  is  the  pro- 
per end  and  purpofe  of  hs  being. 

Thefcience  of  human  nature  is,  like  all  other  fciences,  reduced  to  a  few  clear  points  :  There  are  not 
many  certain  truths  in  this  world.  It  is  therefore  in  the  anatomy  of  the  mind  as  in  that  of  the  bo- 
dy more  good  will  accrue  to  mankind  by  attending  to  the  large,  open,  and  perceptible  parts,  than 
by  -ftudying  too  much  fuch  finer  nerves  and  veffels,  the  conformations  and  ufes  of  which  will  for 
ever  efcape  our  obfervation.  The  difputes  are  all  upon  thefe  laft ;  and  1  will  venture  to  fay,  they 
have  lefs  Iharpened  the  wits  than  the  hearts  of  men  againft  each  other,  and  have  diminiflied  the 
practice,  more  than  advanced  the  theory  of  morality.  If  I  could  flatter  myfelf  that  this  effay  has 
any  merit,  it  is  in  fleering  betwixt  the  extremes  of  doftrines  feemingly  oppofite,  in  pafling  over 
terms  utterly  unintelligible,  and  in  forming  a  temperate,  yet  not  inconfiftent,  and  a  fliort,  yet  not 
imperfe(S,  fyftera  of  ethics. 

This  I  might  have  done  in  profe  ;  but  I  chofe  verfe,  and  even  rhyme,  for  two  reafons.  The  one  will 
appear  obvious ;  that  principles,  maxims,  or  precepts,  fo  written,  both  ftrikc  the  reader  more 
(Irongly  at  firft,  and  are  more  eafily  retained  by  him  afterwards  :  The  other  may  feem  odd,  but  ' 
it  is  true  ;  I  found  I  could  exprefs  them  more  fliortly  this  way  than  in  profe  itfelf;  and  nothing 
is  more  certain,  than  that  much  of  the  force  as  well  as  grace  of  arguments  or  inftrudions,  depends 
on  their  concifenefs.  I  was  unable  to  treat  this  part  of  my  fubjedl  more  in  detail,  without  be- 
coming dry  and  tedious ;  or,  more  poetically,  without  facrificing  perfpicuity  to  ornament,  with- 
out wandering  from  the  precifion,  or  breaking  the  chain  of  rcafoning :  If  any  man  can  unite  all 
thefe  without  diminution  of  any  of  them,  1  freely  confefs  he  will  compafs  a  thing  above  my  capa- 
city. 

What  is  now  publiftied,  is  only  to  be  confidered  as  a  general  map  of  man,  marking  out  do  more  than 
the  greater  parts,  their  extent,  their  limits,  and  their  connedion,  but  leaving  the  particular  to  be 
more  fully  delineated  in  the  charts  which  are  to  follow.  Confequently  thefe  epillles  in  their  pro- 
grefs  (if  I  have  health  and  leifure  to  make  any  progrefs),  will  be  lefs  dry,  and  more  fufceptiblc  of 
poetical  ornament.  I  am  here  only  opening  the  fountains,  and  clearing  the  paffage.  To  deduce 
the  rivers,  to  follow  them  in  their  courfe,  ajid  to  obfcrve  their  eifeds,  may  be  a  talk  more  agree, 
5j)!e.  F  "'1 
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EPISTLE     I. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Of  tie  Na:ure  and  State  of  Man  -wltb  ref^eSi  to  the 
IJnivtrfe. 

Of  man  in  the  abftraft. — I.  That  we  cnn  judge 
only  with  regaid  to  our  own  fyftem,  being  ig- 
rcrant  of  the  relations  of  fyftems  and  things, 
ver.  17,  &c.  II.  That  man  is  not  to  be  deemed 
imperfect,  but  a  being  fuitcd  to  his  place  and 
rank  in  the  creation,  agreeable  to  the  general 
order  of  things,  and  conformable  to  ends  and 
relations  to  him  unknown,  ver.  '^^,  &c.  III.  That 
it  is  partly  upon  his  ignorance  of  future  events, 
2nd  partly  upon  the  hope  of  a  future  ftate,  that 
all  his  hapi'inefs  in  the  prefent  depends,  ver. 
77,  &c.  IV.  The  pride  f;f  aiming  at  more  know- 
ledge, and  pretending  to  more  perfediion,  the 
caufe  of  man's  error  and  mifery.  The  impiety 
of  putting  hlmfelf  in  the  place  of  God,  and 
judging  of  the  fitnefs  or  unfitnefs,  perfedtion  or 
jmperfedicn,  juflice  or  unjuftice,  of  his  difnen- 
fations,  ver.  109,  &c.  V.  The  abfurdity  of  con- 
ceiting himfrlf  the  final  caufc  of  the  ereatiin, 
or  expecting  that  perfeifiion  in  the  moral  world, 
%vhicii  !5  not  in  the  natural,  ver.  131.  &c.  VI. 
The  ur.rcafcnablenefs  of  his  complaints  againft 
providence,  while  en  the  one  hand  he  demands 
the  pe.- fed  ion  of  the  angels,  and  on  the  other 
the  boii;!y  q-^aiifieations  of  the  brute-- ;  though, 
t!)  pofiefi  any  of  the  fenfitive  faculties  in  a  higher 
degree,  v.ould  re.i-.der  him  miferable,  ver.  173, 
^tc.vri. That  throughout  the  whole  vifible  world, 
an  uuiv^rfal  order  and  gradation  in  the  fenfual 
and  mental  (acuities  is  oblerVLd,  which  caufcsa 
fuliorihi.ation  of  creature  tc  creature,  and  of  all 
cre.itur;s  toman.  The  gradations  of  fenfc,  in- 
ftin(?i,  thought,  refle6ticr,  reafon;  that  reafon 
alone  countei  vaiis  all  the  ether  faculties,  ver. 
207.  Vlll.  How  much  farther  this  order  and 
fubordjnation  of  living  creatures  may  extend 
abcve  E.nd  below  us ;  were  any  part  of  which 
broken  not  that  piirt  only,  but  the  vs'hole  con- 
ijefted  creation  ninft  be  deflroyed,  ver.  233. 
IX.  The  rrxir?vagancc,  madnefs,  and  pride  of 
fuch  a  defirc,  ver.  250.  X.  The  confequence 
of  all  the  abfolute  fubmiflion  due  to  providence, 
tcth  as  to  our  prefent  and  future  ftate,  ver. 
aSi,  &.C.  to  the  end. 

Awake,  my  St.  John  1  leave  all  meaner  things 

To  low  ambitim,  and  the  p)ririe  of  k'n^s. 

I.ct  us  (fmce  life  lan  little  more  fupply 

Than  jr.ft  to  lock  about  u.s  and  to  die), 

Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  fccne  of  man  ; 

A  mighty  maze  '.  but  not  without  a  plan  :  [ftioot ; 

A  wild,  where  weeds   and  flowers  promifcuous 

Or  g<.rden,  tempting  with  forbidden  fruit. 

Tor  ctlier  let  us  beat  this  ample  field, 

Tr)'  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield  ;         10 

Tlie  late'ir  travSls,  the  giddy  heights,  explore 

Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  fightlefs  foar; 

Eye  nature's  v.-p.'ka,  flicot  folly  as  it  flics, 

And  catch  the  manners  liying  as  they  lifc : 


Laugh  where  we  muft,  be  candid  where  we  can  j 
But  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  toman. 

I.  Say  firfl,  of  God  above,  or  man  below, 
What  can  we  reafon,  but  from  what  we  know  ? 
Of  man,  what  fee  we  but  his  Cation  here. 
From  which  to  reafon,  or  to  which  refer  ?  ai» 

Through  worlds  unnumber'd,  though  the  God  be 

known, 
'Tis  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own. 
He,  who  through  vaft  immenfity  can  pierce. 
See  worlds  on  worlds  compofe  one  univerfe, 
Obferve  hov.'  fyftem  into  fyftem  runs. 
What  other  planets  circle  other  funs, 
What  vary'd  being  peoples  every  ftar. 
May  tell  why  heaven  ha^  made  us  as  we  are. 
But  of  this  frame  the  bearings  and  the  ties. 
The  flrong  conneiflions,  nice  dependencies,        %% 
Gradations  juft,  has  thy  pervading  foul 
Loolc'd  through  ?  or  can  a  pa-t  cc  ntain  the  whole? 

Is  the  great  chain,  that  draws  all  to  agree. 
And  drav.-n  fupports,  upheld  by  God,  or  thee  } 

fl.    Preff.mptuous  man !   the   reafon  would'ft 
thou  find, 
Why  form'd  fo  weak,  fo  little,  and  fo  blind  ? 
Firft,  if  thou  canf:,  the  harder  reafon  guefs. 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  lefs  ? 
Afk  of  thy  mother  earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
Taller  or  weaker  than  the  I'-eeds  Lhey  fliade  ?     40 
Or  aflc  of  yonder  argent  fiejds  above. 
Why  Jove's  fateliifes  are  lefs  than  Jove  ? 

Of  fyftems  poflible,  if 'tis  tonfeft, 
That  Wifdon  Infinite  muft  form  the  beft. 
Where  all  muft  fall  or  i;ot  coherent  be. 
And  all  that  nfes,  rife  in  due  degree; 
Then,  in  the  fcale  tf  reafonir:g  life,  'tis  plain. 
There  muft  be,  fomewhere,  fuch  a  rank  as  man  : 
And  all  the  qucilion  (wrangle  e'erfo  long). 
Is  only  this,  if  God  has  plac'd  him  wrong  .>         50 

Re!pe(fting  man,  whatever  wrong  v.'e  call 
May,  muft  be  right,  as  relative  to  all. 
In  human  works,  though  laboui'd  on  with  pain, 
A  thoufand  movements  fcarce  one  purpofe  gain  : 
In  God's,  one  fingle  can  its  end  produce  ; 
Yet  ferves  to  fecond  too  fome  other  ufe. 
So  man,  w  l;o  here  feems  principle  alone. 
Perhaps  a(5ls  fecond  to  fome  fphere  unknown. 
Touches  fome  wheel,  or  verges  to  fome  goal ; 
*Tis  but  a  part  we  fee,  and  not  a  whole.  6» 

,  When  the  proud  ftced  ftiall  know  wljy  man  rc~ 
flrains 
His  fiery  courfe,  or  drive?  him  o'er  the  plains; 
When  the  dull  ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod, 
Is  now  a  vi(5lini,  and  now  Egypt's  god  : 
Then  ftiall  man's  pride  and  dulnefs  comprehend 
His  adlions',  pafTions',  being',':,  nfe  and  end  ; 
Why  doing,  fufiering,  chcck'd,  impell'd;  and  why 
This  hour  a  flavc,  the  next  a  deity. 

VARIATIONS. 

In  the  former  editions,  ver.  64. 
Now  wears  a  garland  an  Egyptian  god. 

After  ver.  68,  the  following  lines  in  the  firfl 
edition. 
If  to  be  pel  feil  in  a  certain  fphere. 
What  matter,  f<)on  or  laic,  or  here,  or  there? 


ESSAY  ON   MAN. 


S$ 


TIicu  fay  not  man's  imperfeft,  heaven  in  fault ; 
Say  rather,  man's  as  perfe6i:  as  he  ought :  70 

His  knowledge  meafur'd  to  his  ftate  and  place  ; 
His  lime  a  moment,  and  a  point  hisfpace. 
If  to  be  perftdt  in  a  certain  fphere, 
What  matter,  loon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
The  hleft  to-day  is  as  completely  fo, 
As  who  hegan  a  thoufand  years  ago. 

III.  Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book 
of  fate, 
All  but  the  page  prefcrib'd,  their  prefent  ftate  : 
From  brutes  what  men,  from   men   what  fpirits 

know  r 
Or  who  could  fuffer  being  here  below  ?  80 

The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day, 
Had  he  thy  reafon,  would  he  flcip  and  play  ? 
Pleas'd  to  the  laft,  he  crops  the  flowery  food, 
And  licks  the  hand  juft  rais'd  to  flied  his  blood. 
Oh,  blindnefs  to  the  future  I  kindly  given, 
That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  heaven  : 
Who  fees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perifli,  or  a  fparrow  fall. 
Atoms  or  fyftems  into  ruin  hurl'd, 
And  now  a  bubble  burft,  and  now  a  world.        90 
Hope   humbly  then;    with   trembling  pinions 
foar; 
Wait  the  great  teacher  death ;  and  God  adore. 
What  future  blifs,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blclTing  now. 
Hope  fprings  eternal  in  the  human  breaft : 
Man  never  is,  but  always  to  be  bleft  : 
The  foul,  uneafy,and  confin  d  from  home, 
Refts  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian  !  whofe  untutor'd  mind 
Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind  ;  lOQ 
His  foul  pioud  fcience  never  taught  to  ftray 
Far  as  the  folar  walk,  or  milky  way  ; 
Yet  fimple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven  ; 
Some  fafer  woild  in  depth  of  woods  embrac'd, 
Some  happier  ifland  in  the  watery  wafte. 
Where  flaves  once  moi;-e  their  native  land  behold, 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Chriftians  thirft  for  gold. 
To  be,  contents  his  natural  defire. 
He  afks  no  angel's  wing,  no  feraph's  fire  ;         1 10 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  llcy. 
His  faithful  dog  (ball  bear  him  company. 

IV.   Go,  wifer  thou  !   and  in  thy  fcale  of  fsnfe, 
Weigh  thy  opinion  againft  providence ; 


VARIATIONS. 

The  bleft  to-day  is  as  completely  fo. 
As  who  began  ten  thoufand  years  ago. 

After  ver.  88,  in  the  MS. 
No  great,  no  little  ;  'tis  as  much  decreed 
That  Virgil's  gnat  ftiould  die  as  Casfar  bleed. 

Ver.  93,  in  the  firft  folio  and  quarto. 
What  blifs  above  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blifs  below. 

After  ver.  108,  in  the  firft  edition. 
But  does  he  fay  the  Maker  is  not  good. 
Till  he's  exalted  to  what  ftate  he  wou'd  ; 
Himfelf  alone  high  heaven's  peculiar  care, 
4tione  made  bapp^  when  hj  vyill,  and  wiijtre  I 


Call  imperfeftion  what  thou  fancy'ft  fuch  ; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much : 
Deftroy  all  creatures  for  thy  fport  or  guft. 
Yet  fay,  if  man's  unhappy,  God's  unjuft ; 
If  man  alone  ingrofs  not  heaven's  high  care. 
Alone  made  perfe6l  here,  immortal  there  :       ia^« 
Sr.atch  from  his  hand  the  balance  and  the  rod, 
Re-judge  his  juftice,  be  the  god  of  God. 
In  pride,  in  reafoning  pride,  our  error  lies ; 
All  quit  their  fphere,  and  rufti  into  the  flcieJ. 
Pride  ftill  is  aiming  at  the  bleft  abodes,  ► 
Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  godi. 
Afpiring  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell, 
Afpiring  to  be  angels,  men  rebel : 
And  who  but  wifties  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  order,  fins  againft  th'  eternal  caufe.  I30 

V.  Alk  for  what  end  the  heavenly  bodies  fhine. 
Earth  for  whofe  ufe  ?  Pride  anfwers,  "  'Tis  for 

"  mine  : 
"  For  me  kind  nature  wakes  her  genial  power; 
"  Suckles  each  herb,  and  fpreadsout  every  flower; 
"  Annual  for  me,  the  grape,  the  rofc,  renew 
"  The  juice  nedtareous,  and  the  balmy  dew; 
"   For  me,  the  mine  a  thoufand  treafures  brings; 
"  For  me,  health  gufties  from  a  tlioufand  fprings ; 
"  Seas  roll  to-waft  me,  funs  to  light  me  rife ; 
"  My  foot-ftool  earth,  my  canopy  the  flcies."  140 

But  errs  not  nature  from  this  gracious  end, 
From  burning  funs  when  livid  deaths  defcend, 
When  earthquakes  fwallow,   or   when   tempefls 

fweep 
Towns  to  one  grave,  whole  nations  to  the  deep  ? 
"  No  ('tis  reply'd)  the  firft  Almighty  caufe 
"  Ads  not  by  partial,  but  by  genera!  laws  ; 
"  Th'  exceptions  few  ;  fome  change  Cnce  all  be- 

"  gan  : 
"  And  what  created  perfeft  ?" — Why  then  man  ? 
If  the  great  end  be  human  happinefs, 
Then  nature  deviates;  and  can  man  do  Icfs  ?  150 
Asmucii  that  end  a  conftajit  courfe  requires 
Of  fhovi'ers  and  fun-fhine,  as  of  man's  defires ; 
As  much  eternal  fprings  and  cloudlcfs  fkies. 
As  men  for  ever  temperate,  calm,  and  wife. 
If  plagues  or  earthquakes  break  not  heaven's  defign. 
Why  then  a  Borgio,  or  a  Catiline  i  [forms, 

Who  knows,  but  he  whofe  hand  the  lightning 
Who  heaves  old  ocean,  and  who  wings  the  ftorms  ; 
Pours  fierce  ambition  in  a  Cxfar's  mind. 
Or  turns  young  Ammon  loofe  to  fcourge  man- 
kind ?  160 
From  pride,  from  pride,  our  very  reafoning  fprings 
Account  for  moral  as  for  natural  things  : 
Why  charge  we  heaven  in  thofe,  in  thefe  acquit  I 
In  both,  to  reafon  right,  is  to  fubmit. 

Better  for  us,  perhaps,  it  might  appear. 
Were  there  all  harmony,  all  virtue  here  ; 
That  never  air  or  ocean  felt  the  wind. 
That  never  paflion  difcompos'd  the  mind. 
But  all  fubfifts  by  elemental  ftrife  ; 
And  paffions  are  the  elements  of  life.  17» 

The  general  order,  fince  the  whole  began, 
Is  kept  in  nature,  and  is  kept  in  man. 

VI.  What  would  this  man  ?  Now  upward  wijl 
he  foar, 
And,  little  Uk  than  angel,  W8u]d  be  more  j 


^0  THE    WORK 

Now   looking   downwards,  juft   a*   griev'd   ap- 

pears  / 

To  want  the  ftrenpth  of  bull?,  the  fur  of  bears. 
M?de  tor  his  ufc  all  creatures  if  ht  call, 
Say  what  th»ir  ule,  had  he  the  powers  of  all  ? 
Nature  to  thefe,  without  profufion,  kind, 
The  proper  organs,  proper  powers  aflign'd;     l8o 
Each  feetning  want  compenfated  of  courfe. 
Here  with  degrees  of  fwiftnefs.  there  of  force; 
All  in  cxacSt  proportion  to  the  ilate  ; 
Nothing  to  add.  and  nothing  to  abate 
Each  bead,  fach  infedl,  happy  in  its  own  : 
Is  heaven  urkind  to  man,  and  man  alone  ? 
Shall  he  alone,  whona  rational  we  call. 
Be  pleas'd  with  nothing,  if  not  bleft  with  al!  ? 
The  blifs  of  man   (could  pride    that   biefTing 
find). 
Is  rot  to  aft  or  think  beyond  mankind  ;  190 

No  powers  of  body  or  of  foul  to  fliarc, 
But  what  his  nature  and  his  flate  can  bear. 
Why  has  not  man  a  microfcopic  eye  ? 
For  this  plain  reafon,  man  is  not  a  fly. 
Say,  what  the  ufe,  were  finer  optics  given, 
T'  infpedl  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the  heaven  ? 
Or  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er. 
To  fmart  and  agonife  at  every  pore  ? 
Or  quick  effluvia  darting  through  the  brain, 
Die  of  a  rofc  in  aromatic  pain  ?  zoo 

If  nature  thunder'd  in  his  opening  ears, 
And  ftunn'd  him  with  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres, 
How  would  he  wifti  that  heaven  had  left  him  ftill 
The  whifpering  zephyr,  and  the  purling  rill ! 
Who  finds  not  providence  all  good  and  wife, 
Alike  in  what  u  give,  and  what  denies  ? 

VII.  Far  as  creation's  ample  range  extends, 
The  fcale  of  fenfual,  mental  powers  afcends : 
Mark  how  it  mounts  to  man's  imperial  race, 
From  the  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grafs  :  aio 
What  modes  of  fight  betwixt  each  wide  extreme, 
The  mole's  dim  curtain,  and  the  lynx's  beam  ; 
Of  fmell,  the  headlong  lionefs  between, 

And  hound  fagacious  on  the  tainted  green  ; 
Gf  hearing,  from  the  life  that  fills  the  flood. 
To  that  which  warbles  through  the  vernal  wood! 
The  fpider's  touch,  how  cxquifitely  fine  1 
Feels  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  the  line  : 
In  the  nice  bee,  what  fenfe  fo  fiibtly  true 
From  poifonous  herbs  extradls  the  healing  dew  ! 
How  inflindl  varies  in  the  grovelling  Iwine,     0,21 
Compar'd,  half-reafoning  elephant,  with  thine  ! 
'Twixt  that,  and  reafon,  what  a  nice  barrier  '. 
For  ever  fcparate,  yet  for  ever  near  1 
Remembrance  and  reflexion  how  allied  ; 
What  thin  partitions  fenfe  from  thought  divide  1 
And  middle  natures,  how  they  long  to  join, 
Yet  never  pafs  th'  infuperable  line! 
Without  this  juft  gradation,  could  they  be 
Subjedled,  thefe  to  thofe,  or  all  to  thee  .'  230 

The  powers  of  all  fubdued  by  thee  alone. 
Is  not  thy  reafon  all  thefe  powers  in  one  ? 

VIII.  See,  through  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this 
earth, 

All  matter  quick,  and  burlling  into  birth. 
Above,  how  high,  progrefiive  life  may  go  ! 
Around,  how  wide  !  how  deep  extend  below  I 


S    OF   POPE. 

Vaft  chain  of  b?ing  I  which  from  God  bewan, 

Na;ures  ethereal,  human,  an(*el,  man, 

Beaft,  bird,  fifli,  infeft,  what  no  eye  can  fee, 

No  glafs  can  reach  ;  from  infinite  to  thee,         240 

From  thee  to  nothing. — On  fuperior  powers 

Were  we  to  prefs,  inferior  might  on  ours; 

Or  in  the  full  creation  leave  a  void, 

Where,  one  ftcp  broken,  the  great  fcale'sdeflroy'd: 

From  nature's  chain  whatever  link  you  flrike. 

Tenth,  or  ten  thoufandth,  breaks  the  chain  alike. 

And,  if  each  fyllem  in  gradation  roll 
Alike  eflential  to  th'  amazing  v.-;if;!e, 
The  Icaft  confufion  but  in  one,  not  ;;I1 
That  fyflem  only,  but  the  whole  mult  fall.       2JO 
Let  earth  unbalanc'd  from  her  orbit  fly, 
Planets  and  fui.s  run  lawlefs  through  the  fky  ; 
Let  luling  angels  from  their  fpheres  he  hurl'd. 
Being  on  being  wreck'd,  and  world  on  world  ; 
Heaven's  whole  foundations  to  their  centre  nod, 
And  nature  trembles  to  the  throne  of  God. 
All  this  dread  order  break — for  whom  .''  for  thee  ? 
Vile  worm  '. — ah,  madneli  !  pride!  impiety  ! 

IX.  What  if  the  foot,  or^lain'd  the  duft  to  tread. 
Or  hand,  to  toil,  afpir'd  to  be  the  head  ?  260 
What  if  the  hea<l,  the  eye,  or  ear,  repin'd 

To  ferve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  ? 
Juft  as  abfurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
To  be  another,  in  this  general  frame  : 
Juft  as  abfurd,  to  mourn  the  talks  or  pains 
The  great  diredling  mind  of  all  ordains. 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  ttupendous  whole, 
Whofe  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  foul ;     [fame  j 
That,   chang'd    through    all,  and  yet  in   all  the 
Great  in  the  earth,  as  in  th'  ethereal  frame;     270  , 
Warms  in  the  fun,  refrefhes  in  the  breeze, 
Glows  in  the  flars.  and  bkfibms  in  the  trees; 
Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  ail  extent ; 
Spreads  undividerl,  operates  unfpent ; 
Breathes  in  our  foul,  informs  our  mortal  part. 
As  full,  as  perfcdt,  in  a  hair  as  heart ; 
As  full,  as  perfedt,  in  vile  man  that  mourns. 
As  the  rapt  feraph  that  adores  and  burns  : 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  fmall ; 
He  fills,  he  bounds,  connects,  and  equalls  all.  280 

X.  Ccafe  then,  nor  order  imperfetiiion  name  : 
Our  proper  blifs  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point :    This  kind,  this  due  degree 
Of  blindncfs,  wcaknefs,  heaven  beftows  on  thee. 
Submit. — in  this,  or  any  other  fphere. 

Secure  to  be  as  bleft  as  thou  canft  bear  : 

Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  difpofing  power, 

Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour. 

All  nature  is  but  art,  uijtnown  to  thee ; 

All  chance,  diredtion,  which  thou  canft  not  fee  ; 

Ail  difcord,  harmony  not  underftood  ;  29^ 

All  partial  evil,  univerfal  good. 

And,  fpite  of  pride,  in  erring  reafon's  fpite, 

One  truth  is  clear,  ithatevcr  is,  is  right. 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  238,  Ed.  ift. 
Ethereal  efl"cnce,  fpirit,fubftance,  man. 

After  ver.  282,  in  the  MS. 
Reafon,  to  think  of  God,  when  fhe  pietends^,^ 
Begins  a  ceafor,  an  adorer  ends. 


ESSAY    ON   MAN. 
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EPISTLE     II. 


Of  the  Nature  and  Stalto/Man,  ivlth  nfpeS  to  Uiwfclf, 
as  ait  Individual, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


I.  The  bufmefs  of  man  not  to  pry  into  God,  but 
to  ftudy  himfelf.  His  middle  nature  :  his  pow- 
ers and  frailties,  vcr.  I.  to  19.  The  limits  of  his 
capacity,  ver.  19.  &c.  II.  The  two  principles 
of  man,  (elf-love  andrcafon,  both  neceflary,  ver. 
53.  &:c.  Self-love  thi  ftrongcr,  and  why,  ver. 
67.  &c.  Their  end  tlie  farae,  ver.  81.  &c. 
IW.  The  paffions.  and  their  ufe,  ver.  93.  to  130. 
The  predominant  pailion,  and  'ts  force, yer.  132. 
to  160.  Its  necclTity,  in  dirediing  men  to  dif- 
ferent purpofes,  ver.  165.  &c.  Its  providential 
ufe,  in  fixing  our  principle,  and  afcertaining  our 
virtue,  ver.  177.  IV.  Virtue  and  vice  joined  in 
our  mixed  nature ;  the  limits  near,  yet  the  things 
feparate  and  evident :  what  is  the  office  of  rea- 
fon,  ver.  ;i03.  to  zi6.  V.  How  odious  vice  in 
itfelf,  and  how  we  deceive  ourfelves  into  it,  ver. 
217.  VI.  That,  however,  the  ends  of  provi- 
dence and  general  good  are  anfwered  in  our 
paffions  and  imperfediions,  ver.  ■238,  &c..  How 
ufefully  thefe  are  diftributed  to  all  orders  of 
men,  ver.  241.  How  ufeful  they  arc  to  fociety, 
ver.  251.  And  to  individuals, ver.  263.  In  every 
ftate,and  every  age  of  life,  ver.  273.  &c. 

I.  Know  then  thyfelf,  prefume  not  God  to  fcan, 

The  proper  fludy  of  mankind  is  man. 

Plac'd  on  thisifthmus  of  a  middle  flate, 

A  being  darkly  wife,  and  rudely  great : 

With  too  much  knowledge  for  the-  fceptic  fide, 

With  too  much  weaknefs  for  the  fliiic's  pride, 

He  hangs  between  ;  in  doubt  to  a<51:,  or  reft  ; 

Ift  doubt  to  deem  himfeif  a  god,  or  beaft ; 

In  doubt  his  mind  or  body  to  prefer  ; 

!]^orn  but  to  die,  and  reafining  but  to  err ;  10 

Alike  in  ignorance,  his  reafon  fuch, 

Whether  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much  ; 

Chaos  of  thought  and  paffion,  all  confus'd; 

Still  by  himfelf  auus'd  or  difabus'd  ; 

Created  half  to  rife,  and  half  to  fall  ; 

Great  lord  of  all  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 

•Sole  judge  of  rruth,  in  enJlefs  error  hurl'd  : 

The  glory,  jeft,  and  riddle  of  the  world  1 

Go,  wondrous  creature  1  mount  where  fcience 
guides. 
Go,  meafure  earth,  weigh  air,  and  fiate  the  tides  ; 
Inflrudl  the  planets  in  what  orbs  to  run,  21 

Correct  old  time,  and  regulate  the  fun  ; 
Go,  foar  with  Plato  to  th'  empyreal  fphere, 
To  the  firft  good,  firfl  perfed:,  and  firfl  fair  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  1.  Ed.  ift. 
The  only  fcience  of  mankind  is  man. 

After  ver.  18,  in  the  MS, 
For  more  perfedion  than  this  ftate  can  bear 
)n  vain  we  figh,  heaven  mnde  us  as  we  are. 


Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  f-jjlowcrs  trod, 

And  quitting  fenfe  call  imitating  God; 

As  eaflcrn  priefts  in  giddy  circles  run, 

And  turn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  fun. 

Go,  teach  Eternal  Wifdom  how  to  rule — 

Then  drop  into  thyfelf,  and  be  a  fool  I  34 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  faw 
A  mort.Ti  man  unfold  all  nature's  law, 
Admir'd  fuch  wifdom  in  an  earthly  fhapc, 
And  ffiew'd  a  Newton  as  we  fhew  an  ape. 

Could  he,  whofe  rules  the  rapid  comet  bind, 
Defcribe  or  fix  one  iravement  of  his  mind  ? 
"U^ho  fav/  its  fires  here  rife,  and  there  defcend, 
Explain  his  own  beginning  or  his  end  ? 
Alas,  what  wonder  !  Man's  fuperior  part 
Uncheck'd  may  rife,  and  climb  from  art  t»  art;  4* 
But  when  his  own  great  work  is  but  begun. 
What  reafon  weaves,  by  paffion  is  undone. 

Trace  fcience  then,  with  modefly  thy  guide  ; 
Firfl  ftrip  off  all  her  equipage  of  pride  ; 
Ded«(5t  what  is  but  vanity  or  drefs, 
Or  learning's  luxury,  or  idlenefs  ; 
Or  tricks  to  fliow  the  llretch  of  huiaan  brain, 
Mere  curious  pleafure,  or  ingenious  pain; 
Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  escrefcent  parts 
Of  all  our  vices  have  created  arts  ;  jo 

Then  fee  how  little  the  remaining  fum, 
Which  ferv'd  the  paft,  and  muft  the  times  to  come ! 

II.  Two  I  rinciples  in  human  nature  rei^; 
Self-love,  to  urge,  and  reafon,  to  reftrain  ; 
Nor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call. 
Each  works  its  end,  to  move  or  govern  all : 
And  to  their  proper  operation  fi;ill, 
Afcribe  all  good,  to  their  improper  ill. 

Self-love,  the  fprmg  of  motion,  ads  the  foul; 
Reafon's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole.     6» 
Man,  but  for  that,  no  adlion  could  attend. 
And,  but;  for  this,  were  adlive  to  no  end  : 
Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  fpot, 
To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  aud  rot ; 


VARIATIONS. 

As  wifely  fure  a  modefl:  ape  might  aim 

To  be  like  man,  whofe  faculties  and  frame 

He  fees,  he  feels,  as  you  or  I  to  be 

An  angel  thing  we  neither  knew  nor  fee. 

Obferve  now  near  he  edges  on  our  race ; 

What  human  tricks  1  how  rifible  of  face  ! 

It  mult  be  fo — why  elfe  have  I  the  fenfe 

Of  mora  than  monkey  charms  and  excellence  ? 

Why  elfe  to  walk  on  two  fo  oft  effay'd  .' 

And  why  this  ardent  longing  for  a  maid  ? 

So  pug  might  plead,  and  call  his  gods  unkind 

Till  fet  on  end,  and  married  to  his  mind. 

Go,  reafoning  thing  '.  affume  the  dodlor's  chair, 

As  Plato  deep,  as  Seneca  fevere  : 

Fix  moral  fitnefs,  and  to  God  give  rule, 

Then  drop  into  thyfelf,  &c. 

Ver.  21.  Edit.  4th  and  5th. 
Show  by  what  rules  the  wandering  planets  ftray, 
Corredt  old  time,  and  teach  the  fun  his  way. 

Ver,  2,5,  Ed.  ift. 
Could  he,  who  taught  each  planet  where  to  roll, 
Defcribe  or  fix  one  movement  of  the  foul  ? 
Who  mark'd  their  points,  to  rife  or  to  defcend, 
Explain  his  own  beginning,  or  his  end  i 


»» 


THE    WORKS    OF   POPE. 


Or,  meteor-like,  flame  lawlefs  through  the  void, 
Deftroying  others,  by  himfelf  deflrr.y'd. 

M(-ft  ftrength  the  moving  principle  requires ; 
AAive  its  talk,  it  prompts,  impels,  infpires. 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  lies. 
Form'd  but  to  check,  deliberate,  and  advife.       70 
6clf-love, ftill  ftronger,  a'  its  objeds  nigh; 
Reafon's  at  diftance,  and  in  profpecl  lie  : 
That  fees  immediate  good  by  prefent  fenfe ; 
Reafon,  the  future  and  the  confequence. 
Thicker  than  arguments,  temptations  throng. 
At  beft  more  watchful  this,  but  that  more  ftrong. 
The  adion  of  the  ftronger  to  fufpend, 
Reafon  flill  ufe,  to  reafon  ftill  attend. 
Attention,  habit,  and  experience  gains ; 
Each  ftrengthens  reafon,  and  felf-h^ve  reftrain:!.  80 
I^et  fubtle  fchoolmen  teach  thefe  friends  to  fight, 
More  ftudious  to  divide  than  to  unite; 
And  grace  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  reafon  fpllt. 
With  all  the  rafli  dexterity  of  wit. 
WitSjjuft  like  fools,  at  war  about  a  name, 
Have  full  as  oft  no  meaning,  or  the  fame. 
Self-love  and  reafon  to  one  end  afpire. 
Pain  their  averfion,  pleafure  their  defire; 
But  greedy  that,  its  objeft  would  devour. 
This  tafte  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  flower  : 
Pleafure,  or  wrong  or  rightly  underftood. 
Our  greateft  evil,  or  our  greateft  good.  [call ; 

III.  Modes  of  felf-love  the  palTions  we  may 
'Tis  real  good,  or  feeming,  moves  them  all : 
Eut  fince  not  every  good  we  can  divide. 
And  reafon  bids  us  for  our  own  provide ; 
Paffions,  though  felfifti,  if  their  means  be  fair, 
Lift  under  reafon,  and  deferve  her  care ; 
Thofe,  that  imparted,  court  a  nobler  aim, 
£xalt  their  kind,  and  take  fome  virtue's  name.  lOO 

In  lazy  apathy  let  ftoics  boaft 
Their  virtue  fix'd  ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  froft; 
Contradled  all,  retiring  to  the  breaft ; 
But  ftrength  of  mind  is  exereife,  not  reft  : 
The  rifing  tempeft  puts  in  a£t  the  foul ; 
Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  preferves  the  whole. 
On  life's  vaft  ocean  diverfely  we  fail, 
Reafon  the  card,  but  paftion  is  the  gale ; 
Nor  God  alone  in  the  ftill  calm  we  find, 
He  mounts  the  ftorm  andwalks  upon  the  wind.  IIO 

Paflions,  like  elements,  though  born  to  fight. 
\et,mix'd  and  foften'd,  in  his  work  unite  : 
Thel'e,  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  employ  ; 
But  what  compofcs  man,  can  man  deftroy  ? 
Suffice  that  reafon  keep  to  nature's  road, 
Subjecft,  compound  them,  follow  her  and  God. 
l.ove,  hope,  and  joy,  fair  pleafure's  fmiling  train  ; 
Hate,  fear,  and  grief,  the  family  of  pain  ; 

VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  86,  in  the  MS. 
Of  good  and  evil  gods  what  frighted  fools, 
Of  good  and  evil  reafon  puzzled  fchools, 
Deceiv'd,  deceiving,  taught 

After,  ver.  108,  in  the  MS. 
A  tedious  voyage  '.  where  how  ufcleft  lie» 
The  compafs,  if  no  powerful  gufts  arife  '. 

After  ver.  112,  in  the  MS. 
The  foft  reward  the  virtuous,  or  invite  : 
The  fierce^the  vicious  punifli  or  affright. 


Thefe  mix'd  with  art,  and  to  due  bonnds  confin'd. 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind ;  I2» 
The  lights  and  ftiades,  whofc  well-accorded  flrife 
Gives  all  the  ftrength  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Pleafures  are  ever  in  our  hands  and  eyes ; 
And,  when  in  aft  they  ceafe,  in  profpedl  rife  : 
Prefent  to  grafp,  and  future  ftill  to  find. 
The  whole  employ  of  body  and  of  mind. 
All  fpread  their  charms,  but  charm  not  all  alike  ; 
On  different  feiifes,  different  obje«fts  ftrike ; 
Hence  different  paflions  more  or  lefs  inflame. 
As  ftrong  or  weak,  the  organs  of  the  frame ;    I3« 
And  hence  one  mafter  paffion  in  the  breaft. 
Like  Aaron's  ferpent,  fwallows  up  the  reft. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  breath, 
Receives  the  lurking  principle  of  death ; 
The  young  difeafe,  which  muft  fubdue  at  length. 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  ftrengthens  with  his 

ftrength  : 
So,  caft  and  mingled  with  his  very  frame, 
The  mind's  difeafe,  its  ruling  paflion  came ; 
Each  vital  humour,  which  fhould  feed  the  whole,' 
Soon  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  foul : 
Whatever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the  head, 
As  the  mind  opens,  and  its  fundlions  fpread. 
Imagination  plies  her  dangerous  art. 
And  pours  it  all  upon  the  peccant  part. 

Nature  its  mother,  habit  is  its  nurfe ; 
Wit,  fpirit,  faculties,  but  make  it  ivorfe ; 
Reafon  itfelf  but  gives  it  edge  and  power; 
As  heaven's  bleft  beam  turns  viaegar  more  four. 

We,  wretched  fubjedls  though  to  lawful  fway. 
In  this  weak  queen,  fome  favourite  ftill  obey  :   IJ* 
Ah  I  if  ihe  lend  not  arms,  as  well  as  rules. 
What  can  fhe  more  than  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 
Teach  us  to  mourn  our  nature,  not  to  mend; 
A  fharp  accufer,  but  a  helplefs  friend  ! 
Or  from  a  judge  turn  pleader,  to  perfuade 
The  choice  we  make,  or  juftify  it  made; 
Proud  of  an  eafy  cor.queft  all  along. 
She  but  removes  weak  paflions  for  the  ftrong  : 
So,  when  fmall  humours  gather  to  a  gout, 
The  do6lor  fancies  he  has  driv'n  them  out.       i6t 

Yes,  nature's  read  muft  ever  be  preferr'd  ; 
Reafon  is  here  no  guide,  but  ftill  a  guard  : 
'Tis  hers  to  reftify,  not  overthrow. 
And  treat  this  paffion  more  as  fiiend  than  foe ; 
A  mightier  power  the  ftrong  direction  fends. 
And  fcveral  men  impels  to  feveral  ends  : 
Like  varying  winds,  by  other  paflions  toft, 
This  drives  them  conftant  to  a  certain  coaft. 
Let  power  or  knowledge,  geld  or  glory,  pleafe. 
Or  (oft  more  ftrong  than  all)  the  love  of  eafe  ;  I?* 
Through  life  'tis  foUow'd,  ev'n  at  life's  expence ; 
The  merchant's  toil,  the  fage's  indolence. 
The  monk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride. 
All,  all  alike,  find  reafon  on  their  fide. 

Th'  eternal  art,  educing  good  from  ill, 
Grafts  on  this  paflion  our  beft  principle  : 
'  ris  thus  the  mercury  of  man  is  fix'd. 
Strong  grows  the  virtue  with  his  nature  mix'd; 
The  drofs  cements  what  elfc  were  too  refin'd, 
And  in  one  intercft  body  ads  with  mind.  iStt 

As  fruits,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care. 
On  favagc  ftocks  inferted  learu  to  bear  ; 
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The  fureft  virtues  thus  from  paffions  flioot. 

Wild  nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 

What  crops  of  wit  and  honefty  appear 

From  fplecn,  from  obftinacy,  hate,  or  fear ! 

See  anger,  zeal  and  fortitude  fupply  ; 

Ev'n  avarice,  prudence ;  floth,  philofophy ; 

Liufl,  through  fomc  certain  drainers  well  refin'd, 

Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind  ;       190 

Envy,  to  which  th'  ignoble  mind  's  a  flave, 

Is  emulation  in  the  Icarn'd  or  brave  ; 

Nor  virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name, 

But  what  win  grow  on  pride,  or  grow  on  fhame. 

Thus  nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride) 
The  virtue  neareft  to  our  vice  ally'd  ; 
Reafon  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill, 
And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus,  if  he  will. 
The  fiery  foul  abhorr'd  in  Cataline, 
In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine  :  300 

The  fame  ambition  can  deftroy  or  fave. 
And  makes  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

This  light  and  darknefs  in  our  chaos  join'd. 
What  fliall  divide  ?  The  God  within  the  mind. 

Extremes  in  nature  equal  ends  produce. 
In  man  they  join  to  fome  myfterious  ufe ; 
Though  each  by  turns  the'  other's  bound  invade, 
As,  in  fome  well-wrought  picfture,  light  and  fliade, 
And  oft  fo  mix,  the  difference  is  too  nice 
Where  ends  the  virtue,  or  begins  the  vice,       aio 

Fools  !  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall, 
That  vice  or  virtue  there  is  none  at  all. 
If  white  and  black  blend,  foftcn,  and  unite 
A  thoufand  ways,  is  there  no  black  or  white? 
Afk  your  own  heart,  and  nothing  is  fo  plain  ; 
'Tis  to  miftake  them,  cofts  the  time  and  pain. 

Vice  is  a  monfter  of  fo  frightful  mien. 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  feen  ; 
Yet  feen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face. 
We  firfl;  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.  220 

But  where  th'  extreme  of  vice,  was  ne'er  agreed  : 
Aik  where's  the  north ;  at  York,  'tis  on  the  Tweed ; 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  194,  in  the  MS. 
How  oft  with  paflion,  virtue  points  her  charms '. 
Then  Ihines  the  hero,  then  the  patriot  warms. 
Peleus'  great  fon,  or  Brutus,  who  had  known. 
Had  Lucrece  been  a  whore,  or  Helen  none  ? 
But  virtues  oppofite  to  make  agree. 
That,  reafon  I   is  thy  talk,  and  worthy  thee. 
Hard  talk,  cries  Bibulus,  and  reafon  weak. 
— Make  it  a  point,  dear  Marquifs,  or  a  pique. 
Once,  for  a  whim,  perfuade  yourfelf  to  pay 
A  debt  to  reafon,  like  a  debt  at  play. 
For  right  or  wrong,  have  mortals  fuffer'd  more  ? 

B for  his  prince,  or  *  *  for  his  whore  ? 

Whofe  felf-denials  nature  moll  conttoul  ? 
His,  who  would  fave  a  fixpence,  or  his  foul  ? 
Web  for  his  health,  a  Chartreux  for  his  fm, 
Contend  they  not  which  fooneft  (hall  grow  thin  ? 
What  we  refolve,  we  can  :  but  here 's  the  fault, 
We  ne'er  refolve  to  do  the  thing  we  ought. 
After  ver.  220,  in  the  firft  edition  followed  thefe  : 
A  cheat !  a  whore  I  who  ftarts  not  at  the  name, 
in  all  the  inns  of  court  or  Drury-lane  i 


In  Scotland,  at  the  Orcades ;  and  there, 

At  Greenland,  Zcmbla,  or  the  Lord  knows  wherCi 

No  creature  owns  it  in  the  firft  degree. 

But  thinks  his  neighbour  further  gone  than  he  : 

Ev'n  thole  who  dwell  beneath  its  very  zone. 

Or  never  feel  the  rage,  or  never  own  ; 

What  happier  natures  fhrink  at  with  affright. 

The  hard  inhabitant  contends  is  right.  ajft 

Virtuous  and  vicious  every  man  muft  be. 
Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree ; 
The  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wife; 
And  ev'n  the  beft,  by  fits,  what  they  defpife. 
'Tis  but  by  parts  we  follow  good  or  ill ; 
For,  vice  or  virtue,  felf  direfts  it  ftill ; 
Each  individual  feeks  a  feveral  goal;  [whoI<*. 

But  heaven's   great  view,   is  one,   and  that  the 
That  counter-works  each  folly  and  caprice ; 
That  difappoints  th'  effedl  of  every  vice  :         a49 
That,  happy  frailties  to  all  ranks  apply'd ; 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride  ; 
Fear  to  the  ftatefman,  ralhnefs  to  the  chief; 
To  kings  prefumption,  and  to  crowds  belief : 
That,  virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raife. 
Which  feeks  no  intereft,  no  reward  but  praife  ; 
And  build  on  wants,  and  on  defefts  of  mind. 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  mankind. 

Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  mafter,  or  a  fervant,  or  a  friend,  45* 

Bids  each  on  other  for  affiftance  call. 
Till  one  man's  weaknefs  grows  the  ftrength  of  all. 
Wants,  frailties,  paffions,  clofer  flill  ally 
The  common  intereft,  or  endear  the  tie. 
To  thefe  we  owe  true  fricndlhip,  love  fincerc, 
Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here; 
Yet  from  the  fame  we  learn,  in  its  decline, 
Thofe  joys,  thofe  loves,  thofe  interefts,  to  refign  ; 
Taught  half  by  reafon,  half  by  mere  decay, 
To  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pafs  away.       a6o 

Whate'er  the  paflion,  knowledge,  fame,  or  pelf. 
Not  one  will  change  his  neighbour  with  himfclf. 
The  learn'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore, 
The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more ; 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 
The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  heaveu. 
See  tha  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  fing, 
The  fot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 
The  ftarving  chemift  in  his  golden  views, 
Supremely  bleft,  the  poet  in  his  mufe.  27* 

See  fome  ftrange  comfort  every  ftate  attend. 
And  pride  beftow'd  on  all,  a  common  friend  : 
See  fome  fit  paflion  every  age  fupply ; 
Hope  travels  through,  nor  quits  us  when  we  die. 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law, 
Pleas'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  firaw  : 


VARIATION*. 

After  ver.  226,  in  the  MS. 
The  colonel  fwears  the  agent  is  a  dog'; 
The  fcrivener  vows  th'  attorney  is  a  rogue. 
Againft  the  thief  th'  attorney  loud  inveighs. 
For  whofe  ten  pounds  the  country  twenty  pays. 
The  thief  damns  judges,  and  the  knaves  of  ftate  ; 
And  djing, moarjis  Imall  villains hang'd  by  grea!; 
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Some  livelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 

A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite  ; 

Scarfs,  garters,  gold,amufe  his  riper  ftage. 

And  beads  and  prayer-booksarethetoysofage  :  2B0 

Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  ftill,  as  that  before; 

Till  tir'd  he  fleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 

Meanwhile  opinion  gilds  with  varying  rays 

Thofe  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days  ; 

Each  want  of  happinefs  by  hope  fupplyM, 

And  each  vacuity  of  fenfe  by  pride  : 

Thcfe  build  as  fall  as  knowledge  can  deftroy  ; 

In  folly's  cup  flill  laughs  the  bubble,  joy ; 

One  prolpc(3:  loft,  another  lliil  we  gain; 

And  not  a  vanity  is  giv'n  in  vain  ;  ajo 

Ev'n  mean  felf-love  becomes,  by  force  divine, 

Thafe  ale  to  meafure  others  wants  by  thine. 

Sec !   and  confefs,  one  comfort  ftill  muft  rife ; 

'Tis  this,  Though  man's  a  fool,  yet  GoJ  is  iv'ife. 


EPISTLE     HI. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  'with  refpeSi 
to  Society. 

I.  The  whole  univerfe  one  fyftem  of  fociety, 
ver.  7,  &c.  Nothing  made  wholly  for  itfelf, 
nor  yet  wholly  for  another,  ver.  ay.  The  hap- 
pinefs of  animals  mutual,  ver.  49.  II.  Reafon 
or  inftindl  operate  alike  to  the  good  of  each 
individual,  ver.  79.  Reafon  or  inftinft  ope-  ' 
rate  alfo  to  fociety  in  all  animals,  ver.  109. 
HI.  How  far  fociety  carried  by  inftincft,  ver. 
IT5.  How  much  farther  by  reafon,  ver.  128. 
IV.  Of  that  wliich  is  called  the  ftate  of  nature, 
ver.  144,     Reafon  inftrucled  by  inftindl  in  the 

.  invention  of  arts,  ver.  166.  and  in  the  forms 
of  fociety,  ver.  176.  V.  Origin  of  political 
focieties,  ver.  196.  Origin  of  monarchy,  ver. 
207.  Patriarchal  government,  ver.  212. — 
VI.  Origin  of  true  religion  and  government, 
from  the  fame  principle,  of  love,  ver.  231,  &c. 
Origin  of  fuperllition  and  tyranny,  from  the 
fame  principle,  of  fear,  ver,  237,  &c.  The  in- 
fluence of  felf-love  operating  to  the  fecial  and 
public  good,  ver.  266.  Reftoration  of  true 
rehgion  and  government  on  their  firftprincijjle, 
ver.  285.  Mixed  govtrnmtnt,  ver.  288.  Va- 
lious  forms  of  each,  and  the  true  end  of  all,  ver. 
300,  &c. 

Here  then  we  reft  ;  "  the  univerfal  caufe 
"^fts  to  one  end,  but  adls  by  various  laws." 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver,  I.  In  feveraledit.  in  410. 
Learn,  djilnefs,  learn!  "  The  univeifal  caufe,"  &.c. 

After  ver.  46,  in  the  former  editions, 
What  care  to  tend,  to  lodge,  to  cram,  to  treat  hin» ! 
All  this  he  knew  ;   but  not  that  'twas  to  eat  him. 
As  far  as  goofe  could  judge,  he  reafon'd  right ; 
$ut  as  to  man,  miftook  the  matter  qui]:. 


In  all  the  madnefs  of  fuperfludus  health, 
The  train  of  pride,  the  impudence  of  wealth, 
Let  this  great  truth  be  prefent  night  and  day  ;    5 
But  moft  be  prefent,  if  we  preach  of  pray. 

Look  round  our  world ;  behold  the  chain  of  love 
Combining  all  below,  and  all  above. 
See  phiilic  nature  working  to  this  end, 
The  fingle  atoms  each  to  other  tend,  10 

Attra(fl,  attradled  to,  the  next  in  place 
Form'd  and  impell'd  its  neighbour  to  embrace. 
See  matter  next,  with  various  life  endued, 
Prefs  to  one  centre  ftill,  the  general  good. 
See  dying  vegetables  life  fuftain, 
See  life  difTolving  vegatate  again  : 
All  forms  that  perifh  other  forms  fupply, 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath,  and  die) 
Like  bubbles  on  the  fea  of  matter  borne, 
They  rife,  they  break,  and  to  that  fea  return,    ao 
Nothing  is  foreign  ;  parts  relate  to  whole  ; 
One  all  extending,  all-preferving  foul 
Conneds  each  being,  greateft  with  the  leaft  ; 
Made  beaft  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  beaft  ; 
All  ferv'd,  all  ferving  :  nothing  ftands  alone; 
The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends,  unknown. 
Has  God,  thou  fool  !  work'd  folely  for  thy  good, 
Thy  joy,  thy  paftime,  thy  attire,  thy  food  1 
Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn, 
For  him  as  kindly  fpread  the  flowery  lawn  :      30 
Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  afcends  and  fings  1 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings. 
Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat  ? 
Loves  of  his  own  and  raptures  fweli  the  note. 
The  boundiHg  fteed  you  pompoufly  beftride. 
Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleafure  and  the  pride. 
Is  thine  alone  the  feed  that  ftrews  the  plain  ? 
The  birds  of  heaven  ftiall  vindicate  their  grain. 
Thine  the  full  harveft  of  the  golden  year  ? 
Part  pays,  and  juftly,  the  deferving  fteer;  40 

The  hog,  that  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  thy  call, 
Lives  on  the  labours  of  this  lord  of  all.  '' 

Know,  nature's  children  all  divide  her  care  ; 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd  a  bear. 
While  man  exclaims.   See  all  things  for  my  ufe  I" 
"  Sec  man  for  mine  1"  replies  a  pamper'd  goofe  : 
And  juft  as  Ihort  of  reafon  he  muft  fall. 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all. 

Grant  that  the  powerful  ftill  the  weak  controul ; 
Be  man  the  wit  and  tyrant  of  the  whole  :  50 

Nature  that  tyrant  checks ;  he  only  knows. 
And  helps  another  creature's  wants  and  woes. 
Say,  will  the  falcon,  ftooping  from  above, 
Smit  with  her  varying  plumage,  fpare  the  dove  ? 
Admires  the  jay  the  infeds  gilded  wings  ? 
Or  hears  the  hawk  when  Philomela  fings  ? 
Man  cares  for  all  :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods, 
To  beafts  his  paftures,  and  to  fifti  his  floods  : 
For  forne  hisintercft  prompts  him  to  provide. 
For  more  his  pleafure,  yet  for  more  his  pride,    6* 
All  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Th'  extcnfive  blefting  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves, 
He  faves  from  famine,  from  the  favage  faves ; 
Nay,  feafts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feaft. 
And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  bleft  : 
Which  fees  no  more  the  ftroke,  or  feels  the  jpainj 
Than  favour'd  man  hj  touch  ethereal  flain. 
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The  creature  had  his  feaft  of  life  before  ; 
Thou  too  muft  perifh,  when  thy  feaft  is  o'er  I    70 
To  each  unthinking  being,  heaven  a  friend, 
Gives  not  the  ufelefs  knowledge  of  its  end  : 
To  man  imparts  it ;  but  with  fuch  a  view 
As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  him  iiope  it  too  : 
The  hour  conceal'd,  and  fo  remote  the  fear, 
Death  ftiil  draws  nearer,  never  feeming  near. 
Great  {landing  miracle  !  that  heaven  affign'd 
Its  only  thinking  thing  this  turn  of  mind. 

II.  Whether  with  reafon,  or  with  inftimS  bleft, 
Know,  all  enjoy  that    power  which    fuits  them 

bcft; 
To  blifs  alike  by  that  diiedion  tend,  81 

And  find  the  means  proportijon'd  to  their  end. 
Say,  where  full  inftiniSl  is  th'  unerring  guide, 
What  pope  cr  council  can  they  need  belide  ? 
Reafon,  however  able,  cool  at  beft, 
Cares  not  for  lervice,  or  but  ierves  when  preft, 
Stays  till  we  call,  aLv!  Uien  not  often  near; 
But  I'.oatfl  initiiiiit  comes  a  volunteer, 
Sure  never  to  o'erflioot,  but  juft  to  hit ; 
While  ftill  too  wide  or  ihort  is  human  wit ;        90 
Sure  by  quick  nature  happincls  to  gain, 
"Which  heavier  reafon  labours  at  in  vain. 
This  too  ferves  always,  realon  never  long  : 
One  muft  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
See  then  the  atilmg  and  comparing  powers 
One  in  their  nacurc,  which  are  now  in  ours. ! 
And  reafon  rai(e  o'er  inftin6l  as  you  can. 
In  thit  'tis  God  dircifis,  in  that  'tis  man. 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 
To  fljun  their  }  oilon,  and  to  choofe  their  food  i  loo 
Prefcient,  the  tides  or  tempefts  to  withftand. 
Build  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  fand  ? 
Who  made  the  fpider  parallels  dehgn. 
Sure  as  De  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line.' 
Wh>.  bid  the  ftork,  Columbus-like,  explore 
Heavens  not  hisown,  and  worlds  unknown  before.'' 
Who  calls  the  council,  ftates  the  certain  day  ? 
Who  forms  tiie  phalanx,  and  who  points  the  way  } 

in.  God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
Its  proper  blifs,  and  fets  it  proper  bounds  :         1 10 
But  as  he  fram'd  a  whole,  the  whole  to  blefs, 
On  mutual  wants  built  mutual  happinefs : 
So  ironi  the  firft,  eternal  order  ran. 
And  creature  link'd  to  creature,  man  to  man. 
Whate'er  of  life  all- quickening  sether  keeps, 
Or  breathes  through  air,  or  fhoots  beneath  the 

deeps, 
Or  pours  profufe  on  earth,  one  nature  feeds 
The  vital  flame,  and  fwells  the  genial  feeds. 
Not  man  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood, 
Or  wing  the  fky,  or  roll  along  the  flood,  120 

Each  loves  itfelf,  but  not  itfelf  alone. 
Each  fex  defires  alike,  till  two  are  one. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  84.  in  the  MS. 
While  man,  with  opening  views  of  various  ways. 
Confounded,  by  the  aid  of  knowledge  ftrays; 
Too  weak  to  choofe,. yet  choofing  ftill  in  hafte, 
One  moment  gives  the  pleafure  and  diftalle. 


N   M  A  N.  ^j 

Nor  ends  the  pleafure  with  the  fierce  enrbracif,^ 
I'hey  love  thcmfclves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race. 
Thus  heart  and  bird  their  common  charge  ^ittend- 
The  mothers  nurl'e  it,  and  the  fires  defend  ; 
The  young  difmifs'd  to  wauder  earth  or  air, 
There  ftop;-  the  inftincft,  and  there  ends  the  care; 
The  link  diflolves,  each  feeks  a  frelh  embrace, 
Another  love  fucceeds,  another  race.  130 

A  longer  care  man's  helplefs  kind  demands; 
That  longer  care  contrads  more  laftiug  bands  ; 
Refle(5lion,  reafon,  ftill  the  ties  improve,' 
At  once  extend  the  intereft,  and  the  love  : 
With  choice  we  fix,  with  fympathy  we  burn ; 
Each  virtue  in  each  pafiion  takes  its  turn  ; 
And  ftill  new  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rife, 
That  graft  benevolence  on  charities. 
Still  as  one  brood,  and  as  another  rofe, 
Thefe  natural  love  maintain'd,  habitual  thofe  : 
The  laft,  fcarce  ripen'd  into  perfe(5l  man,  J41 

Saw  helplefs  him  from  whom  their  life  began  : 
Memory  and  forecaft  juft  returns  engage. 
That  pointed  back  to  youth,  this  on  to  age  ; 
While  pleafure,  gratitude,  and  hope,  combin'd, 
Still  fpread  the  intereft,  and  preferve  the  kind. 
IV.  Nor  think,  iu  nature's  ftate  they  blindly 

trod ; 
The  ftate  of  nature  was  the  reign  of  God : 
Self-love  and  fecial  at  her  birth  began. 
Union  the  bond  of  all  things,  and  of  man,  150 

Pride  then  was  not ;  nor  arts,  that  pride  to  aid  ; 
Man  walk'd  with  beaft,  joint  tenant  of  the  fiiadc; ' 
The  fame  his  table,  and  the  fame  his  bed; 
No  murder  cloth'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  fame  temple,  the  refounding  wood, 
All  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  God  : 
The  ftirine  with  gore  unftain'd,  with  gold   un- 

drefs'd, 
Unbrib'd,  unbloody,  ftood  the  blamelefs  pricft  : 
Heaven's  attribute  was  univerfal  care. 
And  man's  prerogative,  to  rule,  but  fpare.       l6» 
Ah  1  how  unlike  the  man  of  times  to  come  ! 
Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb  ; 
Who,  foe  to  nature,  hears  the  general  groan. 
Murders  their  fpecies,  and  betrays  his  ovrn. 
But  juft  difeafe  to  luxury  fucceeds. 
And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeds  ; 
The  fury-paffions  from  that  blood  began. 
And  turn'd  on  man,  a  fiercer  favage,  man. 
See  him  from  nature  rifing  flow  to  art ! 
To  copy  inftindl  then  was  reafon's  part :  170 

Thus  then  to  man  the  voice  of  nature  fpake — 
"  Go,  from  the  creatures  thy  inftrudions  take  : 
"  Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thicket* 

"  yield  ; 
"  Learn  from  the  beafts  the  phyfic  of  the  field ; 
"  Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive  ; 
"  Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  toweavc; 
"  Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  fail, 
"  Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gal^ 
"  Here  too  all  forms  of  fecial  union  find, 
"  And  hence  let  reafon,  late,  inftrud^  mankind  : 
"  Here  fubterranean  works  and  cities  fee  ;         i8l 
"  There  towns  ae;-ial  on  the  waving  tree. 
"  Learn  each  fmall  people's  genius,  policies, 
"  The  ar.t's  republic,  and  the  realm  of  bees ; 
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"  How  thofc  in  common  all  their  wealth  bellow, 

"  And  anarchy  without  confufion  know  ; 

"  And  thefe  foi  ever,  though  a  monarch  reign, 

"  Their  feparatc  cells  and  properties  maintain. 

**  Mark  what  unvary'd  laws  preferve  each  flate, 

*'  Laws  wife  as  nature,  and  as  fix'd  as  fate.       190 

*'  In  vain  thy  reafon  finer  webs  (hall  draw, 

"  Entangle  juftice  in  her  net  of  law, 

"  And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong; 

"  Still  for  the  ftrong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  ftrong. 

"  Yet  go  ;  and  thus  o'er  all  the  creatures  fway, 

"  Thus  let  the  wiler  make  the  reft  obey  : 

"  And  for  thofe  arts  mere  inftindl  could  afford, 

•*  Be  crown'd  as  monarchs,  or  as  gods  ador'd." 

V.  Great  Nature  fpokc  ;  obfervant  man  obey'd ; 
Cities  were  built,  focieties  were  made  :  200 
Here  rofe  one  little  ftate ;  another  near          [fear. 
Grew  by  like  means,  and  join'd,  through  love  or 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burdens  bend. 
And  there  the  ftrcams  in  purer  rills  defcend  ? 
What  war  could  ravifh,  commerce  could  beflow; 
And  he  return'd  a  friend,  who  came  a  foe. 
Converfe  and  love  mankind  might  flrongly  draw, 
When  love  was  liberty,  and  nature  law. 

Thus  ftates  were  form'd  ;  the  name  of  king  un- 
known. 
Till  common  interefl:  plac'd  the  fway  in  one.  510 
'Twas  virtue  only  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
DifFufing  blcffings,  or  averting  harms) 
The  fame  which  in  a  fire  the  fons  obey'd, 
A  prince  the  father  of  a  people  made. 

VI.  Till  then,  by  nature  crown'd,  each  patri- 
arch fat. 

King,  prieft,  and  parent,  of  his  growing  flate  : 
On  him,  their  fecond  providence,  they  hung; 
Their  law  his  eye,  their  oracle  his  tongue. 
He  from  the  wondering  furrow  call'd  the  food. 
Taught  to  command  the  fire,  controul  the  flood. 
Draw  forth  the  monfters  of  th'  abyfs  profound. 
Or  fetch  th'  aerial  eagle  to  the  ground.  22Z 

Till  dropping,  fickening,  dying,  they  began 
Whom  they  rever'd  as  God  to  mourn  as  man  : 
Then,  looking  up  from  fire  to  fire,  explor'd 
One  great  Firft  Father,  and  that  firft  ador'd. 
Or  plain  tradition  that  this  All  begun, 
Convey 'd  unbroken  faith  from  fire  to  fon  ; 
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Ver.  197,  in  the  firft  editions, 
Who  for  thofc  arts  they  learn'd  of  brutes  before, 
As  kings  ftiall  crown  them,  or  as  gods  adore. 

Ver.  aoi.  Here  rofe  one  little  ftate,  &c.}^In  the 
MS.  thus : 
The  neighbours  leagu'd  to  guard  their  common 

fpot ; 
And  love  was  nature's  dictate ;  murder,  not. 
For  want  alone  each  animal  contends ; 
Tigers  with  tigers,  that  remov'd,  are  ftiends. 
Plain  nature's  wants  the  common  mother  crown'd, 
ijhe  pour'd  her  acorns,  herbs,  and  ftreams  around. 
No  treafure  then  for  rapine  to  invade. 
What  need  to  fight  for  fun-lhine  or  for  (hade  ? 
And  half  the  caufe  of  contcft  was  remov'd, 
When  beauty  could  be  kind  to  all  who  lov'd. 


The  worker  from  the  work  dlftincSl:  was  known, 
And  fimple  reafon  never  foughi  but  one  :         230 
Ere  wit  oblique  had  broke  that  fteady  UpM, 
Man,  like  his  Maker,  faw  that  all  was  right ; 
To  virtue,  in  the  paths  of  pleafure  trod, 
And  own'd  a  father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 
Love  ail  the  faith,  and  all  th'  allegiance  then  ; 
For  nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men, 
No  ill  could  fear  in  God ;  and  underftood 
A  fovereign  being,  but  a  fovereign  good. 
True  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran  ; 
That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  man.     240 
Who  firft  taught  fouls  enflav'd,  and  realms  un- 
done, 
Th'  enormous  faith  of  many  made  for  one ; 
That  proud  exception  to  all  nature's  laws, 
T'  invert  the  world,  and  counter-work  its  caufe  ? 
Force  firft  made  conqueft,  and  that  conqueft,law; 
Till  fuperftition  taught  the  tyrant  awe. 
Then  fnar'd  the  tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid. 
And  gods  of  conquerors,  flaves  of  fubjeds  made  : 
She  'midft  the  lightning's  blaze,  and  thunder's 

found. 
When  rock'd  the  mountains,  and  when  groan'd 
the  ground,  aj© 

She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray. 
To  power  unfeen,  and  mightier  far  than  they  : 
She,  from  the  rending  earth,  and  burfting  ikies, 
Saw  gods  defcend,  and  fiends  infernal  rife  : 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  bleft  abodes ; 
Fear  made  her  devils,  and  weak  hope  her  gods ; 
Gods  partial,  changeful,  paflionate,  unjuft, 
Whofe  attributes  were  rage,  revenge,  or  luft  ; 
Such  as  the  fouls  of  cowards  might  conceive. 
And,  form'd  like  tyrants,  tyrants  would  believe. 
Zeal  then,  not  charity,  became  the  guide  ;        261 
And  hell  was  built  on  fpite,  and  heaven  on  pride. 
Then  facred  feem'd  th'  ethereal  vault  no  more ; 
Altars  grew  marble  then,  and  reek'd  with  gore  : 
Then  firft  the  Flamen  tafted  living  food ; 
Next  his  grim  idol  fmear'd  with  human  blood ; 
With  heaven's  own  thunders  fliook  the  world  be- 
low. 
And  play'd  the  God  an  engine  on  his  foe. 

So  drives  felf-Iove,  through  juft,  and  througli 
unjuft, 
To  one  man's  power,  ambition,  lucre,  luft  :      i'jm 
The  fame  feif-love,  in  all,  becomes  the  caufe 
Of  what  reftrains  him,  government  and  laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well. 
What  ferves  one  will,  when  many  wills  rebel  i 
How  fhall  he  keep,  what,  fleeping  or  awake, 
A  weaker  may  furprife,  a  ftronger  take  ? 
His  fafety  muft  his  liberty  reftrain  : 
All  join  to  guard  what  each  defires  to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  virtue  thus,  by  felf-defence, 
Ev'n  kings  learn'd  juftice  and  benevolence  :      2S# 
Self-love  forfook  the  path  it  firft  purfued. 
And  found  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

'  Fwas  then  the  ftudious  head  or  generous  mlfld^ 
Follower  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind. 
Poet  or  patriot,  rofe  but  to  reftore 
The  faith  and  moral,  nature  gave  before; 
Relum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindled  new^ 
If  not  God's  image,  yet  his  fliadow  drew : 
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Taught  power's  due  ufc  to  people  and  to  kings. 
Taught  nor  to  flack  nor  flrain  its  tender  firings, 
The  lefs,  or  greater,  fet  fo  juftly  true,  291 

That  touching  one  muft  ftrike  the  other  too ; 
Tiil  jarring  interefts  of  themfelves  create 
Th'  according  mufic  of  a  well-mix'd  ftate. 
Such  is  the  world's  great  harmony,  that  fprings 
From  order,  union,  full  confent  of  things: 
Where  fmall  and  great,  where  weak  and  mighty, 

made 
To  fer\e,  not  fuffer,  (Irengthcn, not  invade; 
More  powerful  each  as  needful  to  the  reft, 
And,  in  proportion  as  it  bleffes,  bleft  ;  300 

Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  bring 
Beaft,  man,  or  angel,  fervant,  lord,  or  king. 

For  forms  of  government  let  fools  contefl ; 
Whate'er  is  beft  adminifter'd  is  beft  : 
For  modes  of  faith,  let  gracelefs  zealots  fight; 
His  can't  be  wrong  whofe  life  is  in  the  right; 
In  faith  and  hope  the  world  will  difagree, 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity  •■ 
All  muft  be  faife  that  thwarts  this  one  great  end ; 
And  all  of  God,  that  blefs  mankind,  or  mend  310 
Man,  like  the  generous  vine,  fupported  lives  : 
The  ftrength  he  gains  is  from  th'  embrace  he  give$. 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run. 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  fun  ; 
So  two  confiftent  motions  a(5t  the  foul ; 
And  one  regards  itfelf,  and  one  the  whole. 

Thus  God  aiud  nature  link'd  the  general  frame, 
And  bade  feif  love  and  fecial  be  the  fame. 


EPISTLE     IV. 

dj  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man  tvith  rtfpeS  to 

Mal^finefs. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

I.  Fai-si;  notions  of  happinefs,  philofophical  and 
popular,  anfwered  from  ver.  19  to  77.  II.  It 
is  the  end  of  all  men,  and  attainable  by  all, 
ver.  30.  God  intends  happinefs  to  be  equal; 
and  to  be  fo,  it  muft  be  focial,  fince  all  par- 
ticular happinefs  depends  on  general,  and 
iince  he  governs  by  general,  not  particular 
lawf.,  ver.  37.  As  it  is  neceffary  for  order,  and 
the  peace  and  welfare  of  Ibciety,  that  external 
goods  fhoiild  be  unequal,  happinefs  is  not  made 
to  confift  in  thefe,  ver.  51.  But,notwirhftand- 
ing  that  inequality,  the  balance  of  happinefs  a- 
mong  mankind  is  kept  even  by  providence,  by 
the  two  paflions  of  hrpe  and  fear.  ver.  70. — 
III.  What  the  happinefs  of  individuals  is,  as  far 
as  is  confiftent  with  the  conftitution  of  this 
World  ;  and  that  the  good  man  has  here  the  ad- 
vantage, ver.  77.  The  error  of  imputing  to 
virtue  what  are  only  the  calamities  of  nature, 
or  of  fortune,  ver.  94.  IV.  The  folly  of  ex- 
pecting that  God  fhould  alter  his  general  laws 
in  favour  of  particulars,  ver.  lai.  V.  That 
we  are  not  judges  who  are  good;  but  that, 
•whoever  they  are,  they  muft  be  happieft,  ver. 
3f3'?,  &c.  ■  VI,  That  external  goods  are  not  the 
Vol.  Vni. 


proper  rewards,  but  often  inconfiftent  with,  or 
deftruiftive  of  virtue,  ver.  167.  That  even 
thefe  can  make  no  man  happy  without  virtue  : 
Inftanced  in  riches,  ver.  185.  Honours,  ver. 
193.  Nobility,  ver.  205  Greatnefs,  ver.  217, 
Fame,  ver.  137.  Superior  talents,  ver.  257, 
&c.  With  pidures  of  human  infelicity  in  men, 
pofTrffed  of  them  all.  ver.  269,  &c.  VII. 
That  virtue  only  conftitutes  a  happinefs,  whofe 
objedl  IS  univerfal,  and  whofe  profpedt  eternal, 
ver.  307  That  the  perfedlion  of  virtue  and 
happinefs  confifls  in  a  conformity  to  the  Order 
of  Providence  here,  and  a  refignation  to  it  here 
and  hereafter,  ver.  316",  &c. 

Oh  Happinefs  1  our  being's  end  and  aim  I 

Good,  pleafure,  eafe,  content  1  whate'er  thy  names 

That  fomething  ftill  which  prompts  th'   eternal 

figh. 
For  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die, 
Which  ftill  fo  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies, 
O'erlook'd,  feen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wife: 
Plant  of  celeftial  feed ;  if  dropp'd  below, 
Say,  in  what  mortal  foil  thou  deign'ft  to  grow  ? 
Fair  opening  to  fome  court's  propitious  fhine. 
Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming  mine  ?    10 
Twin'd  with  the  wreaths  Parnaffian  laurels  yield. 
Or  reap'd  in  iron  harvefts  of  the  field  ? 
Where  grows  ?  where  grows  it  not  ?    If  vain  ovf 
'  toil, 

We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the  foil : 
Fix'd  to  no  fpot  is  happinefs  fincere, 
'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  every  where  : 
'Tis  never  to  be  bought,  but  always  free. 
And  fled  from  monarchs,  St.  John  1  dwells  with 
thee.  [blind; 

Aflc  of  the  learn'd  the  way  '    The  learn'd  are 
This  bids  to  ferve,  and  that  to  fhun  mankind ;  av 
Some  place  the  bllfs  in  adlion,  fome  in  eafe, 
Thofe  call  it  pleafure,  and  contentrnent  thefe  : 
Some,  funk  to  beafts,  find  pleafure  end  in  pai.n  ; 
Some,  fwell'd  to  gods,  confefs  cv'n  virtue  vain  ; 
Or,  indolent, to  each  extreme  they  fall. 
To  truft  in  ev'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Who  thus  define  it,  fay  they  more  or  lefs. 
Than  this,  that  happinefs  is  happinefs .' 

Take  nattire's  path,  and  mad  opinion's  leave ; 
All  ftates  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive  ;    30 
Obvious  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell; 
There  needs  but  thinking  right,  and  meaning  well^ 
And,  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  pleafe, 
Equal  is  common  fenfe,  and  common  eafe. 

Remember,  man,  "  the  Univerfal  Caufe 
"  Acfis  not  by  partial,  but  bv  gen'ral  laws," 
And  makes  what  happinefs  we  juftly  call, 
Subfift  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  I.  Oh  happinefs,  &c]in  the  MS.  thui: 
Oh  happinefs,  to  which  we  all  afpire, 
Wing'd  with  ftrong  hope,  and  borne  by  full  dan 

fire; 
That  eafe,  for  which  in  want,  in  wealth  we  figh ; 
That  cafe,  for  which  we  labour,  and  we  die. 
G 


^8  THE   WORK 

There's  not  a  blelTing  individuals  find, 

But  fome  way  leans  and  hearkens  to  the  kind  :  40 

No  bandit  fierce,  no  tyrant  matt  with  pride, 

No  cavern'd  hermit,  refis  felf-fati»ly'd  : 

"Who  moll  to  fliu.i  or  hate  mankind  pretend, 

Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend  : 

Abflra(5l  what  others  feel,  what  ethers  think, 

All  pleafurcs  ficken,  and  all  glories  fink  : 

£ach  has  his  (hare  ;  and  who  would  more  obtain. 

Shall  find,  thepleafure  pays  not  half  the  pain. 

Order  is  Heaven's  firft  law  ;  and  this  confeft. 
Some  are,  andmufl  be,  greater  than  the  r<-ll,     50 
More  rich,  more  wife  ;  but  who  infers  from  hejice 
That  fuch  are  happier,  Ihocks  all  common  fenfe. 
Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confefs, 
If  all  are  equal  in  thtir  happinefv  : 
JBut  nutual  wants  this  happinelsincreafe  ; 
All  nature's  difference  keeps  all  natuie's  peace. 
Condition,  circumftance,  is  not  the  thing  ; 
Blifs  is  the  fame  in  lubjecSl:  or  in  king. 
In  who  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend. 
In  fam  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  friend  r         60 
Heaven  breathes  through  every  member  of  the 

whole 
One  common  blefling,  as  one  common  foul. 
But  fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  polfcfl;. 
And  each  were  equal,  mud:  not  ail  contefl  ? 
If  then  to  all  men  bappinefs  was  meant, 
God  in  externals  could  not  place  content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  varioufly  dilpofe, 
And  thefe  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  thole  ; 
But  heaven's  jult  balance  equal  will  appear. 
While  thofe   are    plac'd  in  hope,   and  thefe  In 
fear :  70 

Not  prefent  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curfe, 
But  future  views  of  better,  or  of  worfe. 

Oh,  fons  of  earth  1  attempt  ye  ftill  to  rife, 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  Ikies .? 
Heaven  ftill  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  furveya. 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raife. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find. 
Or  God  and  nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Reafon's  whole  pleafure,  all  the  joys  of  fenfe, 
Lie  in  three  words,  Health,  Peace,  and  Cojupe 


80 


But  Health  confiQs  with  temperance  alone; 
And  Peace,  oh  virtue!   Peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  gifts  of  Fortune  gain; 
But  thefe  lefs  tafte  them,  as  they  worfe  obtain. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  52,  in  the  M^. 
Say  not,  "  Heaven's  here  profufe,  there  poorly 

"  faves, 
"  And  for  one  monarch  makes  a  thoufand  flaves.'' 
You'll  find,  when  caufes  and  their  ends  are  known, 
Twasfor  the  thoufand  Heaven  has  made  that  one. 

After  ver.  66,  in  the  MS. 
Tis  peace  of  mind  alone  is  at  a  flay  : 
The  reft  mad  fortune  gives  or  takes  away. 
All  other  blifs  by  accident's  debarr'd  ; 
But  virtue's,  in  the  inftant,a  reward  ; 
In  hardeft  trials  o])erates.the  beft, 
And  more  is  relifh'd  as  the  more  diftreft. 


S    OF    POPE. 

Say,  in  purfuit  of  profit  or  delight,  [fight  ? 

Who  rifk  the  moft,  that  take  wrong  means,  or 

Of  vice  or  virtue,  whether  bleft  or  curft. 

Which  n)eets  contempt,  or  which  compaflion  firft  ? 

Count  all  th'  advantage  profperoHS  vice  attains, 

'  ris  but  what  virtue  flies  from  and  difdains  :     9® 

And  grant  the  bad  what  bappinefs  they  would. 

One  they  muft  want,  which  is,  to  pafs  for  good. 

Oh  blind  to  truth,  and  God's  whole  fcheme  below, 

Who  (ancy  blifs  to  vice,  to  virtue  woe  1 

Who  fees  and  follows  that  great  fcheme  the  beft, 

Beft  knows  the  blefllnc;,  and  will  moft  be  bleft. 

But  fools,  the  good  alouf,  unhappy  call. 

For  ills  or  accidents  that  chance  to  all. 

See  Falkland  dies,  the  virtuous  and  the  juft  1 

See  godlike  1  urenne  proftrate  on  the  duft  1      I0» 

See  Sidney  bleeds  amid  the  martia  Iftrife  1 

Was  this  their  virtue,  or  contempt  of  life  .' 

Say,   was  it  virtue,    more   though   heaven   ne'er 

gave. 
Lamented  Digby  !  funk  thee  to  the  grave  .'' 
Tell  me,  if  virtue  made  the  fon  expire, 
Why,  full  of  days  and  honour,  lives  the  fire  ? 
Why  drew  Marfeilles'  good  bilhop  purer  breath. 
When  nature  ficken'd,  and  each  gale  was  death  .' 
Or  why  fo  long  (in  life  if  long  can  be) 
Lent  heaven  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ?       119 

What  makes  all  phyncal  ot  moral  ill  ? 
There  deviates  nature,  and  here  wanders  will. 
God  fends  not  ill ;  if  rightly  underftood. 
Or  partial  ill  is  univerfal  good. 
Or  change  admits,  or  nature  lets  it  fall. 
Short,  and  but  rare,  till  man  improv'd  it  all. 
We  juft  as  wifely  n»ight  of  heaven  complain 
That  righteous  Abel  was  deftroy'd  by  Cain, 
As  tl..T.t  the  virtuous  fon  is  ill  at  eafe 
When  his  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  difeafe.     IIQ 
Think  we,   like  feme  weak  prince,  th'  Eternal 

Caufe 
Frone  for  his  favourites  to  reverfe  his  laws  ? 

Shall  burning  iEtna,  if  a  i'age  requires. 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recal  her  fires  ? 
On  air  or  fea  new  motions  be  impreft. 
Oh  blamelefs  Bethel !  to  relieve  thy  breaft  ? 
When  the  loofe  mountain  trembles  from  on  high, 
Shall  gravitation  ceale,  if  you  go  by  ? 
Or  fome  old  temple,  nodding  to  its  fall. 
For  Chartres'  head  referve  the  hanging  wall.'  130 

But  ftill  this  world  (fo  fitted  for  the  knave) 
Contents  us  not,     A  better  ftiall  we  have  ? 
A  kingdom  of  the  juft  then  let  it  be  : 
But  firft  confidci  how  thnfe  juft  agree. 
The  good  muft  meiit  God's  peculiar  care ; 
But  who,  but  God,  can  tell  us  who  they  arc  ? 
One  thinks  on  Calvin  heaven's  own  fpirit  fell; 
Another  deems  him  inftrumenf  of  hell; 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  92,  in  the  MS. 
Let  fober  moralifts  corredl  their  fpeech, 
No  bad  man's  happy;  he  is  great,  or  rich. 

After  ver.  116,  in  the  MS. 
Of  every  evil,  fince  the  world  began. 
The  real  fource  is  not  in  God,  but  man. 


•ESSAY    ON    MAN. 
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If  Calv.in  feel  heaven's  bleffing,  or  its  rod, 

This  cries  there  is,  and  that,  there  is  no  God.    140 

What  fliocks  one  part,  will  edify  the  reft, 

Nor  with  one  fyftem  can  they  all  be  blefl. 

The  very  heft  will  varioufly  incliBe, 

And  what  rewards  your  virtue,  punilh  mine. 

fVhate-ver  is,  is  right.     This  world,  'tis  true, 

W*v  made  for  Csefar — but  for  Ti.tus  too  ; 

And  which  more  bleft  ?  who  chain'd  his  country, 

fay, 
Or  he  \yhofe  virtue  Cgh'd  to  lofe  a  day  ? 
"  But  fometimes  virtue  ftaryes,  while   vice  is 

fed." 
What  then  ?  Is  the  rewai'd  of  virtue  bread  ?     159 
Thatj  vice  may  merit,  'tis  the  price  of  toil  ; 
The  knave  deferves  it,  when  he  tills  the  foil; 
The  knave  deferves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main. 
Where  folly  fights  for  kings,  or  dive*  for  gain. 
The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent ; 
Nor  is  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content. 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er  ? 
"  No — ftiall  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 


power 


Add  health  and  power,  and  every  earthly  thing, 
"  Why  bounded  power  ?  why  private  ?  why   no 
"king?"  '  160 

Nay,  why  external  for  internal  given  ? 
why  is  not  man  a  god,  and  earth  a  heaven  ? 
Who  aik  and  rcafon  thus,  will  fcarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give  ; 
Immenfe  the  power,  immenfe  were  the  demand  ; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  lland  ? 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  deflroy, 
The  foul's  calm  fun  {hine,and  the  heart-felt  joy. 
Is  virtue's  prize  :   A  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach  and  fix,  I/O 

JuftJce  a  conqueror's  fword,or  Truth  a  gown. 
Or  Public  Spirit  its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak,  fooliih  man  !  will  Heaven  reward  us  there 
With  the  fame,  trafli  mad  mortals  wi(h  for  here  ? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes, 
Yet  fis;h'ft  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  ? 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expec5l  thy  dog,  tl.y  bottle,  and  thy  wife  ; 
AfS  well  as  dream  fuch  trifles  are  affign'd, 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  godlike  mind.  1 80 

Rewardi,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  deilrucftive  of  the  thing  ; 
How  oft  by  thefe  at  fixty  are  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  faint  at  twenty-one  ! 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  truft. 
Content,  or  pleafure,  but  the  good  and  jull  ? 
J'^dges  andfenates  have  been  bought  for  gold; 
Efteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  fold. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  ^41,  in  fome  editions, 
Give  each  a  fyftem,  all  muft  be  at  ftrife  ; 
What  different  fyftems  for  a  man  and  wife  I 

The  joke,   though    lively,  was  ill  placed,  and 
therefore  ftruck  out  of  the  text. 

After  ver.  17Z,  in  the  MS. 
Say,  what  rewards  this  idle  world  imjparts. 
Or  fit  for  fearching  heads  or  honeft  hearts. 


Oh  fool '.  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind, 
The  lover  and  the  love  of  human  kind,  190 

Whofe  lite  is  healthful,  and  whofe  confcience  clear 
Becaufe  he  wants  a  tlioufand  pounds  a-year. 
Honour  and  fliame  from  no  condition  rife ; 
Aft  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  fome  fmall  difference  made. 
One  tlaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
The  cobler  apron'd,  and  ihe  parfon  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
"  What  differ  more  (you  cry)   than  crown  and 

"  cowl!" 
I'll  tell  you,  friend  I  a  wife  man  and  a  fool,     aoo 
You'll  find,  if  once  the  monarch  adts  the  monk, 
Or,  cobler-like,  the  parfon  vvill  be  drunk. 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow  r 
The  reft  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella. 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles  and   hung  round  with 
firings. 
That  thou  mayft  be  by  kings,  or  whores  of  kings. 
Boaft  the  pure  blood  of  an  illuftrious  race. 
In  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece  : 
But  by  your  fathers'  worth  if  yours  you  rate. 
Count  me  thofe  only  who  were  good  and  great. 
Go',  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood  an 

Has  crept  through  fcoundrels  ever  fince  the  flood. 
Go  !  and  pretend  your  family  is  young; 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  fo  long. 
What  can  ennoble  fots,  or  flaves,  or  cowards  ? 
Alas  1  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards    [lies: 
JLook  next  on  greatnefs;  fay  where  greatnefs 
"  Where,  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  wife  ?" 
Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed. 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede  ;      aio 
The  whole  ftrange  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find, 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind  ! 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  Hill  he  goes. 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  nofe. 
No  lefs  alike  the  politic  and  wife  : 
All  fly  flow  things,  with  circumfpeftive  eyes : 
Men  in  their  loofe  unguarded  hours  they  take. 
Not  that  themfelves  are  wife,  but  others  weak. 
But  grant  that  thofe  can  conquer,  thefe  can  cheat; 
'Tis  plirafe  abfurd  to  call  a  villain  great  :  330 

Who  wickedly  is  wife,  or  madly  brave, 
Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains. 
Or  failing,  fmiles  in  exile  or  in  chains. 
Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
Like  Socrates,  that  man  is  great  indeed. 

What's  fame  ?  a  fancy'd  life  in  others'  breath, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Juft  what  you  hear,  you  have  ;  and  what's  un- 
known, 
The  fame  (my  lord)  if  Tully's,  or  your  own.  240 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  207.  Boaft  the  pure  blood,  &c,]  In  the 
MS.  thus  : 
The  richeft  blood,  right-honourably  old, 
Down  from  Lucretia  to  Lucretia  roll'd, 
May  fwell  thy  heart  and  gallop  in  thy  breaft, 
Without  one  dafli  of  ufher  or  of  prieft : 
Thy  pride  as  much  defpife  all  other  pride. 
As  Chrift  Church  once  all  colleges  befide. 
Gij 
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THE   WORKS   OF   POPE- 


All  that  \vc  feel  of  It  begins  and  ends 

111  the  fmall  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends; 

To  ail  btfide  as  much  an  empty  (hade 

An  Eugene  living,  as  a  Crefar  dead  ; 

Alike  or  when,  or  where  they  (hone,  or  ihinc, 

Dr  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine. 

A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod  ; 

An  honeit  man's  the  noblcft  work  of  God. 

Fame  but  from  death  a  villain's  name  can  fave, 

As  juftice  tears  his  body  from  the  grave  ;  2JO 

When  what  t'  oblivion  better  were  refign'd, 

}f.  hur.g  on  high  to  poifon  half  mankind. 

All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  del'ert ; 

Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart : 

One  fclf-approving  hour  whole  years  out-weighs 

Of  ftupid  !tarers,  and  of  loud  huzzas; 

And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  feels, 

Than  Citfar  with  a  fenatc  at  his  heels. 

In  parts  fuperior  what  advantage  lies  ? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  wife.'  260 

*  ris  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known  1 
To  (ce  all  others  faults,  and  feel  our  own.- 
Condemn'd  in  bufinefs  or  in  arts  to  drudge, 
Without  a  fecond,  or  without  a  judge  : 
I'ruths  would  you  teach,  or  fave  a  finking  land  ? 
All  fdar,  none  aid  you,  and  few  underftand. 
gainful  pre-eminence  !  yourfelf  to  view 
Above  life's  weaknefs,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Bring  then  thefe  blelTings  to  a  l\ri£t  account; 
JMake  fair  dedutflions  ;  fee  to  what  they  mount : 
How  much  of  other  each  is  fure  to  co(t;  5171 

How  much  for  other  oft  is  wholly  loft  ; 
How  inconfifient  greater  goods  with  thefe  ; 
How  fometimes  life  isrifqu'd,  and  always  eafe  : 
I'hink,  and  if  flill  the  things  thy  envj  call, 
Say,  wouldll  thou   be    the  man  to  whom   they 

fall  ? 
To  figh  for  ridbands  if  thou  art  fo  filly, 
Mark  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir  Billy. 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  pafTion  of  thy  life; 
J. 00k  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife,         aSo 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  fhin'd. 
The  wifcft,  brij{htclt,  meancft  of  mankind  : 
Ur  ravifh'd  with  the  whilHing  of  a  name, 
See  Cromwell,  damn'd  to  everlalling  fame  ! 
Jf  all,  united,  thy  ambition  call, 
From  ancient  (lory,  learn  to  from  fhem  all, 
There,  in  the  rich,  the  honour'd,  fam'd,and  great, 
See  the  falfe  fcale  of  happinel's  complete  I 
In  he;irts  of  kings,  or  arms  of  queens  who  lay, 
How  happy  !  thofe  to  ruin,  thefe  betray,  290 

iP»1ark  by  what  wretched  fteps  their  glory  gro\ys, 
from  dirt  and  fea-vveed  as  proud  Venice  role ; 
In  each  how  guilt  and  grcatucfs  equal  ran. 
And  all  tliat  rais'd  the  hero,  funk  the  man  : 
Now  l",urope'6  laurels  on  their  brows  behold, 
I5ut  flain'd  with  blood,  or  ill  exchang'd  for  gold  : 
Then  fee  them  broke  with  toils,  or  funk  in  eafe. 
Or  infamous  for  plunder'd  provi:icc8. 
O  1   wealth  ill-/atcd  '   whicii  no  a<5l  of  fame 
E'er  taught  to  (liinc,  or  fundify'd  froiTi  (haiiie!  300 
What  greater  blifs  attends  their  dole  of  life  ? 
Some  greedy  mitiion,  or  imperious  wife, 
I'he  trophy'd  arches,  (tory'd  halls  invade, 
^ud  hauiu  their  Il^ivibcisin  the  pompous  (bade. 


Alas  I  not  dazzled  with  their  noon-tide  raj", 
Compute  the  morn  and  evening  to  the  day  ; 
The  whole  amount  of  that  enormous  fame, 
A  tale,  that  blends  their  glory  with  their  (hame  ? 

Know  then   this   truth  (enough  for  man   t» 
know) 
"  Virtue  alone  is  happinefs  below,"  31* 

The  only  point  where  human  blifs  ftands  ftill, 
And"ta(tes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
Where  only  merit  conftant  pay  receives. 
Is  bleft  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives; 
The  joy  unequal'd,  if  its  end  it  gain, 
And  if  it  lofe,  attended  with  no  pain  :  , 

Without  fatiety,  though  e'er  fo  blefs'd. 
And  but  more  relilh'd  as  the  more  diftrefs'd  : 
The  broadeft  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears, 
Lefs  pleafmg  far  than  virtue's  very  tears  :         32© 
Good,  from  each  objedl,  from  each  place  acquit *d. 
For  ever  exercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd  ; 
Never  elated,  while  one  man's  opprefs'd  ; 
Never  deje<5led,  while  another's  bleft ; 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wifhes  can  remain, 
Since  but  to  wifti  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

See  the  fole  blifs  heaven  could  on  all  beftow  ! 
Which  who  but  feels  can  talle,  but  thinks  can 

know : 
Yet  poor  with  fortune,  and  with  learning  blind. 
The  bad  muftmifs;  the  good,  untaught,  will  find; 
Slave  to  no  fedl,  who  takes  no  private  road,    331 
But  looks  through  nature,  up  to  nature's  God  ; 
Purfues  that  chain  which  links  th'  immenfe  de- 

Joins  heaven  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  divine  ; 

Sees,  that  no  being  any  blifs  can  know. 

But  touches  fome  above,  and  fome  below; 

i>eavns  from  this  union  of  the  rifing  whole, 

The  firft,  laft  purpofe  ofthe  human  foul; 

And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  began. 

All  end,  in  love  of  God,  and  love  of  man.  340 

For  him  alone,  hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal, 

And  opens  ftill,  and  opens  on  his  foul ; 

Till  lengthen'd  on  to  faith,  and  unconfin'd, 

If  pours  the  bhfs  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 

He  fees,  why  Nature  plants  in  man  alone 

Hope  of  known  blifs,  and  faith  in  blifs  unknown: 

(Nature,  whofe  diiHates  to  no  othsr  kind    ' 

Are  given  in  vain,  but  what  they  feek  they  find), 

Wife  is  herprcfent;  (he  coniietfts  in  this 

His  greateft  virtue  with  his  greatcft  blifs  ;         3JO 

At  once  his  own  bright  profped  to  be  bleft, 

And  ftrongeft  motive  to  alfift  the  reft. 

Self-love  thus  pulh'd  to  focial,  to  divine, 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  blefling  thine. 
N  this  too  little  for  the  boundlefs  heart  ? 
Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part ; 


VARIATiriNS, 

After  ver.  316,  in  the  MS. 
Ev'n  while  itfeems  unequal  to  difpofe, 
And  chequers  all  the  gooJ  man's  j-iys  with  woes, 
'Tis  but  to  teach  him  to  fupport  each  ftate. 
With  patience  thi-;,  witJi  moderation  that ; 
And  raifc  his  bafe  on  that  one  folid  joy. 
Which  confciciice  gives,  and  poihjn^;  can  deftroy 


ESSAY   ON   MAN. 


iti 


Grafp  the  whole  worlds  of  reafon,  life,  and  fenfe, 

In  one  clofe  fyftem  of  benevolence  : 

Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree. 

And  height  of  blifs  but  height  of  charity.         360 

God  loves  from  whole  to  jiarts  :  but  human  foul 
Muft  rife  from  individual  to  the  whole. 
Self-love  but  ferves  the  virtuous  mind  to  wake, 
As  the  fniall  pebble  flirs  the  peaceful  lake ; 
The  centre  mov'd,  a  circle  ftraight  fucceeds, 
Another  flill,  and  ftill  another  fpreads  ; 
Friend,  parent,  neighbour,  firft  it  will  embrace; 
His  country  next;  and  next  all  human  race; 
Wide  and  more  wide,  th'  o'erflowings  of  the  mind 
Take  every  creature  in,  of  every  kind  ;  370 

F.arth  fmiles  around,  with  boundlefs  bounty  blefl, 
And  heaven  beholds  its  image  in  his  breaft. 

Come,  then,  my  friend  1  my  genius  !  come  along ; 
Oh,  mailer  of  the  poet,  and  the  fong ! 


VARIATIONI. 

Ver.  373.  Come  then,  my  friend !  &c.]  In  the 
MS.  thus  : 
And  now  tranfported  o'er  fo  vaft'aplain. 
While  the  wing'd  courfer  flies  with  all  her  rein, 
While  heaven-ward  now  her  mounting  wing  fhe 

feels. 
Now  fcatter'd  fools  fiy  trembling  from  her  heels. 
Wilt  thou,  my  St.  John  !  keep  her  courfe  in  fight, 
Confine  her  fury,  and  affiil  her  Sight .' 


And  while  the  mufe  now  ftoops,  Or  now  afcendij 
To  man's  low  pafiions,  or  their  glorious  end?. 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  various  nature  wife. 
To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rife  ; 
Form'd  by  thy  converfe,  happily  to  (leer, 
From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  fevere ;       38c 
Correft  with  fpirit,  eloquent  with  cafe, 
Intent  to  reafon,  or  polite  to  pleafe. 
Gh  !  while  along  the  llream  of  time  thy  name 
Expanded  flics,  and  gathers  all  its  fame ; 
Say,  fhall  my  little  bark  attendant  fail, 
Purfue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gale  ? 
When  flatefmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  duft  repofe, 
Whofe  fons  (hall  blulh  their  fathers  were  thy  foeSj 
Shall  then  this  verfe  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  ?  390 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,  I  turn'd  the  tuneful  art. 
From  founds  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  heart  j 
For  wit's  falfe  mirror  held  up  nature's  light ; 
Shew'd  erring  pride.  Whatever  is,  is  right ; 
That  reafon,  paflion,  anlwer  one  great  aim  ; 
That  true  felf-love  and  focial  are  the  fame; 
That  virtue  only  makes  our  blifs  below ; 
And  all  our  knowledge  is.  Our/elves  to  knoiv. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver  397.  That  virtue  only,&;c  ]  In  the  MS.  thUTj 
That  juil  to  find  a  God  is  all  we  can, 
And  all  the  fludy  of  mankind  is  man, 
-  G  i»j 


THE  UNIVERSAL  PRATER. 

DEOOPT.     MAX. 


It  may  be  proper  to  obferve,  that  fome  paffages,  in  the  preceding  EfTay,  having  been  unjuftly  fuf- 
pefted  of  a  tendency  towards  fate  and  naturalifm,  the  author  compofed  this  Prayer  as  the  fum 
of  all,  to  (how  that  hisfyftem  was  founded  in  free-will,  and  terminated  in  piety  :  That  the  Firft 
Caufc  was  as  well  the  Lord  and  Governor  of  the  Univerfe  as  the  Creator  of  it ;  and  that,  by 
fubmiffion  to  his  will  (the  great  principle  enforced  throughout  the  EfTay)  was  not  meant  the 
fuffering  ourfelves  »o  be  carried  along  by  a  blind  determination,  but  the  refting  in  a  religious  ac- 
quiefcence,  and  confidence  full  of  hope  and  immortality.  To  give  all  this  the  greater  weight,, 
the  poet  chofc  for  his  model  the  Lord's  Prayer,  which,  of  all  others,  beft  deferves  the  title  pre- 
fixed  to  this  Paraphrafe. 


Dr.  Wahburton. 


Father  of  all '.  in  every  age. 

In  every  clime  ador'd, 
By  faint,  by  favagc,  and  by  fage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord ! 

Thou  Great  Fira  Caufe,  leaft  underflood ; 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'd 
To  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good. 

And  that  myfelf  am  blind  ; 

Yet  gave  me,  in  this  dark  cftate, 

To  fee  the  good  from  ill ; 
And,  binding  nature  faft  in  fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will : 

What  confcience  diftates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do. 
This,  teach  mc  more  than  hell  to  fhun, 

That,  more  than  heaven  purfue. 

What  blefiings  thy  free  bounty  gives. 

Let  me  not  caft  away  ; 
For  God  is  paid  when  man  receives, 

T'  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet  not  to  earth's  contrafted  fpan 
Thy  goodnefs  let  me  bound. 

Or  think  thee  Lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thoufand  worlds  are  round  : 

Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 
PfCfuntc  thy  bolts  to  throw, 


And  deal  damnation  round  the  land. 
On  each  1  judge  thy  foe. 

if  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart, 
Still  in  the  right  to  ftay  : 

If  I  am  wrong,  oh,  teach  my  heart 
To  find  that  better  way  1  ' 

Save  me  alike  from  foolifli  pride. 

Or  impious  difconten:. 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd, 

Or  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe. 

To  hide  the  fault  I  fee ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  (how. 

That  mercy  (how  to  me. 

Mean  though  I  am,  not  wholly  fo, 
Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath  ; 

O,  lead  me  wherefoe'er  1  go. 

Through  this  day's  life  sr  death. 

This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot : 
All  elfe  beneath  the  fun, 

Thou  know'ft  if  beft  beftow'd  or  not, 
And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

To  thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpace, 
Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  (kies  1 

One  chorus  let  all  being  raife  ! 
All  nature'*  incenle  rife  \ 


MORAL  ESSAYS, 

IN  FOUR  EPISTLES. 
TO    SE  FERAL    PERSONS. 


"  Eft  brevitate  opus,  ut  currat  fentefttia,  neu  fe 

"    Inijiediat  verbis  laffus  onerantibus  aures  ; 

''  Et  Itrmoiie  opus  eft  mode  tridi,  fape  jocofo, 

"  Deffiidente  viccm  modo  Rhctoris  atque  Poetae, 

"  Interdum  iirbani,  parcentis  viribus,  atque 

*'  Extenuantis  eas  confuko."  Hor. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  Effay  oh  Man  was  intended  to  have  been 
eomprifed  in  four  books. 

The  firft  of  which,  the  author  has  given  us  un- 
der that  title,  in  fourepiftles. 

The  fecond  was  to  have  confifted  of  the  fame 
number  :  ^  i.  Of  the  extent  and  hmits  of  human 
reafon.  a.  Of  thofe  arts  and  fcience?,  and  of  the 
parts  of  them,  which  are  ufeful,  and  therefore  at- 
tainable, together  with  thofe  which  are  unufcful, 
and  therefore  unattainable.  3.  Of  the  nature,  ends, 
life,  afid  application  of  the  diiferent  capacities  of 
men.  4.  Of  the  ufe  of  learning,  of  the  fcience  of 
the  world,  and  of  wit ;  conchiding  with  a  Ja'.ire 
againft  a  mifapplication  of  them,  illuftraccd  by 
picSlures,  characters,  and  examples. 

The  third  book  regarded  civil  regimen,  or  the 
fcience  of  politics,  in  which  the  feveral  forms  of  a 
republic  were  to  be  examined  and  explained  ;  to- 
gether with  the  feveral  mode.s  of  religi'His  wor- 
Ihip,  as  far  forth  as  they  affcdt  fociety  ;  between 
which  the  author  always  fuppoled  there  was  the 
moll  interefting  relation,  and  clofeft  connection  ; 
fo  that  this  part  would  have  treated  of  civil  and 
religious  fociety  in  their  full  extent. 

The  fourth  and  laft  book  concerned  private 
ethics,  or  pracSticul  morality,  confidered  in  all  the 
circuniftances,  orders,  proieflions,  and  ftations  of 
human  life. 

The  fcheme  of  all  this  had  been  maturely  di- 
^efted,  and  communicated  to  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
Dr.  Swift,  and  one  or  two  more  ;  and  was  intend- 
ed for  the  only  work  of  his  riper  years ;  but  was, 
partly  through  ill  health,  pjj^rtly  through  difcou- 
ragements  from  the  depravity  of  the  times,  and 
partly  on  prudential  and  other  confiderations,  in- 
rupted,  pollponed,  and,  laftly,  in  a  manner  laid 
afide. 

But  as  this  was  the  author's  favourite  work, 


which  more  exailly  reflected  the  image  of  W3 
llroiig  capacious  mind,  and  as  we  can  have  but  a 
very  imperfecfl  idea  of  It  from  the  "  disjecfta  mem- 
"  bra  Poeta;,"  that  now  remain,  it  may  not  be 
amil's  to  be  a  little  more  particular  concerning  each 
of  thcfe  projecfled  books.  ' 

'1  he  firft,  as  it  treats  of  man  in  the  abftradl,  anci 
confidcrs  him  in  gener-v!  under  every  of  his'rela- 
tions,  becomes  the  foundation,  and  furnilhes  out 
tiie  Aibj  /ill?,  of  the  three  following;  lb  that 

The  feconJ  book  was  to  take  up  again  the  firft 
and  feond  epiftles  of  the  firft  book,  and  treats  of 
man  in  his  intellecflual  capacity  at  large,  as  has  been 
expl:iiheJ  above.  Of  this  only  a  fmall  part  of  the 
conclufion  (which,  as  we  laid,  was  to  have  con- 
tained a  faiire  againft  the  mifapplication  of  wit 
and  learning),  may  be  found  in  the  fourth  book  of 
the  Dunciad,  and  up  and  down,  occaiionally,  in 
the  otlier  rliree. 

1  he  third  book,  in  like  manner,  was  to  re-af- 
fume  the  fubjecS:  of  the  third  epiftie  of  the  firft, 
which  treats  of  man  in  his  fc)cial,  political,  and  re- 
hgious  capacity.  But  this  part  the  poet  afterwards 
conceived  might  be  beft  executed  in  an  Epic  Po- 
em, as  the  ad:ion  would  make  it  more  animated, 
and  the  fable  lefs  invidious;  in  which  all  the  great 
principles  of  true  and  falfe  governments  and  reli- 
gions ftiould  be  chiefly  delivered  in  feigned  exam- 
ples. 

The  fourth  and  laft  book  was  to  purfue  the 
fubjeit  of  the  fourth  epiftie  of  the  firft,  and  treats 
of  ethics,  or  pracStical  morality;  and  wpuld  have 
confifted  of  many  members ;  of  which  the  four 
following  epiftles  were  detached  portions :  the 
two  firft,  on  the  characSters  of  men  and  women, 
being  the  introducScry  part  of  this  concluding  book. 

DR.  WARBURTON. 

G  iiij 


X&4  THE   WORKS   OF   FOPE 

EPISTLE     I. 

TO   SIR  RICHARD  TEMPLE,  LORD  COEHAM. 

Of  the  Kntwtedgc  and  CbaraHtrt  of  Men, 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

i  That  it  Is  not  fufficient  for  this  knowledge  to 
confider  man  in  the  abfliafl: :  books  will  not 
ferve  the  purpofe,  nor  yet  our  own  experience 
iingly,  ver.  i.  General  maxims,  unlefs  they  be 
formed  upon  both,  will  but  be  notional,  ver.  lo. 
Some  peculiarity  in  every  man,  charadlenftic  to 
himfelf,  yet  varying  from  himfelf,  ver.  15.  Dif- 
ficulties srifing  from  our  own  paffions,  fancies, 
faculties,  &c.  ver  31.  The  Ihortnefs  of  life  to 
obferve  in,  and  the  uncertainty  of  the  principles 
of  aAion  in  men  to  obferve  by,  ver.  37,  &c. 
Our  own  principle  of  acSiou  often  hidfromour- 
felves,  ver.  41.  Some  few  chara(51:ers  plain,  but 
in  general  confounded,  diSembled,  or  inconfift- 
cnt,  ver.  51.  The  lame  man  uUerly  different  in 
different  places  and  feafons,  ver.  7X.  Unima- 
ginable weakncfies  in  the  greateft,  ver.  70.  &c. 
2<lothing  conftant  and  certain  but  God  and  na- 
ture, ver.  95.  No  judging  of  the  motives  from 
the  aftions  ;  the  fame  a»fti<'ns  proceeding  from 
contrary  motives,  and  the  fame  motives  influ- 
encing contrary  adions,  ver  100.  It.  Yet,  to 
form  thara{5lers,  we  can  only  take  the  ftrongeft 
a(5tions  of  a  mat.'s  life,  aad  try  to  make  them 
agree  :  the  utter  uncertainty  of  this,  from  na- 
ture itfclf,  and  from  policy,  ver.  1 20.  Charac- 
ters given  according  to  the  rank  of  men  of  the 
wosld,  ver.  135.  And  fome  reafon  for  it,  ver. 
140.  Education  alters  the  nature,  or  at  Icaft 
character,  of  many,  ver.  149.  Acflions,  p^iTion', 
opinions,  manners,  humours,  or  principles,  all 
iubjeifl  to  change.  No  judging  by  nature,  iroB^ 
ver.  158.  to  ver.  178.  ill.  It  only  remains  to 
find  (If  wc  'can)  his  ruling  pafTii,  n  :  that  will 
certainly  influence  all  the  reft,  and  can  recon- 
cile the  feeming  or  real  inconfiftency  of  all  his 
^iiilicus,  ver.  175.  Inftanced  in  the  extraordinary 
charadlerof  Ciodio,  ver.  179.  A  caution  againft 
miftaking  fecond  qualities  for  firft,  which  will 
dellroy  all  poflibility  ot  the  knowledge  of  man- 
liiid,  ver.  210.  Examples  of  the  ftrength  of  the 
ruling  paffion,  and  its  cpntiuuaiion  to  the  laft 
breath,  ver.  2Z2,  &c. 

X  ES,  you  defpife  the  man  to  books  confin'd, 
Who  from  his  ftudy  raiK  at  human  kind ; 
Though  what  he  learns  he  fpeaks,  and  may  ad- 
vance 
Some  general  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chance. 
The  coxcomb  bird,  fo  talkative  and  grave, 
That  from  his  cage  criescuckold,  whore,  and  knave, 
Though  many  a  paflcnger  he  rightly  call. 
You  hold  him  no  philofopher  at  all. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  c::tremes  is  fuch, 
Men  may  be  rrad,  as  well  as  books,  too  much.      10 
To  obfervations  which  ourfelves  we  make. 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  obferver's  fake ; 
To  written  wifdom,  as  another's,  Icfs  , 
^j5:eu£  ere  drawn  from  notions,  thefe  from  guef«. 


There's  fome  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  graln« 
Some  unmark'd  fibre,  or  fome  varying  vein  : 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  grofs  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  forts  of  mind  as  mofs. 

That  each  from  other  differs,  firll  confefs ; 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himfelf  no  lefs ;  tQ 

Add  nature's,  cuflom's,  reafon's,  paffion 's  ftrife. 
And  all  opinion's  colours  call  on  life. 

Our  depths  who  fathoms,  or  our  Iballows  finds^ 
Quick  whirh,  and  fliiftmg  eddies,  of  our  minds  ? 
On  human  actions  reafon  though  you  can, 
It  may  be  reafon,  but  it  is  not  man  : 
His  principle  of  adlion  once  explore. 
That  irftant  'tis  Ijis  principle  no  more. 
Like  following  life  through  creatures  you  diffcA, 
You  lofe  it  in  the  moment  you  dcteA.  30 

Yet  more  ;  thc^ifference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  feeinj^B  the  obje<Sls  feen. 
.\ll  manners  take  a  tirHfturc  from  our  own  ; 
Or  come  difcolour'd  through  our  padions  fhown» 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies, 
ContraiSs,  inverts,  and  ^ives  ten  thoufand  dyes. 

Nor  will  life's  liream  for  obicr nation  flay, 
It  hurries  all  too  fall  to  mark  their  way  : 
In  vain  fedate  reflcdlions  we  would  make,      [take. 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  muft.  faatch,  not 
Oft,  in  the  paffion's  wild  rotation  toft,  4I 

Our  fpring  of  acStion  to  ourfelves  is  left  ; 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  laft  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  mafter  of  the  field. 
As  the  laft  image  of  that  troubled  heap,' 
When  feufe  fublides  and  fai/cy  fpr.its  in  fleep, 
(Though  paft  the  recoilediion  of  the  thought), 
Become!-  the  ftuff  of  which  our  dream  is  wrought  : 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view. 
Is  thus,  perhaps,  the  caufe  of  moft  we  do.  50 

True,  fome  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known  ; 
Others,  fo  very  clofe;" they're  hid  from  none  ; 
(So  darknefs  ftrikcs  the  fenfe  no  lefs  than  light), 
Thu5  gracious  Chandos  is  belov'd  at  fight ; 
And  every  chi  d  hatcs  Shyiock,  though  his  foul 
btiil  fits  at  fquat,  and  peeps  not  from  its  hole. 
At  half  maniiind  when  generous  Manly  raves. 
Ail  know  'tis  virtue,  for  he  thinks  them  knaves  : 
When  univerfal  homage  Umbra  pays, 
All  fee  'tis  vice,  and  itch  of  vulgar  pralfe.  60 

When  flattery  glare.*,  all  hate  it  in  a  qu-.en. 
While  one  there  is  who  charms  us  with  his  fpleen. 

But  theft  plain  charadhera  we  rarely  find  . 
Though  Urong  the  bent,  yet  quick  the  turns  of 

mind : 
Or  puzzling  contraries  confound  the  whole  ; 
Or  affectatiov.s  quite  reverie  the  foul. 
The  dull,  fl.it  fa.lehood  ferves,  for  policy ; 
And  in  ihe  cunning,  truth  itfelf 'a  a  lie  : 
Unthought-of  frailties  cheat  us  in  the  wife ; 
The  fool  lies  hid  in  inconfiftencics.  7O 

See  the  fame  man,  in  vigour,  in  the  gout; 
Alone,  in  company  ;  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  bufinefs,  an|h^t  hazard  late; 
Mad  at  a  fx  chafe,  wife  at  a  debate  ; 
Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ; 
Friendly  at  Hackney,  fairhlcfs  at  Whitehall, 

Catius  is  ever  nigral,  ever  grave. 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knavcj 
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Save  jaft  at  dinner— —then  prefers,  no  doubt, 
A  rogue  with  venifon  to  a  faint  without.  8® 

Who  would  not  praife  Patricio's  high  defert, 
His  hand  unftain'd,  his  uncorruptcd  heart, 
Hii  comprcheniive  head  !  all  intcrefts  weigh'd, 
All  Europe  fav'd,yet  Britain  not  betray'd. 
He  thanks  you  not,  his  pride  isin  picquctte, 
Newmarket  fame,  and  judgment  at  a  bett. 

What  made  (fay,  Montague,  or  more  fuge  Char- 
ron  !) 
Otho  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  bpfibon? 
A  pcrjur'd  prince  a  leaden  faint  revere, 
A  godlefs  regent  tremble  at  a  llur  ?  90 

The  throne  a  bigot  keep,  a  genius  quit, 
Faithlefs  through  piety,  and  dup'd  through  wit? 
Eniope  a  woman,  child,  or  dotard  rule. 
And  jui>  her  wilefl  monarch  mjukia  fool  ? 

Know,  God  and  nature  only  anretlie  fame  : 
In  man,  the  judgment  fhoots^t  flying  game; 
A  bird  of  pifluge  !  goiie  as  foon  as  found, 
N<w  n)  the  moon  perhaps,  now  under  ground. 

In  vain  the  fage,  with  retrolptfiivc  eye. 
Would  iron',  th'  apparent  What  cfnclude  the  Why, 
Infer  ihe  motive  fiom  the  deed,  and  ihow,       Iffll 
That  what  we  chanc'd  was  what  we  meant  to  di.. 
Eehold  if  fortune  or  a  miftrcis  f  owns, 
Some  plunge  in  bufinefs,  other*  {have  their  crowns : 
To  eaie  the  foul  of  one  opprtffive  weight, 
This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  itate  : 
The  lame  aduft  complexion  has  impel]  d 
Charles  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field. 

Not  alway-  adions  Ihow  the  man  :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindnefs  is  not  therefore  kind  :      iio 
Perhaps  profperity  becalm'd  his  breaft, 
Perhaps  the  wind  juft  fhifted  from  the  eaft  : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  fetks  retreat. 
Pride  guides  his  fteps,  and  bids  him  (hun  the  great: 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave, 
He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meaneft  Have  : 
Who  leafons  wifely  is  not  the;efore  wife, 
His  pride  in  reafoning,  not  in  acSing,  lies. 

But  grant  that  adions  Left  difccver  man;     119 
Take  the  moft  flrong,  and  fort  thtm  »«  yr  u  can. 
The  few  that  glare,  each  charader  mull  mark. 
You  balance  not  the  mary  in  the  dark. 
What  will  you  do  with  fuch  as  difagree  ? 
Supprtfs  them,  or  mifcall  them  policy  ? 
Mult  then  at  cnce  (the  chaiader  to  lave) 
The  plain  rcugli  hero  turn  a  crafty  knave  ? 
Alas  !  in  truth  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind, 
Perhaps  wasfick,  in  love,  or  had  not  din'd. 
Alk  why  from  Britain  Csefar  would  reti'cat  ? 
Caefar  himfelf  might  whifper,  he  was  beat.       130 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  86.  in  the  former  editions. 
Triumphant  leaders  at  an  army's  head, 
Hemm'd  round  with  glories,  pilllfc  cloth  or  bread; 
As  meanly  plunder  as  they  bravely  fought, 
JNow  fave  a  people,  and  now  fave  a  groat. 

Ver.  129,  in  the  former  editions: 
Aflc  why  from  Britain  Cafar  made  retreat  ? 
Cit:iar  lunifelf  Wtfuld  tdl  you  he  was  bei>t.. 


Why  rilk  the  world's  great  empire  for  a  punk  ? 
Csefar  perhap?  might  anfwt  r,  he  was  drunk. 
But,  fage  hiflorians;   'tis  your  talk  to  prove 
Oneadion,  condud;  one,  heroic  love. 

'Tis  from  high  life  high  charaders  are  drawn: 
A  faint  in  crape  is  twice  a  faint  in  lawn  ; 
A  judgeisjuft.  a  chancellor  jufter  ftill  ; 
A  gownnian,  learn'd  ;  a  biihop,  what  you  will  ; 
Wife,  if  s  minifier  ;  bu',  if  a  king. 
More  wife,  more  learn'd,  more  juft,  more  every- 
thing. 440 
Court-virtues  bear,  like  gems,  the  higheft  rate, 
Born  where  hcaven'sinfluence  fcarcecan  penetratet 
In  life's  low  Vile,  the  foil  the  virtues  like. 
They  pleafe  as  beauties,  here  as  wonder  ilrikc. 
Though  the  fame  fun  with  all-dilFi.five  ray* 
Bluih  in  the  rofe,  and  in  the  diamond  blaze, 
We  prize  the  flronger  effort  of  hi>  power, 
And  jullly  fet  the  gem  above  the  flower. 

'Tis  educati»>n  forms  the  common  mind  ; 
Jufl  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  intlin'd.        Ijo 
Boaftful  and  rough,  your  firft  fon  is  a  'fquire  ; 
"I  he  next  a  tradefman,  meek,  and  much  a  liar; 
Tom  ftruts  a  ibldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave; 
Will  fneaks  afcrivener,  an  exceeding  knave  : 
Is  he  a  churchman.'  then  he's  fond  of  power  ; 
A  Quaker  ?  fly  :  A  Prclbyrerian  f  four  : 
A  fmart  Free-ihinker  f  all  things  in  an  hour. 

ATic  men's  opinions  :  Scoto  now  fliall  tell 
Ho'v  trade  increafes,  and  the  world  goes  well; 
Si  rike  off  his  penlion,  by  the  fetting  fun,  z6o 

And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That  gay  Free-thinker,  a  fine  talker  once. 
What  turns  him  now  a  ftupid,  filcnt  dunce  ? 
some  god,  or  fpirit,  he  has  lately  fm  nd  ; 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  minifter  that  frcwn'd. 

Judge  we  by  t;ature  ?  Habit  can  efface, 
Intercft  o'ercom.e,  or  p;  licy  take  place  : 
By  adions.'  thofe  uncertainty  divides  I 
By  pafiions?  thefe  diflimuiation  hides; 
Opinions  ?  they  llill  take  a  wider  range  :  170 

Find,  'f  you  can,  in  what  ycu  cannot  change. 

Maiaicis  with  fortunes,  hun  oursturn  wit!-,  climes. 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Search  then  the  ruling  pafiior  :    There,  aionc. 
The  wild  are  conftant,  and  the  cunning  known; 
The  fool  confiftent,  and  the  falfe  finccrs  ; 
Priells,  princes,  women,  no  difuniblers  here. 
This  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  re&. 
The  profpcd  clears,  and  Wharton  ilands  confcf}'. 
Wharton,  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  onr  day?,    i8t> 
Whofe  ruling  paflion  was  the  lull;  of  praife  : 
Born  with  whate'er  could  win  it  from  the  wife. 
Women  and  fools  mufl  like  him,  or  he  dies  : 
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The  mighty  Czar  what  mov'd  to  wed  a  punk  ? 

The  mighty  Czar  would  tell  you  he  was  drunk 

Altered  as  above,  becaufe  Cierar  v.'ri.'re  las  Com- 
mentaries of  this  war,  and  dee  •  not  tell  you  he  was 
beat.  As  Czfar  too  aflordcd  an  inflance  of  both 
cafes,  it  was  thought  better  to  make  him  the  iingle 
example, 
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Though  wondering  fenates  hung  on  all  he  fpoke. 
The  club  muft  hail  him  mafter  of  the  joke. 
Shall  parts  fo  various  aim  at  nothing  new  ? 
He'll  Ihine  a  TuUy  and  a  Wilmot  too. 
Then  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  adores 
"With  the  fame  fpirit  that  he  drinks  and  whores  : 
Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire,  I90 

And  now  the  punk  applaud,  and  now  the  friar. 
Thus  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art. 
And  wanting  nothing  but  an  honeft  heart ; 
•    Grown  all  to  all,  from  no  one  vice  exempt ; 
And  moft  contemptible,  to  fliun  contempt; 
His  paflion  ftill,  to  covet  general  praife ; 
His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thoufand  ways; 
A  conftant  bountyj  which  no  friend  has  made  ; 
An  angel  tongue,  which  no  man  can  perfuade  ; 
A  fool,  with  more  of  wit  than  half  mankind^  200 
Too  rafh  for  thought,  for  adion  too  refin'd  : 
A  tyrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves ; 
A  rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves ; 
He  dies,  fad  outcaft  of  each  church  and  ftate, 
And,  harder  ftill !  flagitious,  yet  not  great. 
AQc  you  why  Wharton  broke  through  every  rule  ? 
'Twas  all  for  fear  the  knaves  fhould  call  him  fool. 

Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain, 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 

Yet,  in  this  fearch,  the  wifeft  may  miftake,  210 
If  fecond  qualities  for  firfl  they  take. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  fwell'd  his  flore  ; 
"When  Caefar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore; 
In  this  the  lufl,  in  that  the  avarice, 
"Were  means,  not  ends ;  ambition  was  the  vice. 
That  very  Cxfar,  born  in  Scipio's  days, 
Had  aim'd  like  him,  by  chaflity,  at  praife. 
Lucullus,  when  frugality  could  charm. 
Had  roafted  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  th*  obferver  eyes  the  builder's  toil,       2zo 
But  quite  miftakes  the  fcaffold  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  paflion  man  can  flrength  enjoy, 
As  fits  give  vigour,  juft  when  they  deftroy. 
Time,  that  on  all  things  lay*  his  lenient  hand. 
Yet  tames  not  this;  it  flicks  to  our  lafl  fand. 
Confiflent  in  our  follies  and  our  fins, 
Here  honeft  nature  ends  as  fhe  begins. 

Old  politicians  chew  on  wifdom  paft, 
Atid  totter  on  in  bufinefs  to  the  laft ; 
As  weak,  as  earneft ;  and  as  gravely  out,  230 

As  fober  Lanefborow  dancing  in  the  gout. 

Behold  a  reverend  fire,  whom  want  of  grace 
Has  made  the  father  of  a  namelefs  race, 
Shov'd  from  the  wall  perhaps,  or  rudley  prefs'd 
By  his  own  fon,  that  pafl'es  by  unblefs'd  : 
Still  to  his  wench  he  crawls  on  knocking  knees. 
And  envies  every  fparrow  that  he  fees. 

A  falmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate  ; 
The  dodtor  eall'd,  declares  all  help  leo  late  : 
"  Mircy  !  cries  Helluo,  mercy  on  my  foul  !     240 
"  Is  there  no  hope? — Alas ! — then  bring  the  jowl." 
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In  the  former  editions,  vcr.  208. 
Nature  well  known,  no  miracles  remain. 
Altered,  as  above,  for  very  obvious  rcafons. 


The  frugal  Crone,  whom  praying  priefts  attend, 
Still  flrives  to  fave  the  hallow'd  taper's  end, 
Colledls  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires,  ^ 

For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  puff  expires. 
"  Odious  1  in  woollen  !  'twould  a  faint  provoke, 
(Were  the  laft  words  that  poor  Narciffa  fpoke) 
"  No,  let  a  charming  chintz,  and  Bruffels  lace, 
"  Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  fhade  my  lifelefs  face  : 
"  One  would  not,  fure,  be  frightful  when  one's 
"  dead —  2jo 

"  And — Betty — give  this  cheek  a  little  red." 

The  courtier  fmooth,  who  forty  years  had  fhin'd 
An  humble  fervant  to  all  human  kind,  [ftir, 

Juft  brought  out  this,  when  fcarce  his  tongue  could 
"  If — where  I'm  going — 1  could  ferve  you.  Sir  !" 

"  I  give  and  I  devife  (old  Euclio  faid, 
And  figh'd)  "nay  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned.", 
Your  money,  i»P^ — "  My  money,  Sir!  what  all  ? 
"  Why — if  I  muft— i(then  wept)  I  give  it  Paul." 
The  manor,  Sir  ? — "  The  manor  !  hold,  he 
cry'd.  260 

"  Not  that, — I  cannot  part  with  that" — and  dy'd. 

And  you  !  brave  Cobham,  to  the  lateft  breath, 
Shall  feel  your  ruling  paflion  ftrong  in  death  : 
Such  in  thofe  moments  as  in  all  the  paft, 
"  Oh,  fave  my  country,  Heaven  ."  fhall  be  your 
laft. 


EPISTLE     II. 

TO  A  LADY. 

Of  the  Cbaraliers  of  Women. 

There  is  nothing  in  Mr.  Pope's  works  more 
highly  finifhed  than  this  epiftle  :  Yet  its  fuc- 
cefs  was  in  no  proportion  to  the  pains  he  took 
in  compofing  it.  Something  he  chanced  to  drop 
in  a  ftiort  advcrtifement  prefixed  to  it.  on  its 
firft  publication,  may  perhaps  account  for  the 
fmall  attention  given  to  it.  He  faid  that  no 
one  character  in  it  was  drawn  from  the  life.  The 
public  believed  him  on  his  word,  and  expreffcd 
little  curiofity  about  a  fatire,  in  which  there  was 
nothing  perfonal. 

Nothing  fo  true  as  what  you  once  let  fall, 
"  Moft  women  have  no  chara<fters  at  all." 
Matter  too  foft  a  lafting  mark  to  bear. 
And  beft  diftinguifii'd  by  black,  brown,  or  faw-. 
How  many  pidtures  of  one  nymph  we  view. 
All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true  1 
Arcadia's  Countefs,  here,  in  ermin'd  pride. 
Is  there,  Paftora  by  a  fountain  fide. 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man, 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  Iwan.  !• 

Let  then  the  fair  one  beautifully  cry. 
In  Magdalene's  loofe  hair,  and  lifted  eye, 
Or  dreft  in  fmild^jf  fweet  Cecilia  fhine, 
With  fimpering  angels,  palms,  and  harps  divine; 
Whether  the  charmer  finner  it,  or  faint  it. 
If  folly  grow  romantic,  1  muft  paint  it. 
Come  then,  the  colours,  and  the  ground  prepare! 
Dip  in  the  raipboWj  trick  hei  off  in  air ; 
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Choofe  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  fall,  and  in  it         19 
Catch,  ere  (he  change,  the  Cynthia  of  thisnninutc. 

Riifa,  whofe  eye,  quick  glancing  o'er  the  Park, 
Attradts  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  fpark, 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufa  !  udying  I>ocke, 
As  Sappho's  diamond-  with  her  dirty  fniock; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greafy  tatk, 
'W'ith  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  evening  niaflc: 
So  morning  infecfts,  that  in  muck  begun. 
Shine,  buzz,  and  fly-blo^vin  thefetting  fun. 

How  foft  is  Silia  !  fearful  to  offend  ;  29 

The  frail  one's  advocate,  the  weak  one's  friend. 
To  her  Califla  prov'd  her  condudl  nice; 
And  good  Simplicius  aflcs  of  her  advice. 
Sudden,  fhe  ftorr.is  ;   fhe  raves !   You  tip  the  wink, 
But  fpare  your  cenfure ;  Silia  does  not  drink 
All  eyes  may  fee  from  what  the  change  arofe, 
All  eyes  may  fee — a  pimple  on  her  nofe. 

Papilla,  wedded  to  her  amorous  fpark, 
Siglis  for  the  fiiadcs — "  How  charming  is  a  park'." 
A  park  is  purchas'd,  but  the  fair  he  fees  ^i) 

All  bath'd  in  tears — "  Oh  odious,  odious  trees!" 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  ftiew, 
'  ris  to  their  changes  half  their  charms  we  owe  ; 
Fine  by  defedt,  and  delicately  weak, 
Their  happy  fpots  the  nice  admirer  take. 
'Twas  thus  Calypfo  once  each  heart  alarm'd, 
Aw'd  without  virtue,  without  beauty  charm'd  ; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  eyes, 
L.efs  wit  than  mimic,  more  a  wit  than  wife  ; 
Strange  graces  (lill,  and  flranger  flights  (he  had, 
Was  jult  not  ugly,  and  was  juft  not  mad ;  50 

Yet  ne'er  fo  furc  our  pafhon  to  create, 
As  when  (he  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate. 

NarcifTa's  nature,  tolerably  mild. 
To  make  a  wa(h,  would  Hardly  ftcw  a  child; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  lover'f*  prayer. 
And  paid  a  tradefman  once  to  make  him  llare ; 
Gave  alms  at  Eafter,  in  a  Chriftian  trim  ; 
And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why  then  declare  good  nature  is  her  fcorn, 
When  'tis  by  that  alone  (he  can  be  borne  i"  60 

Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  affetSl  a  name  ? 
A  fool  to  pleafurc,  yet  a  (lave  to  fame  : 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Martyrs, 
Now  drinking  citron  with  his  Grace  and  Chartres; 
Now  confcience  chills  her,  and  now  pa(rion  burns ; 
And  atheifm  and  religion  take  their  turns; 
A  very  Heathen  in  the  carnal  part. 
Yet  (lill  a  fad  good  Chriftian  at  her  heart. 

See  fm  in  ftate,  majcftically  drunk. 
Proud  as  a  peerefs,  pr'  ^uder  as  a  punk  ;  70 

Chafte  to  her  hufband,  frank  to  all  befide, 
A  teeming  miftrefs,  but  a  barren  bride. 
What  then  ?  let  blood  and  body  bear  the  fault. 
Her  head's  untouch'd,  that  noble  feat  of  thought : 

Such  this  day's  dodtrine in  another  fit 

She  fins  with  poets  through  pure  love  of  wit. 
What  -has  not  fir'd  her  bofcm  or  her  brain  ? 
Caefar  and  Tall-boy,  Charles  and  Charlemagne, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  77.  What  has  not  fir'd,  &c.]  In  the  MS. 
In  whofe  mad  brain  the  mix'd  ideas  roll, 
€>f  Tall-boy's  breeches,  and  of  Caifar's  foul. 


As  HelluO,  late  diftator  of  the  fiaft. 

The  nofe  of  Haut-gout,  and  the  tip  of  tafle,       80 

Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analyz'd  your  meat, 

Yet  on  plain  pudding  deign'd  at  home  to  eat  * 

So  Philomede,  ledturing  all  mankind 

On  the  foft  paflion,  and  the  tafte  refin'd, 

Th'  addrefs,  the  delicacy — (loops  at  once. 

And  makes  her  hearty  meal  upon  a  dunce. 

Flavia's  a  wit,  has  too  much  fenfe  to  pray  ; 
To  toaft  our  wants  and  wilhes  is  her  way ; 
Nor  aflcs  of  God,  hut  of  her  ftars,  to  give 
Ihe  mighty  blelfing,  "  while  we  live,  to  live,"  90 
Then  all  for  death,  that  opiate  of  the  foul ! 
Lucretia's  dagger,  Rofamonda'sbowl. 
Say,  what  can  caufe  fuch  impotence  of  mind  i 
A  f  'ark  too  fickle,  or  a  fpoufe  too  kind. 
Wife  wretch  1  with  pleafures  too  refin'd  to  pleaft  ; 
With  too  much  fpirit  to  be  e'er  at  eafe  ; 
With  too  much  quickncfs  ever  to  be  taught; 
With  too  much  thinking  to  have  common  thought: 
You  purchafe  pain  with  all  thjt  joy  can  give, 
And  die  of  nothing  but  a  rage  to  li>{e.  10© 

Turn  then  from  wits  ;  and  look  on  Simo's  mate. 
No  afs  fo  meek,  no  afs  fo  obflinate. 
Or  her,  that  owns  her  faults,  but  never  mends, 
Becaufe  (lie's  honeft,  and  the  befl  of  friends. 
Or  her,  whofe  life  the  church  and  fcandal  fhare. 
For  ever  in  a  palfion,  or  a  prayer. 
Or  her,  who  laughs  at  hell,  (but  like  her  Grace) 
Cries,  "  Ah  !  how  charming,  if  there's  no  fuch 

place!" 
Or  who  in  fweet  viciffitude  appears 
Of  mirth  and  opium,  ratafie  and  tears,  no 

The  daily  anodyne,  and  rightly  draught. 
To  kill  thofe  foes  to  fair  ones,  time  and  thought. 
Woman  and  fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit ; 
tor  true  no-meaning  puzzles  more  than  wit. 

But  what  are  thele  to  great  Atoffa's  mind  ? 
Scarce  once  herfelf,  by  turns  all  womankind  I 
Who,  with  htrfelf,  or  others,  from  her  birth 
Finds  all  her  life  one  warfare  upon  earth  : 
Shines  in  expofing  knaves,  and  painting  fools, 
Yet  is,  whate'er  (he  hates  and  ridicules.  izq 

No  thought  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Wh'lks  It  about,  and  down  it  goes  again. 
Full  fixty  years  the  world  has  been  her  trade. 
The  wifed  fool  much  time  has  ever  made. 
From  kvc-lefs  youth  to  unref-iecSled  age. 
No  palTion  gratily'd,  except  her  rage. 
So  much  the  fury  fiill  out-ran  the  wit. 
The  wleafure  mils'd  her,  and  the  fcandal  hit. 
Who  breaks  with  her,  provokes  revenge  from  hell. 
But  he's  a  bolder  man  wl  o  r'ares  be  well.         130 
Her  every  turn  with  violence  purfued, 
Nor  more  a  ftorm  her  hutt:  than  gratitude : 
To  that  each  pafTion  curns,  or  foon  or  late; 
Love,  if  it  makes  her  yield,  muft  make  her  hate  s 
Superiors?  death  !  and  equals?  what  a  curfe  1 
But  an  inferior  not  dependant  ?  worfe. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  i  22,  in  the  MS. 
Opprefs'd  with  wealth  and  wit.  abundance  fad  1 
Oils  makes  her  poor,  the  other  makes  her  mai. 


JEo3 
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Offend  her,  and  (he  knows  not  to  forgive  ; 
Oblige  her,  and  fhe'll  hate  you  while  you  live  : 
But  die,  and  fhe'll  adore  you — then  the  buft 
And  temple  rife — then  fall  again  to  duft.  140 

.  Laft  night  her  lord  was  all  that's  good  and  great; 
A  knave  this  morning,  and  his  will  a  cheat. 
Strange  !  by  the  means  defeated  of  the  ends. 
By  fpirit  robb'd  of  power,  by  warmth  of  friends. 
By  wealth  of  followers  !  without  one  diftrefs 
Sick  of  herfelf,  through  very  felfifhnefs  ! 
Atoffa,  curs'd  with  every  granted  prayer, 
Childlefs  with  all  her  children,  wants  an  heir. 
To  heirs  unknown  defcends  th'  unguarded  ftore, 
Or  wanders,  heaven-diredled,  to  the  poor.         150 

Pidtures,  like  thefe,  dear  madam,  to  defign, 
Alks  no  firm  hand,  and  no  unerring  line ; 
Some  wandering  touches,  fome  refledled  light, 
Some  flying  ftroke  alone  can  hit  them  right : 
For  how  ftiould  equal  colours  do  the  knack  ? 
Chameleons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

"  Yet  Chloe  fure  was  form'd  without  a  fpot." — 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not,  but  forgot. 
"  With  every  pleafing,  every  prudent  part, 
•*  Say,  what   can   Chloc  want  ?" — She  wants  a 
heart.  160 

She  fpcaks,  behaves,  and  a<fts  juft  as  fte  ought ; 
But  never,  never,  reach'd  one  generous  thought. 
Virtue  ftie  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour, 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reafonable,  fo  unmov'd, 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  herbreaft. 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  cheft; 
And  when  (he  fees  her  friend  in  deep  defpair, 
Obferves  how  much  a  chintz  exceeds  mohair.  1 70 
Porbid  it,  heaven,  a  favour  or  a  debt 
She  e'er  ihould  cancel — but  (he  may  forget. 
Safe  is  your  fecret  ftill  in  Chloe'sear; 
But  none  of  Chlee's  fliall  you  ever  hear. 
Of  all  her  dears  ihe  never  flander'd  one. 
But  cares  not  if  a  thoufand  are  undone. 
Would  Chloe  know  if  you're  alive  or  dead  ? 
She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head. 
Chloe  is  prudent — would  you  too  be  wife  ? 
Ilien  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies.  180 

Ohc  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  fecn, 
Which   heaven   has  varnifh'd   out,   and  made  a 

queen : 
The  fame  for  ever  '.  and  defcrih'd  by  all 
With  truth  and  goodnefs,  as  with  crown  and  ball. 
Pi  ets  heap  virtues,  painters  gems  at  will. 
And  ihow  their  zeal,  and  hide  their  want  of  fkill. 
'  ria  well — but,  artifts  !  who  can  paint  or  write, 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  dclij^ht. 
That  robe  of  quality  fo  flruts  and  fwells. 
None  fee  w}.at  parts  of  nature  it  conceals  :        I90 
Th'  exadleft  traits  of  body  or  of  mind, 
We  owe  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 


VARIATJONS. 

After  ver.  148,  in  the  MS. 
This  death  decides;  nor  lets  the  blefiing  fall 
On  any  one  (he  hates,  but  on  them  all. 
Curs'd  chance  !  this  only  could  afflidl  her  more, 
If  any  pari  ihould  wander  to  the  poor. 


If  Queenfberry  to  drip  there's  no  compelling-, 
'Tis  from  a  handmaid  we  muft  take  a  Helen. 
From  peer  or  bifhop  'tis  no  eafy  thing 
To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  God,  or  king  t 
Ahs  1  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  fail). 
From  honeft  Mah'met,  or  plain  Parfon  Hale. 

But  grant,  in  public  men  fometimes  arc  fhown, 
A  woman's  fecn  in  private  life  alone  :  aco 

Our  bolder  talents  in  full  light  difplay'd ; 
Your  virtues  open  faireft  in  the  fhade. 
Bred  to  difguife,  in  public  'tis  you  hide ; 
There,  none  diflinguiih  'twixt  your  fhame  or  pride, 
Weaknefs  or  delicacy ;  all  fo  nice. 
That  each  may  feem  a  virtue,  or  a  vice. 

In  men  we  various  ruling  paflions  find; 
In  women,  two  almoft  divide  the  kind ; 
Thofe,  only  fix'd,  they  firft  or  laft  obey, 
The  love  of  pleafure,  and  the  love  of  fway.      210 

That,  nature  gives ;  and  where  the  lelTon  taught 
Is  but  to  pleafe,  can  pleafure  feem  a  fault  ? 
Experience,  this  ;  by  man's  oppreflion  curft. 
They  feek  the  fecond  not  to  lofe  the  firft. 

Men,  fome  to  bufinefs,  fome  co  pleafure  take  j 
But  every  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake  : 
Men,  fome  to  quiet,  fome  to  public  ftrife; 
But  every  lady  would  be  queen  for  life. 

Yet  mark  the  fate  of  a  whole  fex  of  queens: 
Power  alltheir  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means  :  il8 
In  youth  they  conquer  with  fo  wild  a  rage, 
As  leaves  them  fcarce  a  fubjedl  in  their  age  : 
For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam ; 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happinefs  at  home. 
But  wifdom's  triumph  is  well-tim'd  retreat. 
As  hard  a  fcience  to  the  fair  as  great  ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendlefs  grown. 
Yet  hate  rcpofe,  and  dread  to  be  alone, 
Worn-out  in  public,  weary  every  eye, 
Nor  leave  one  figh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pleafures  the  fex,  as  children  birds,  purfue,  231 
Still  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view ; 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  fpoil  the  toy  at  moft. 
To  covet  flying,  and  regret  when  loft  : 
At  laft,  to  follies  youth  could  fcarce  defend. 
It  grows  their  age's  prudence  to  pretend ; 
Afham'd  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Reduc'd  to  feign  it,  when  they  give  no  more  : 
As  hags  hold  Sabbaths,  lefs  for  joy  than  fpitc, 
So  thefe  their  merry, miferable  night;  ■24.0 

Still  round  and  round  theghofts  of  beauty  glide. 
And  haunt  the  places  where  their  honour  dy'd. 


TARIATIONS. 

Afrer  ver.  198,  In  the  MS. 
Fain  I'd  in  Fulvia  fpy  the  tender  wife  ; 
I  cannot  prove  it  on  her  for  my  life  : 
And,  for  a  noble  pride,  I  blufh  no  lefs, 
Inftead  of  Berenice  to  think  on  Befs. 
Thus  while  immortal  Gibber  only  Gngs        [kings, 
(As  Clarke   and  Hoadly  preach)  for  queens  and 
The  nymph  that  ne'er  read  Milton's  mighty  line. 
May,  if  fhe  love  and  merit  verfe,  have  mine. 

.    Ver.  ac7,  in  the  firft  edition  : 
In  feveral  men  we  feveral  paflions  find ; 
lu  women,  two  almoft  divide  the  kisd. 


MORAL   ESSAYS. 


*# 


See  ho^,v  the  world  its  veterans  rewards  I 
A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 
Fair  to  no  purpofe,  artful  to  no  end  ; 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend  ; 
A  fop  their  paffion,  but  their  prize  a  fot; 
Alive,  ridiculous;  and  dead,  forgot! 

Ah  '.  friend  1  to  dazzle  let  the  vain  defign  ;  149 
To  raife  the  thought,  and  touch  the  heart,  be  thine  1 
That  charm  (hall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the 

ring. 
Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing ; 
So  when  the  fun's  broad  beam  has  tir'd  the  fight, 
All  mild  afcends  the  moon's  more  fober  light, 
Serene  in  virgin  modefty  (he  Ihines, 
And  unobferv'd  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh  I  bleft  with  temper,  whofe  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day  : 
&he,  who  can  love  a  fifter's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  for  a  daughter  with  unwounded  ear;       a6© 
She  who  ne'er  anfwers  till  a  hofband  cools, 
Or, if  file  rules  him,  never  fliows  fhe  rules; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  fubmitting  fways,  . 
Yet  has  her  humour  moft,  when  flie  obeys; 
I^et  fops  or  fortune  fly  which  wuy  they  will, 
Difdaiiis  all  lofs  of  tickets,  or  codille ; 
Spleen,  vapours,  or  fmall-pox,  above  them  all, 
And  miftrefs  of  herfelf,  though  China  fail. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill, 
Woman's  at  beft:  a  contradidtion  flill.  370 

Heaven  when  it  flrives  to  polifh  all  it  can 
Its  laft;  befl;  work,  but  forms  a  fofter  man ; 
Picks  from  each  fex,  to  make  the  favourite  bleft- 
Your  love  oS  pleafure,  our  defire  of  reft  : 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules, 
Your  tafle  of  follies,  with  our  fcorn  of  fools : 
Referve  with  franknefs,  art  with  truth  ally'd. 
Courage  with  foftnefs,  modefl;y  with  pride  ; 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fancy  ever  new  ; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces — You.  280 

Be  this  a  woman's  fame  :  with  this  nnblefl, 
'J'oafts  live  a  fcorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jeft. 
This  Phoebus  promis'd  (1  forget  the  year) 
When  thofe  blue  eyesfirfl:  open'd  on  the  fphere ; 
Afcendant  Phabus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care. 
Averted  half  your  parents'  fimple  prayer; 
And  gave  you  beauty,  but  deny'd  the  pelf 
That  buys  your  fex  a  tyrant  o'er  itfelf. 
The  generous  God,  who  wit  and  gold  refines. 
And  ripens  fpirits  as  he  ripens  mines,  590 

Kept  drofs  for  ducheffes,  the  world  Ihall  know  it, 
I'o  yon  gave  fenfc,  good  humour,  and  a  poet. 


EPISTLE    III. 

TO  ALiEN,  LORD  BATHURST, 

0/  tie   U/e  of  Rkhet. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

TpAT  it  is  known  to  few,  moft  falling  into  one  of 

the  extremes,  avarice  or  profufion,  ver.  J,  &c. 

,    "The  point  dilculfid,  whcthe^p'  the  invention  of 


money  has  heen  more  commodious  or  pernicious 
to  mankind  ver.  ai  to  77.  That  riches,  either 
to  the  avaricious  or  the  prodigal-,  cannot  afford 
happinefs,  fcarcely  neceffaries,  ver.  89  to  160. 
That  avarice  is  an  abfolute  frenzy,  without  an 
end  or  purpofe,  ver.  113,  &c.  15a.  Conjedlures 
about  the  motives  of  avaricious  men,  ver.  izi 
to  153.  That  the  condudl  of  men,  with  refpedt 
to  riches,  can  only  be  accounted  for  by  the  order 
of  Providence,  which  works  the  general  good 
out  of  extremes,  and  brings  all  to  its  great  end 
'  by  perpetual  revolutions, ver.  161  to  178.  Hovr 
a  mifer  aAs  upon  principles  which  appear  ta 
him  reafonable,  ver.  179.  How  a  prodigal  does 
the  fame,  ver.  199.  The  due  medium,  and  true 
ufe  of  riches,  ver.  219.  The  man  of  Rofs,  ver. 
250.  The  fate  of  the  profufc  and  the  covetous, 
in  two  examples ;  both  miferable  in  life  and  in 
death,  ver.  300,  &c.  The  ftory  of  Sir  Balaam, 
ver.  339  to  the  end. 

This  epiftle  was  written  after  a  violent  oHtcry 
againft  our  Author,  on  a  fuppofition  that  he  had 
ridiculed  a  worthy  nobleman  merely  for  his 
wrong  tafte.  He  juftified  himfelf  upon  that  ar- 
ticle in  a  letter  to  the  £arl  of  Burlington ;  at 
the  end  of  which  are  thefe  words ;  "  f  havCi 
"  learnt  that  there  are  fome  who  would  rather 
"  be  wicked  than  ridiculous  :  and  therefore  it 
"  may  be  fafer  ^:o  attack  vices  than  follies.  I 
"  will  therefore  leave  my  betters  in  the  quiet 
"  pofteflion  of  their  idols,  their  groves,  and  their 
"  high-places ;  and  change  my  fubje<5t  from  their 
"  pride  to  their  meannefs,  from  their  vanities 
"  to  their  miferies;  and  as  the  only  certain  v^ray 
"  to  avoidmifconftruftions,  to  lefTen  offence,  and 
"  not  to  multiply  ill-natured  applications,  I  may 
"  probably  in  my  next,  make  ufe  of  real  Dame* 
"  inftead  of  fiditious  ones." 

P.  Who  fliall  decide,  when  do6lors  difagree. 
And  fouudeft  cafuifi:s  doubt,  like  you  and  me  ? 
You  hqld  the  word,   from  Jove  to  Momus  given. 
That  man  was  made  the  ftanding  jefl  cf  Hea"- 

ven  : 
And  gold  but  fent  to  keep  the  fools  In  play. 
For  fome  to  Ijeap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And,  furely,  Heaven  and  1  are  of  a  mind) 
Opine,  that  nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  fliining  mifchief  under  ground  :     !• 
But  when,  by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  too,  its  fire,  the  fun, 
ThencarefulHeavenfupply'd  two  forts  of  men. 
To  fquander  thefe,  and  thofe  to  hide  again. 

Like  doftors  thus,  when  much  difpute  has 
paft, 
We  find  our  tenets  juft  the  fame  at  laft. 
Both  fairly  owning,  riches,  in  effedl, 
No  grace  of  Heaven  or  token  of  th'  elefl; 
Given  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  Devil.    23 
B.  What   nature   wants,   commodious   gold  bc»- 

flows  (■ 
'Tis  thus  wc  eat  the  Jjread  another  fows. 
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^.  BiK  how  unequal  it  beftows,  obferve ; 
'Tis  thus  we  not,  wl.ilc,  who  fow  it,  i)arve  : 
"What  nature  wants  f  a  phrafe  1  muil  dillruft) 
Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  lull : 
Ufeful,  I  grant,  it  ferves  what  life  requires, 
But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  affaflin  hires. 
\B.  Trade  it  may  help.fociety  extend  ; 
/>.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  con  upts  the  friend.   30 
J3.  It  raifes  armies  in  a  nation's  aid  : 
P.  But  bribes  a  fenate,  and  the  land'-  betray'd. 
jLn  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave, 
If  fecret  gold  fap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once,  we  confcis,  beneath  the  patriot'-  cloak, 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  fpoke. 
And  jingling  down  the  back-ilair^i,  told  the  crew, 
•'  Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you." 
Blefl  paper-credit  :  lafl  and  beft  fupply  ' 
That  lends  corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly  I         40 
Gold,  imp'd  by  thee,  can  compafs  hardeft  things, 
Can  pocket  ftates,  can  fetch  or  carry  kings  ; 
A  Angle  leaf  fhall  waft  an  army  o'er, 
Or  ftiip  off  fenates  to  fome  diftant  fhore ; 
A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro 
Our  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind  fliall  blow : 
Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  fcrap  unfeen. 
And  filent  fells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 

Oh  ;  that  fuch  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  fee, 
Still,  as  of  old,  encumber'd  villainy  !  50 

Could    France    or  Rome    divert    our   brave    de- 

figns, 
With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines  ? 
What  could  they  more  than  knights  and  'fquires 

confound, 
Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round  ? 
A  flatefman's   flumbers  how  this  fpeech  would 

fpoil! 
"  Sir,  Spain  has  fent  a  thoufand  jars  of  oil ; 
"  Huge  bales  of  Britifh  cloth  blockade  the  door  : 
*'  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 

Poor  avarire  one  torment  more  would  find ; 
Nor  could  profufion  fquander  all  in  kind.  60 

Aftride  his  chcefe  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet : 
And  Worldly  crying  coals  from  fl :  eet  to  ftr  eet. 
Whom,  with  a  wig  fo  wild,  and  mien  lo  maa'd. 
Pity  miftakes  for  fome  poor  tradtfman  craz'd. 
Had  Colepepper's  whole  wealth  been  hops  and 

hoj;s, 
Could  he  himfelf  have  fent  it  to  the  dogs  ? 
His  Grace  will  game  :  to  White's  a  bull  be  led. 
With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 
To  White's  be  carry'd  as  to  ancient  games, 
Tair  courfcrs,  vales,  and  alluring  dames.  70 

Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  flakes  he  fwcep, 
Bear  him  fix  whoresy  and  make  his  lady  weep  ? 
Or  foft  Adonis,  fo  perfum'd  and  fine. 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  fwine  ? 
Oh  filthy  check  on  all  induftrious  Ikill, 
To  fpoil  the  nation's  laft  great  trade,  quadrille  1 


WORKS   OF    POPE. 

Since  then,  my  L"rd,  on  fuch  a  world  we  fali, 
What  fay   you?    B.  Say?    Why    take   it.    Gold 

and  all. 
P.  What  riches  give  u«,  let  us  then  inquire  ? 
Meat,  fire,  and  clothes.  B.  M'^hat  more  ?  F.  Meat, 
clpthes,  and  fire.  h9 

Is  this  too  little  ?  would  you  more  than  live  ? 
Alas!  'tis  more  t'lan  Turner  finds  they  give. 
Alas  1   'tis  Diore  than  (all  his  vifions  f-aft) 
Unhappy  Wh.'.rton,  waking,  found  at  laft  1 
What  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins,  heirs; 
To  Chartres,  vigour  ;  Japhet,  nofe  and  ears  ? 
Cari  they,  in  prms  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow, 
In  Fulvia's  buckle  cafe  thethrcbs  below  ; 
Or  heal,  old  Narfes,  thy  obfcener  ail. 
With  ail  th'  embroidery  piaifter'd  at  thy  tail  ?    9© 
They  might  (were  Harpax  not  too  wife  to  fpend) 
Give  Harpax-lelf  the  bleffing  of  a  friend  ; 
Or  find  fome  dodor  that  would  fave  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shylock,  fpite  of  Shylock's  wife  : 
But  thoufands  die,  without  or  this  or  that. 
Die,  and  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat. 
To  fome,  indeed.  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 
T'  enrich  a  baflajd,  or  a  fon  they  hate. 

Perhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their 
part; 
Bond  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them  from  his 
heart ;  iqo 

The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule 
Thaf.  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool : 
"  God  cannot  love  (fays  Blunt,  with  tearlefs eyes) 
"  The  wretch  he  llarvcs" — and  pioufly  denies  : 
But  the  good  bifhop,  with  a  meeker  air, 
Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Providence's  care. 

Yet  to  be  juft  to  theie  poor  men  of  pelf, 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfelf  : 
Damn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  flave  that  digs  it,  and  the  flave  that  hides.  1 10 

B.  Who  fulfer  thus,  mere  charity  fhould  own, 

Muft  aifl  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

F.   Some    war,  Ibme  plague,  or   famine,   they 
fore  fee, 

Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 

Why  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  caufe  is  found  ; 

He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 

What  made  diredlors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year  ? 

To  live  on  venifon  when  it  fold  dear. 

Afk  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  auiSlion  buys  ? 

Phryne  forefeesa  general  excife.  120 

Why  file  and  Sappho  raife  that  monflrous  fum  ? 

Alas  !  tliey  fear  a  man  will  coft  a  plum. 

Wife  Peter  fees  the  world's  refpetSl  for  gold. 

And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  fold  : 

Glorious  ambition  I   Peter,  fwell  thy  (lore. 

And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  before. 
The  crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age. 

To  juft  three  millions  ftinted  modeft  Gage. 

But  nobler  fccnes,  Maria's  dreams  unfold, 

Hereditary  realms,  aad  worlds  of  gold. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver,  50,  in  the  MS. 
To  break  a  truft  were  Peter  brib'd  with  wine, 
Peter  L  'twould  pofe  as  wife  a  head  as  thine. 


130 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  77.  Since  then,  &c.]  In  the  former  Ed. 
Well  then,  fince  with  the  world  we  {land  or  fall, 
Cofaie  take  it,  as  wc  find  it,  gold  and  all. 


MORAL    ESSAYS. 


IIJ: 


Congenial  fouls ;  whofe  life  one  avarice  joins, 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Auftrian  mines. 

Much-injur'd  Blunt !  why  bears  he   Britain's 
hate  ? 
A  wizard  told  him  in  thefe  words  our  fate  : 
"  At  length  corruption,  like  a  general  flood, 
•?  (So  long  by  watchful  minifters  withftood) 
"  Shall  deluge  all;  and  avarice,  creeping  on, 
"  Spread  like  a  low-borne  mift,  and  blot  the  fun  ; 
"  Statcl'man  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  flocks, 
"  Peerefs  and  butler  there  alike  the  box.  140 

"  And  judges  job,  and  bifhops  bite  the  town, 
"  And  mighty  dukes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 
"  See  Britain  funk  in  lucre's  fordid  charms, 
•'  And  brance  reveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's 
"  arms!"  [brain, 

Twas  no  court  badge,  great  fcrivener,  fir'd  thy 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain  : 
No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  alham'd  to  fee 
Senates  degenerate,  patriots  difagree, 
And  nobly  wifhing  party-rage  to  ceafe. 
To  buy  both  fides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

"  All  this  is  madnefs,"  cries  a  fober  fage  :     151 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage  ? 
"  The  ruling  pafTioti,  be  it  what  it  will, 
"  The  ruling  paffion  conquers  reafon  ftill." 
Lefs  mad  the  wildeit  whimfey  we  can  frame, 
Than  even  that  pafiion,  if  it  has  no  aim  ; 
Eor  though  fuch  motives  folly  you  may  call, 
'I'he  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth  :  "  ' Tis  Heaven  each  paf- 
"  fiog  fends, 
•'  And  different  men  direfls  to  different  ends. 
"  Extremes  in  nature  equal  good  produce,       j6l 
•'  Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  ufe," 
Aik  we  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  beflow  ? 
That  power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow. 
Bids  feed-time,  harvefl,  equal  courfe  maintain, 
Through  reconcil'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain. 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds, 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  rounds. 

Riches,  like  infecfts,  when  conceal'd  they  lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  feafon  fly.      170 
Who  fees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidfl  his  ftore, 
Sees  but  a  backward  fleward  for  the  poor ; 
This  year  a  refervoir,  to  keep  and  fpare  ; 
The  next  a  fountain,  fpnuting  through  his  heir, 
In  lavifli  ftreams  to  «]u  .nch  a  country's  thirft. 
And  men  and  dogs  ihall  drink  him  till  they  burft. 

Old  Cotta  iham'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth. 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth  : 
What  though  (the  ufc  of  barbarous  fpits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ?      180 
His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  creffes  ftor'd, 
With  foups  unbought  and  fallads  blefs'd  his  board  .' 
If  Cotta  liv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Braniins,  faints,  and  fages  did  before ; 
To  cram  the  rich,  was  prodigal  expence, 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence  ? 
Like  fome  lone  Chartreux  ftands  the  good  old  hall, 
Silence  without,  and  fafts  within  the  wall ; 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  found, 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round  ;    190 
Tenants  with  ftghs  the  fmokelefs  towers  furvey, 
^nd  turn  th'  un willing  fteeds  another  way  : 


Benighted  wanderers,  the  foreft  o'er, 
Curfe  the  fav'd  candle,  and  unopening  door  ? 
While  the  gaunt  maftiff,  growling  at  the  gate. 
Affrights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat. 

Not  fo  hisfon  :  he  mark'd  this  overfight, 
And  then  millook  reverfe  of  wrong  for  right. 
(For  what  to  fhun,will  no  great  knowledge  need  : 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  talk  indeed),  ao© 

Yet  fure,  of  qualities  deferving  praife, 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes,  than  to  raife. 
What  flaughter'd  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine- 
Fill  the  capacious  'fquire,  and  deep  divine ! 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profufion  draws. 
His  oxen  perifh  in  his  country's  caufe; 
'Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup. 
And  zeal  for  that  great  houfe  which  eats  him  up. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat,         zof 
The  Sylvans  groan — -no  matter — for  the  fleet : 
Next  goes  his  wool — to  clothe  our  valiant  bands : 
Laft,  for  his  country's  love,  he  fells  his  lands. 
To  town  he  comes,  completes  the  nation's  hope, 
And  heads  the  bold  train-bands,  and  burns  a  Pope* 
And  Ihall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils, 
Britain,  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  fpoils  ? 
In  vain  at  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe. 
His  thanklefs  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  fenfe  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 
T'  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart,         320 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambitioufly  purfued. 
Not  funk  by  floth,  not  rais'd  by  fervitude ; 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  jufl  expence, 
Join  with  oeconomy,  magnificence  ; 
With  fplendour,  charity ;  with  plenty,  health  ; 
Oh  teach  us,  Bathurft  1  yet  unfpoil'd  by  wealth ! 
That  fecret  rare,  between  th'  extremes  to  move 
Of  mad  good-nature,  and  of  mean  felf-love. 

£.  To  worth  or  want  well-weigh'd,  be  bounty 
given. 
And  eafe,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heaven ;       a3« 
(Whofe  mtafure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  fortune's  fault,  and  juftify  her  grace. 
Wealth  in  the  grofs  is  death,  but  life  difFus'd  ; 
As  poifon  heals,  in  jufl;  proportion  us'd  : 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  ftink  it  lies, 
But  well  difpers'd,  is  incenfe  to  the  fkies. 

P.  Who  ftarves  by  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats  ? 
The  wretch  that  trufts  them,  and  the  rogue  that 

cheats. 
Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  cheerful  noon 
Without  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  buffoon  I  ^4* 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  ai  8,  in  the  MS. 
Where  one  lean  herring  furnifh'd  Cotta's  board. 
And  nettles  grew, fit  porridge  for  their  lord; 
Where  mad  good-nature,  bounty  mifapply'd. 
In  lavifh  Curio  blaz'd  a  while  and  dy'd ; 
There  Providence  once  more  fliall  fhift  the  fcene. 
And  fhewing  H — y,  teach  the  golden  mean. 

After  ver.  226,  in  the  MS. 
The  fecret  rare,  which  affluence  hardly  join'd. 
Which  W — n  loft,  yet  B — y  ne'er  could  find : 
Still  mifs'd  by  vice,  and  fcarce  by  virtue  hit. 
By  G — 's  goodnefs,  or  by  S — 's  «vit, 


Whofe  t^le,  wit,  or  modefl:  merit  ftiare, 
Un-elbow'3  by  a  gameller,  pimp,  or  player  ? 
"Who  copies  your's,  or  Oxfor^rl's  better  part, 
To  eafeth'  opprefs'd,  and  raifc  the  finkirg  heart? 
Where'er  he  ihines,  oh  fortune,  gild  the  fcene, 
And  angels  gu:ird  him  in  the  golden  mean  ! 
There,  £nglifl\  bounty  yet  a  while  may  ftand, 
And  !;onoiir  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

But  all  our  praii'eswhy  fiiould  lords  engrofs  ! 
Rife.honeft:  mufe;  and  fing  the  Man  of  Rofs  :  a5» 
Plcas'd  Vaga  echoes  through  her  winding  bounds, 
And  rapid  ."^fvern  hoarfe  applaufe  refounds. 
Who  hung  with   woods   yon  mountain's  fu'try 

brow  ? 
Prom  the  dry  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 
Kot  to  thefsies  in  ufelefs  columns  toft, 
Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  loft. 
But  clear  and  artlefs,  pouring  throa«h  the  plain 
Health  to  the  fick,  and  foiace  to  the  fwain. 
"Whofe  caufeway  parts  the  vale  with  fhady  rows  :' 
"U'hofe  feats  the  weary  traveller  repofe  ?  a6o 

"vVho  tauo-ht  that  heaven-diredled  fpire  to  rife  ! 
«'  The  Man  of  Rofs,"  each  lifping  babe  replies. 
Behold  the  market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread  1 
The  Man  of  Rofs  divides  the  weekly  bread  : 
He  feeds  yon  alms-houfe,  neat,  but  void  of  ftate, 
"Where  age  and  want  fit  fmiling  at  the  gate  ; 
Hi«i  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans  bleft, 
The  young  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  refL 
Is  any  fick  ?  the  Man  of  Rofs  relieves,  269 

Prefcribes,  attends,  the  niedicine  makes,  and  gives. 
Is  tliere  a  variance  ?  enter  but  his  door, 
E  Ik'd  are  the  courts,  and  conteft  is  no  more. 
Defpairing  quacks  with  curfes  fled  the  place. 
And  vile  attorneys  now  anulelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  h?ppy  man  !  enaiiled  to  purfue 
Vhat  all  fo  wiOi,  but  want  the  power  to  do  1 
Oh  fay,  what  fums  that  generous  hand  fupply  ? 
What  mines  to  fwtll  that  boundlt-fs  charity  1 

/".Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  clear, 
Thi«  man  pofTel^ — five  hundred  pounds  a-year. 
Biufli,  grandeur,  blufh !  proud  courts,  withdraw 
your  blaze  '.  281 

Ye  little  Hats  I   hide  your  dimlnifh'd  rays. 

.6.  And  what  :  no  monument,  infcript ion,  ftone? 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almoft  unknown  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  fame, 
Will  nevcrmurk  the  marble  with  his  name  : 
Go,  fearch  it  there,  where  to  be  born  and  die. 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  hiftory  ; 
Fnough,  that  virtue  fill'd.  the  fpace  between ; 
i'rov'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been.       490 
When  Hijpkins  dies,  a  thoufand  lights  attend 
The  wretch,  who  living  fav'd  a  candle's  einl ; 


THE  WORKS   oy  POPS. 


VARIATIONS. 

Afrer  ver.  250,  in  the  MS. 
Trace  humble  worth  beyond  babrina's  fhore. 
Who  fmgsnot  him,  oh  may  he  fing  no  more! 

Ver.  287.  Thus  in  the  MS. 
The  fegifter  inrolls  him  with  his  poor. 
Tells  he  was  born,  and  dy*d,anrt  tells  no  more. 
Ji'ft  a«  he  ought,  he  fjil'd  the  fpacs  between  ; 
ij-.pu  ftole  to  reil,  unheeded  and  unfeen. 


Shouldering  God's  altar  a  vile  image  Hands, 

Belies  his  features,  nay  extends  his  hands; 

That  live-long  wig,  which  Gorgon's  felf  might  own, 

Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  ftone. 

Behold  what  blefQngs  wealth  to  life  can  lend  ! 

And  fee,  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 

In  the  worft  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half-hung. 

The  floors  of  plafter,  and  the  walls  of  dung,    30a 

On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repair'd  with  ftraw. 

With  tapc-ty'd  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 

The  George  and  Garter  dangling  from  that  bed 

Where  tawdry  yellow  ftrove  with  dirty  red, 

Great  Villers  lies — alas !  how  chang'd  from  him. 

That  life  of  pleafure,  and  that  foul  of  whim ! 

Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  alcove, 

The  bower  ef  wanton  Shrewfbury  and  love; 

Or  juft  as  gay,  at  council,  in  a  ring 

Of  mimick'd  ftatefmen,  and  their  merry  king.  31a 

No  wit  to  flatter,  left  of  all  hU  ftore  I 

No  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valued  more. 

There,  vi6lor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends, 

And  fame,  this  lord  of  ufelefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  Grace's  fate  fage  Cutler  could  forefee. 
And  well  (he  thought)  advis'd  him,  "  Live  like 

me !" 
As  well  his  Grace  reply'd,  "  Like  you.  Sir  John  ? 
"  That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone." 
Refolve  me,  reafon,  which  of  thefe  are  worfe. 
Want  with  a  full,  or  with  an  empty  purfe  ?     3x0- 
Thy  life  more  wretched.  Cutler,  was  confefs'd, 
Arife,  and  tell  me,  was  thy  death  more  blefs'd  \ 
Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  and  houfes  fall. 
For  very  want ;  he  could  not  build  a  wall. 
His  only  daughter  in  a  ftranger's  power, 
For  very  want;  he  could  not  pay  a  dower. 
A  few  grey  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown'd, 
'  Fwas  very  wapt  that  fold  them  for  two  pound. 
What  !  even  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
Banifii'd  the  dodlor,  and  expell'd  the  friend  .*    330 
What  but  a  want,  which  yo  ■  perhaps  think  mad. 
Yet  numbers  feel,  the  wane  of  what  he  had  1 
Cutler  and  Brutus  dying,  both  exclaim, 
"  Virtue!  and  wealth  1  what  are  ye  but  a  name  !" 

Say,  for  fuch  worth  are  other  worlds  prepar'd  ? 
Or  are  they  both,  in  this,  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point!  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  you  are  tit'd — I'll  tell  a  tale — B.  Agreed. 

P.  Where  London's  column,  pointing  at  the  ikiaa 
Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  the  head,  and  lies;  340 

There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  fober  fame, 
A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name; 
Religious,  pundlual,  frugal,  and  fo  forth  ; 
His  word  would  pafs  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  folid  difti  his  week-day  meal  affords. 
An  added  pudding  folenmiz'd  the  Lord's  :    [fure, 
Conftant  at  church,  and  Change  ,  his  gains  were 
His  givings  rare,  fave  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  devil  was  piqu'd  fuch  faintfhip  to  behold, 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old :  350 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver-  337-  ^n  the  former  editions. 
That  knotty  point,  my  Lord,  fhall  fdifcufl^ 
Or  tell  a  tale  ?— A  tale — it  follows  thus. 
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But  Satan  now  is  wifcr  than  of  yore, 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 
Rouz'd  by  the  Prince  of  Air,  the  whirlwinds 
fwsep 
The  furge,  and  plungf  his  father  in  the  deep  ; 
Then  full  againft  his  C  Tnifii  lands  they  roar. 
And  two  rich  iliipwrccks  bkfs  the  lucky  fliorc. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks. 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes: 
"  Live  like  yourfelf,"  was  foon  my  lady's  word  ; 
And  lo!  two  puddings  fmok'dupon  the  board. 

Aflcep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay,  361 

An  honed  fadlor  ftole  a  gem  away  : 
He  pledg'd  it  to  the  knigiit,  the  knight  had  wit, 
So  kept  the  diamond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit. 
Some  fcruple  rofe,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought, 
"  I'll  now  give  fixpencs  where  '  gave  a  groat ; 
"  Whereonce  I  went  to  church,  I'll  nowgo  twice — 
"  And  am  (o  clear  too  of  all  other  vice." 

The  tempter  faw  his  time  :  the  work  he  ply'd  ; 
Stocks  and  fubfcriptionspour  on  every  fide,     370 
Till  all  the  dcemon  makes  his  full  defcent 
In  one  abundant  fhower  of  cent  per  cent, 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  pofTcfTas  whole, 
Then  dubs  diredlor,  and  fecures  his  foul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam,  now  a  man  of  fpirit, 
Alcribes  his  gettings  to  his  parts  and  merit ; 
What  late  he  call'd  a  bleffing  now  is  wit, 
And  God's  good  providence  a  lucky  hit. 
Things  change  their  titles,  as  our  manners  turn  : 
Hi's  counting-houfe  cmploy'd  the  Sunday  morn  : 
Seldom  at  church,  ('tv/as  fuch  a  bufy  life)  381 

But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (fo  the  devil  ordain'd)  one  Chriflmas  tide 
My  good  old  lady  cafch'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 
A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight ; 
He  marries,  bows  at  Court,  and  grows  polite  ; 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  pleafe  t!;e  fair) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air  : 
Firft,  for  his  fon  a  gay  commiirion  buys, 
Who  drinks,  whores,  figl'fs,  and  in  a  duel  dies:  390 
His  daughter  flaunts  a  vifcount's  tawdry  wife  ; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p— x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  fenate  he  a  feat  obtains, 
And  one  more  penfioner  St.  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falls  to  play  :  fo  bad  her  chance, 
He  mufl  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France  ; 
The  Houfe  impeach  him,  Coiiingfby  harangues; 
The  C  urt  forfake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs  ; 
Wife,  Ion,  and  daughter,  Satin  i  are  thy  own. 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit- to  the  crown;  4a!0 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize. 
And  fad  Sir  Balaam  curfes  God'  and  dies. 


EPISTLE     IV, 

TO  RICHARD  BOYLE,  EARL  OP  BURLINGTON. 

Of  the  Ufe  of  Rkhes. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  vanity  of  expence  in  people  of  wealth  and 
quality.     The  abufe  of  the  word  tafte,  ver.  15. 

VoL.,vni. 


That  the  firfl  principle  and  foundation  in  this, 
as  in  every  thing  elfe,  is  good  fenfc^  ver.  40. 
The  chief  proof  of  it  is  to  follow  Nature,  even  ia 
works  of  mere  luxury  and  elegance.  Inftjnced 
in  architedlure  and  gardening,  where  all  muih 
be  adapted  to  the  genius  and  ufe  of  the  place, 
and  the  beauties  not  forced  into  it,  but  refulting 
from  it,  ver.  50.  How  men  are  dii'appointed 
in  their  moft  expenfive  undertakings,  for  want 
of  thij  true  foundation,  without  which  nothing 
can  pleafe  long,  if  at  all ;  and  the  bell  example* 
and  rules  will  be  perverted  into  fomething  bur- 
denfome  and  ridiculous,  ver.  65,  &c.  to  <)Z.  A 
defcription  of  the  falfe  tallc  of  magnilicsnce  ; 
the  firft  grand  error  of  which  is,  to  imagine  that 
greatnefs  confiUs  in  the  fize  and  dimcnlion,  in- 
fleud  of  the  proportion  and  harmony  of  the 
whole,  ver.  97.  and  the  fccond,  either  in  joining 
together  parts  incoherent,  or  too  minutely  re- 
fembliii!g,or  in  the  repetition  of  the  fame  too  fre- 
quently, ver.  105  &c.  A  word  or  twoof  falietafte 
in  books,  in  mufic,  in  painting,  even  in  preacii- 
ing  and  prayer  ;  and,  lallly,  in  entertainments, 
■VE""-  133.  ^c.  Yet  Providence  is  jullified  in 
giving  wealth  to  be  fquandered  in  this  manner, 
lince  it  is  difpeifed  to  the  poor  and  laborious 
part  of  mankind,  ver.  169,  &c.  [recurring  to 
what  is  laid  down  in  the  firft  Book,  Ep.  ii.  and 
in  the  Epiftle  preceding  this,  ver.  159,  &c.] 
What  are  the  proper  objeifts  of  magnificence, 
a":d  a  proper  field  for  the  expence  of  great  men, 
ver.  177,  &c.  and  finally  the  great  and  public 
works  which  become  a  prince,  ver.  191,  to  the 
end. 

The  exrremes  of  avarice  and  profufion  being  treat- 
ed of  in  the  foregoing  epiftle  ;  this  takes  up  one 
particular  branch  of  the  latter,  the  vanity  of  ex- 
pence  in  people  of  wealth  and  quality;  and  is 
rhtrefore  a  corollary  to  the  preceding,  juft  as 
the  Epiftle  on  tlie  Characfleri  of  Women  is  to 
that  of  the  Knov/ledge  and  CharaiSltrs  of  Men. 
It  is  equally  remarkable  for  exadlnefs  or  method 
with  the  reft.  But  the  nature  of  the  fubjeCt, 
wiiich  is  lefs  phi'ofophical,  makes  it  capable  of 
being  analyzed  in  a  much  narrower  conipafs. 

'Tis  ft.range,  the  mifer  fhould  his  cares  employ 
To  gain  thofe  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy  : 
Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  the  prodigal  flioiild  wafte 
His  wealth,  to  purchafe  wiiat  he  ne'er  can  tafte  ? 
Not  for  himfelf  he  fees, or  hears,  or  eats; 
Artiftsmuft  choofe  his  pictures,  mufic,  meats; 
He  buys  for  Tnpham  dra'fvings  and  defigns; 
For  Pembroke  ftatues,  dirty  gods,  and  coins  ; 
Rare  monkifh  manufciipts  for  Hearne  alone, 
And  books  for  Mead,  and  butterHies  for  Sioane. 
Think  we  all  thefe  are  for  himfelf  ^  no  more     II 
Than  his  fine  wife,  alas  !  or  finer  whore. 

For  what  has  Virro  painted,  built,  and  planted  : 
Only  to  fliow,  how  many  taftes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Vifto's  ill-got  wealth  to  wafte  ? 
Some  dxmon  whifper'd,"  Vifto !  have  a  tafte." 
Heaven  vifits  with  a  tafte  the  wealthy  fool, 
And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  with  a  rule. 
H 
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See  I  fportlve  fate,  to  ptinifh  aukward  pride, 
Bids  Bub'   build,  and  fendi  him  luch  a  guide  :   SO 
A  Ibnding  fernion,  at  each  year's  expence, 
That  never  coxcomb  reach'd  magnificence  ! 

You  (how  U'S  konie  was  glorious,  not  profufe. 
And  pompous  buildings  once  were  things  of  ufe. 
Yet  l>iall  (niy  lord)  your  jull,  yournoble  rules 
Fill  half  the  land  with  imitating  fools; 
Who    random  drawings  from   your  fheets  {hall 
take, 
•  And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make; 
Load  fome  vain  church  with  old  Theatric  ftate, 
Turn  arts  of  triumph  to  a  garden  gate;  2^ 

Rcverfe  your  ornaments,  and  hang  them  all 
!0n  fome  patch'd  dog-hole  ek'd  with  ends  of  wall; 
Then  clap  four  Aires  of  pilafter  ofl't, 
That,  lac'd  with  hits  of  ruftic,  makes  a  front, 
t^hall  call  the  winds  through  long  arcades  to  roar. 
Proud  to  catch  cc-Id  at  a  Venetian  door; 
Confcious  they  ail  a  true  Paliadian  part, 
^nd  if  tliey  ftarve,  they  ftarve  by  rules  of  art. 

Oft  have  you  hinted  to  your  bi  other  peer, 
A  certain  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dear  :       40 
B-.mething  there  is  more  needful  than  expence. 
And  fomething  previous  ev'n  to  tafte — 'tis  fenfe  : 
(iood  fenfe,  which  only  is  the  gift  of  Heaven, 
And  though  no  fcience,  fairly  worth  the  feven  : 
A  light,  which  in  yourfelf  you  muft  perceive; 
Tones  ana  Le  Notre  have  it  not  to  give. 
•     To  build,  to  plant,  whatever  you  intend, 
'I'o  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend, 
To  fwell  the  terrace,  or  to  fink  the  grot; 
In  all,  let  nature  never  be  forgot.  50 

But  treat  the  goddels  like  a  modeft  fair. 
Nor  over  drcfs,  nor-leave  her  wholly  bare; 
J^et  not  each  beauty  every  where  be  fpy'd, 
■U'here  half  the  fkill  is  decently  to  hide. 
He  gains  all  loints,  vcho  pleafingly  confounds, 
Siirprifes,  varies,  and  conceals  the  bounds. 

Ccnfult  tiiC  geniut  of  the  place  in  all ; 
Tiiat  tells  the  waters  or  to  i-ife  or  fall ; 
Or  helps  th'  ambitious  hill  the  heavens  to  fcale. 
Or  fcoops  in  circling  theatres  the  vale;  60 

Calls  it!  the  country,  catches  opening  glades, 
joins  w  illing  woods,  and  varies fhadcs  from  fhades; 
Ki)W  breaks,  or  now  direAs  th'  intending  lines; 
I'aints  as  you  plant,  and,  a*  you  work,  defigns. 

Still  follow  fciiie,  of  every  art  the  foul. 
Parts  anfwering  part>  fhall  flide  into  a  vi-hole, 
Spontaneous  beauties  all  around  advarice, 
{start  ev'n  from  riifBculty,  ftrike  from  chance; 
l*Jat(ire  fhalTjoin  you  ;  time  Ihall  make  it  grow 
A  work  to  v^onder  at — perhaps  a  Stow.  70 

Without  it,  proud  VerfailUs  :   thy  glory  falls  ; 
And  Nero's  terraces  dt  fert  their  walls  : 
The  va(l  parterres  a  thoufand  hands  fliall  make, 
Lo  1  Cobham  comes,  and  floats  them  with  a  lake: 
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After  ver:  az,  in  the  MS. 
Muft  bifliops,  lawyers,  llatefmcn  have  the  fkill 
'Jo  build,  to  j^lant,  judge  paintings,  what  you  will? 
Then  why  nri  Kent  as  well  our  treaties  draiv, 
l^ridgmai,  explain  the  goijel,  Gibbs  the  law  .' 


Or  cut  wide  views  through  mountains  to  theplaJl^ 
You'll  with  your  hill  or  fhelter'd  feat  again. 
Ev'n  in  an  ornament  its  place  remark. 
Nor  in  an  hermitage  fet  Dr  Clarke. 
Behold  Villario's  ten  years  teil  complete ; 
His  quincunx  darkens,  his  efpaliers  meet ;  ?• 

The  wood  fupports  the  plain,  the  parts  unite. 
And  flrength  of  {hade  contends  with  ftrength  of 

hght; 
A  waving  glow  the  bloomy  beds  difplay, 
Blufning  in  bright  diverfities  of  day. 
With  filver-quivering  rills  ma^andcr'd  o'er — 
Enjoy  them,  you  !   Villario  can  no  more  ; 
Tir'd  of  the  fcene  parterres  and  fountains  yieH, 
He  finds  at  laft  he  betttr  likes  a  field. 

Through  his  young  woods  how  pleas'd  Sabinii9 
flray'd, 
Or  fate  delighted  in  the  thickening  fhade,         9» 
With  annual  joy  the  reddening  {hoots  to  greet, 
Or  fee  the  ilretching  branches  long  to  meet'. 
His  fon's  fine  tafle  an  opener  villa  loves. 
Foe  to  the  Dyrads  of  his  father's  groves ; 
One  boundlefs  green,  or  fiourifl^'d  carpet  views. 
With  all  the  mournful  family  oi  yews : 
The  thriving  plants  ignoble  broonifticks  made. 
Now  fweep  thofc  alleys  they  were  born  to  {hade. 

At  Timon's  villa  let  us  pafs  a  day, 
Where  all  cry  out,  •'   What  lums  are  thrown  a- 

way  !" 
So  proud,  fo  grand  ;  of  that  flupendous  air, 
Soft  and  agreeable  come  never  there. 
Greatnefs,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  luch  a-draught 
As  brings  all  Brobdignag  before  your  thought. 
To  compafs  this,  his  buikiing  is  a  town. 
His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down  : 
Who  but  muft  laugh,  the  mailer  when  he  fce», 
A  puny  infert,  fhivering  at  a  breeze! 
Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  littlcnefs  around  ! 
The  whole,  a  labour'd  quarry  ab-ve  ground,    !!• 
Two  Cupids  fquirt  before  :  a  lake  behind 
Improves  the  keennefi  of  the  northern  wind. 
Hi':  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  every  fide  you  look,  behold  the  wall! 
No  pleafing  int/icacies  intervene, 
No  artful  vi»/'*nels  to  perplex  the  fcene  ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  tath  alley  ha^  a  brother, 
And  half  the  platform  jull  refledts  the  other. 
The  f'jfleringeye  inverted  nature  fees. 
Trees  cut  to  ftatues,  ftatues  thick  as  trees;        I  JO 
With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd  ; 
And  there  a  fummer-houfe  that  knows  no  fhade; 
Here  Amphitrite  fails  throu^^h  myrtle  bowers; 
There  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  flowers; 
llnwater'd  fee  the  drooping  fea-horfe  mourn, 
And  fwallows  rooft  in  Nilus'  dufty  urn 

My  lord  advances  with  majeftic  ruien, 
Smit  with  the  mighty  pleafurc  to  be  fecn  : 
But  foft — by  regular  approach  — not  yet —        119 
f'ir/l  through  the  ipngth  of  yon  hot  terrace  fweat; 
And  when  up  ten  fletp  flopes  you've  dragg'd  your 
Juft  at  his  ftudy-door  he'll  bkis  your  eyes  [thighs. 

His  ftudy  !  with  what  auth<  rs  is  it  itor'd  ? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curi<>us  is  my  lord; 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turns  you  round ; 
i'hcfe  Aldus  printed,  thole  Uu  bucil  has  bonnd, 
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Lo  fome  are  vellum,  and  the  reft  as  good 

For  all  his  lordfhip  knows,  but  they  are  wood. 

For  Locke  or  Milton,  'tis  in  vain  to  look, 

Thefe  (helves  admit  not  any  modern  book.       I40 

-    And  now  the  chapel's  filver  bell  you  hear, 

That  fummons  you  to  all  the  pride  of  prayer  ; 

Light  quirks  of  mufic,  broken  and  uneven, 

Make  the  foul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  heaven. 

On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  flare, 

Where  fprawl  the  faints  of  Verrio  or  Laguerre, 

Or  gilded  clouds  in  fair  expanfion  lie, 

And  bring  ail  paradife  before  your  eye. 

To  reft,  the  culhion  and  foft  dean  invite, 

Who  never  mentions  hell  to  ears  polite.  150 

But  hark  !  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call; 
A  hundred  footfteps  fcrape  the  marble  hall : 
The  rich  buffet  -well-coloured  ferpents  grace, 
And  gaping  Tritons  fpew  to  wafh  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner  ?  this  a  genial  room  1 
No,  'tis  a  temple,  and  a  hecatomb. 
A  fulcmn  facrifice  perform'd  in  (late, 
Ycu  drirk  by  meafure,  and  to  minutes  eat. 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  courfe,  you'd  fwear 
Sancho'sdread  do<5lor  and  hiswand  were  there.  160 
Between  each  adl  the  trembling  falvers  ring, 
From    foup   to  fweet-wine,  and  God   blefs  the 

King. 
In  plenty  ftarving,  tantaliz'd  in  ftate, 
And  complaifantly  help'd  to  all  I  hate. 
Treated,  catefs'd,  and  tir'd,  I  take  m.y  leave, 
Sick  of  his  civil  pride  from  morn  to  eve  ; 
I  curfe  fuch  iaviih  coft,  and  little  fkill, 
And  fwear  no  day  was  aver  paft  fo  ill. 

Yet  hence  the  poor  are  cloth  d,  the  hungry  fed  ; 
Health  to  himfeli,  and  to  his  infants  bread,  170 
The  labourer  bears :  What  his  hard  heart  denies, 
His  charitable  vanity  fupplies. 

Another  age  fhall  fee  the  golden  ear 
Imbrown  the  flope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre. 
Deep  harvefl  bury  all  his  pride  has  plann'd, 
And  laughing  Ceres  re-aCTume  the  land. 

Who  then  (hall  grace,  or  who  improve  the  foil  .' 
Who  plants  like  Bathurft,  or  who  builds  like  Boyle. 
'Tis  ufe  alone  but  land:ifies  expence. 
And  fplendor  borrows  all  her  rays  from  fenfe.  I.80 

His  lather's  acres  who  enjoys  in  peace. 
Or  makes  his  neighbours  glad,  if  he  increafe  : 
Whofe  cheerful  tenants  blef<  their  yearly  toil. 
Yet  to  their  lord  owe  more  than  to  the  foil ; 
Whole  ample  lawns  are  not  afliam'd  to  feed 
The  milky  heifer  and  defetving  fteed  ; 
Whofe  rifing  forefls,  not  for  pride  or  {how. 
But  future  buildings,  future  navies,  grow  : 
Let  his  plantatiiius  ftretch  from  down  to  down, 
Firft  ihade  a  country,  and  then  raife  a  town.   190 

You  too  proceed  1  make  falling  arts  your  care, 
Erc<5l  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair ; 
Jones  and  Palladio  10  themfelves  reflore, 
And  be  whate'er  Vitruvius  was  before  : 
Till  kirgscall  forth  th'  ideas  of  your  mind. 
(Proud  to  accomphfh  what  fuch  hands  deugn'd) 
Bid  harbours  open,  public  ways  extend. 
Rid  temples  worthier  ©f  the  god  afcend  ; 
Bid  the  broad  archche  dangerous  flood  contain. 
The  mole  projefted  breajj  the  rc.aring  main;  200 


Backto  his  bounds  their  fubjeft  Tea  command, 
An  d  oil  obedient  rivers  through  the  land  ; 
Thefe  honours,  peace  to  happy  Britain  brings; 
Thefe  are  imperial  works,  and  worthy  kings. 


E  P  I  S  T  L  E     V. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 
Gccaftonei  by  his  Dialogues  on  Medals. 

This  was  originally  written  in  the  year  1 7 15,  when 
Mr.  Addifon  intended  to  publifh  his  book  of 
Medals;  it  was  fome  time  before  hewas  Secre- 
tary of  State  ;  but  not  publiOied  till  Mr.  Tick- 
ell's  edition  of  his  works ;  at  which  time  the 
verfes  on  Mr.  Craggs,  which  conclude  the  poem, 
were  added,  viz.  in  1720. 

As  the  third  Euiftle  treated  of  the  extremes  of 
avarice  and  profufion ;  and  the  fourth  took  up 
one  particular  branch  of  the  latter,  namely,  the 
vanity  of  expence  in  people  of  wealth  and  quality, 
and  was  therefore  a  corollary  to  the  third ;  fo 
this  treats  of  one  circumftance  of  that  vanity, 
as  it  appears  in  the  common  coUedlors  of  old 
coins ;  and  is,  therefore,  a  corollary  to  the  fourth. 

See  the  wild  wafte  of  all-devouring  years! 
How  Rome  her  own  fad  fepulchre  appears, 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  jiemplcs  fpread ! 
The  very  tombs  now  vanifh'd  like  their  dead  ; 
Imperial  v/onders  rais'd  on  nations  fpoil'd,  [toil'dj 
Where  mix'd  with  flaves   the  groaning  martyr 
Huge  theatres,  that  now  unpeopled  woods, 
Now  drain'd  a  diftant  country  of  her  floods  : 
Fanes,  which  admiring  gods  with  pride  furvey; 
Statue*  of  men,  fcarce  lefs  alive  than  they  !         19 
Some  felt  the  Clent  ftroke  of  mouldering  age, 
Some  hoftile  fury,  fome  religious  rage. 
Barbarian  blindnefs,  Chriflian  zeal  confpire. 
And  Papal  piety,  and  Gothic  fire. 
Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  fav'd  from  flame, 
Some  bury'd  marble  half  preferves  a  name; 
That  name  the  learn'd  with  fierce  difputes  purfue. 
And  give  to  Titus  old  Vefpafian's  due. 

Ambition  figh'd  .   ftie  found  in  vain  to  truft 
The  faithlefs  column  and  the  crumbling  buft  :    ao 
Huge  moles,  whofe  fhadow  ftretch'd  from  ftiore  t« 

fhore. 
Their  ruins  perifli'd,  and  their  place  no  more  ! 
Convinc'd  fhe  now  contraifts  her  va(l  defign. 
And  all  her  triumphs  fhnnk  into  a  coin. 
A  narrow  orb  each  crowded  conqueft  keeps, 
Beneath  her  palm  here  fad  Judea  weeps. 
Now  fcantier  limits  the  proud  arch  confine. 
And  fcarce  are  feen  the  proftrate  Nile  or  Rhine; 
A  fmall  Euphrates  through  the  piece  isroU'd, 
And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold.         30 

The  medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame, 
Through climesand  agesbears  each  form  and  namci 
In  one  (hort  view  fubjecSled  to  our  eye 
Gods  emperors,  heroes,  fages,  beauties,  lie. 
With  fliarpen'd  fight  pale  antiquaries  pore, 
Th'  infcription  value,  but  the  ruft  adoie.. 
tlij 
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This  the  blue  varniih,  that  the  green  endears. 
The  facred  ruft  of  twice  ten  hundred  years ! 
To  gain  Pefcennius  one  employs  his  fchemes. 
One  grafps  a  Cecrops  in  ecftatic  dreams.  40 

Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  fpleen  devcur'd. 
Can  tafte  no  pleal'ure  Cnce  his  fhield  was  fcour'd  : 
And  Curio,  reftlefs  by  the  fair-one's  fide, 
Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  negleAs  his  bride. 

Theirs  is  the  vanity,  die  learning  thine  : 
Touch'd  by  thy  hand,  again  Rome's  glories  fliine  : 
Her  gods  and  godlike  heroes  rife  to  view, 
And  all  her  faded  garlands  bloom  anew. 
Nor  blufli.  thefe  fiudies  thy  regard  engage  ; 
Tbefe  pleas'd  the  fathers  of  poetic  rage  :  50 

The  verfe  and  fculpture  bore  an  equal  part. 
And  art  reflecfted  im.iges  to  art. 

Oh,  when  fhall  Britain,  confcious  of  her  claim, 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame  i 


In  living  medals  fee  her  wars  enroll' d, 

And  vanquilb'd  realms  fupply  recording  gold  ? 

Here,  iifii;g  bold,  the  patriot's  honeft  face'; 

There,  warriors  frowning  in  hittoric  brafs  : 

Then  future  ages  with  delight  Ihall  fee 

How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree  ;    60 

Or  in  fair  fcries  laurei'd  bards  be  ftiown, 

A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addifon. 

Then  (ball  thy  Craggs(and  let  me  call  him  mine) 

On' the  call  ore,  anorher  PoUio,  Ihine  : 

With  afpedt  open  (hall  ereiSh  hishead, 

And  round  the  orb  in  lafting  notes  be  read, 

"  Statefman,  yet  friend  to  truth  !  of  foul  llncere, 

"  In  atftiun  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 

"  Who  broke  no  promrfe,  ferv'd  no  private  end, 

"   Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend;  70 

"  Ennobled  by  himfelf,  by  all  approv'd,  • 

"  And  prais'd,  unenvy'd,  by  the  mufe  he  lov'd." 


EPISTLE  TO  DR.  JRBUTHNOTt 


BEING  THE 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  SATIRES. 


Advertifement  to  the  firjl  Publication  of  this  Epijlle. 

'  Tun  paper  is  a  fort  of  bill  of  complaint,  begun  many  years  lince,  and  drawn  up  by  fnatchet,  as  the 
feveral  occafions  offered.  I  had  no  thoughts  of  publiftiing  it,  till  it  pleafed  fome  perfonsof  rankand 
fortune  [the  authors  of  verfes  to  the  imitator  of  Horace,  and  of  an  epiftle  to  a  Docftor  of  Divinity 
from  a  nobleman  at  Hampton-Court]  to  attack,  in  a  very  extraordinary  manner,  not  only  my 
writings  (of  which,  being  public,  the  public  is  judge)  but  my  perfon,  morals,  and  family,  where- 
of, to  thofe  who  know  me  not,  a  truer  information  may  be  requifite.  Being  divided  between  the 
neceflity  to  fay  fomething  of  myfelf,  and  my  own  lazinefs  to  undertake  fo  aukward  a  talk,  I 
thought  it  the  fhorteft  way  to  put  the  laft  hand  to  this  epiftle.  If  it  have  any  thing  pleafing,  it 
will  be  that  by  which  I  am  moft  defirous  to  pleafe,  the  truth  and  the  fentiment ;  and  if  any  thii;g 

,  offenfivc,  it  will  be  only  to  thofe  I  am  leaft  forry  to  offend,  the  vicious  or  the  ungenerous. 

Many  will  know  their  own  pidures  in  it,  there  being  not  a  circumftance  but  what  is  true  :  but  T 
.    have,  for  the  moft  part,  fpared  their  names ;  and  they  may  efcape  being  laughed  at,  if  they  pleafe. 

1  would  have  fome  of  them  to  know,  it  was  owing  to  the  requeft  of  the  learned  and  candid  friend 
to  whom  it  is  infcribed,  that  I  make  not  as  free  ufe  of  theirs  as  they  have  done  of  mine.  How- 
ever, I  ftiall  have  this  advantage  and  honour  on  my  fide,  that  whereas,  by  their  proceedino-,  any 
abufe  may  be  diredled  at  any  man,  no  injury  can  poffibly  be  done  by  mine,  lince  a  namelefs  cha- 
ra6ler  can  never  be  found  out,  but  by  its  truth  and  likencfs. 


i^.  Shut,  (hut  the  door,  good  John  !  fatigu'd  I  faid, 
Tie  up  the  knockcF,  fay  I'm  fick,  I'm  dead. 
The  dog-ftar  rages !  nay,  'tis  paft  a  doubt, 
All  Bedlam,  or  Partiaffus,  is  let  out  : 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand, 
'I'hey  rave,  recite,  and  madden  round  the  land. 
What  walk  can  guard  me,  or  what  (hades  can 
hide  .' 
They  pierce  my  thickets,  through  my  grot  they  glide. 
By  land,  by  water,  they  renew  the  charge  ; 
They  ftop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  the  barge.  lo 
No  place  is  facred,  not  the  church  i^  free, 
Ev'n  Sunday  fliines  no  Sabbath  day  to  me ; 
Then  from  the  mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rhyme, 
Happy  :  to  catch  lue,  Juft  at  dinusr-time. 


Is  there  a  parfon,  much  bemus'd  in  beer, 
A  maudlin  poetefs,  a  rhyming  peer, 
A  clerk,  foiedom'd  his  father's  foul  to  crofs. 
Who  pens  a  llanza,  when  he  fhould  engrofs  .' 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  from  ink  and  paper,  fcrawls 
With  defperate  charcoal  round  his  darken'd  walls? 
All  fly  to  Twit'nam,' and  in  htimblc  ftrain         *iC 
Apply  to  me,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 


TARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  ao,  in  the  MS. 
Is  there  a  bard  in  durance  ?  turn  them  free. 
With  all  their  brandilh'd  reams  th»y  run  to  me  : 
Is  there  a  'prentice,  having  feen  two  plays, 
Who  would  do  fomething  in  his  fempftrefs'praifc==^' 

Hiij 


Ii8 


T»E    WORKS    OF   FOPE. 


Arthur,  whofe  gUdy  fon  negleds  the  laws, 
Imputes  to  n;e  and  my  damn'd  works  the  caufe  : 
Poor  Corr.us  fees  his  frantic  wife  elope, 
And  curfes  wir,  and  poetry,  and  Pope. 

Friend  to  my  life  :  (which  did  you  not  prolong, 
The  world  had  wanted  many  an  idle  fong), 
"What  drop  or  noftrum  can  this  plague  remove  ? 
Or  which  muft  end  me,  a  fool's  wrath  or  love  ?  30 
A  dire  ci'.emma  ?  cither  way  I'm  fped  ; 
If  foes,  they  write,  if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 
Seiz'd  and  ty'd  down  to  judge,  how  wretched  I  ? 
Who  can't  befilent,  and  who  will  not  lie  : 
To  laugh,  v.-ere  want  of  goodnefs  and  of  grace ; 
And  to  he  grave,  exceeds  all  power  of  face. 
1  fit  with  fad  civility ;   I  read 
With  honefl  anguilh.  and  an  aching  head  ; 
And  drop  at  lafl,  but  in  unwilling  ears,  39 

This  faving  counfel,"  Keep  your  piece  nine  years  " 

Nine  years  ;  cries  he,  who  high  in  Drury-lane, 
Luird  by  flit  zephyrs  through  the  broken  pane, 
Rhymes  e'er  he  wakes,  and  prints  before  term  ends, 
Oblig'd  by  hunger,  and  requeft  of  friends  : 
"  The  piece,  you  think,  is  iiicorredt  ?  why  take  it ; 
"  I'm  all  fubmifDon ;  what  you'd  have  it,  make  it." 

Three  thitigs  another's  modefl  wifhes  bound. 
My  friendfliip,  and  a  proloi;ue,  and  ten  pound. 

Pitholcon  fciids  to  me  :  ''  You  know  his  grace  ; 
*'  1  want  a  patron  ;  aik  him  for  a  place."  50 

Pitholeon  libell'd  me — "  but  here's  a  letter 
"  Informs  you.  Sir,  'twas  when  he  knew  no  better. 
•'  Dare  yon  rcfufe  him  ?  Curll  invites  to  dine, 
"   He'll  write  a  journal,  or  he'll  turn  d;vine." 

BIcfs  me  !  a  packet. — "  ' Tis  a  ftranger  lues, 
"  A  virgin  tragedy,  an  orphan  mule." 
If  I  diflike  it.  '■  furic,  death  and  rage  1" 
If  I  aj)prove,  "  commend  it  to  the  ftage." 
There  (thank  my  ftars)  my  wh-  Ic  commiffion  ends, 
The  players  and  1  are,  luckily,  no  friends.  60 

Iir'd  that  the  houfe   re]e&.  him,  "  'bdeath  !   I'll 

"  print  it, 
"  And  fhame  the   fools — your   interft,  Sir,  with 

Lintot." 
3  .intot,  dull  rogue  1  will  think  your  price  too  much : 
"  Not,  Sir,  if  you  revife  it,  and  retouch." 
All  itty  demurs  but  double  his  attacks  : 
Atlaft  he  whifpers,  "  Do;  and  we  go  fnacks." 
Clad  of  a  quarrel,  ftraight  I  clap  the  door, 
"  Sir,  let  me  fee  your  works  and  you  no  more." 

'Tisfung,  when  iV.'idas*  ears  began  to  fpring 
(Midas,  a  facr^d  perfon  and  a  king),  70 

«His  very  miniller,  who  fpy'd  them  firft, 
iome  fay  his  queen)  was  forc'd  to  fpeak,  or  burft. 
And  is  not  mine,  my  friend,  a  forer  cafe. 
When  e>>ery  coxcomb  perks  them  in  my  face  ? 


VARIATIONS. 

Vcr.  29,  in  the  ill  Ed. 
Dear  dodtor,  rell  me,  is  not  this  a  curfe  ? 
Jia'y,  is  their  anger,  or  their  frieiidlhip  worfe  ? 

Ver.  3.3,  in  the  MS. 
If  you  rcfufe,  he  goes,  as  fates  incline, 
T'«ubgue  Sir  Robert  or  to  turn  divine. 

Vlt.  60,  in  the  former  Ed. 
Cib  ttei  and  1  arc  luckily  no  friends. 


y4.Goodfriend,forbear!youdeaIindangerousthingJi 
I'd  never  name  queens,  minifters,  or  kmgs  ; 
Keep  clofe  to  ears,  and  thofe  let  afles  prick, 
'  ris  nothing--  F  Nothing  ?  if  they  bite  and  kick  ? 
Out  with  it,  Dunciad !  let  the  fccret  pafs. 
That  fecret  to  each  fool,  that  he's  an  afs:  80 

The  truth  once  told   and  wherefore  (houldwe  lie?) 
The  queen  of  Midas  flept,and  fo  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  }  Take  it  for  a  rule, 
No  creature  fmarts  fo  little  as  a  fool. 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrus  !  roand  thee  break, 
Thou  unconcern'd  canfl  hear  the  mighty  crack  : 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  in  convullions  hurl'd, 
rhou  (land'ft  unlhook  amidft  a  burfting  world. 
Wholhamesafcribbler?  Breakone cobweb  through, 
He  fpii^s  the  flight,  felf-pleafing  thread  anew ;    9» 
Deftroy  his  fib  or  fophillry,  in  vain. 
The  creature's  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
Thron'd  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  defigns. 
Proud  of  a  vaft  extent  of  flimfy  lines  . 
Whom  have  I  hurt .'  has  poet  yet,  or  peer, 
Loft  the  arch'd  eyebrow,  or  Parnaflian  fneer  ? 
And  has  not  Colly  ftill  his  lord,  and  whore  ? 
His  butchers  Henley,  his  Free-mafons  M<)Or  ? 
Does  not  one  table  Bavius  ftill  admit  ?  gf 

Still  to  one  biOiop  Philips  feem  a  wit  ?  [fend. 

Still  Sappho — /i   Hold;  for  God's  fake — you'll  of- 
No  names — be  calm — learn  prudence  of  a  friend  : 
I  too  could  write,  and  1  am  twice  as  tall ;         [all. 
But  foes  like  thefe — F.  One  flatterer's  worfe  than 
Of  all  mad  creature*,  if  the  Icarn'd  are  right. 
It  is  the  flavcr  kills,  and  not  the  bite. 
A  fool  quire  angry  is  quite  innocent  : 
Alas!  'tis  ten  times  worfe  when  they  repent. 

One  dedicates  in  high  heroic  prole. 
And  ridicules  beyond  a  hundred  foes :  !!• 

One  from  all  Grub-ftreet  will  my  fame  defend, 
And,  more  abufive,  calls  himfelf  my  friend. 
This  prints  my  letters,  that  expedls  a  bribe, 
And  others  roar  aloud,  "  bui)fcribe,  fubfcribe  !'* 

Thi-re  are,  who  to  my  perfon  pay  their  court  : 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  (hort. 
Ammon's  great  fon  one  liioulder  had  too  high. 
Such  Ovid's  nofe,  and, ''  Sir  !  you  have  an  eye  1"— 
Go  on,  obliging  creature,  make  me  fee 
All  that  d.fgrac'd  my  betters,  met  in  me.  12* 

Say  f'T  my  conifort,  languifhing  in  bed, 
"  Juft  fo  immortal  Maro  .-.eld  his  head  ;" 
And  when  I  die,  be  fure  you  let  me  know 
Great  Homer  dy'd  three  thoufand  years  ago. 

Why  did  1  write  .'  what  fin  to  me  unknowm 
Dipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents',  or  my  own  ? 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver,  III,  in  the  MS. 
For  fong,  for  filence  fome  expeifl  a  bribe  : 
And  ethers  roar  aloud,  "  Subfcribe,  fubfcribe  '." 
Time,  praife,  or  money,  is  the  leaft  trey  crave ; 
Yet  each  declares  the  other  fool  or  knave. 

After  ver  124,  in  the  MS. 
But, Iriend,  this  Ihape,  which  you  and  Curll*  admire, 
Came  not  from  Amnion's  fon,  but  from  my  fire  -f ; 


•  Curll  Jit  up  his  head  for  a  ftgn, 
f  His  father  -was  (rooked. 
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A-i  yet  ti  chilJ,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  fame, 

Hifp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 

I  left  no  calling  for  this  idle  trade. 

No  duty  broke,  no  father  diCobey'd  :  l.^© 

The  mufe  but  ferv'd  to  eafe  foniL"  friend,  not  wife ; 

To  help  me  through  this  long  difcafe,  my  life; 

To  fecund,  Arbuthnot  .   thy  art  and  care, 

And  teach,  the  being  you  preferv'd,  to  bear. 
But  why  then  publiih  ?  Granvdle  the  polite, 

And  knowing  Walfti,  would  tell  me  I  could  write  ; 

Wcil-natur'd  Garth  iiiflam'd  with  early  praifc. 

And  Coiigreve  lov'd,  and  Swift  endur'd  my  lays; 

The  courtly  Talbot,  Somers,  Sheffield  read, 

Ev'n  mitred  Rochefter  would  nod  the  head,     I40 

And  St.  John's  fclf  (great  Dryden's  friends  before), 

With  open  arms  receiv'd  one  pcet  more. 

Happy  my  ftudies,  when  by  thefc  approv'd  ! 

Happier  their  author,  when  by  thefe  belov'd  ! 

From  thefe   the  world  will  judge  of  men    and 
books, 

Not  from  the  Burnets,  Oldmixons,  and  Cooks. 
Soft  were  my  numbers  :  who  could  take  offence 

While  pure  defcription  held  the  place  of  fenfe  ? 

Liike  gentls  Fanny's  was  my  flowery  theme, 

A  painted  miftrefs,  or  a  purling  ftream.  IJO 

Yet  then  did  Gildon  draw  his  venal  quill ; 

I  wifh'd  the  man  a  dinner,  and  fate  ftill. 

Yet  then  did  Denni*  rave  in  furious  fret ; 

I  never  anfwer'd,  I  was  not  in  debt. 

If  want  provok'd,  or  madnefs  made  them  print, 

I  wag'd  no  war  with  bedlam  or  the  mint. 

Did  fome  more  fober  critic  come  abroad  ; 
Tf  wrong,  I  fmil'd  ;   if  right,  I  kils'd  the  rod. 
Pains,  reading,  fludy,  are  their  juft  pretence, 
And  all  they  want  is  fpirit,  tafle,  and  feiife.       160 
Commas  and  points  they  fet  exacftly  right, 
And  'twere  a  an  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 
Yet  ne'er  one  fprig  of  laurel  grac'd  thefe  ribalds. 
From  flafhing  Bentlcy  down  to  pidling  Tibalds  : 
Each  wight,  who  reads  not, and  biit  fcans  andfpells, 
Each  word-cafcher,  that  lives  on  fyllables, 
Ev'n  fuch  fmall  critics  fome  regard  may  claim, 
Prel'erv'd  in  Milton's  or  in  Shakfpeare's  name. 
Pretty  1  in  amber  to  obferve  the  forms 
Of  hairs,  or  flraws,  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  worms ! 
The  things  we  know  are  neither  rich  nor  rare,  1 71 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  they  got  there. 

Were  others  angry  :   1  exeus'd  them  toe  ; 
Well  might  they  rage,  I  gave  them  but  their  due. 
A  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find ; 
But  each  man's  fecret  ftandard  in  his  mind. 
That  carting-weight  pride  adds  to  emptinefs. 
This,  who  can  gratify  ?  for  who  can  guefs  ? 
The  bard  whom  pilfer'd  pafiorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Perfian  taie  tor  half  a  crov;n,        i8e 


VARIATIONS. 

And  for  my  head,  if  you'll  the  truth  cscufe, 
I  had  it  from  my  mother  ' ,  not  the  mule. 
Happy,  if  he,  in  whom  thefe  frailties  join'd, 
Had  heir'd  as  well  the  virtues  of  the  mind. 


•  His  meflitr  viaswuth  afflUikdwitl  itadasbs, 

3 


Juft  writes  to  make  his  barrennefs  appear. 

And   drains  from  hard-bound  brains,  eight  lines 

a-year  ; 
He,  whOjiUll  wanting,  though  he  lives  on  theft. 
Steals  much,  fpends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left  : 
And  he,  who,  now  to  fenfe,  row  nonienfe  leaning, 
Means  not,  but  blunders  round  about  a  ntcaniug  ; 
And  he,  whofe  fuftian's  fo  fjblimely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prole  run  mad  : 
All  thefe,  my  niodell  fatlrc  bad  tranflarc. 
And  own'd  that  nine  fuch  poets  made  a  Fate.  190 
How  did   they  fume,  and  llamp,  and  roar,  and 

chafe  ! 
And  fwcar,  not  Addifon  himfelf  was  fafe. 

Peace  to  all  Aich  :  but  were  there  one  whofe  fires 
True  genius  kindles,  and  fair  fame  infpiret ; 
Blell  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  pleafc. 
And  born  to  write,  coiiverfe,  and  live  with  eafe  : 
Should  fuch  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone, 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the  throne. 
View  him  with  fcornful,  yet  with  jcalou*  eyes. 
And  hate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himfelf  to  rife  ;  200 
Damn  with  faint  praife,  affent  with  civil  leer. 
And,  without  fneerinj),  teach  the  reft  to  fneer; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  ftrikc, 
Juft  hint  a  fault,  and  hefitate  diflike  ; 
Alike  referv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe,  and  a  iufpicious  friend  ; 
Dreading  ev'n  fools,  by  flatterers  bclieg'd. 
And  fo  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  oblig'd ; 
Like  Cato,  give  his  little  fenate  laws. 
And  fit  attentive  to  his  own  applaufe  ;  ii® 

While  wits  and  templars  every  fentence  raife. 
And  wonder  with  a  foolifh  face  of  praife — 
Who  but  muft  laugh,  if  fuch  a  man  there  be  .' 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he  ! 

What  though  my  name  flood  rubric  on  the  wallSj 
Or  plafter'd  pofts,-wiLh  claps,  in  capitals? 
Or  imoking  forth,  a  hundred  hawkers  load. 
On  wings  cf  winds  came  flying  all  abroad  } 
I  fought  no  homage  from  the  race  th.it  write ; 
I  kept,  like  Afian  monarchs,  from  their  fight ;    220 
Poems  1  heeded  (now  berhym'd  fo  long)      [foiig. 
No   more  than  thou,  great  George!  a  birthday 
f  ne'er  with  wits  or  v.itlings  pafs'd  my  days. 
To  fpread  about  tj-.e  itch  ol  verfe  and  pnife  ; 
Nor,  like  a  puppy,  daggled  through  the  town. 
To  fetch  and  carry  fmg-fong  iip  and  down  ; 
Nor  at  rehearfals  fweat.and  mouth'd,  andcry'd, 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  fide  ; 
Bur,  fiPk  of  fops,  and  poetry,  and  prate, 
To  Biifo  left  the  whole  CalLdian  ftate.  i^m 

Proud  as  Apollo  c'n  his  forked  hill, 
.Sate  full-blown  Bufo,  puif'd  by  every  quill ; 
Fed  with  fofc  dedication  all  day  long, 
Horace  and  he  went  hand  an<J  hand  in  fong. 


YAalATIONS. 

.   After  ver.  ao§,  in  the  MS. 
Who,  if  two  wits  on  rival  them^;  contefl, 
Approves-  of  each,  but  likes  the  woift  the  belt. 

Alluding  to,  Mr.  Pope's  and  Tickell's  traci^jitierr 
of  ;h«  Srll  bcek  of  the  Iliad. 
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THE    WORKS    OF   POPE. 


J!:s  library  (where  Inifls  rf  pcets  dead 
And  a  tiue  Pindar  flood  without  a  head), 
Receiv'd  of  wits  an  undiftinguifli'd  race, 
Who  firft  his  judgment  aflc'd,  and  then  a  place  ; 
Much  they  txtoll'd  hispidlures,  much  his  Tear, 
Aiid  flattcr'd  every  day,  and  fome  days  eat ;     340 
Till,  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days,    [praifc. 
Kc  paid  feme  bards  with   poit,    and  fome  with 
To  fome  a  dry  rehearfal  was  aflign'd, 
And  others  (harder  Hill)  he  paid  in  kind. 
Dryden  alurc  (what  wonder!)  came  not  nigh, 
Dryden  ah  ne  efcap'd  this  judging  eye  : 
But  ftiil  the  great  have  kindnefs  in  referve, 
He  help'd  to  bury  whom  he  help'd  to  ftarve. 

May  Ibme  choice  patron  blefs  each  grey  goofe 
quill  I 
May  every  Bavius  have  bis  Bufo  fliU  I  250 

So  when  a  flateiman  wants  a  day's  defence, 
Or  envy  holds  a  whole  week's  war  with  feiife. 
Or  Cmple  pride  for  flattery  makes  demands, 
IVIay  dunce  by  dunce  be  whiftled  off  my  hands  ! 
Eleft  be  the  great !  for  thofe  they  take  away, 
And  thofe  they  left  me  ;  for  they  left  me  Gay  : 
I.tft  me  to  fee  negk6led  genius  bloom, 
NeglecSled  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb  : 
Of  all  thy  blamelefs  life  the  fole  return 
My  vtr.'e,  and  Queenfberry  weeping  o'er  thy  urn  ! 

Oh,  let  me  live  my  own,  and  die  fo  too  1       261 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do  :) 
Maintain  a  poet's  dignity  and  eafe,  [pleafe  : 

And  fee  what  friends,   and   read  what  books  I 
Above  a  patron,  though  I  condefcend 
Sou  ctimes  to  call  a  minifter  my  fiicnd. 
1  was  not  born  for  courts  or  great  affairs ; 
I  p;>y  my  debts,  believe, and  fay  my  prayers; 
Can  fleep  without  a  poem  in  my  head, 
Nor  know,  if  Dennis  be  alive  or  dead.  270 

Why  am  I  alk'd  what  next  (hall  fee  the  light  ? 
Heavens  !  was  I  born  for  nothing  but  to  write  ? 
Has  life  no  joys  for  me  ?  or  (to  be  grave) 
Have  I  no  friend  to  fcrve,  no  foul  to  Ikve  i" 
"  I  found  him  clofe  with  Swift — indeed?  no  doubt 
"  (Cries  prating  Balbuf)  fomethingvvill  come  out." 
"  'Tis  all  in  vain,  deny  it  as  I  will. 
"  No,  fuch  a  gcnius-never  can  lie  ftill ;" 
And  then  for  mine  obligingly  miftakes 
The  firft  lampoon  Sir  Will  or  Bubo  makes.     280 
Poor,  guiltltfs  I  :  and  can  I  choofe  but  fmile. 
When  every  ccxcomb  knows  me  by  my  flyle  ? 

Curft  be  the  vcrfe,  how  well  foe'er  it  flow, 
1  hat  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  234,  in  the  MS. 
To  bards  reciting  he  vouchfaf 'd  a  nod. 
And  fnnff'd  their  incenfc  like  a  gracious  God- 
After  ver.  270,  in  the  MS.  [flill: 
Friendfhips  from  youth  I  fought,  and  feek  them 
fame,  like  the  wind,  may  breathe  where'er  it  will. 
1  he  w  orld  I  knew,  but  made  it  not  my  fchocl. 
And  in  a  courfe  of  flattery  liv'J  no  fool. 

Afttrver.  282,  in  the  MS. 
P.  Wh.at  if  I  ling  Auguflus  great  and  good  ? 
A.  You  did  lo  lately,  was  it  undtrllood  ? 


3G0 


Give  virtue  fcandal,  innocence  a  fear. 
Or  from  the  foft  ey'd  virgin  Heal  a  tear! 
But  he  who  hurts  3  harmlefs  neighbour's  peace, 
Infults  fall'n  worth,  or  beauty  in  diftrefs. 
Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  flander  helps  about. 
Who  writes  a  iibel,  or  who  copies  out  :  290 

That  fop,  whofe  pride  affevSls  a  patron's  name, 
Yet  abfent,  wounds  an  author's  honefl  fame  : 
Who  can  your  merit  ftlfifhly  approve, 
And  fliow  the  fenfe  of  it  without  the  love  ; 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend, 
Yet-wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend  ; 
Who  tells  whate'er  you  think,  whate'er  you  fay, 
And,  if  he  lie  not,  muft  at  leaft  betray  : 
Who  to  the  Dean  and  filver  Bell  can  fwear. 
And  fees  at  Cannons  what  was  never  there; 
Who  reads  but  with  a  luft  to  mifapply. 
Make  fatire  a  lampoon,  and  ficStion  lie. 
A  lafli  like  mine  no  honeft  man  fhull  dread. 
But  all  fuch  babbling  blockheads  in  his  ftead. 
Let  Sporus  tremble — A.  What !  that  thing  of 
fiik, 
Sporus,  that  mere  white  curd  of  afs's  milk  ? 
Satire  of  fenfc,  alas !   can  Sporus  feel  ? 
Who  breaks  a  butterfl/  upon  a  wheel } 
P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  ftinks  and  flings  ; 
Whofe  buzz  the  witty  and  the  fair  annoys,      310 
Y'et  wit  ne'er  tafles,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys  : 
So  well-bred  fpaniels  civilly  delight 
In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite. 
Eternal  fmiles  his  emptinefs  betray, 
As  (hallow  ftreams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 
Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  fpeaks, 
And,  as  the  prompter  breathesthe  puppet  fqueaks; 
Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  toad, 
Half  froth,  half  venom,  fpits  him felf  abroad, 
In  puns,  or  politics,  or  tales,  or  lies, 
Or  fpite,  or  fniut,  or  rhymes,  or  blafphemies. 
His  wit  all  fee  faw,  between  that  and  this, 
Nov/  high,  now  low,  now  niafter  up,  now  mlfs. 
And  he  himfelf  one  vile  antithefis.    ' 
Amphibious  thing  !   that,  acling  either  part, 
The  trifling  head  '   or  the  corrupted  heart, 
Fcp  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  board. 
Now  trips  a  lady,  and  now  flrutsa  lord. 
Eve's  tempter  thus  the  Rabbins  have  exprefl,  J30 
A  cherub's  face,  a  reptile  all  the  reft. 
Beaury  that  fhocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  truft, 
Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the  duft. 

Not  fortune's  worlhipper,  nor  fafhion's  fool, 
Not  lucre's  madman,  nor  ambition's  tool, 


VARIATIONS. 

Be  nice  no  more,  but,  with  a  mouth  profound, 
As  rumbling  Dennis  or  a  Norfolk  hound  ; 
With  George  and  Frederic  roughen  every  verfc. 
Then  fmooth  up  all,  and  Caroline  rehearfe. 
P.  No — the  high  talk  to  lift  up  kings  to  gods, 
1-eave  to  court  fermons,  and  to  birth-day  odes. 
On  themes  like  thefe,  fuperior  far  to  thine, 
I.et  laurel'd  Cibber  and  great  Arnal  fhine. 
Why  write  at  all  ? — A.  Yes,  filence  if  you  keep, 
Ihc  town,  the  couit,  the  wits,  the  dunces  weep. 


320 


PROLOGUE    TO   THE    SATIRES. 


I2T 


Not  proud,  nor  fervile;  be  one  poet's  pralfe. 
That,  if  he  pleas'd,  he  pleas'd  by  manly  ways : 
That  flattery,  ev'n  to  kings,  he  held  a  fhamc, 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verfe  or  fTofe  the  fame  ; 
Thac  not  in  fancy's  maze  he  wander'd  lon^,    340 
But  ftoop'd  to  truth,  and  moraliz'd  his  fung  : 
Thit  not  for  fame,  but  virtue's  better  end, 
He  flood  the  furious  foe,  the  timid  friend. 
The  damning  critic,  half-approving  wit, 
The  coxcoinb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  hit ; 
Laugh'd  at  the  lofs  of  friends  he  never  had, 
The  dull,  the  proud,  the  wicked, and  the  mad; 
The  diftant  threats  of  vengeance  on  his  head. 
The  blow  unfelt,  the  tear  he  never  (hed ; 
The  tale  reviv'd,  the  lie  fo  oft  o'erthrown,       350 
Th'  imputed  trafh,  and  duJtiefs  not  his  own  ; 
The  morals  blacken'd  when  the  writings  'fcape, 
The  libel'd  perfon,  and  the  pidlur'd  ihape; 
Abufe,  on  all  he  lov'd,  or  lov'd  him,  fpread, 
A  friend  in  exile,  or  a  father  dead ; 
The  whifper,  that,  to  greatnefs  flill  too  near, 
Perhaps,  yet  vibrates  on  his  fovereign's  ear- 
Welcome  for  thee,  fair  virtue  !  all  the  paft  : 
For  thee,  fair  virtue  1  welcome  ev'n  the  lafl ! 

A.  But  why  infult  the  poor,  affront  the  great  ? 
P.  A  knave's  a  knave,  to  me,  in  every  itate  ;  361 
Alike  my  fcorn,  if  he  fucceed  or  fail. 
Sporus  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  jail ; 
A  hireling  fcribbler,  or  a  hireling  peer, 
Knight  of  the  poft  corrupt,  or  of  the  ftiire  ; 
If  on  a  pillory,  or  near  a  throne. 
He  gain  his  prince's  ear,  or  lofe  his  own. 

Yet  foft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  wit, 
Sappho  can  tell  you  how  this  man  was  bit : 
This  dreaded  fat'rifl  Dennis  will  confefs  370 

Foe  to  his  pride,  but  friend  to  his  diftrefs: 
So  humble,  he  has  knock'd  at  Tibbald's  door, 
Has  drunk  with  Cibbcr,nay,  has  rhym'd  for  Moor. 
Full  ten  years  ilander'd,  did  he  once  reply? 
Three  thoufand  funs  went  down  on  Welftcd's  lie. 
To  pleafe  his  miftrefs  one  afpers'd  his  life; 
He  lafli'd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife  : 
Let  BudgcU  charge  low  Grub-flreet  on  his  quill. 
And  write  whate'er  he  pleas'd,  except  his  will ; 


VARrATIONS. 

Ver.  368,  in  the  MS. 
Once,  and  bi:t  once,  his  heedlefs  youth  was  bit. 
And  lik'd  that  dangerous  thing,  a  female  wit  ; 
Safe  as  he  thought,  though  all  the  prudent  chid; 
He  wiit  no  libel---,  but  my  lady  did  : 
Great  odds  in  amorous  or  poetic  game, 
Where  woman's  is  the  fin,  and  man's  the  Ihame. 


Let  the  two  Curlls  of  town  and  court,  abufe    380 

His  father,  mother,  body,  foul,  and  mufe. 

Yet  why  I  that  father  held  it  for  a  rule. 

It  was  a  fin  to  call  our  neighbour  fool  : 

That  harmlefs  mother  thought  no  wife  a  whore  : 

Hear  this,  and  fpare  his  family,  James  Moore ! 

Unfpotted  names,  and  memorable  long ! 

If  there  be  force  in  virtue,  or  in  fong. 

Of  gentle  blood  (part  flied  in  honour's  caufc. 
While  yet  in  Britain  honour  had  applaufe) 
Each  parent  fprung — A.  What,  fortune,  pray  ?— 

P.  Their  own. 
And  better  got,  than  Beflia's  from  the  throne. 
Born  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  flrife, 
Nor  marrying  difcord  in  a  noble  wife, 
Stranger  to  civil  and  religious  rage. 
The  good  man    walk'd  innoxious   through  \ait 

a^e. 
No  courts  he  faw,  no  fuits  would  ever  try. 
Nor  dar'd  an  oath,  nor  hazarded  a  lie, 
Unlearn'd,  he  knew  no  fchoolmen's  fubtle  art. 
No  language,  but  the  language  of  the  heart. 
By  nature  lionefl,  by  experience  v/ife ;  400 

Healthy  by  temperance,  and  by  exercife ; 
His  life,  though  long,  to  ficknefs  paft  unknown, 
His  death  was  inftant,  and  without  a  groan. 
O  grant  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die  ! 
Who    fprung   from    kings    fliall  know    lefs   jof 

than  I, 
O  friend  !  may  each  donieftic  blifs  be  thine  1 
Be  no  unpleafing  melancholy  mine  : 
Me,  let  the  tender  office  long  engage. 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  repofing  age. 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath,    419 
Make  languor  fmile,  and  fmooth  the  bed  of  death. 
Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  afking  eye. 
And  keep  a  while  one  parent  from  the  iky  1 
On  cares  like  thefe  if  length  of  days  atfend. 
May    Heaven,   to  blefs  thofe  days,  prefervc  my 

friend, 
Preferve  him  focial,  cheerful,  and  ferene, 
And  juft  as  rich  as  when  he  ferv'd  a  queen  t 
A.  Whether  thac  blefiings  be  deny'd  or  given. 
Thus  far  was  right,  the  reft  belongs  to  Heaven. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  405,  in  the  MS. 
And  of  myfelf,  too.fomsthing  muft  I  fay  I 
Take  then  this  verfe,  the  trifle  of  a  day. 
And  if  it  live,  it  lives  but  to  commend 
The  man  whofe  heart  has  ne'er  forgot  a  friend. 
Or  head,  an  author  ;  critic,  yet  poiitc. 
And  friend  to  learning,  yet  too  wife  co  write; 


/ 


SATIRES  AND  EPISTLES 

OF   HORACE   IMITATED. 


ADFERTISEMENr. 

The  occafion  of  publifliing  thefe  Imitations  was  the  clamour  raifed  on  fome  of  my  epiftles.  All 
anfwer  from  Horace  was  both  more  full,  and  of  more  dignity,  than  any  1  eould  have  made  in 
my  own  perfcn ;  and  the  example  of  much  greater  freedom  in  fo  eminent  a  divine  as  Dr.  Donne, 
feemed  a  proof  with  what  indignation  and  contempt  a  Chriftian  may  treat  vice  or  folly,  in  ever 
fo  low,  or  ever  fo  high  a  ftation.  Both  thefe  authors  were  acceptable  to  the  Princes  and  Mini- 
fters  under  whom  they  jived.  The  fatires  of  Dr.  Donne  I  verfihed,  at  the  defire  of  the  Earl  of 
Oxford  while  he  was  Lord  Treafurer,  and  of  the  Duke  of  Shrewibuiy,  who  had  been  Secretary 
of  State  :  neither  of  whom  looked  upon  a  fatire  on  vicious  courts  as  any  refledlion  on  thofc  they 
fervcd  in.  And  indeed  there  is  not  in  the  world  a  greater  error,  than  that  which  fools  are  fo 
apt  to  fall  into,  and  knaves  with  good  reafon  to  encourage,  the  miflaking  a  fatirift  for  a  libeller; 
whereas  to  a  true  fatirift  nothing  is  fo  odious  as  a  libeller,  for  the  fame  reafon  as  to  a  man  truly 
virtuous,  nothing  is  fo  hateful  as  a  hypocrite. 

'*  Uni  aequus  Virtuti  atque  ejus  Amicis." 


BOOK  11.  SATIRE  I. 


TO  MR.  rORTESCUE. 


f.  There  are  (I  fcarcc  can  think  it, but  am  told) 
(a)  There  are, '. o  whom  my  fatire  feems  too  bold; 
Scarce  to  wife  Peter  complaifant  enough,  ^ 
And  fomething  faid  of  Chartrcs  much  too  rough, 
(i)  The  lines  are  weak,  another's  pleas'd  to  fay, 
Lord  fanny  fpins  a  thoufand  fuch  a  day. 


HORATIUS.— TREBATIUS. 

MORATIOS. 

(«)  Sunt  quibus  in  Satira  videar  nimis  acer,  et 
ultra  [quid 

Legem  tendere  opus;  (i)  fine  nervis  altera,  quic- 
Compofui,  pare  efle  putat,  iliQikfque  meorum 


Timorous  by  nature,  of  the  rich  in  awe, 
(f)  1  come  to  c.)uncll  learned  in  the  law  ; 
You'll  give  me,  like  a  friend  both  fage  and  free. 
Advice  ;  and  (as  you  ufe)  without  a  fee. 

F.  {d)  I'd  write  no  more. 

P.  Not  write  ?  but  then  I  think, 
(/)  And  for  my  foul  I  cannot  fleep  a  wink. 
1  nod  in  company,  I  wake  at  night, 
Fools  rulh  into  my  head,  andfo  I  write.  [life. 

/■'.  You  could  not  do  a  worfe  thing  for  youf 
Why,  if  the  nights  feem  tedious — take  a  wife  ; 


Mille  die  verfus  dediici  pofle.     (t)  Trebati, 
Quid  laciam  ?  praefcribe. 

T.  {J)  Qniefcas, 

H.  Ne  faciam,  inqux 
Oninino  verfus  ? 

r,  Aio. 

//.  Peream  male,  fi  noa 
Optimum  erat :  {/)  verum  jiequeo  dormir«. 


IMITATIONS 

(/)  Or  rather  truly,  if  your  point  be  reft, 
Lettuce  and  cowflip  wiiie ;  "  Probatum  eft." 
But  talk  with  Celfus,  Ccifus  will  advife 
Hartfliorn,or  lomething  tiiat  fhall  elofe  your  eyes, 
(jr)  Or,  if  you  needs  muft  write,  write  Casfar's 

pi-aife, 
(i6)  You'll  gain  at  leaft  a  knighthood,  or  the  bays, 

J'.  What?  like  Sir  (i)  Richard,  rumbling,  rough, 
and  fierce, 
With  arms  ai.d  George  and  Bruufwick  crowd  the 

verfe, 
Rend,  with  tremendous  found  your  ears  afunder. 
With  gun,  drum,  trumpet,  blunderbufs,  and  thun- 
der ? 
Or  nobly  wild,  with  Budgell's  fire  and  force, 
Paint  angels  trembhng  round  his  falling  horl'e  ? 

F.  {kj  Then  all  your  niufe's  fofter  art  dilplay. 
Let  Carolina  fmooth  the  tuneful  lay, 
Lull  witjj  Amelia's  liquid  name  the  Nine, 
And  fweetly  flow  through  all  the  royal  line. 

P.  -^l '  Alas     few  verfes  touch  their  nicer  ear  ; 
They  fcarce  can  bear  their  laureate  twice  a  year  ; 
And  juftly  Cxfar  fcorns  the  poet's  lays. 
It  is  to  hiftory  he  truft-  for  praife. 

F.    [?n)  Better  be  Cibbcr,  I'll  maintain  it  ftill. 
Than  ridicule  all  tafte,  blafpheme  quadrille, 
Abufe  the  city's  bell  good  mtn  in  metre. 
And  laugh  at  peers  that  put  their  truft  in  Peter, 
(n)  Ev'n  thofe  you  touch  not,  hate  you. 

F.    VVhut  Ihould  ail  'em  ? 

P.  A  hundred  fmart  in  Fimon  and  in  Balaam  : 
The  ffwer  ftill  you  name,  you  wound  the  more  ; 
Boiid  is  but  one,  but  Harpax  is  a  fcore.  [deny 

F.  (o)    Each  mortal  h?.s  his   picafure  ;     none 
Scarfdale  his  bottle,  Dartyhis  hum  pie! 
Rid.lta  fipsand  dances,  till  ftie  fee 
The  doubling  luftres  dance  as  fafl  as  flie ;        [ther, 
(ji)  ¥ —  loves  t.'ie   fenate,  Hockleyhole   his  bro- 
Like  in  all  elfe,  as  one  egg  to  another. 


r.  (/)  Terundli 
Tranfnanto  Tiberim,  fomno  quibus  eft  opus  alto ; 
Irriguumve  mero  fub  nodlem  corpus  habento. 

{g)  Aut  fi  tantus  amor  fcribendi  te  rapit,  aude 
Caefaris  invidli  res  dicere,  i^i)  multa  laborum 
Praeniia  laturus. 

H.  Cupiduni,  Pater  oprime,  vires 
Deficiunt  :   (/)  neque  enim  quivis  horrentia  pilis 
Agmina,  nee  fradta  pereuntes  cufpide  Gallos, 
Aut  labentisequo  defcribat  vulnera  Farthi. 

T.  (/f)  Attamen  et  juftum  potcras  et  fcribere 
forfem, 
Scipiadam  ut  fapiens  Lucilius. 

H.  Hand  mihi  deero, 
XTum  res  ipfa  feret  :  (/)  nifi  dextro  tempore,  Flacci 
Verba  per  attentam  non  ibunt  Caefaris  aurem  : 
Cui  mate  fi  palpere,  recalciirat  undique  tutus. 
7.{m)  Qnanto  re(fliushoc,quam  triiti  laedere  verfu 
Pantolabum  fcurram,  Nomentanumve  nepotem  ? 
(n)  Cum  fibi  quil'que  timet,  quamquam  eft  intadlus, 

et  odit. 
//■.  (o)  Quidfaciam?  faltat  Milonlus  ut  femel  i6to 
Acceftit  fervor  capiti,  numerufque  lucernis. 
(/)  Caftor  gaudet  c(|uis  5  ovoprognatus  eodem, 


OF   HORACE.  /2'^ 

(y)  I  love  to  pour  out  all  myfelf,  as  plain 

As  downright  Shippen,  or  as  old  Montange  : 

1m  thiem,as  certain  to  be  lov'd  asfeen, 

I'he  foul  ftood  forth,  nor  kept  a  thought  within  ; 

In  me  what  fpots  (fof  fpots  I  have)  appear. 

Will  prove  at  leaft  the  medium  muft  be  clear. 

In  this  impartial  glafs,my  mule  intends   - 

Fair  to  expofe  myfelf, my  foes,  my  friends; 

Publifti  the  picfenc  age;  but  where  my  text 

Is  vice  too  high,  rclerve  ic  for  the  next ; 

My  foes  ftiall  with  my  life  a  longer  date, 

And  every  friend  the  lefs  lament  my  fate. 

My  head  and  heart  thus  flowing  through  my  quill, 

(r)  Verfeiuan  or   profeman,  term  me  what  )0» 

will, 
Papift  or  Proteftant,  or  both  between, 
Like  good  Erafmus  in  an  honeft  mean. 
In  moderation  placing  all  my  glory. 
While  Tories  call  me  Whig,  and  Whigs  a  Tory* 

(s)  Satire  's  my  weapon,  but  I'm  too  dilcreet 
To  run  a-muck,  and  tilt  ai  all  I  meet ; 
{()  I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  HciStors, 
Thieves,  fupercargoes,  fnarpers,  and  direcSors. 
(«)  Save  but  our  army  :   and  let  Jove  incruft 
Swords,  pikes,  and  guns,  with  everlaiting  ruft  I 

(i;J   Peace    is   my  dear  delight not  Fleury's 

more: 
But  touch  me,  and  no  minlfter  fo  fore. 
Whoe'er  offends,  at  fome  unlucky  time 
(x )  Slides  into  vcrfe,  and  hitclies  in  a  rhyme, 
Sacred  to  ridicule  his  whole  life  long. 
And  the  fad  burden  of  fome  merry  fong. 

(y)  Slander  or  poifon  dread  from  Delia's  rage  ; 
Hard  words  or  hanging,  it  your  judge  be  Page. 
From  furious  Sappho  fcarce  a  mil-der  fate, 
P-x'd  by  her  love,  or  libeli'd  by  her  hate. 


Pugnis.  quot  capiturm  vivunt,  totidem  ftudioruai 

Millia.  (y)  me  pedibus  deledtat  claudere  verba, 

Lucili  ritu,  noftrizm  nieliorisutroque. 

llle  vclut  fidis  arcana  fodalibusoiini 

Credebat  libiis;  neque,  fi  male  gefferat,  ufquam, 

Ducurrens  alio,  neque  fi  bene ;  quo  fit,  uL  oiimis 

Votiva  pateat  veluti  delciipta  tabella 

Vita  ftnis.  fequor  hunc,  (^)  Lucanus  an  Appulus, 

anceps  : 
[Nam  Venufinus  aratfinem  fub  utrumque  colonus, 
MilTub  ad  hoc,  pulfis  (vetus  eft  ut  fama)  Sabellis; 
Quo  ne  per  vacuum  Romano  incurreret  hoftis; 
Sive  quod  Appula  gens,  feu  quod  Lucania  bellum 
Incutcret  violenta]  (j)  fed  hie  ftylus  baud  peteC 

ultro 
Quemquam  animantem,  et  me   veluti   cuftodict 

enfis 
Vagina  tedus,  quern  cur  deftringere  coner, 
(^)  Tutus  ab  inlcftis  latronibus?  (»^)  O  pater  ct 

rex 
Jupiter,  ut  pereat  pofitum  rubigine  telura, 
Ntc  quilquam  i.oceat  (•;>)  cupido  mihi  pacis  !  atille, 
Qui  me  commorit,  (melius  non  tangere,  clamo) 
(xy  Flehit,  et  infignis  tota  cantabitur  urbe. 

(  v)  Cervius  iratus  leges  min.tatur  et  urnam; 
Canidia  Albuti,  quibus  eil  jnimica,  venenuiu:, 
Grande  malum  Turius,  fi  quid  is  judice  certes ; 
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(z)  Its  proper  power  to  hurt',  each  creature  feels; 
Bulls  aim  their  horns,  and  affes  lift  their  htels  ; 
*Tis  a -bear's  talent  not  to  kick,  but  hug; 
And  no  man  wonders  he's  not  ftung  by  pug. 
(a)  So  drink  with  Walters,  or  with  Chartres  eat. 
They'll  never  poifon  you,  they'll  only  cheat. 

(*)  Then,  learned  Sir  :  (to  cut  the  matter  fliort) 
Whate'er  my  fate,  or  well  or  ill  at  court ; 
Whether  old-age,  with  faint  but  cheerful  ray, 
Attends  to  gild  the  evening  of  my  day. 
Or  death's  black  wing  already  he  difplay'd, 
To  wrap  me  in  the  univerfal  fhade ; 
Whether  the  darken'd  room  to  mufe  invite, 
Or  whiten'd  wall  provoke  the  Ikewer  to  write  : 
In  durance,  exile,  bedlam,  or  the  mint, 
(f)  Like  Lee  or  Budgelj,  I  will  rhyme  and  print. 

F.  i^d)  Alas,  young  man  !  yom-  days  can  ne'er 
be  long. 
In  flower  of  age  you  perifti  for  a  fong  ! 
Plums  and  direcflors,  Shylock  and  his  wife, 
Will  club  their  tellers,  now,  to  take  your  lifel 

F.  («)  What  ?  arm'd  for  virtue  when  I  point 
the  pen, 
Brand  the  bold  front  of  (hamelefs  guilty  men  ; 
Dafh  the  proud  gamefter  in  his  gilded  car; 
Bare  the  mean  heart  that  lurks  beneath  a  liar  ; 
Can  there  be  wanting,  to  defend  her  caufe. 
Lights  of  the  church,  or  guardians  of  the  laws? 
Could  penfion'd  Boileau  lafh  in  honeft  drain 
Flatterers  and  bigots  ev'n  in  Louis'  reign  ? 
Could  laureate  Dryden  Pimp  and  Friar  engage. 
Yet  neither  Charles  nor  James  be  in  a  rage  ? 
And  I  not  (/)  flrip  the  gilding  off  a  knave, 
Unplac'd,  unpenfion'd,  n«  man's  heir  or  flave  ? 
I  will,  or  perifh  in  the  generous  caufe  : 
Hear  this,  and  tremble  !  you,  who  'fcape  the  laws.  ' 
Yes,  while  I  live,  no  rich  or  noble  knave 
Shall  walk  the  world,  in  credit,  to  his  grave. 


{jz)  Ut,  quo  quifque  valet,  fufpe<S(;os  terreat,  utque 
-  Imperet  hoc  Natura  potens,  fie  coUige  mecum. 
Dente  lupus,  cornu  taurus  petit ;  unde,  nili  intus 
Monflracum  ?  (a)  Scaevae  vivacem  crede  nepoti 
Matrem  ;  nil  faciet  fceleris  pia  dextra  (niirum  ? 
Ut  neque  cake  iupus  quemquam,  neque  dento  petit 

bos) 
Sed  mala  toilet  anum  vitiate  melle  cicuta. 

(A)Ne  longumfaciam :  fen  metranquillafenecSus 
Epedat,  feu  mors  atris  circumvolat  alis; 
Dives,  inops ;  Romae,  feu  fors  ita  jufferit,  exful ; 
(c)  Quifquis  erit  vitac,  fcribam,  color. 

T.  {d)  O  puer,  ut  fis 
Vitalis  metuo ;  ct  tnajonim  ne  quis  amicus 
Frigore  teferiat. 

H.  (ff)  Quid  ?  cum  eft  Lucilus  aufus 
Primus  in  hunc  operis  compoi.ere  carmina  mwrem, 
(/)  Detrahere  et   pellem,    nitidus  qua  quifque 

per  or  a 
Cederet,  introrfum  turpis;  num  LaeHu!!,aut  qui 
Duxit  ab  opprefla  meritum  Carthagine  nomen, 
Ingenlo  offenfi  ?  aut  lacfo  doluere  Metello, 
Famofifque  Lupo  c<  operto  vcrfib>is  ?  atqui 
Frimorcs  populi  arripuit,  populumque  tributim  ; 


(|r)  To  virtue  only  and  her  friends  a  friend,    ' 
The  world  befide  may  murmur,  or  commend, 
Know,  all  the  diftant  din  that  world  can  keep. 
Rolls  o'er  my  grotto,  and  but  foothsmy  fleej>. 
(i5)There,  my  retreat  the  bed  companions  grace, 
chiefs  out  of  war,  and  ftatefmen  out  of  place. 
There  St.  John  mingles  with  my  friendly  bowl 
The  feafl  of  reafon  and  the  flow  of  foul  : 
And  he,  whofe  lightning  pierc'd  th'  Iberian  lines. 
Now  forms  my  quincunx,    and   now  ranks  my 

vines; 
Or  tames  the  genius  of  the  ftubborn  plain, 
Almoft  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain. 

(/■)  Envy  muft  own,  1  live  among  the  great, 
No  pimp  of  pleafure,  and  no  fpy  of  ftate  ! 
With  eyes  that  pry  not,  tongue  that  ne'er  repeats; 
Fond  to  fpread  friendfhips,  but  to  cover  heats  ; 
To  help  who  want,  to  forward  who  excet; 
This,  all  who  know  me,  know  ;  who  love  me,  tell; 
And  who  unknown  defame  me.  Jet  them  be 
Scribblers  or  peers,  alike  are  mob  to  me. 
This  is  my  plea,  on  this  I  reft  my  caufe — 
(.4)  What  faith  niy  council,  learned  in  the  laws  ? 

-^.  (/)  Your  plea  is  good ;  but  ftill  I  fay,  be- 
ware I  *    *       . 
Laws  are  explain 'd  by  men — fo  have  a  care. 
It  (lands  on  record,  that  in  Richard's  times 
A  man  was  hang'd  for  very  honefl  rhymes ; 
(ot)  Confult  the  ftatute.  "  quart."  I  think,  it  is, 
"  Edvvardi  fext."  or  "  prim,  et  quint.  Eliz." 
See  libels,  fatires — here  you  have  it — read. 

P.  (»)  Libels  and  fatires'.  lawlefs  things  indeed ! 
But  brave  epiftles,  bringing  vice  to  light. 
Such  as  a  king  might  read,  a  bifliop  write. 
Such  as  Sir  Robert  would  approve — 

F.  Indeed  ? 
The  cafe  is  alter'd — you  may  then  proceed  ; 
(o)  In  fuch  a  cafe  the  plaintiff  will  be  hifs'd, 
My  lords  the  judges  laugh,  and  you're  difmifs'd. 


Scilicet  (g)  Uni  aequus  virtuti  atque  ejus  Amicis.^ 
(A)  Quin  ubi  fe  a  vulgo  et  fcena  in  fecreta  remo- 

rant 
Virtus  Scipiadae  et  mitis  fapientiaLaeli, 
Nugari  cum  illo,  et  difcindi  ludere,  donee 
Decoqueretur  olus,  foiiti. 

Quidquid  fum  ego,  quamvis 
Infra  Luclli  cenfum,  ingeniunique  ;  tamen  mc 
(?)  Cum  magnis  vixifie  invita  fatebitur  ufquc 
Invidia  ;  et  fragili  quaerens  illiderc  dcntem, 
Offendet  folido  : 

(if)  nifi  quid  tu,  dofte  Trcbatii, 
Difftntis. 

T.  (/)  Equidem  nihil  hinc  diffingcre  poflum. 
Sed  tamen  ut  monitus  caveas,  ne  forte  negoti 
Incutiat  tibi  quid  fan(5tarum  infcitia  legum.» 

"  (ct)  Si  mala  condiderit  in  queni  quis  carminSp 
jus  eft 
"  Judici«mquc." 

H.  Efto,  fi  quis  («)  mala  :  fed  bona  fi  quia 
Judice  condiderit  hudatur  Caefare.  fi  quis 
Opprobriis  dignum  laceraverit,  integer  ipfe. 
T.  (e)  Solventur  rifu  tabulae  :  tu  miffus  abibis. 
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BOOK  II.   SATIRE  II. 

TO  MR.  BETHEL. 

(a)  What,  and  how  great,  the  virtue  and  the  art 
To  live  on  little  with  a  cheerful  heart ; 
(i)  (A  dodrine  fage,  but  truly  none  of  mine) 
Let's  talk,  my  friends,  but  talk  (c)  before  we  dine, 
(rf)  Not  when  a  gilt  buffet's  reflected  pride 
Turns  you  from  found  philofophy  afide  ; 
Not  when  from  plate  to  plate  your  eye-balls  roll, 
And  the  brain  dances  to  the  mantling  bowl. 
'  Hear  Bethel's  fermon,  one  not  vers'd  in  fchools, 
(*)  But  ftrong  in  fenfe,  and  wife  without  the  rules. 
(y )  Go  work,  hunt,  exercife  I  (he  thus  began) 
Then  fcorn  a  homely  dinner,  if  you  can. 
(_§■)  Your  wine  lock'd  up, your  Butler  ftroU'djabroad, 
Or  fifli  deny'd  (the  river  yet  unthaw'd). 
If  then  plain  bread  and  milk  will  do  the  feat. 
The  pleafure  lies  in  you,  and  not  the  meat. 

{h)  Preach  as  I  pleafe,  I  doubt  our  curious  men 
Will  choofe  a  pheafant  ftill  before  a  hen  ; 
Yet  hens  of  Guinea  full  as  good  I  hold. 
Except  you  cat  the  feathers  green  and  gold. 


SATIRA   II. 

(«  Quae  virtus  et  quanta,  boni,  fit  vivere  parvo, 
(^)  (Nee  meus  hie  fermo  :  fed  qua  praetepit  Ofel- 

lus, 
Ruflicus,  (c)  abnormis  Sapiens,  eraffaque  Minerva) 
Difcite,  (i)  non  inter  lances  menfafque  nitentes; 
Cum  ftupet  infanis  acies  fulgoribus,  et  cum 
Acclinis  falfis  animus  meliora  recufat : 
(f)  Verum  "hie  impranfi  mecum  difquirite.     Cur 

hoc  ?  ■ 

Dicam,  fi  potero,  male  verum  examinat  omnis 
Corruptus  judex.  (/)  Leporum  fecftafus,  equove 
Laffus  ab  indomito  ;  vel  (fi  Romana  fatigat     ■ 
Militia  affuetum  graecari)  feu  pila  velox, 
Molliter  aufterum  ftudio  fallente  laborem  ; 
Seu  te  difcus  agit,  pete  cedentem  aera  difco: 
Cum  labor  extulerit  fafiidia ;  ficcus,  inanis, 
Sperne  cibum  vilem  :  nifi  Hymettia  mella  Falerno, 
Ne  biberis,  diluta.  (g)  foris  eft  womus,  et  atrum 
Defendens  pifces  hiemat  mare  :  turn  fale  panis 
l.atraptem  flomachum  bene  leniet.  undeputas,  aut 
^^1  parium  ?  non  in  caro  nidore  voluptas 
jumma,  fed  in  teipfo  eft.  tu  pulmentaria  quaere 
Sudando.  pinguem  vitiis  albumque  neque  oftrea, 
Nee  fcarus,  aut  poterit  peregrina  juvare  lago'is. 

(h)  Vix  tamen  eripiam,pofito  pavone,  velis quin 
Hoc  potius  quam  gallina  tergere  palatum  ? 
Corruptus  vanis  rerum  :  quia  veneat  auro 
Kara  avis,  et  pi(£la  pandat  fpe(5iacula  cauda  : 
Tamquam  ad  rem  attineat  quidquam.    Num  vef- 

ceris  ifta, 
Quam  laudas,  pluma  ?  co<5love  num  adefl  honor 

idem  ? 
Came  tamen  quamvis  diflat  nihil  hac,  magis  ilia  ; 
Imparibus  formis  deceptum  te  patet,  efto. 
Unde  datum  fcntis,  lupus  hie,  Tiberinus,  an  alto 


(i)  Of  carps  and  mullets  why  prefer  the  great, 

(Though  cut  in  pieces  ere  my  lord  can  eat) 

Yet  for  fmall  turbots  fuch  efteem  profefs  ? 

Becaufe  God  made  thefe  large,  the  other  lefs. 

(i)  Oldfield,  with  more  than  harpy  throat  endued. 

Cries,  "  Send  me,  gods !  a  whole  hog  barbecued  !'* 

Oh  biaft  it,  (/)  fouth  winds  !  till  a  ftench  exhale 

Rank  as  the  ripenefs  of  a  rabbit's  tail. 

By  what  criterion  do  you  eat,  d'ye  think. 

If  this  is  priz'd  for  fweetnefs,  that  for  ftink  ? 

When  the  tir'd  glutton  labours  through  a  treat. 

He  finds  no  relilh  in  the  fweeteft  meat. 

He  calls  for  fomething  bitter,  fomething  four. 

And  the  rich  feaft  concludes  extremely  poor  : 

(m)  Cheap  eggs,  and  herbs,  and  olives,  ftill  we  feej 

Thus  much  is  left  of  old  fimpiicity  1 

(n)  The  robin-red-breaft  till  of  late  had  reft, 

And  children  facred  held  a  martin's  neft, 

Till  beccaficos  fold  fo  dev'lifli  dear 

To  one  that  was,  or  would  have  been,  a  peer. 

(o)  Let  me  extol  a  cat,  on  oyfters  fed, 

I'll  have  a  party  at  the  Bedford-head  ; 

Or  ev'n  to  crack  live  crawfifli  recommend ; 

I'd  never  doubt  at  court  to  make  a  friend. 

(/>)  'Tis  yet  in  vain,  I  own,  to  keep  a  pother 
About  one  vice,  and  fall  into  the  other  : 
Between  excefs  and  famine  lies  a  mean ; 
Plain,  but  not  fordid  ;  though  not  fplendid,  clean, 

(y)  Avidien,  or  his  wife,  (no  matter  which. 
For  him  you'll  call  a  (r)  dog,  and  hor  a  bitch) 
Sell  their  prefented  partridges,  and  fruits. 
And  humbly  live  on  rabbits,  and  on  roots : 
(j)  One  half-pint  bottle  ferves  them  both  to  dine, 
And  is  at  once  their  vinegar  and  wine. 


Captus  hiet  ?  pontefne  inter  jaftatus,  an  amnis 
Oftia  fub  Tufci  ?  (?)  laudas,  infane,  trilibrem  [eft. 
MuUum ;  in  fingula  quem  minuas  pulmenta  neceffe 
Ducit  te  fpecies,  video,  quo  pertinet  ergo 
Proceros  odifte  lupos  ?  quia  fcilicet  illis 
Majorem  natura  modum  dedit,  his  breve  pondus. 
Jejunus  raro  ftomachus  vulgaria  temnit. 

(i)  Porredum  magno  magnum  fpedare  catino 
Vellem,  ait  Harpyiis  gula  digna  rapacibus.     At 
v°*>  [quamquam 

(/)  Praefentes  Auftri,  coquite  horum  opfonia ; 
Putet  aper  rhombufque  recens,  malacopia  quando 
Aegrum  foliicitat  ftomachum;  cum  rapula  plenus 
Atque  acidas  mavult  inulas.  (ot)  uecdum  omnis 

abadla 
Pauperies  epulis  regum  :  nam  vilibus  ovis 
Nigrifque  eft  oleis  hodie  locus.  Haud  ita  pridem 
Galloni  praeconis  erat  accipenfere  menfa      [bant  ? 
Infamis.  quid  ?  turn  rhomhus  minus  aequora  ale- 
(«)  Tutus  erat  rhombus,  tutoque  ciconia  nido, 
Donee  vos  auftor  docuit  praetorius.  ergo 
(o)  Si  quis  nunc  mergosfuaves  edixerit  alTos, 
Parebit  parvi  docilis  Romana  juventus. 

(/>)  Sordidus  a  tenui  vidlus  diftabit,  Ofello 
Judice  :  nam  fruftra  vitium  vitaveris  iftud. 
Si  te  aho  pravus  detorferis.  (y)  Avidienus, 
(r)  Cui  Canis  ex  vero  duituin  cognomen  adhaeret, 
Quinquennes  oleas  eft,  etfylveftria  corna; 
(•t J  Ac,  nifi  mutatum,  parcit  defundere  vinum ;  et 
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But  on  fome  (?)  Iucl:y  day  (as  when  they  found 
A  loft  bank  bill,  or  heard  their  fon  was  drown'd), 
At  fuch  a  feaft,  (a)  old  vinegar  to  fpare, 
Is  what  two  fouli  too  gcnerou>  cannot  bear  : 
Oil,  though  it  ftink,  they  drop  by  drop  impart, 
But  fowfc  the  cabbage  with  a  bounteous  heart. 

(jc)  He  knows  to  live,  who,  keeps  the  middle 
ftate. 
And  neither  leans  on  this  fide,  nor  on  that ; 
Kor  (jf)  ftops,  for  one  bad  cork,  his  butler's  pay, 
f5wears,  like  Albutius,  a  good  cook  away  ; 
]Mor  lets,  like  (a)  Nasvius,  every  error  pafs. 
The  mufty  wine,  foul  cloth,  or  greafy  glafs. 

(^)  Now  hear  what  bleflSngs  temperance  can 
bring : 
(Thus  faid  our  friend,  and  what  he  faid  I  fing) 

(f)  Firft  Health:  the  ftomach  cramm'd  from  every 

difh, 
A  tomb  of  boii'd  and  roaft,  and  flefti  and  fi(h. 
Where  bile,  and  wind,  and  phlegm,  and  acid  jar. 
And  all  the  man  is  one  inteftine  war) 
Remembers  oft  (</)  the  fchool -boy's  fimple  fare, 
'J'he  temperate  fleeps,  and  fpirits  light  as  air. 

(f)  Howpale,  eachworfhipfulandreverendgueft 
Rile  from  a  clergy,  or  a  city  feaft ! 
What  life  in  all  that  ample  body,  fay  ? 
What  heavenly  particle  infpires  the  clay  ? 
The  foul  fubfides,  and  wickedly  inclines 
To  feem  but  mortal,  ev'n  in  found  divines,   [mind 

(/)  On  mo-ning  wings  how  adlive  fprings  the 
That  leaves  the  load  of  yefterday  behind  1 
How  eafy  every  labour  it  purl'ues ! 
How  coming  to  the  poet  every  mufe  ! 

(g)  Not  but  we  may  exceed,  fome  holy  time, 
t)r  tir'd  in  fearch  of  truth,  or  fearch  of  rhyme  ; 


Cuju«  ndorem  olei  nequeas  perferre  (licebit 
Ilk  repotia,  natales,  aliofque  dierum 
{;)  Feftos  albatus  celebret)  cornu  ipfe  bilibri 
Caulibus  inftiJlat,  (a)  veteris  non  parcus  aceti. 

Qnali  igitur  vidu  fapiens  utetur,  et  horum 
Utrum   imitabitur  .'  hac  urgct  lupus,  hac    canis, 

aiunt, 
.  (x)  Mundus  erit,  qua  non  offendat  fordibus,  atque 
In  neutram  partem  cultus  mifer.     (y)  Hie  neque 

fervis 
AJbut!  fenis  excmplo,  dum  munia  didit, 
fiaevus  erit :  necfic  ut  fimplex  (a)  Naevius,un(flam 
Convivis  praebebit  aquam  :  vitium   hoc    quoq^ie 

magrjuni.  [iecuni 

(I)  Accipe  nunc,  vi<flus  tenuis  quae  quaritaque 
AfTcrat    (c)  In  primis  valeas  bene  ;  nam  variae  res 
Ut  noceant  homini,  creda?,  meqnor  illius  efcae, 
<^ae  fimplex  ollm  (</)  tibi  federjt.  at  fimul  afTis 
Milcueris  elixj,  fimul  ednchylia  turdis; 
Dulcia  fe  in  bilem  vertent,  ftomachoque  tumultum 
J.erta  feret  pituita.  (<•)  Videf,  ut  pallidus  omnis 
Coena  dcfurgit  cfubia  ?  quin  corpus  onuftum 
Hcfternis  vitiisanimum  quoque  praegravat  una, 
Atque  afhgit  Jiumo  divinae  particulam  aurae. 

{/)  Alter,  ubi  didlo  citius  curata  fopori 
3Membradcdit,vcgctu8  praefcripta  ad  munia  furgit. 
ti)  H'<^  tanien    ad  melius  pcterit  tranfcurrere 

quondam  j 


111  health  fome  juft  indulgence  may  engage; 
And  more  the  ficknefs  of  long  life,  eld  age  ; 
{!>)  For  fain  ing  age  what  cordial  drop  remains. 
If  our  intemperate  youth  the  veffcl  drains  ? 

(i)  Our  fathers  prais'd  rank  ven'fon.     You  fup- 
pofe. 
Perhaps,  young  men  '  our  fathers  had  no  nofe. 
Not  fo  :  a  buck  was  then  a  week's  repaft. 
And  'twas  their  point,  I  ween,  to  make  it  laft  ; 
More  pleas'd  to  keep  it  till  their  friends  couli 

come. 
Than  eat  the  fweeteft  by  themfelves  at  home. 
(i)  Why  had  not  I  in  thofe  good  times  my  birth, 

Ere  coxcomb  pyes  or  coxcombs  were  on  earth  ? 

Unworthy  he  the  voice  of  fame  to  hear, 
(/)  That  fweeteft  miific  to  an  ht.neft  ear; 
(For  'faith,  Lord  Fanny  '.  you  are  in  the.  wrong. 

The  world's  good  wo;d  is  better  than  a  fong) 
Who  has  not  learn'd,  (m)  frefti  fturgeon  and  ham 
Are  no  rewards  for  want,  and  infamy  ;  [pye 

When  luxury  has  lick'd  up  ail  my  pelf, 
Curs'd  be  thy  («)  neighbours,  thy  truftees,  thyfelf, 
To  friends,  to  fortune,  to  mankind  a  fhame, 

Think  how  pofterity  will  t«at  thy  name ; 
And  (o)  buy  a  rope,  that  future  times  may  tell 

Thou  haft  at  leaft  beftow'd  one  penuy  well    [need 
(fi)  "  Right,  cries  his  lordlhip,  for  a  rogue  in 

"  To  have  a  tafte,  is  infolence  indeed  : 

"  In  me  'tis  noble,  fuits  my  birth  and  ftate, 

"  My  wealth  unwieldy,(  j)  and  my  heap  too  great." 

Then,  like  the  fun,  let  bounty  fpread  her  ray, 

And  fhine  that  fuperfluity  away. 

Oh  impudence  of  wealrh!   with  all  thy  ftore, 

How  dar'ft  thou  let  one  worthy  man  be  poor  ? 

Shall  half  the  (r)  new-buiit  churches  round  thee 
fail? 

Make  keys,  build  bridges,  or  repair  Whitehall : 


Sive  diem  feftum  rediens  advexerit  annus, 
Seu  recreare  volet  tenuatum  corpus:   ubiquc 
Accedent  anni   et  tradlari  mollius  aetas 
Inibecilla  volet,  (k)  libi  quidnam  accedet  ad  iftam, 
Quam  puer  et  validus  praefumis,  mollitiem  ;  feu 
Dura  valetudo  inciderit,  feu  tarda  fenedus  ? 
(;■)    Rancidum   aprum  antiqui  laudabsnt  :  non 

quia  nafus  [hofpes 

Illis    nullus    erat;   (ed,   credo,   hac  mente,  quod 
i'ardius  adveniens  vitiatum  commodius,  quam 
Integram  edax  dominus  confumeret  (i;  hos  uti- 

nam  inter 
Heroas  natum  tellu-;  me  prima  tuliffet.        [aurem 
(/)   Das   aliquid   famae,   quae   carmine  gratior 
Occupet  humanum  ?  grandesrhombi,  patinaequc 
Grande  ferunt  una  (/«)  cum  damno  dcdecus.  adde 
(«)  Iratum  patruum,  vicino«,  te  tibi  iniquum, 
Et  fru'.h  a  mortis  cupidum,  cum  deerit  egenti  <• 
(o)  As,  laquei  pretium,         ' 

(/>)  Jure,  inquit,Traufius  ifti« 
Jiigatur  verbis :  ego  viCtigalia  magna, 
Di vitiafque  habeo  tribus  aniplas  regibus.  (y)  Ergo, 
Quod  liiperat,  non  eft  melius  quo  infumere  poflis  ? 
Cur  cgct  indignus  quifquam,  te  divite  .'  quare 
(>■)  Templa  ruuut  antiqui  Deum  i  cur  improbc, 

caiao 
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•  r  to  diy  country  let  that  heap  be  lent, 
As  M'-'o's  was,  but  not  at  five  per  cent. 

(j)   Who  thinks  that   fortune   cannot   change 

her  mind, 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jeft  for  ail  mankind. 
And  {()  who  ftands  I'afell  ?  tell  me,  is  it  he 
That  Ipreads  and  fwells  in  pufi 'd  profperity. 
Or  bleft  with  little   whofe  preventing  care 
In  peace  provides  fit  arms  agaiiifl  a  war  ? 

(«)  Thu»!  Bethel  fpoke,  who  always  fpeaks  his 

thought, 
And  always  thinks  the  very  thing  he  ought : 
Kis  equal  mind  I  copy  what  I  can. 
And  as  I  love,  would  imitate  the  man. 
In  South-Sea  days  not  happier,  when  furmisM 
The  lord  of  thoufands,  than  if  now  (-w)  cxcis'd; 
In  foreft  planted  by  a  father's  hand,  . 
H'han  in  five  acres  now  of  rental  land. 
Content  with  little  I  can  piddle  here 
On  ( \ )  broccoli  and  mutton,  round  the  year  ; 
But  (y)  ancient  friends  (though   poor,  or  out  of 
That  teuch  my  bell,  I  cannot  turn  away,      [play) 
'Tis  true,  no  (»)  turbots  dignify  my  boards, 
But  gudgeons, flounders,  what  my  Thames  affords: 
To  Hounflow  Heath  I  point,  and  Banfted  Down, 
Thence  comes  your  mutton,  and  thefc  chicks  my 

own  : 
(«)  From  yon  old  walnut-tree  a  fliower  lliallfall; 
And  grapes,  long-lingering  on  my  only  wail, 
And  figs  from  ftandard  and  efpalier  join  ; 
The  devil  is  in  you  if  you  cannot  dine  : 
Then  (i)  cheerful  healths  (your  miftrefs  fhall  have 

place)  ; 
And,  what's  more  rare,  a  poet  fhall  fay  grace. 

fortune  not  much  of  humbling  me  can  boafl : 
Though  double  tax'd,  h6w  little  have  1  loft  ; 


Non  aliquid  patriae  tanto  emetiris  acervo  ? 
Uni  nimirum  tibi  redte  femper  erunt  res  ? 
(j)  OTnagnus  poflhac  inimicis  rifus  !   uterne 
(*)  Ad  cafus  dubios  fidet  fibi  cercius?  hie,  qui 
Pluribus  alTuerit  mentem  torpufque  fuperbum  ; 
An  qui  contentus  parvo  metuenfque  futuri, 
In  pace,  ut  fapiens,  aptarit  idonea  bello  ? 

(«)  Quo  magis  his  credas  ;  puer  hunc  ego  par- 
vus Ofelluni 
Integris  opibus  novi  non  latius  ufum, 
Quam  nunc  {v)  accifis.  Videas,  metato  in  agello, 
Cum  pecore  et  gnatis,  fortem  mercede  colonum, 
Won  ego,  narrantem,  temere  edi  luce  profefia 
Quidquam,  praeter  (a?)   olus  funiofae  cum  pede 
pernae.  [P'^s> 

Ac  mihi  feu  (jy)  longum  pofl  tempus  venerat  hof- 
Sive  operum  vacuo  gratus  conviva  per  imbrem 
Vicinus;  bene  erat,  non  (z)  pifcibus  urbe  petitis, 
Sed  pullo  atque  hoedo :  turn  (a)  penfilis  uva  fe- 

cundas 
Et  nux  ornabat  menfas,  cum  dupHce  ficu. 
Poft  hoc  ludas  erat  (i)  cuppa  potare  magiftra: 
Ac  venerata  Ceres,  ita  culmo  furgeret  alto, 
JLxplicuit  vino  contradae  ftria  frontis. 

Saeviat  atqua  novo*  moveat  Fortuna  tumultus ! 
Quantum  hinc  imminuet  ?  quanta  aut  ego  parcius, 
aut  vos. 


:  My  life's  amufemert's  have  been  jufi  the  fame, 
j  Before,  and  after  (c)  ftanding  armies  came. 
[  My  lands  are  fold,  my  father's  hoirife  is  gone  ; 
I'll  hire  another's;  is  not  that  my  own,  [ing  gate 
And  yours,  ray  friends  ?  through  whofe  free  opep.- 
None  comes  too  early,  none  departs  too  late; 
(For  I,  who  hold  fagc  Homer's  rule  the  beft. 
Welcome  the  coming,  fpeed  the  going  gueft). 
"  Pray  heaven  it  laft  1  (cries  Swift)  as  you  go  on  p 
"  I  wifh  to  God  this  houfe  had  been  your  own  : 
"  Pity  1  to  build,  without  a  fon  or  wife  ; 
"  Why,  you'll  enjoy  it  only  all  your  life," 
Well,  if  the  ufe  be  mine,  can  it  concern  one. 
Whether  the  name  belong  to  Pope  or  Vernon  ? 
What's  (J)  property  ?  dear  Swift  !  you  fee  it  alter 
From  you  to  me,  from  me  to  (<:)  Peter  Walter; 
Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyer's  fhare; 
Or,  in  a  jointure,  vanifh  from  the  heir  ; 
Or  in  pure  {/)  equity  (the  cafe  not  clear) 
The  Chancery  takes  your  rent  for  twenty  year  : 
At  btft,  it  falls  to  fome  (g)  ungracious  fon,  [own.'' 
Who  cries,  "  My  father's  damn'd,  and  all's  my 
(/6)  Shades,  that  to  Bacon  could  retreat  afford, 
Become  the  portion  of  a  booby  lord  ; 
And  Hemfley,  once  proud  Buckingham's  delights- 
Slides  to  a  fcrivener,  or  a  city  knight. 
(/)  Let  lands  and  houfeshave  what  lords  they  wilL 
Let  us  be  fix'd,  and  our  own  mafters  ftill. 


0  pueri,  nituiftis,  ut  hue  (c)  novus  incola  venit  ? 
Nam  ((^)propriae  tellurisherum  naturanequeilium 
Nee  me,  nee  quemquam  flatuit.  no*,  expulit  ilie  ; 
Ilium  aut  (f)  nequities  aut  (J")  vafri  infcj^tia juris;, 
Poftremum  expellet  certe  (g)  vivacior  heres. 
(/j)  Nunc  ager  Umbreni  fub  nomiue,  nuper  Ofelli 
Didfus  erat :  nulli  proprius;  fed  cedit  in  ufum 
Nunc  mihi,  nunc  ahi.  (/)  quocirca  vivite  fortes, 
Fortiaque  adverfis  opponite  pedora  rebus. 


BOOK  I.  EPISTLE  I. 

TO  LORD  BOLINGBROKE. - 

St.  John,  whofe  love  indulg'd  my  labours  paft. 
Matures  my  prefent,  and  fhall  bound  my  lait  ! 
Why  (i)  will  you  break  the  fabbath  of  my  days? 
Now  iick  alike  of  envy  and  of  praife. 
Public  too  long,  ah  let  me  hide  my  age '. 
See  modeft  (c)  Cibber  now  has  left  the  ftage  : 
Our  generals  now,  (</)  retir'd  to  their  eftates. 
Hang  their  old  trophies  o'er  the  garden  gates. 
In  life's  cool  evening  fatiate  of  appiaufe,      [caule. 
Nor  (;)  fond  of  bleeding,  ev'n  in  Brunfwick'* 


EPISTOLA    I. 

Prima  didle  mihi,  fumma  dicende  camcna, 
{&)  Spcdtatiim  f'atis,  et  donatum  jam  rude,  quaeils, 
Maecenas,  iterum  antique  me  incli.dcre  ludo. 
Non  eadem  eft  aetas,  non  mens,  (c)  Vc  ianius,  armic 
(iJ)  Hercuijs  ad  poftem  fixis,  latet  abditus  agro; 
Ne  populum  (*)  extrenia  toties  exoret  arenj^. 
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(/)  A  voice  there  t?,  that  whifpers  in  my  ear, 
('Tisreafon'svoice, which  foinetimcs  one  can  hear) 
•♦  Friend  Pope  !  be  prudent,  let  your  (^)  mufe  take 

"  breath, 
••  And  never  gallop  Pegafus  to  death  ; 
•*  Let  ftifT,  and  liately,  void  of  fire  or  force, 
"  You  limp,  like  Blackmore,  on  a  Lord  Mayor's 
"  horfe."  [toy, 

Farewell  then  (f>)  verfc .  and  love,  and  every 
The  rhymes  and  rattles  of  the  man  or  boy; 
What  (/■)  right,  what  true,  what  fit  we  juftlycall, 
Let  this  be  all  my  care— for  this  is  all  : 
To  lay  this  (i)  harvcft  up,  and  hoard  with  hafte, 
What  every  day  will  want,  and  moft,the  laft, 
■    But  aflc  not,  to  -vhat  (/.i  doctors  I  apply  : 
Sworn  to  no  mailer,  of  no  [eA  am  I  : 
As  drives  the  (»)  ftorm,  at  any  door  I  knock, 
And  houfe  with  Montague  now,  or  how  with 

■    Locke  : 
Sometimes  a  (h)  patriot,  aclive  in  debate, 
iMix  with  the  world,  and  battle  for  the  flate. 
Free  as  young  l,yttleton,  her  caufe  purfue. 
Still  true  to  virtue,  (o)  and  as  warm  as  true  : 
Sometimes  with  Ariftippus,  or  St.  Paul, 
Indulge  my  candour,  and  grow  all  to  all ; 
Back  to  my  (/>)  native  moderation  Hide, 
And  win  my  way  by  yieiding  to  the  tide.       [day, 
•  {q)  Long,  as  to  him  who  v.-orks  for  debt,  the 
Long  as  the  night  to  her  whofe  love's  away, 
Long  as  the  year's  dull  circle Teems  to  run, 
When  the  briflc  minor  pants  for  twenty-one  ; 
So  flow  th'  (r)  unprofitable  moments  roil. 
That  lock  up  all  the  fundions  of  my  foul ; 
That  keep  me  from  i-nyfclf ;  and  fliU  delay 
Life's  inftant  bufinefs  to  a  future  day  : 
That  (s)  talk,  -Ahich  as  we  follow,  or  defpife, 
The  eldefl  is  a  fool,  the  youngeil  wife  : 
Which  done,  the  pooreft  can  no  wants  endure  ; 
And  which  not  done,  the  richeft  aiuil  be  poor. 


(/)   Eft  mihi  purgatam   crebro  qui  perfonet 

aurerh  ; 
Solve  (g)  fenel"centem  mature  fanus  equum,  ne 
Peccet  ad  cxtrcmum  ridendus,  et  ilia  ducat. 
Nunc  itaque  et  '/>)  verfus,  et  caetera  ludicra  pono  : 
Quid  (»)  veniir  atque  decens,  euro  et  rogo,  et 

omnis  in  hoc  fum  :  [fim. 

(i)  Condo,  et  compono,  quae  mox  depromere  pof- 
Ac  ne  forte  roges,  (/)  quo  me  duce,  quo  lare  tuter  : 
Nullius  addiclus  jurare  in  verba  magiftri, 
(ot)  Qii'i  mecunque  rapit  tempeftas,deferor  hofpes. 
Nunc  agilis  fio,  et  merfor  («)  eivilibus  undis, 
Vitutis  vcrae  cullos,  (o)  rigidufque  fatelies 
Nunc  in  Ariftippi  (p)  furtim  praecepta  relabor, 
Et  mihi  res,  non  me  rebus,  fubjungere  conor. 
(j)  Ut  nox  longa,  quibus  mentitur  arnica ;  di- 

efque 
Lenta  videtur  <?pus  debentibus  :  ut  pigcr  annus 
Pupillis,  quos  dura  premit  cuftodia  matrum  : 
Sic   mihi   tarda  (r)   fluunt   ingrataque    tempora, 

quae  fpem  [quod 

Confiliumque   morantur  agendi    gnaviter   (j)  id, 
Aeque  pauptribu";  prodeft,  jocupletibus  aeque, 
Aeque  neglcdlum  pueris  fenibufque  noccbit. 


(/)  Late  as  it  is,  I  put  myfelf  to  fchool. 
And  feel  feme  (u)  comfort,  not  to  be  ti  fool. 
(■d)  Weak  though  I  am  of  limb,  and  fhort  of  fight, 
Far  from  a  lyr.x,  and  not  a  giant  quite  :  • 
I'll  do  what  i\t;ad  and  Cii.:felden  advife, 
To  keep  thefe  iimb^,  and  to  preferve  thefe  eyes. 
Not  to  (x)  go  back,  is  fornewhat  to  advance, 
And  men  muil  walk  at  lead;  before  they  dnnce. 

Say,  does  thy  (j)  blood  rebel,  thy  bofom  move 
With  wretched  avarice,  or  as  wretched  love  ? 
Know,  there   are  worlds,  and  fpells,  which  can 

controul 
(z)  Betsi-een  the  fits  this  fever  of  the  foul  : 
Know,   there   are  rhymes,  which  (a)  frefh  and 

frefli  apply'd 
Will  cure  the  arrant'ft  puppy  of  his  pride. 
Be  {i)  furious,  envious,  fl  ..thful,  mad,  or  drunk, 
(c)  Slave  to  a  vvife,  or  vafTal  to  a  punk, 
A  Switz,  a  High  Dutch,  or  a  Low  Dutch  (J)  bear; 
All  that  we  afk  is  but  a  patient  ear. 

(f)  'Tis  the  firft.  virtue,  vices  to  abhor  ; 
And  the  firft  wifdom,  to  the  fool  no  more. 
But  to  the  world  no  (y)  bugbear  is  fo  great, 
As  want  of  figure,  and  a  fmall  eftate. 
To  either  India  fee  the  merchant  fly, 
Scar'd  at  the  fpe&re  of  pale  poverty  ! 
See  him,  with  pains  of  body,  pangs  of  foul, 
Burn  through  the  tropic,  freeze  beneath  the  pole  ! 
Wilt  thou  do  nothing  for  a  nobler  end, 
Nothing,  to  make  philofophy  thy  friend  ? 
To  flop  thy  foolifh  views,  thy  long  defires. 
And  (c^)  eafe  thy  heart  of  all  that  it  admires .' 
[h)  Here  Wifdom  calls :  (/)  "  Seek  virtue  firft,  be 

«'  bold  : 
"  As  gold  to  filver,  virtue  is  to  gold." 


(/)  Reftat,  ut  his  ego  me  ipfe  regam  («)  foler- 
que  elementis  :  [ceus  ; 

(v)  Non  poflis  oculo  quantum  contendere  Lyn- 
Non  tamen  idcirco  contemnas  lippus  inungi : 
Nee,  quia  defperes  invidti  membra  Glyconis, 
Nodofa  corpus  nolis  prohibere  chiragra. 
Eft  quadam  prodire  (.>)  tenus,  fi  non  datur  ultra. 

(  j)  Fervet  avaritia,  miferoque  cupidine  pedlus? 
Sunt  verba  et  voces,  quibus  hunc  lenire  dolorem 
Poflis,  et  (=:)  magnam  morbi'deponere  partem,  [te 
Laudis  amore  tumes  ?  funt  (^a)  certa  piacula,  quae 
Ter  pure  leflo  poterunt  recreare  libello. 

(6)  lnvidus,iracundiis,  incrsjvinofus,  (c)  amatnr; 
Nemo  {d)  adeo  ferus  eft,  ut  non  mitefcere  polTit, 
Si  modo  culturae  patientcm  commodet  aurem. 

(f )  Virtus  eft,  vitium  fugere  ;  ct  fapientia  prima, 
Stultitia  caruifle.  vides,  quae  (/  )  maxima. credis 
EfTe  mala,  exiguum  cenfum,  turpemque  repulfam, 
Quanto  devites  animi  capitifqiie  laborc. 
Impiger  extremos  curris  mercator  ad  Indos, 
Per  (_g-)  mare  pauperiem  fugiens,  per  fax  a,  per 

ignes : 
Ne  cures  (/;>)  ea,  quae  ftuke  miraris  et  optas, 
Difcerc,  etaudire,  et  meliori credere  non  vis? 
Quis  circum  pagos  et  circum  compita  pugnax 
Magna  coroiiari  contemnat  Olympia,  cui  fpes, 
Cui  fit  conditio  diilcis  fiire  pulvere  palmae? 
"  (_»')  Villus  argcntum  eft  auro,  virtutibus  aurum. 
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There,  I.nndon's  voice,  {i)  "  Get  money,  money 

ftill! 
"  And  then  let  virtue  follow,  if  flie  will." 
This,  this  the  faviiig  doclrine,  preach'd  to  all, 
From  (/)  low  St.  James's  up  to  high  St.  Paul ! 
From  himwhofc  (w) quills  ftandquiver'd  at  hisear. 
To  him  wlio  notches  lUcks  at  Wcftminfler. 

Bernard  in  (n)  fpirit,  fenfe,  and  truth  ahounds ; 
"  Pray  then,  what  wants  he  ?"  Fourfcore  thoul'and 

pounds  ? 
A  penfion,  or  fuch  harnefs  for  a  flave 
As  Bug  now  has,  and  Dorimant  would  have. 
Barnard,  thou  art  a  (o)  cit  with  all  thy  worth  ; 
But  Bug  and  D*l, their  Honours,  and  fo  forth. 

Yet  every  (/>)  child  another  fong  will  fing, 
*'  Virtue,  brave  boys  1  'tis  virtue  makes  a  king." 
True,  confcious  honour,  is  to  feel  no  fin, 
He'sarm'd  without  that's  innocent  within  : 
Be  this  thy  (y)  fcreen,  and  this  thy  wall  of  brafs ; 
Compar'd  to  this,  a  minifter's  an  afs. 

(r)  And  fay,  to  which  ftiall  our  applaufe  belong, 
This  new  court  jargon,  or  the  good  old  fong  f 
The  modern  language  of  corrupted  peers, 
Or  what  was  fpoke  at  (j)  CreiTy  or  Poitiers  ! 
(/)  Who  counfels  beft?  who  whifpers,   "  Be  but 

"  great, 
"  With  praifc  or  infamy  leave  that  to  fate ; 
"  Get  place  and  wealth,  if  poffible  widi  grace  : 
••  If  not,  by  any  means,  get  wealth  and  place." 
For  what .'  to  have  a  (u)  box  where  eunuchs  fing. 
And  foremoft  in  the  circle  eye  a  king. 
Or  (i))  he,  who  bids  thee  face  with  fteady  viev.'"J 
Prou^    fortune,    and   look    Ihallow    greatncfs/ 
through  :  [too  .?  C 

And,  (x)  while  he  bids  thee,  fets  th'  example  J 
If  {y)  fuch  a  doiSrine,  in  St.  James's  air, 
Should  chance  to  make  the  wed-dreft  rabble  flare  ; 
In  honefl;  S*z  take  fcandal  at  a  fpark, 
That  lefs  admires  the  (z)  Palace  than  the  Park  : 


"  (i)  O  cives,  cives  1  quaerenda  pecunia  primum 
"  eft  ;  [ab  imo 

"  Virtus  poft  nummos  :"  haec  (/)  Janus  lummus 
Prodocet  :  haec  recinunt  juvenes  diclata  fenefque, 
(«»)  Laevo  fufpenfi  loculos  tabulamque  lacerto. 
Eft  (n)  animus  tibi,  funt  mores,  eft  lingua,  li- 
defque ; 
Sed  quadringentis  fex  feptem  millia  defint. 
(o)  Plebs  eris.  {f>)  at  pueri  iudentes.  Rex  eris,  aiunt, 
Si  redle  fades.  Hie  (y)  murusaheneus  efto, 
Nil  confcire  fibi,  nulla  pallefcere  culpa. 

(r)  Rofcia,  die  fodes,  melior  lex,  an  puerorum  eft 
Naenia,  quae  regnum  redle  facientibus  offcrt, 
Et  maribus  (/)  Curiis  et  decantata  Camillis  .' 
(/)  Ifnc  tibi  melius  fuadet,  qui,  "  Rem  facias; 
rem, 
"  Si  poffis,  Tc&e  ;  fi  non,  quocunqae  modo  rem." 
Ut  (u)  propius  fpe(9:es  lacrymofa  poen-.ata  pupi ! 
An,  (v)  qui  fortunae  te  refponfare  fuperbae 
Liberum   et   ereiStum,  (x)    praefens  hortatur  et 
aptat  ? 
(y)  Qiiod  fi  me  Populus  Romanus  forte  rogec, 
cur 
.Non,  ut  (a)  porticibusjfic  judiciis  fruar  ifdem  : 
Vol.  VIU 


Faith,  I  {hall  give  the  anfwer  (:)  Reynard  gave  : 

"  1  cannot  like,  dread  lire,  your  royal  cave  ; 

"  Becaufe  I  fee,  by  all  the  tracks  about, 

"  Full  many  a  beaft  goes  in,  but  none  comes  out." 

Adieu  to  virtue,  if  you're  once  a  flave : 

Send  her  to  court,  you  fend  her  to  her  grave. 

Well,  if  a  king's  a  Hon,  at  the  leall 
The  (b)  people  are  a  many-headed  hcaft : 
Can  they  dirr di  what  meaftires  to  purfue. 
Who  know  themfelves  fo  little  what  to  do  ? 
A!i]:e  in  nothing  but  one  lufl  of  gold, 
Jiift  half  the  land  wnuM  buy,  and  half  he  fo'd  : 
Their  (c)  country's  wealth  our  mightier  m.ifi.r'« 

drain, 
Or  crofs,  to  plunder  provinces,  the  main ; 
The  reft,  fome  farm  the  poor-box, fome  the  pews; 
Some  keep  afTcmblies,  and  would  keep  the  Hews; 
Some  {d)  with    fat    bucks    on   childlcfs    dotard* 

fawn  ; 
Some  win  rich  widows  by  their  chine  and  brawn; 
While  with  rhe  filent  growtli  of  ten  per  cent, 
In  dirt  and  darknefs,  (?)  hundreds  ftmk  content. 
Of  all  thefe  ways,  if  each  (/)  purines  his  own, 
Satire,  be  kind,  and  let  the  wretch  alone  : 
But  fhow  me  one  who  has  it  in  his  power 
To  adt  confiftent  with  himlclf  an  hour. 
Sir  Job  (g}  fail'd  forth,  the  evening  bright  and  ftill, 
"  No  place  on  earth  (_he  cry'd)  like  Greenwich 

"hiUl" 
(jj)  Up  ftarts  a  palace,  lo,  th'  obedient  bafe         ■> 
Slopes  at  its  foot,  the  woods  its  fides  embrace,     >- 
The  filver  Thames  refledls  its  marble  fice.  > 

Now  let  fome  whimfey,  or  that  (i)  Devil  within -\ 
W^hich  guides  all  thofe  who  know  not  what  f 

they  mean,  t 

But  give  the  knight  (or  give  his  lady)  fpleen  ;  J 
"  Away,  away  I  take  all  your  fcaffolds  down, 
"  For  fnug's  the  word :  my  dear :  we'll  live  in 

"  town." 
At  amorous  Flavio  is  the  (-1)  ftocking  thrown  ? 
That  very  night  he  lont^s  to  lie  alone. 
(/)  The  fool,  whofe  wife    elopes  fome   thrice    a, 

quarter, 
For  matrimonial  folace  dies  a  martyr. 


Nee  feqtjar  aut  fugiam,  quae  diligit  ipfe  vel  odit ; 
Ohm  quod  (a)  vulpes  acgroto  cauta  leoni 
Refpundit,  referam  :   Quia  me  veftigia  terrent 
Omnia  te  adverfum  fpectantia,  nulla  retrorfum. 

(Z>)  Bellua  multorum  eil  capitum.  nam  quid  fe- 
quar  aut  quem  ?.  [qui 

Pars  hominum  geftit  (f)  conducere  publica:  funt 
(^d)  Cruitis  et  pomis  viduas  venentur  avaras, 
Excipiantquc  fenes,  quos  in  vivaria  mittant  : 
(i-)  Multis  occulto  crefcit  res  fenore.  (/)  yeruni 
Efto,  aliis  alios  rebus  ftudiifque  teneri  : 
lidem  eadem  polTunt  horam  durare  probantes  ? 

(^)  Nullus  in  orbe  finus  Bails  praeiucet  amoenis. 
Si  dixit  dives;  {l>)  lacus  et  mare  fentit  amorem 
I    Feftinantis  heri :  cui  fi  (i)  vitiofa  libido 
Fecerit  aufpicium;  eras  ferramenta  Teanum 
Tolletis,  fabti.  (i)  ledtus  genialis  in  aula  eft  J. 
Nil  ait  effe  prius,  melius  nil  eoelibe  vita  i 
(/)  Si  non  eft,  jurat  bene  foils  cffe  maritis. 
I 
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Did  ever  («")  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  ■witch, 
Tiansform  themfelves  fo  ftrangely  as  the  rich 
\V'ell,  but  the  (/»)  poor — The  poor  have 

fame  itch ; 

They  change  their  (s)  weekly  harher,  weekly  pews. 
Prefer  a  new  japanner,  to  their  (hoes; 
Pifcharjfe  their  garrets,  move  their  beds,  and  run 
(They  know  not  whither)  in  a  chaife  and  one; 
They  (■/>)  hire  their  fculJer,  and  wlien  once  aboard, 
Crow  fick,  and  damn  the  climate — like  a  lord. 

(q)  Ycu  laugh,  half-beflu,  half-floven  if  I  ftand, 
My  wig  all  powder,  and  j.!!  fnuff  my  band ; 
You  laugh,  if  coat  and  breeches  ftrangely  vary, 
White  gloves,  and  linen  worthy  Lady  Mary  ! 
But  when  (r)  no  prelate's  lawn,  with   hajr-fhlrt 

lin'J, 
Is  half  fo  incoherent  as  my  mind, 
%^''hen  (each  opinion  with  the  next  at  flrife, 
One  (j)  ebb  and  flow  of  follies  all  my  life) 
T  (/)  plant,  root  up  ;  I  build,  and  then  confound  : 
Turn  round  to  fquare,  and  fquare  again  to  round; 
(d)  You  never  change  one  niiifcle  of  your  face, 
Yon  think  this  madnefs  but  a  common  cafe. 
Nor  (v)  once  to  Chancery,  nor  to  Hale  apply; 
Yet  hang  your  lip,  te  fee  a  feam  awry  I      ' 
Carelefs  how  ill  I  with  myfelf  agree, 
Kind  to  my  drefs,  my  figure,  not  to  me. 
Is  this  my  (.r)  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend  ? 
This  he,  who  lovcb  me,  and  who  ought  to  mend  ; 
Who  ought  to  make  ijie  (what  he  can,  or  none) 
That  man  divine,  whom  Wifdom  calls  her  own  ; 
(Great  without- title,  without  fortune  blefs'd  ; 
Rich  (;y)  ev'n  when  phinder'd,  (=)  honour'd  while 

opprefs'd;  [power; 

Lov'd  («)  without  youth,  and  follov/'d  without 
At  home,  though  exil'd  ;  (^)  free  though  inthetow- 

cr; 
In  fhort,  that  reafoning,  high,  immortal  thing, 
Juft  (c)  lefs  than  Jove,  nnd  («')  much  above  a  king, 
jN'av,  half  in  heaven — («)  except  (what's  mighty 

odd) 
A  fit  of  vapours  clouds  this  demi-god  I 


(ct)  Quo  teneam  vulttis  mutantem  frotea  riodo? 
Qiiid  (n)  pauper  ?  ride :  mutat  (o)  cocn^cula,  leiftos. 
Balnea,  (f>)  tonfores  ;  condudlo  navigio'aeque 
iSIaufea',  ac  Inpuples  quem  ducit  privatriremus. 

("y)  Si  curatjs  inaequali  tonfore  capillos 
pccurro  ;  rides,  li  forte  fubucula  pexae 
T'ritafubeft  tunicae,  vel  fi  togadiilidet  impar; 
Bides,  quid,  (r)  mea  cunri  pugnat  fentcntiafecum; 
Quod  pctiit,  fpernit ;  Vepetit  quod  nuper  oniifit ; 
(t)  Aeftuat,  ef  vitae  difconvenit  ordine  toto  ; 
(4)  Diiuit,  aedificat,  mutat  quadrata  rotundis  ? 
(//)  Infafiire  putas  folennii  me,  neque  rides, 
Kec  (f)  medici  crcdis,  nee  curatoris  egerc 
A  praetore  dati ;  rerum  (.r)  tutela  mearum 
Cum  fis,  et  prave  fedlum  ftomacheris  ob  unguem, 
I)e  te  pendehtis.te  refpicientis  amici. 

Ad  fummam,  fapieps  uno  (t)  minor  eft  Jove,  (y) 
dives,         '  , 

(i)  Liber,  (z    honoratus,  (a)  pulcher,  (d)  rex  de- 

nique  regum-, 
f r'aecipUefanus,  (<■)  niil  cum  pituita  molefta  eft. 
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TO  MR.   MURRAY. 

"  Not  to  admire,  is  all  the  art  I  know, 

"  To  make  men  happy,  and  to  keep  them  fo." 

(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  no  £ower$  <rf 

fpeech. 
So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.) 

(/>)  This  vault  of  air,  this  congregated  ball. 
Self-centred  fun,  and  ftars  that  rife  and  fall. 
There  are,  my  friend  !  whofe  philofophic  eyes 
Loolc  through  and  truft  the  Ruler  with  his  Ikies, 
To  him  commit  the  hour,  the  day,  the  year, 
And  view  (c)  this  dreadful  all  without  a  fear. 

Admire  we  then  what  (rf)  earth's  low  entrails'^ 
Arabian  (bores,  or  Indian  feas  infold  ;  [hold.  C 
All  the  mad  trade  of  (<•)  fools  and  flaves  for  gold.' J 
Or  (y)  popularity  ?  or  ftars  and  firings  ? 
The  mob^s  applaufes,  or  the  gifts  of  kings  ? 
Say,  with  what  (g)  eyes  we  oughtat  courts  fogszCj 
And  pay  the  great  our  homage  of  amaze  ? 

If  weak  the  {h)  pleafure  that  from  thefe  can 
fpring, 
The  fear  to  want  them  is  as  weak  a  thing  ; 
Whether  we  dread,  or  whether  we  defire, 
In  either  cafe,  believe  me,  we  admire; 
Whether  we  (i)  joy  or  grieve,  the  fame  the  curfe, 
Surpris'd  at  better,  or  furpris'd  at  worfe. 
Thus  good  or  bad,  to  one  extreme  betray 
Th'  unbalanc'd  mind,  and  fnatch  the  man  away  ; 
For  (i)  virtue's  felf  may  too  much  zeal  be  had  ; 
The  vvorfl  of  madmen  is  a  faint  nm  mad. 
(/)  Go  then,  and  if  you  can,  admire  the  (late 
Of  beaming  diamonds,  and  reflected  plate  ; 
Procure  a  tafte  to  double  the  furprife; 
And  gaze  on  (m)  Parian  charms  with  learned  eyes. 
Be  (truck  with  bright  («)  brocade,  or  Tyriaij  dye. 
Our  birth-day  nobles'  fplcndid  livery. 


E  PIS  TOLA  VI. 

NiT-  admirari,  prope  res  eft  una,  Numici, 
Solaque  quae  polTit  facere  et  fervare  beatam. 

(l>)  Hunc  folem,  et  ftellas,  et  decedeptia  certi» 
Tempora  momentis,  funt  qui  (c)  forpiidine  nulla 
Imbuti  fpc(flent.  (d)  quid  cenfes,  muntra  terrae  .' 
Quid,  maris  cxtremos  Arabas  (?)  ditantis  et  Indos| 
Ludicra,  quid,  {/)  piaufus,  et  amici  dona  Quiritis.? 
Quo  fpeiftanda  piodo,  (g)  quo  fenfu  crediset  ore  .' 

(li)  Qui  timet  his  adverfa,  fere  niiratur  eodem 
Quo  cupiens  padlo  :  pavor  eft  utrobique  moleftui.^ 
Improvifa  fimul  fpecies  exterret  utrumque  : 
(/)  Gaudcat,  an  doleat;  cupiat,  metuamc;  quid  a4 

rem. 
Si,  quidquid  vidit  melius  pejufve  fua  fpe, 
Defixis  oculis  aninioque  et  corpore  torpet  ? 

{i)  Infaftl  fapiens  nqnnen  ferat,  aequus  iniqui; 
Ultra  quam  fatis  eft,  virtutem  fi  petat  ipfam. 
(/)  I  npnc,  argegtum  et  marmor  (w)  vetus,  aera«[ 

q'ue  et  artes 
Suffice  :  cum  gcmmio  (n)  Tyrios  mirar?  colofea,' 
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u  not  fo  pleas'd,  at  (o)  council  board  rejoice, 
-To  fee  their  judgments  hang  upon  thy  voice  ; 
From  (fi)  morn  to  nijjht,  at  fenatc,  rolls,  and  hall, 
Plead  much,  read  more,  dine  late,  or  not  at  all. 
But  wherefore  all  this  labour,  all  this  ftrif'c  ? 
For  (y)  fame,  for  riches,  for  a  noble  wife  ?    f fpir'd 
Siiall  (r)  one  whom  nature,   learning,  birth  con- 
To  form,  not  to  admire,  but  be  admir'd. 
Sigh,  while  his  Chloe  blind  to  wit  and  worth 
Weds  the  rich  duinefs  of  fome  fon  pf  earth  ? 
Yet  (x)  time  ennobles,  or  degrades  each  line  ; 
It  brighten'd  Craggs's,  and  may  darken  thine  : 
And  what  is  fame  ?  the  meaneft  have  their  day, 
The  greateft  can  but  blaze,  and  pafs  away. 
Grac'd  as  thau  art,  (/)  with  ail  the  power  of  words. 
So  known,  fo  honour'd,  at  the  Houfe  of  LKsrds; 
Confpicuous  fcene     another  yet  i?  nigh, 
(More  fiient  far)  where  kings  and  poets  lie ; 
(«)   Where   Murray  (long  cnougli  his  country's 

pride) 
Shall  be  no  more  than  Tully,  or  than  Hyde  ! 
(*)   Rack'd  with  fciatics,  martyr'd  with  the 

Hone, 
Will  any  mortal  let  himfelf  alone  ■" 
See  Ward  by  batter'd  beaux  invited  over, 
Aud  dcfperate  mifery  lays  hold  on  Dover, 
The  cafe  is  eafier  in  the  mind's  difeafe  ; 
Tbere  all  men  may  be  cur'd,  whene'er  they  pleafii. 
Would  ye   be    (x)  bteft:    defpife  low  joy?,  low'^ 
Difdain  whatever  Ciirnbtiry  difdains ;       [gains;  > 
Be  virtuous,  and  be  happy  for  your  pains.  j 

(j)  But  art  thou  one  whom  new  opinions  fway, 
©nc  who  believes  as  Tindal  leads  the  way, 
"V/ho  virtHe  and  a  church  alike  difowns, 
Thmks  that  but  words,  and  this  but   brick  and 

ftones  ? 
Fly  («)  then,  on  all  the  wings  of  wild  defire. 
Admire  whatc'er  the  maddeft  can  admire  : 
Jfc  iVealth  thy  paffion  ?  Hence  !  from  pole  to  pole, 
Whei  e  winds  can  carry,  or  where  waves  can  roll. 
For  Indian  fpices,  for  Peruvian  gold. 
Prevent  the  greedy,  or  outbid  the  bold  : 
(a)  Advance  thy  golden  mountain  to  the  fkies; 
On  the  broad  bafe  of  fifty  thoufand  rife. 


G'aude,  quod  fpedant  oculi  tc  fo)  mille  loquentem: 
Gnavus  :/>)  mane  forum,  et  vefpertinus  pete  tec- 
tum; 
(7)  Ne  plus  frumenti  dotalibus  emetat  agrls 
Mutus  et  (indignum  ;  quod  fit  pejoribus  onus) 
(r)  Hie  tibi  fit  potius,  quam  tu  mirahilis  illi 
(s)  Quicquid  fub  terra  el},  in  apricum  proferet  aetas 
Defooiet  condetque  nitentia    (*)  cum  bene  notum; 
Porticus  Agnpfiae,  et  via  te  confpcxerit  .-^.ppi ; 
Ire  tamen  reftat,  Numa  (u)  quo  devenit  et  Ancus. 

(•a)  Si  latus  aut  renes  raorbo  tentantur  acuto, 
Quarefugam  morbi  (x)  visreileyivere?  quis  non? 
3i  virtus  hoc  una  poteft  dare,  fortis  omiflis 
Hoc  age  deliciis. 

(jy)  virtutem  verba  putes,  et 
Lucum  ligna  ?  (z;  cave  ne  portus  occupet  alter; 
Ne  Cibyratica,  ne  Bithyna  negotia  perdas  : 
(a)  Mille  talenia  :ouiD(lenl«r,  tietidcm  altera,  por- 
rp  ef. 


Add  one  round  hundred,  and  (if  that's  not  fair) 

Add  fifty  more,  and  bring  it  to  a  Iquare. 

For,  mark  th'  advantage  ;  juft  fo  many  fcore. 

Will  gain  a  {b)  wife  with  half  as  mnny  more, 

Procure  her  beauty,  make  that  beauty  chafte, 

And  then  fuch  (c)  friends — as  cannot  fail  to  laft. 

A  ((/)  man  of  wealth  is  dubb'd  a  man  of  worth, 

Venus  (hall  give  him  form,  and  Anftis  birth. 

(Believe  me,  many  a    c)  German  prince  is  worfci 

Who.  proud  of  pedigree,  is  poor  of  purfe) 

His  wealth  brave  .^/)  Timon  glorioufly  confounds^ 

Afk'd  for  a  g.oat,  he  gives  a  hundred  pounds; 

Or  if  three  ladies  like  3  lucjtlefs  play. 

Takes  the  whole  houfe  upon  the  poet's  day. 

i£)  Now,  in  fuch  exigencies  not  to  need, 

Upon  my  word,  you  mull  be  rich  indeed ; 

A  noble  fuperfluity  it  craves. 

Not  for  yourfelf,  but  for  your  fools  and  knaves ; 

Something,  which  for  your  honour  they  may  chcat^ 

And  v/hich  it  much  becomes  you  to  forget. 

{i>)  If  wealth  alone  then  make  and  keep  us  bleft, 

btill,  ftill  be  getting,  never,  never  reil, 

[i]   But  if  to  power  and  place  your  paffion  lie. 
If  in  the  pomp  of  life  confift  the  joy  ; 
Then  {i)  hire  a  flavc,  or  (if  you  will)  a  lord, 
To  do  the  honours,  and  to  give  the  word  ; 
Tell  at  your  levee,  as  the  crowds  approach. 
To  whom  (/)  to  nod,  whom  take  into  your  coacb, 
U^om  honour  with  your  hand  :  to  make  remarks. 
Who    (»2)    rules  in  Cornwall,  or  who  rules  in 

Berks: 
"  This  may  be  troublefome,  is  near  the  chair  : 
"  That  makes  three  members,  this  can  choofc  a 

mayor." 
Inftru61ed  thus,  you  bow,  embrace,  proteft,  "> 

Adopt  him,  («)  fon,  or  coufin  at  the  leaft,    ^        >■ 
Then  turn  about,  and  (e)  laugh  at  your  own  jcft.  > 


Tertia  fuccedant,  et  quae  pars  quadret  acervum. 
Scilicet  {/>)  uxorem  cum  dote,  fidemque,  et  (<;)  a«r 

micos, 
Et  genus,  etformam,  regina  (</)  Pecunia  donat; 
Ac  bene  nummatum  decorat  Suadela,  Venufque. 
Mancipiis  locuples,  eget  aeris  f  <r)  Capadocum  Rex : 
Ne  fueris  hie  tu.  ,,/)  chlamydes  LucuUus,  ut  aiunt. 
Si  poffet  centum  fccnae  praebere  rogatus. 
Qui  poffum  tot  ?  ait ;  tamen  ct  quaeram,  ct  quot 

habcbo 
Mittam  :  pofl  paulo  fcribit,  fibi  millia  quinque 
Effe  domi  chlamydum  :  partem,  vel  tolleret  omnes. 
(g)  Exilis  domus  eft,  ubi  non  ct  multa  fuperfunt, 
Kt  dominum  fallunr,  et  profunt  furibus.  {/})  ergo. 
Si  res  fola  poteft  facere  et  fervare  beatum. 
Hoc  primus  repetas  opus,  hoc  poflremus  omitta*. 

(/)  Si  fortunatum  fpecies  et  gratia  praeftat, 
(i  )  Mercemur  fcrvum,  qui  diftet  nomina,  laevum 
Qui  fodicet  latus,  et  J,  cogat  trans  pondera  dextrani 
Porrigere  :   {m)  Hie  multum  in  Fabia  valet,  ille 

Velina  : 
Cui  libet^  is  f.dces  dabit;  eripietque  curule, 
Cui  volet,  importunus  ebur  :    (a)  Frater,  Patcr| 

adde : 
Ut  cuique  eft  setas,  ita  quemque  (•)  facetus  adoj»ts, 
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Or  if  yflTif  life  be  one  contintifed  treat, 
If  (/>)  to  live  well  means  nothing  but  to  eat; 
Up,  up  '.  tries  Gluttony,  'tisbieak  <.f  Jay, 
Go  drive  the  deer,  and  draj;  the  finny  prey  ; 
M''ith  hound*  and  horns  go  hunt  an  appetite — 
So  ij)  RuA'cl  di'J.  but  could  not  eat  at  night ; 
CalI'd  happy  dog  1  the  beggar  at  his  door, 
And  cnv^-'d  thiril  and  hurj;er  to  the^cor. 

Or  {hiill  we  {>■)  every  decency  confound  ; 
Throujjh  taverrrs,  ftewr,  and  bagnios  take  our  round; 
Go  dint  with  Chartres,  in  each  viee  outdo, 
(s)  K — I's  lewd  cargo, or  Ty — y'scfew; 
From  I>atian  fyrens,  Frencli  Circaan  feafts, 
Ketr.rn  well  traveil'd,  and  transform'd  tobeafts; 
Or  for  a  titled  punk,  or  foreign  flame, 
Ilenounceoiir  (t)  Country,  and  degrade  our  natne? 

If,  after  all,  we  muft  with  (»)  Wilmot  own. 
The"  cordial  drop  of  life  is  h.ve  alone, 
And  Swift  cry  wifely,"  Vive  la  Bi(:;atelle  '" 
The  man  that  loves  and  laughs,  mull  fure  do  wrell. 
(•j)  Adieu — if  this  advice  appear  the  worll, 
L.'en  take  the  tciinfel  which  i  gave  you  firft  : 
Or  better  precept?,  if  you  can  impart, 
,Why  do,  I'll  follow  them  with  all  my  heart. 


Si  f/))  bene  qui  coenat,  bene  vivit ;  lucet :  eamus 
Qiio  ducit  gula  :  pifcemur,  veneniur,  ut  (j)  dim' 
Oargilius  :  qui  mane  plagas,  vencbula,  fervos, 
Dlfftrtum  tranfire  forum  populumque  jnbebat, 
Unus  ut.c  multis  populo  Ipedante  referret 
limtum  mulus   aprurn.  (r)  crudi,  tumidique  la- 

vemur, 
Quid  deceat,  quid  non,  olHti ;  Caeritc  ccra 
Digni ;  (s)  reniigium  vitiofum  Ithacenfis  Uiyffei ; 
Cui  potior  (/)  patria  fuit  interdida  voluptas.    ' 

(«)Si,Mimnermusuticenfet,fineamorejocifque 
Nil  eft  jucundum  ;  vivas  in  amore  jocifque, 
■    {-u)  Vive,  vale,  fi  quid  novifti  rtdlius  iftis, 
Candidiw  imperii :  fi  non,  liis  utere  niecum. 
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not  only  prohibited  all  but  the  bell  writers  to  name 
him,  but  recommended  that  care  even  to  the  ci- 
vil magiflrate  :  "  AdniDnebat  praetores,  ne  pate- 
'*  rentur  nomen  fuumobfolefieri,"  &c.  The  other, 
that  this  piece  was  only  a  general  difcourfe  of  poet- 
ry ;  whereas  it  was  an  apology  for  the  poets,  in 
order  to  render  Auguli  us  more  their  patron.  Ho- 
race here  ilcads  the  caufe  of  his  contemporaries, 
firft  again/1  the  tafte  of  tlie  town,  whofe  humour 
it  was  to  magnify  the  authors  of  the  preceding  age  ; 
fecondly,  againll  the  court  and  nobility,  who  cn- 
com  aged  only  the  writers  for  the  theatre  ;  and 
lafliy,  againtV  the  emperor  himfelf,  who  had  con* 
ceived  them  of  little  ufe  to  the  government.  He 
fl-iows  by  a  view  of  the  progrefs  of  learning,  and 
the  change  of  tafte  amoag  the  Romans)  that  the 
iiitrodudtioa  of  the  polite  arts  of  Greece  had  given 
the  writers  of  his  time  great  advantagej  over  their 
predecefTftrs  ;  that  their  morals  were  much  im- 
proved, and  the  licence  of  thofe'  ancient  poets  re- 
llrained;  that  fatire  and  comedy  were  become 
more  jufl  and  ufeful;  that  whatever  ex-ravagances 
were  left  on  the  llage,  were  owing  to  the  ill  talle 
ef  the  nobility  ;  that  poets,  under  due  regulations, 
were,  in  many  refpeiSts,  ufcful  to  the  llatc ;  and 
concludes,  that  it  was  upon  them  the  emperor  him- 
felf muft  depend,  for  his  fame  with  pofterity. 

We  may  farther  learn  from  this  epifile,  that  Ho- 
race made  his  court  to  this  great  prince,  by  writ^ 
ing  with  a  decent  freedom  towards  him,  with  a 
iull  contempt  of  his  low  ilatterers,  and  with  a  man- 
ly regard  to  his  own  chara<Ster. 


EPISTLE     I. 


TO  AUGUSTUS. 


AJvrrtifement. 

The  reflexions  of  Horace,  and  the  judgments paft 
in  his  ffiftle  to  Auguftut,  fetmed  fo  feafonable  to 
the  prclcnt  times,  that  I  could  not  help  applying 
them  to  tl-.e  ufe  of  my  own  country.  The  author 
thouglit  them  confiderabJe  enough  to  addrefs  them 
to  his  prince;  whoni  he  paints  with  all  the  great 
sind  good  qualities  of  a  monarch,  upon  whom  the 
Romans  depended  for  the  incrcafe  of  an  abfohite 
rmpire.  But  to  make  the  poem  entirely  Englifli, 
I  W2S  willing  to  add  one  or  two  of  thofe  which 
tontribute  to  the  happinefi  of  a  free  people,  and 
are  mere  conGftent  with  the  welfare  of  cur  neigh- 
bours. 

This  ep-nie  will  fhow  the  learned  world  t»  have 
fall'.n  into  have  two  miftakes;  one,  that  Auo-uf- 
<Ui  was  a  patron  ».f  poets  ki  general ;  whereat  he 


WuiLE  you,  great  patron  of  mankind  '.   (a)  fuf- 

tain 
The  balanc'd  world,  and  open  all  the  main  ; 
Your  country,  chief,  in  arms  abroad  defend  ; 
At  home,  with  morals,  arts,  and  laws  amend  ; 
(/))  How  fhail  themufe,  fromfuch  a  monarch  ftea^ 
An  hour,  and  not  defraud  the  public  wtal  ? 

{c)  Edward  and  Henry,  now  the  boaft  of  fame, 
And  virtuous  Alfred,  a  more  (^)  facred  name, 
After  a  life  of  generous  toils  endur'd, 
The  Gaul  fubdued,  or  property  fecur'd. 
Ambition  humbled,  mighty  cities  florm'd, 
Or  laws  ellablifh'd,  and  the  world  reform'd  ; 
(<r)  Clos'd  iheir  long  glories  with  a  figh,  to  find  J 
Th'  unwilling  gratitude  of  bale  mankind! 
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Cum  tot  (a)  fuftineas  et  tanta  negotia  folus, 
Res  Italas  armis  tuteris,  moribus  ornes, 
Legibus  emendes  ;  in  (i)  publica  commoda  pecceni, 
Si  longo  lermone  morer  tua  tempora,  Gaefar. 
[c)   Romulus,   et  liber  pater,   et  cum  Caftore 
PoMux, 
Pod  ingentia  fa(5la,  (J)  Deorum  in  templa  recepti, 
Dum  terras  hominumquecoluut  genus,  afperabella 
Ciiniponunt,  agros  adfignan:,  oppida  condunt; 
(j-)  Ploravere  fuis  non  refpondere  favorem 
Spcratum  meritis.  diram  qui  contudit  Hydram, 
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All  human  virtue  to  its  latcfl  breath, 

(/)  Finds  envy  r.ever  conqiier'd  but  by  death. 

I'he  j^reat  ■^-Icides,  every  labour  paft, 

Had  ftill  this  monftcr  to  fubdue  at  laft. 

(g)  Sure  fate  of  all,  beneath  whor<;,  rifing  ray, 

J-ach  flar  of  meaner  merit  fades  away  ! 

Opprefs'd  we  feel  the  bc;am  diredlly  beat, 

I'hofe  funs  of  glory  plcafe  not  till  thsy  fet. 

To  thee,  the  world  its  prtfent  homage  pays. 
The  harvefl  early,  ih)  but  mature  the  praife  : 
Great  friend  of  liberty  !  in  kings  a  name  : 
Above  all  Greek,  above  all  Roman  fame*  : 
Whofe  word  is  truth,  as  i'acred  and  rever'd, 
(»")  As  heaven's  own  oracics  from  altars  heard. 
Wonder  of  kings!  like  whom,  to  mortal  eyes 
(i)  None  e'er  has  rifcn,  and  none  e'er  Ihall  rife. 

Juft  in  one  inftance,  be  it  yet  confeft 
Your  people,  Sir,  are  partial  in  the  refl : ,. 
Foes  to  all  living  v/or;i!  except  your  own, 
And  advocates  for  folly  dead  ana  gone. 
Authors,  like  coins,  grow  dear  ^.s  rhey  grow  old ; 
It  is  the  ruft  we  value,  not  the  gold. 
(/)  Chaucer's  wo:  ft  ribaldry  is  learn'd  by  rote, 
And  beaftly  Skehon  heads  of  houfes  quote  : 
One  likes  no  language  but  the  Faery  Queen ; 
A  Scot  will  fight  for  Chrift's  Kirk  o'  the  Green  ; 
And  each  true  Briton  is  to  Ben  fo  civil, 
(w)  He  fwears  the  mufes  met  him  at  the  Devil. 

Though  juftly  (n)  Greece  her  eldeft;  fon  admires, 
Why  ihoiild  not  we  be  wifer  than  our  fires  ? 
In  every  public  virtue  we  excel ; 
We  build,  we  plant,  (»)  we  fing,  we  dance  as  well; 
And  {f)  learned  Athens  to  our  art  mufl  floop, 
Could  fhe  behold  us  tumbling  through  a  hnop. 

If  (y)  time  improve  our  wits  as  well  as  wine, 
Say  at  what  age  a  poet  grows  divine  ? 


Notaque  fatali  portenta  labore  fubegit, 
Comperit  (y)  invidiam  fiipremo  fine  domarlj 
{g)  Urit  eniin  fulgore  fuo,  ijiii  praegravat  artcs 
Infra  fe  pofitas  :  extiudlus  aniabitur  idem, 

(^h)  Praefenti  tibi  matures  largimur  honores, 
(0  Jurandafque  tuum  per  numen  ponimus  aras, 
{i)  Nil  oriturfim  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  fatentes. 
Sed  tuus  hoc  populus  I'apiens  et  juftus  in  uno, 
*  Te  noftris  ducibus,  te  Graiis  antcferendo, 
Caetera  nequaquam  fimili  ratio;  e  modoq^ie 
Acftimat;  et,  nifi  quae  terris  femota  fuifque 
Temporibus  defundla  vidct,  fallidit  et  odit  : 
(/)  Sic  fauicr  vetcrum,  ut  tabulas  peccare  vetantes 
Quas  bis  quir«que  viri  fanxerunt,  foedera  regum, 
Ve!  Gabiis  vel  cum  rigidisaequata  Sabinis, 
Pontificum  libros,  annofa  voUimnia  Vatum, 
{m)  Didlitet  Albano  Mufas  in  monte  Iccutas. 

Si,  quia  (n)  Graiorum  funtantiquiflima  quaeque 
Scripta  vel  optima,  Romani  penfantur  eadem 
Scriptores  trutina  ;  non  eft  quod  multa  loquamur  : 
Nil  intra  eft  oieara,  nil  extra  eft  in  nuce  duri. 
Vcnimus  adfummuui  fortunae  :  pingimus,  atque 
(o)Pfallimus,et  (/>)lu(ft3mur  Achivisdo>ftiusun<9;is. 
b\  ((7)  meliora  dies,  ut  vina,  poemata  rcddit ; 
Scire  velim,  chattis  pretium  quotus  arroget  anniis. 
Scriptor  ab  hinc  annos  centum  qui  decidit,  in;cr 
Perfeiflos  veterelquc  referri  debet,  an  inter 
Viks  atque  novob  i  exdudat  jurgia  iinis. 


Shall  we,  or  fhall  we  not,  account  him  fo. 
Who  dy'd,  perhaps,  an  hundred  years  ago? 
End  all  difpute  ;  and  fix  the  year  preciic 
When  Britiih  bards  begin  t'  immortalize  ? 

'♦  Who  lafts  a  (r)  century  can  have  no  flaw ; 
"  I  hold  that  wit  a  claffic,  good  in  law." 

Sujjpofe  he  wants  a  year,  will  you  compound  ? 
And  ftiall  wedeem  him(j)  ancient, right  andfound. 
Or  damn  to  all  eternity  at  once, 
At  ninety-nine,  a  naodern  and  a  dunce  ? 

"  We  fhall  not  quarrel  for  a  year  or  two ; 
"  By  {t)  courtcl'y  of  England,  he  may  do." 

rhen,  by  the  rule  that  made  the  («)  horfe-tail 
bare, 
I  plufk  out  year  by  year,  as  hair  by  hair, 
And  melt  (a")  down  ancients  like  a  heap  of  fnow  : 
While  you,  to  meafure  merits,  look  in  [x'j  Stovvc, 
And,  eftimating  authors  by  the  year, 
!Sjilow  a  garland  only  on  a  (j)  bier. 

(s)   Shakfpeare    (whom    you  and  every  play- 
houfe  bill 
Style  the  divine,  the  matchlefs,  what  you  will) 
For  gain,  not  glory,  wing'd  his  roving  flight. 
And  grew  immortal  in  his  own  defpitc. 
Ben,  old  and  poor,  as  little  feem'd  to  heed 
[a)  The  life  to  come,  in  every  poet's  creed. 
Who  now  reads  {l>)  Cowley'  ?  if  he  pleafes  yet. 
His  moral  pleafcs,  not  his  pointed  wit ; 
Forgot  hi»  epic,  nav  J?indajic  art, 
But  ftill  («■)  I  love  the  language  of  his  heart. 

"  Yet  furely,  (//)  furely,  thefe  were  famous  men ! 
"  What  boy  but  hears  the  faying  of  old  Ben  ? 
"  In  all  (f)  debates  where  critics  b^ar  a  paxt,. 
"  Not  one  but  nods,  and  talks  of  Jonfon's  art, 
"  Of  Shakfpeare's  nature,  and  of  (Jowky's  wit ; 
"  How  Beaamont'sjudgmcnt  chcck'dwhat  Flctch* 

"  er  writ ; 
"  How .Shadwell  hifty,  yV'ycherly .was  flow; 
"  But,  for  the  paftions,  Southerne  fure  and  P>.owe. 


Sil  vetus  atque  probus,  (.'■)  centum  qui  perCcic 

annos. 
Quid  ?  qui  deperiit  minor  uno  menfe  vel  anno, 
Inter  quos  referendus  erit .'    (s)  vetcrefne  poetasj 
An  quos  ct  praefans  et  poftera  refpuat  actas  ? 
!fte  quidcm  veteres  inter  ponetur  1/}  honefte. 
Qui  vel  menfe  brevi,,  vel  toto  eft  junior  anno. 

IJtor  permiiTo,  caudaeque  pilos  at  (a)  equinac 
Paulatim  vello :    et   dejiio  unum,  demo  tj:  idttri 

unum ; 
Dum  cadat  elufus  ratione  (11)  ruehtis  acervi. 
Qui  redit  in  [x)  faftos,  et  vLrtutem  aeftimat  anftis, 
IVliraturque  nihil,  nifi  quod  ( y)  l>ibifina  facravir. 
-    (z)  Ennius  et  fapiens,  et  fortis,  et  alter  Horaerus, 
Ut  critici  Jicunt,  Lviicr  curare  videtur 
Quo  (a)  promilfacadact,  et  fomnia  Pythagorea. 
{i)  Nacvius  in  manibus  non  eft  ;   at  {c)  nientibus 

haeret  [poema. 

Pene  rectns  :   {dj  adeo  famSiini  eft  vstus  omnC 
Ambigitur  [e)  quoties,  uter  utro  fit  piior;  aufert 
Pacuvius  do(S.i  faaiam  fcnis,  Acciug  alti : 
Dicitur  Afrani  toga  convenifle  MenatiiJro': 
Plautusad  exemplar  Siculi  properare  Epicharmi 
Vin«ie  Qaecilius  gravitate,  Terentius  arte  ; 
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«  Thefe,  (/)  only  tlieff.fopport  the  crowded  ftape, 
**  From  elileft  HtywBod  down  to  Cibhcr's  age." 

All  this  may  be  ;   tgi  the  people's  voice  is  odd, 
It  is,  and  it  is  not,  the  voice  of  God. 
Ts  lb]  Gammer  Gnrton  if  it  give  the  bays. 
And  yet  deny  the  Carclefs  Hufbai  d  praiie, 
Or  fay  our  fathers  never  broke  a  lule  ; 
Why  then,  I  fay,  the  public  is  a  fool. 
But  let  them  own,  that  greater  faults  than  we 
They  hsd   and  greater  virtues,  I'll  agree. 
Spenierhimfelf  afl'eds  the  {/)  obfolete. 
And  Sydney's  scric  halts  ill  on  {t)  Roman  feet  : 
3V4ilton's  firong  pinion  now  not  heaven  can  bound, 
Now   ferpent-iike,    in  (/)   pr^fe   lie  fweeps   the 

ground. 
In  quibbles,  angel  and  archangel  join, 
And  God  the  Father  turns  a  fchool-divine. 
(w)  Not  that  I'd  l<;p  the  beauties  from  his  boek. 
Like  (n)  flafhing  Bentley  with  his  deiperate  hook, 
Or  damn  all  Shaldpeare,  like  th'  affeded  fool 
At  court,  who  hates  whate'er  he  (o)  read  at  fchooL 

But  for  the  wits  of  either  Charles's  days, 
The  mob  of  gentlemen  who  wrote  with  eafe  ; 
Sprat,  Carew,  Sedley,  and  a  hundred  more, 
(Like  twinkling  ftars  the  mifcellanies  o'erj 
One  fimik  that  (/i  folitary  fliines 
In  the  dry  defcrt  of  a  thoufand  lines. 
Or  (y;  kngthen'd  thought  that  gleams  through 

many  a  page. 
Has  fandif)  'd  whole  poems  for  an  age. 
f r    I  lofe  my  patience,  and  1  own  it  too, 
When  works  are  cenfur'd,  not  as  bad,  but  new  ; 
While,  if  our  elders  break  all  reafon's  laws, 
Thcfe  fools  demand  not  pardon,  but  applaufe. 

is)  On  Avon's  bank,  where  flowers  eternal  blow, 
If  1  but  alk  if  any  weed  can  grow ; 
One  tragic  feiitence  if  I  dare  deride. 
Which  {tj  Bctterton's  grave  aiSlion  dignify'd, 


Hos  edifcit,  et  hos  ardo  ftipata  theatre       [poetas 
Spedat  Romapottns;  if)  habet  ho?  numcratque 
Ad  noftrum  tempus,  Livi  fcnptoris  ab  aevo. 
{g)  Interdum  vulgus  redlem  videt :  eft  ubi  peccit. 
Si  'Jj    veteres  ita  miratur  laudatque  poetas, 
Ut  nihil  antcferat,  nihil  illis  eomparet ;  errat : 
Si  quaedam  nimis(/)  antique,  fi  plen.que  'k)  dure 
Dicere  credit  eos,  \l)  ignave  multa  fatetur ; 
Et  fapit,  ct  mecum  facit,  et  Jove  judicat  aequo. 
(>»)  Non  equidem  infedor,  dclendaque  carmina  I^ivi 
ille  reor,  memini  quae  (a^  plagofum  (»;  mihi  parvo 
Orbilium  didare ; 

fed  emcndata  videri 
Pulchrique,  et  exadis  minimum  diftantia,  miror  : 
Inter  quae  ( p)  vcrbum  emicuit  fi  forte  decorum, 
Si  (q    verfuspaiiio  concinnior  unus  et  alter; 
Injufte  tctum  ducit  venditque  poema.  [craffe 

(r)  Indignor  quidquam  rtprehcndi,  non  quia 
Compofitum,  illtpidevc  putetur,  fed  quia  nuper  ; 
■Jilec vcniamantiquis,  fed  honoiem  tt  pracmia  pofci. 

(/)  Rede  necne  crocum  florefque  perambulet 
Attae 
Fibula,  i\  dnbitem;  clamant  pcriiffe  pudorem 
Condi  penc  patres :  ea  cum  rcprehendere  coner, 
Quae  (/;  gravis  Acfopus,  quae  dodus  Rol'cius  egit. 


Or  welJ-niouth'd  Booth  with  emphafis  prociainjg, 
(Though  but,  perhaps,  a  mufter-roll  of  names) 
How  will  our  fathers  rife  up  in  a  rage, 
And  fwear,  all  fhame  is  loft  in  George's  age  ! 
You'd  think  (mJ   no  fools  difgrac'd    the  formet 

reign. 
Did  not  fome  grave  examples  yet  remain. 
Who  fcorn  a  lad  ftiould  teach  his  father  fkiH, 
And,  having  nnce  been  wrong,  will  be  ib  ftiil. 
He,  who  to  fecm  more  deep. than  you  or  I, 
Extols  old  bards,    i/)  or  Merlin's  prophecy, 
Miftake  him  not ;  he  envies,  not  admires, 
And,  to  debafe  the  fons,  exalts  the  fires. 
(x)  Had  ancient  times  confpir'd  to  difallow 
What  then  was  new,  what  had  been  ancient  now  ? 
Op  what  remain'd,  fo  worthy  to  be  read 
By  learned  critics,  of  the  mighty  dead  .' 

{ y)  In  days  of  eafe, when  now  the  weary  fwori 
Was  ihcath'd,  and  luxury  with  Charles  refior'd  ; 
In  every  tafte  of  foreign  courts  improv'd, 
"  All,  by  the  king's  example  liv'd  and  lov'd." 
Then   peers  grew  proud  (z)  m   horftmanfhip  t* 

excel, 
Newmarket's  glory  rofe,  as  Britain's  fell ; 
The  foldier  breath'd  the  gallantries  of  France, 
And  every  flowery  courtier  writ  romance. 
Then  (a)  marble,  foften'd  into  life,  grew  wars^j 
And  yielding  metal  flow'd  to  human  form  : 
I^ely  on  (i)  animated  canvas  ftole 
The  fleepy  eye,  that  fpoke  the  melting  foul, 
lo  wonder  then.,  when  all  was  love  and  fport, 
Ihe  willing  mufes  were  debauch'd  at  lourt:. 
On  («)  each  enervate  firing  they  taught  the  note 
I'o  pant,  or  tremble  through  an  eunuch's  throat. 

But  (rf)  Britain,  changeful  as  a  child  at  play, 
Now  calls  in  princes,  and  now  turns  away. 
Now  Whig,  row  Tory,  what  we  lov'd  we  hate; 
Now  all  for  pleafure,  now  for  church  or  ftate; 
Now  for  prerogative,  and  now  for  laws ; 
Efieds  unhappy  1  from  a  noble  caufe. 


Vel  quia  nil  (u)  rednm,  nifi  quod  placuit  fibi,  du"* 

cunt ; 
Vel  quia  turpe  putant  parere  minoribus,  et  quae 
Imberbi  didicere,  fencs  j-erdcnda  fateri 
Jam  (i;)  Saliare  Numae  carmen  qui  laudat,  et  illud^ 
Quod  mecum  ignorat,  folus  vult  fcire  videri ; 
Ingeniis  non  ille  favet  plauditque  fepultis, 
Noftra  fed  impugnat,  nos  noftraque  lividuf  odit. 

(.y)  Quod  fi  tani  Graecis  novitas  invifa  fuiflet, 
Quam  nobis;  quid  nunc  cffet  vetus  .'  aut  quid  ha- 

beret, 
Quod  legeret  tereretque  viritim  piiblicus  ufiis  ? 

(jy)  Ut  primuni  pcfitis  nugari  Graccia  belli* 
Cocpit,  et  ill  vitium  fortuna  labicr  atqua  ; 
Nunc  a;hletaruni  ftudiis,  nunc  arfit  (s)  equorum  : 
(a)  Marmoris  aut  cboris  fabros  aut  aeris  amavit ; 
Sufpendit  (b)  pida  vultum  mentemqug  tabella  ; 
Nun  (f)  tibicinibus,  nunc  eft  gavifa  tragoedis  : 

((/)  iiub  nutrice  pucUa  vclut  fi  luderet  infans. 
Quod  cupide  petiit,  mature  plena  reliquit. 
Quid  placet,  autodio  eft,  quod  nonmutabile  crcda^J 
Hoc  paces  habuere  bonac,  ventique  fecundi. 


ilVTlTAT IONS   OF  ttORACE. 


t^S 


,   (i)  Time  was,  i  fobtr  Englifhniau  would  knock 

His  fervants  uj),  and  rile  by  five  o'clock, 

lnrtru(fl  his  family  in  every  rule, 

And  fend  his  wife  {o  church,  his  fon  to  fchool. 

To  (f)  worfhip  like  his  fathers,  was  liis  Care  i 

'I'o  teach  their  frugal  virtues  to  hiS  hejr ; 

M'o  prove  that  luxury  could  never  hold; 

And  place,  on  good  (jr)  fecurity,  his  gold. 

Now  times  arc  chang'd,  and  one  (i6)  poetic  itch 

Has-feiz'd  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  rich  : 

Sons,  fires,  and  grandlires,  all  will  wear  the  bays, 

Our  wives  read  Milton,  and  our  daughters  plays, 

'J"o  theatres  and  to  reh«arfals  throng, 

And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  fong. 

1,  who  fo  oft  renounce  the  mufes,  (i)  lie, 

Not *s  felf  e'er  tells  miore  fibs  than  I ;    ' 

When  fick  of  mufe,  our  follies  we  deplore, 
And  promife  our  beft  friends  to  rhyrne  no  more  ; 
We  wake  next  morning  in  a  raging  fit. 
And  call  for  pen  and  ink  to  (how  our  wit. 

(k)  He  ferv'd  a  'prenticefliip,  who  fets  up  fliop  ; 
Ward  try'd  on  puppies,  and  the  poor,  his  drop  ; 
Ev'n  (/)  Radchfi'e's  doctors  travel  firfl  to  France, 
Kor  dare  to  prailife  till  they've  learn'd  to  dance. 
Who  builds  a  bridge  that  never  drove  a  pile  ? 
(Should  Ripley  venture,  all  the  world  would  fmile) 
But  (  to)  thofeVvho  cannot  write,  and  thofe  who  can. 
All  rhyme,  and  fctawl,  and  fcribble,  to  a  man. 

Vet, Sir,  (/;)  lefledl,  the  niifchief  is  not  great; 
Thefe  madmen  never  hurt  the  church  or  ftate  : 
Sometimes  the  fol!y  benefits  mankind  ; 
.^nd  rarely  (o)  avarice  taints  the  tuneful  mind. 
Allow  him  but  his  (/i)  plaything  of  a  pen, 
He  ne'er  rebels,  or  plots,  like  other  men  : 
(?)  Flight  of  cafhiers,  or  mobs,  he'll  never  mind; 
«:<nd  knows  no  loffes  while  the  mufe  is  kind. 
To  (r)  cheat  a  friend,  or  Ward,  he  leaves  to  Peter ; 
The  good  man  heaps  up  nothing  but  mere  metre. 
Enjoys  his  garden  and  his  book  in  quiet ; 
And  then — a  perfcd.  hermit  in  his  (_i)  diet. 


(f)  IVpmae  duke  diu  fuit  et  folemne,  recliifa 
Mane  domo  vigilare,  clienti  promcre  jura; 
Sctiptos  (y  )  nominibus  rc<J[is  expendere  nummoa ; 
(j^)  Majores  audire,  minori  dicere,  per  quae 
Crefcere  res  poffet,  minui  damnofa  libido. 
Mutavit  mentem  populus  levis,  (/6)  i»  calet  uno 
iScribendi  fli'dio  :  putrique  patrcfque  fcveri 
^i^ronde  comas  vindli  coenant,  et  carmina  dicftant. 
tpfe  ego,  qui  nuilos  me  afiirnio  fcribere  verfus, 
Invenior  (;')  I*arthis  mendacior  ;  et  pritis  orto 
^le  vigil,  calarnum  et  chartas  et  fcrinia  pofco. 
(i)  Kavem  ageie  ignarus  navis  timet :  abro'tonurh 

aegro        .    .        ,  .   ,  L'^'^. 

l!^onaudet,nifi  qui  didicet,  dare  :  cjuod  medicoru'm 
Promittunt  (/)  medici :  tradant  fabrilia  fahri  : 
(ot)  ScribimuR  indodli  doilique  pocmata  paflim. 

.  («)  Hie  error  tamen  et  Icvis  h'aec  infania,  quantas 
Virtures  habeat,  fic  collige  :  vatis  (a)  avarus 
Won  temere  eft  animus :  (^)  vcrfiis  amat,  hoc  flu- 

det  unum; 
I)etrimenta,  (y)  fugas  ferVorifm,  incendia  ridet ; 
Non  'r '  fraudem  focio,  puerove  incogitat  nllam 
Pu^illO  I  vivit  fdiqui'i,  et  puae  fecundo  [s)  j 


Of  little  ufc  the  man  yon  may  fuppofe, 
Who  fays  in  veife  vv-hat  others  fiy  in  profe: 
Yet  let  me  fhovv,  a  paei's  of  fonie  weight, 
And  ("0  thougli  no  foldier)  ufeful  to  the  ftate. 
(a)  What  will  a  cr.ild  learn  fooncr  than  afong? 
What  better  teach  a  foreigner  the  tongue  ? 
What's  long  or  Ihott,  each  accent  where  to  place, 
And  fpeak  in  public  with  fome  fort  of  grace. 
I  fcarce  can  think  him  fuch  a  worthlefs  thing, 
tJnlcfs  he  praife  fome  monfler  of  a  king  : 
Or  virtue,  or  religion  turn  to  fport, 
7"o  pleafe  a  lewd,  or  Unbelieving  coiirt. 
Unhappy  Dryden  ! — In  all  Charles's  days, 
Rofcomnion  only  boafts  unfpotted  bays  ; 
And  in  our  ovii'n  (excufe  fome  courtly  ftainj) 
No  whiter  page  than  Addifon  remains ; 
He,  (oi;)  from  the  tafte  obfcene  reclaims  our  yoathj 
And  fets  the  paflionson  the  fide  of  truth, 
Forms  the  foft  bofom  with  the  gentleft  art. 
And  pours  each  human  virtue  in  the  heart. 
Let  Ireland  tell,  how  wit  upheld  her  caufc. 
Her  trade  fupported,  and  fupplied  her  laws ; 
And  leave  ©n  Swift  this  gra;tcful  verfe  cngrav'd^ 
"  The  rights  a  court  attack'J,a  poet  fav'd." 
Behold  the  hand  that  wro'iighc  a  nation's  cure, 
Wretch'd  to  (   )  relieve  the  idiat  arid  the  poor, 
Proud  vice  to  brand,  or  injur'd  worth  adorn^ 
And  (y~)  llretch  the  ray  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
Not  but  there  are,  who  merit  other  palms  ; 
Hopkins  and  Sternholdglad  the  heart  with  pfalms  J 
The  (z)  boys  tind  girls  whom  charity  maintains. 
Implore  your  help  in  thefe  pathetic  flrains: 
How  could  devotion  {b)  touch  the  country  pews, 
Unlefs  the  gods  beftow'd  a  proper  mufe  ? 
Verfc  cheers  their  kifure,  verfe  affifts  their  work, 
Verfe  prays  fot  peace,  or  fingi  down  (f )  Pope  and 

Turk. 
The  filenc'd  preacher  yields  to  potent  ftrain. 
And  feels  that  gr.ice  his  prayer  befoirght  in  Vain  j 
Theblcffingthriilithrojghalithe  labouring  throng. 
And  {d)  heaven  is  won  by  violence  of  fong. 

Our  (^)  rural  anceftors,  with  little  blelt. 
Patient  of  labour  when  the  end  was  reft, 
Indulg'd  the  day  that  hotis'd  their  annual  grain, 
With  feafts,  and  offerings,  and  a  thankful  itrarn  ; 


[t)  Militiae  quanquajTJ  pig^r  et  ma!us,  utilis  urbi  j 
Si  das  hoc,  parvis  quo^uc  rebus  niagna  juvari ; 
(k)  Os  tenerum  pueri  balbamque  poeta  fignrat  : 
Torquet  {iv)  ab  obfcgenis  jam  nunc  fermonibiia 

aurem ; 
Mox  etiam  pe(ftus  praecep'ti*  fofniat  amicis, 
Afperitatis,  et  invidiae  corredtor,  et  irae  ; 
Rci5le  faola  refcrt ;  {y)  orientia  tempofa  n()tis 
Inftruit  exemp'lis ;  (i)  inopem  folatur  et  aegrum. 
Callis  cum  (z)  pucris  ignara  puella  mariti 
i)ifceret  unde  (l>)  prece^,  vatem  ni  Mufa  dediflet  i 
Fbfcjt  opem  chorus,  et  praefentia  npnjina  fedtit; 
Coelelles  iiJiplorat  aquas,  dofla  prece  blandusj 
Avertit  morbos,  [c]  metuenda  pcficula  pcllit ; 
Impetrat  et  pace!n,  ct  locupletem  fruglbus  annvn*. 
[d)  Carmine  Dj  fupcri  placantur,  Carmine  Manes^ 

{e)  .\gricoIae  prif.i,  furtes,  parvo<j';e  beati, 
eondita  P'^ft  ii-«ra.--'ta,  kvaiitos  terh-^orc  f«fta 
■liii: 


^sB 
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The  joy  their  vvirc--,  their  fon$,  and  fervants  Ihare, 
Eafe  of  their  toil,  and  partners  of  their  care  : 
The  laugh,  the  jcft,  attendants  on  the  bowl, 
Sniooth'd  every  brow,  and  open'd  every  foul  : 
\Vith  growing  years  the  pleafing  licence  grew. 
And  (/)  taunts  alternate  innocfntiy  flew. 
Eut  times  corrupt,  and  (g)  nature  iJ-inclin'd, 
Produc'J  the  point  that  left  a  ftii'g  behind  ; 
Till,  friend  Vkith  friend,  and  lamilicsat  ftrife, 
Triumphant  malice  rag'd  through  private  life. 
\Vi:ofelr  the  \rrong,  or  fear'd  it,  took  th'  alarm, 
yippeal'd  to  law,  and  jullice  lent  her  arm.  [bound, 
At  length,   by  wholcfome  (/-)  dread    of  flatutes 
The  poets  learn'd  to  pleafe,  and  net  to  wound  : 
^loft  warp'd  to  (»■)  flattery's  fide ;  but  feme,  more 

nice, 
Prtferv'd  the  freedom,  and  forchore  the  vice. 
Ilcnce  fatire  rofe,  that  jufl  the  medium  hit. 
And  heal.^with  morals  what  it  hurts  with  wit. 
(i)  We  conquer'd  France,  but  felt  our  captive's 
charms; 
lliT  arts  vicSlorioustrinmph'd  o'er  our  arms; 
Britain  to  fcft  refinements  lefs  a  foe, 
■\VIt  grew  polite,  and  (/)  numbers  learn'd  to  flow. 
Waller  was  fmooth;  but  Dryden  taught  to  join  ^ 
The  varying  verfe,  the  full  refounding  line,         ^ 
The  loiJg  niajcftic  march,  and  energy  divine.       j 
Thouqh  flill  fome  traces  of  our  (raj  ruftic  vein 
And  fplayfoot  verfe  remain'd,  and  will  remain. 
■Late,  very  late,  corrednefs  grew  our  care. 
When  the  tir'd  nation  (n)  brtath'd  from  civil  war. 
i-jiadl  (o)  Racine,  and  Corneille's  noble  fire, 
Show'd  us  that  Fraiice  had  fomething  to  admire. 
Not  but  the  (/■)  tragic  fpirit  was  our  own, 
And  full  in  Shakfpeare,  fair  in  Otway  flione  : 


Corpus  et  ipfum  animum  fpc  finis  dura  ferentem, 
.Cum  fociis  operum  pueris  t,t  conjuge  fida, 
Tellurcm  porco,  Silvanum  lacflc  piabnnt, 
Fioribu*,  et  vino  Gcnium  mtmoreni  brevis  aevi. 
Fefcennina  per  hunc  inventa  licentia  morem 
(_/■)  Verfibus  aUernis  opprobria  ruftica  fudit ; 
Libcrtafque  recurrentts  accepta  per  anncs 
iufit  amauilitcr  :  (g)  uoiiec  jam  faevus  apertani 
1j]  rabiem  coepit  vciti  jocus,  et  per  honeUas 
Ire  domos  imjiune  minax.  doluere  crucnto 
T)cnti  laccflici :  fuit  iiita<5li$  cjuoque  cura 
Cnnditionc  fuper  coinmuni :   [fj)  qnin  etiam  lex 
Foeuaque  lata,  malo  quae   noUct  carmine  quem- 

quam 
Dtfcribi.  vcrtere  in'>dum,  foi  midir.c  fuflis 
Ad  (0  bene  dicehduni,  delcClanJuinquc  redafli. 

(^i)  Graecia  capta  lerum  vidlurem  cepit,  et  artes 
Intulit  agrtfti  Latio.  Cc  horrldus  illc 
Defluxit  [I]  numerusSaturniui,  et  grave  virus 
Munditiac  pepulere  :  fed  in  loi'gum  tanicn  atvum 
M^nfcrunt,  hodieque  manent,  (,v»)  veiligia  ruris. 
J^crusenini  Giaeciiadmovit  acumina  cl-.artis; 
It  poft  ^/(VPunica  bc!!a  quietus  quaercre  coepit, 
Qi|id  (ff)  bophocles  tt  Thefpis  et  Adchylus  utile 

ferrtiit  : 
Ttntavit  quoquc  rem,  fi  digne  vcrtere  poflet : 
Et  placuit  fibi,  natura  fublimis  et  acer  : 
^'»B^  '/>]  fjiira:  tragivum  iatis,  ct  fcliciter  audet ; 


But  Otway  fail'd  to  pclilh  or  refine. 

And  (7)  fluent  Shakfpeare  fcarce  effac'd  a  line. 

tv'n  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot, 

The  laft  and  greateil  art,  the  art  to  blot. 

Some  doubt,  if  equal  pains,  or  equal  fire, 

The  (r)  humbler  mufe  of  comedy  require. 

But  in  known  images  of  life,  I  guefs 

The  labour  greater,  as  th'  indulgence  lefs  (1). 

Obferve  how  feldom  ev'n  the  bell  lucceed  : 

Tell  me  if  (/)  Congreve's  fools  are  fools  indeed  ? 

What  pert  low  dialogue  has  Farquliar  writ  ! 

How  Van  wants  grace,  who  never  wanted  wit ! 

The  flage  how  loofdy  (u)  does  Aftrsea  tread, 

Who  fairly  puts  all  charafters  to  bed  1 

And  idle  Cibber,  how  he  breaks  the  laws. 

To  make  poor  I'inkey  (in)  eat  with  vaft  applaufe ! 

But  fill  their  (x)  purfc,  our  poets'  work  is  done. 

Alike  to  them,  by  pathos  or  by  pun. 

O  you  !  whom  (y)  vanity's  light  bark  conreys 
On  fame's  mad  voyage  by  the  wind  of  praife, 
With  what  a  ftiiftinggale  your  courfe  you  ply, 
Fur  ever  funk  too  low,  or  borne  too  high  1 
Who  pants  for  glory  finds  but  (hort  repofe, 
A  breath  revives  him,  or  a  breath  o'erthrows, 
(=)  Farewell  the  ftage  I  if  juft  as  thrives  the  play. 
The  filly  bard  grows  fat,  or  falls  away. 

(a)  Inhere  ftill  remaii??,  to  mortify  a  wit. 
The  many-headed  monfter  of  the  pit ; 
A  fenfelefs,  worthlefs,  and  unhonour'd  crow'd  : 
M'ho,  (i)  to  diflurb  their  betters  mighty  proud. 
Clattering  their  fticks  before  ten  lines  are  fpoke. 
Call  for  the  farce,  (c)  the  bear,  or  the  black-joke. 
What  dear  delight  to  Pritons  farce  affords  ! 
Ever  the  talfe  of  mobs,  but  now  (J)  of  lords; 
(  Fade,  that  eternal  wanderer,  which  flies 
From  heads  to  ears,  and  now  from  ears  to  eyes.) 


Sed  (y)  turpem  putat  infcite  metuitquc  lituram. 

Creditur,  ex  [r)  medio  quia  arcellit,  habere. 
Sudoris  minimum  ;  fed  habet  Comoedia  tanto 
Pius  oneris,  quanto  veniae  minus.  (/)  afpice,  Piautu* 
Qmo  paelo  >J}  partes  tutetur  amantjs  cphebj, 
Ut  patris  attenti.'.enonis  ut  infidiofi : 
(.^antus  lit  Doffennus  [iv]  cdacibus  in  parafitis  ; 
Quam  uon  [u)  aftrido  percurrat  pulpita  focco. 
Gcftit  enim  (x)  nummum  in  loculos  demittere  : 

poll  hoc 
Securus,  carlat  an  redo  flet  fabula  ta]r<. 

Quein  tulit  ad  fcenam  { y)  ventofo  gloria  cunu, 
F..-:at:imat  lenfus  fpedator,  fedulus  inflat : 
Sicleve,fic  parvumeft,aniniumquod  laudis  avarura 
Submit,  ac  reficit :  (  =  )  valeat  res  ludicra,  fime 
Palma  negata  macrum,  donata  reducit  opinium. 
(a)  Saepe  etiam  audacem  fugat  hoc  terretque  poc- 

tam 
Quod  nuniero  plures,  virtute  et  honore  minores 
Indodi,  llolidique,  et  {6)  depugnare  parati 
Si  difcordet  eques,  media  inter  carmina  pofcunt 
Aut   {c)  urfuni  aut  pugiles :  his  nam  plebecula 

gaud»t. 
Verum  (//)  equitis  quoque  jam  migravit  ab  aure 

voluptas 
Omnis,ad  incertos  oculos,  et  gaudia  vana. 
*^^:\iot  aut  pUirci  auluca  prgmu-itur  in  horas ; 
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The  play  ftands  ftill ;  damn  atSion  and  difcourfe. 
Back  fly  the  fcenes,  and  enter  foot,  (*)  and  horfe  ; 
Pageants  on  pageants,  in  lon^  order  drawn, 
Peers,  heralds,  bifliops,  ermin,  gold  and  lawn  ; 
The  champion  too  I  and,  to  complete  the  jeft, 
Old  Edward's  annour  beams  on  Gibber's  breaft. 
With  (/)  laughter  fure  Democritushaddy'd, 
Had  he  beheld  an  audience  gape  fo  wide. 
Let  bear  or  (g)  elephant  be  e'er  fo  white. 
The  people,  fure,  the  people  are  the  fight ! 
Ah,  luchlefs  (A)  poet '.  ftretch  thy  lungs  and  roar, 
That  bear  or  elephant  fhall  heed  thee  more  ; 
While  all  its  (/)  throats  the  gallery  extends, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  pit  afcends  1 
Loud  as  the  wolves,  on  (A)  Orca's  ftormy  fLCep, 
Howl  to  the  roarings  of  the  northern  deep. 
Such  is  the  (bout,  the  long-applauding  note. 
At  Quin's  high  plume,  or  Oidfield's  (/)  petticoat ; 
Or  when  from  court  a  birtli-day  fait  beftow'd, 
Sinks  the  Cw)  loft  aftor  in  the  tawdry  load. 
Booth  enters — hark  !  the  univerfdl  peal ! 
"But  has  he  fpoken  i"  Not  a  iyllable. 
What  fhnok  the  ftage,  and  made  the  people  ftare  ? 
(n)  Gate's  long  wig,  flower'd  gown,  and  lacquer'd 
chair. 
Yet,  left  you  think  I  rally  more  than  teach, 
Or  praife  malignly  arts  I  cannot  reach, 
Let  me  for  once  prelume  t'  inftruifl:  the  times. 
To  know  the  poet  from  the  man  of  rhymes  : 
'Tis  he  (c)  who  gives  ray  breaft  a  thoufand  pains. 
Can  make  me  feel  each  pafuon  that  he  feigns  ; 
Enrage,  compofe,  with  more  than  magic  art ; 
With  pity,  and  with  terror,  tear  my  heart ; 
And  fnatch  me,  o'er  the  earth,  or  through  the  air, 
To  Thebes,  to  Athens,  when  he  will,  and  where. 


Dum  fugiunt  (/)  equitum  turmae,  peditumque  ca- 

tervae  : 
Mox  trahitur  manibus  regum  fortuna  retortis ; 
ElTeda  feftinant,  pilenta,  petorrita,  naves ; 
Captivum  portatur  ebur,  capciva  Corinthus. 
{/)  Si  foret  in  terris,  rideret  Democritus;  fell 
Diverfum  confufa  genus  panthera  camelo, 
Sive  [g]  elephas  albus  vulgi  converttret  ora. 
Speeflaret  populum  ludis  attentius  ipfis, 
Ut  fibi  praebentcni  minio  fpeilactila  plura  : 
ScrijHores  autem  (ii)  narrare  putarec  afcllo 
FabdUam  furdo.  nam  quae  (/)  pervincere  voces 
Evaluere  fonum,  rtferunt  qucm  noftra  theatra  ? 
(i)  Garganum  mugire  putes  nemus,  aut  mare  Tuf- 

cum. 
Tanto  cum  ftrepitu  ludi  fpedantur,  et  artes, 
(/J   Divitiacque    peregrinae ;    quibus    {m)    oblitus 

a<ftor 
Cum  ftetit  in  fcena,  concurrit  dextera  laevae. 
Dixit  adhuc  aliquid  ?  nil  fane.  Quid  placet  ergo  ? 
'(«)  Lana  Tarcntino  violas  imitata  vene-no. 
Ac  ne  forte  putes  me,  quae  facere  ipfe  rccufem. 
Gum  redle  tra<ftent  alii,  laudare  maiigne  : 
Ille  per  extentum  funcna  mihi  pofie  videtur 
Ire  poeta;  (o)  meum  qui  pedius  inanitcr  angit, 
Irritat,muicet,  fallis  tcrronbus  iniplet, 
Wt  magus ;  ft  modo  mc  Thebis,  modo  poni:  .4the- 


(j))  But  not  this  part  of  the  poetic  ftate 
xA.lone,  deferves  the  favour  of  the  great  : 
Think  of  thofe  authors,  Sir,  who  would  rely 
More  on  a  reader's  fenfe,  than  gazer's  eye. 
Or  who  fhall  wander  where  the  mufes  fing  ? 
Who  climb  their  mountain,  or  who  tafte  thek 

fpring  ? 
How  Ihall  we  fill  a  (y)  library  with  wit. 
When  Merlin's  cave  is  half  unfurrilh'd  yet? 

My  liege  '.  why  writers  little  claim  your  thought^ 
I  guefs ;  and,  with  their  leave,  will  tell  the  fault  : 
We  (j-)  poets  are  (upon  a  poet's  word) 
Of  all  mankind,  the  creatures  mod  abfurd  : 
The  (x)  feafon,  when  to  come,  and  when  to  go. 
To  fing,  or  ceafe  to  fmg,  we  never  know ; 
And  if  we  will  recite  nine  hours  in  ten. 
You  lofe  your  patience  juft  like  other  men. 
Then  too  we  hurt  ourfelves,  when,  to  defend 
A  (/)  fingle  verfe,  we  quarrel  with  a  friend; 
Repeat  («)  unafk'd;  (-j)  lament,  the  wit's  too  fine 
For  vulgar  eyes,  and  point  out  every  line  ; 
But  moft,  when,  ftraining  with  too  wealca  wing. 
We  needs  will  write  epilUes  to  the  king  ; 
And  (a)  from  the  moment  we  oblige  the  town, 
Expecfb  a  place,  or  penfion  from  the  crown ; 
Or,dubb'd  hiftorians  by  exprefs  command, 
T'  enroll  your  triumphs  o'er  the  feas  and  land. 
Be  call'd  to  court  to  plan  fome  work  divine. 
As  once  for  Louis,  Boileau,  and  Racine. 

Yet  (jy)  think,  great  Sir  !  (fo  many  virtues  niown> 
Ah,  think,  what  poet  beft  may  make  them  knowa  ? 
Or  choofe  at  leaft  fome  minifter  of  grace. 
Fit  to  beftow  the  (t)  laureat's  weighty  place. 

(a)  Charles,  to  late  times  to  be  tranfraitted  fair, 
Aflign'd  his  figure  to  Bernini's  care ; 


(/<)  Verum  age,  et  his,  qui  fe  ledlori  credere  ma 

lunt, 
Quam  fpi.'(5latoris  faftidia'  ferre  fuperbj,  [nuia 

Cura  inrpende  breveni :  fi  (9)  manus  Apolline  dig- 
Vis  complere  libris  ;  et  vatibus  addere  cakar, 
Ut  ftudio  niajore  petant  Helicona  virentem. 
(r)  Multa  quidera  nobis  facimus  mala  facpc  poc» 

tae, 
(Ut  vineta  egomet  caedam  mea)  cam  tibi  librum 
(j)  Solicito  damus,  aut  ftfTo :  cum  laedinxur,  (t) 

unum 
Si  quis  amicorum  eft  aufus  reprendere  verfum  : 
Cum  loca  jam  [u)  recitata  revolvimus  irrevocati; 
Cum  (v)  lamentamur  non  apparere  labores 
Noftros,  et  tcnui  dedudla  poemata  filq  :  C^*"* 

Cum  (r)  fperamus  eo  rem  venturam,  ut,  fimul  at- 
Carmina  refcieris  nos  fingere,  commodus  ultro 
Arceflas,  et  egere  vetes,  et  fcribere  cogas. 
Sed  tamen  eft  (y)  operae  pretium  cognofcere,  quaks 
Aedituos  haheat  belli  fpetilata  dumique 
Virtus,  (z)  indigno  non  committenda  poetae. 
(a)  Gratus  Alexandre  regi  Magno  fuit  ilie 
Choerilus,  incultis  qui  verCbus  et  male  natis 
Rattulit  acceptos,  regale  nu.Tiifma,  i'hilippos. 
Sed  veluti  tradlatj  notam  labemque  remittunt 
Atramenta,  fere  fcriptores  carmine  foedo 
Splendida  fadla  linunf.  idem  rex  ille,  pocma 
C^ui  tarn  ridicul'jm  tani  care  proJigu*eia:t, 
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And  (i)  great  Naflau  to  Kneller's  hand  decreed 
To  fix  him  graceful  on  the  bounding  fter'd; 
So  well  in  paint  and  ftone  they  judg'd  of  merit : 
But  kings  in  wit  may  want  difcerning  fpirit. 
The  hero  William   and  the  martyr  Charles, 
One   knighted   Blackmoie,   and   one  pcnfionM 

Quarks ; 
Which  made  old  Ben  and  furly  Dennis' fvvear, 
"  No  lord's  anointed,  but  a  (c)  RuiTian  bear." 
Not  with  fuch  (J)  msjefly,  iudi  bold  relief. 
The  forms  augufl,  of  king,  or  conquering-  chief, 
E'er  fwcll'd  on  marble  ;  as  in  verfe  have  fliin'd 
(In  polifh'd  verfe)  the  manners  and  the  mind. 
Oh  '.  could  I  mount  on  the  Maeonian  wing, 
Your  (e)  arms,  your  actions,  your  repofe  to  fmg ; 
What  (y)  feas  you  travers'd,  and  what  fields  you 

fought  1 
Your  country's  peare,  how  oft,  how  dearly  bought  I 
How  (g)  barbarous  rage  fubfided  at  your  word. 
And  nations  wonder'd  while   they   dropp'd  the 

fword  1 
How,  when  yoi3  nodded,  o'er  the  land  and  deep, 
(6)  Peace  ftole  her  wing,  and  wrapp'd  the  world 

in  fleep  ; 
Till  earth's  extremes  your  meditation  own, 
And  (i)  Afia's  tyrants  tremble  at  your  throne—*- 
But  (/I)  verfe,  alas!  yourmajefly  difdains; 
And  I'm  not  us'd  to  panegyric  ftrains  : 
The  zeal  of  {I)  fools  offends  at  any  time, 
But  moft  of  all,  the  zeal  of  fools  in  rhyme. 
Befides,  a  fate  attends  on  all  1  write, 
That  when  I  aim  at  praife,  they  fay  (?a)  I  bite. 
A  vile  (n)  encomium  doubly  ridicules  : 
There's  nothiny;  blackens  like  the  ink  of  fools. 


Ediflo  vetuit,  ne  quis  fe  praeter  Apelleni 

Pingefct,aut  alius  Jjyfippo  duceret  aera 

Fortis  {(t)  Alcxandri  vultum  fimulantia.  quod  fi 

Judicium  fubtilc  vidcndis  artibusillud 

Ad  libros  et  ad  heec  Mufarum  dona  vocarcs; 

(f)  Boeotuin  iu  craffo  jurares  acre  natum. 

[At  neque  dedecorant  tua  de  fe  judicia,  atque 
Munera  quae  multa  dantis  cum  laude  tulerunt, 
Diledti  tibi  Virgilius  Variufque  poetae;] 

Ncc  magis  exprcCTi  (</;  vultus  per  ahenea  figna, 
Quam  per  vatis  opus  mores  animique  virorum 
Clarorum  apparent  nee  fermones  ego  mallem 
Rcptntes  per  humum,  («)  quam  res  componcrc 

geftas, 
Terrarumque  (/)  fitus  ct  flumina  dicere,  et  arces 
Montibus  impolitas,  et  (g)  barbara  regna,  tuifque 
Aufpiciis  totum  (&)  confeda  duellaper  orbem, 
Claullracjue  (I)  cultodem  pacis  cohibentia  Janum, 
Et  (i)  formidatam  Parthis,  te  printipe,  Romam  : 
Si   quantum  cupercm,  pi'ffem  qucijue.  lid  ntquc 

parvum 
(i)  Carmen  niajeftas  recipit  tua  ;  nee  mcus  audet 
Rem  tentare  pudor,  quam  vires  fcrre  recufent. 
Sedulitas  autcm  (/)  ftulte,  quern  diligit,  urget; 
Pra?cipue  cum  fe  numeris  commcndat  et  arte, 
Difcit  enim  citius,  rneminitque  libentius  illud 
Quod  qwis  [m)  doridct,  quam  quod  probat  ct  vene- 

ratur.  [ficfto 

Nil  msrw  {n)  oO^siuiB,  l«sd  mc  gravat :  ac  neque 


If  true,  a  (o)  woful  likenefs ;  and  if  IJes^ 

"  Praife  undeferv'd  is  fcandal  in  difguife  ;" 

Well  may  he  '*)  blufh,  who  gives  it,  or  receive^ 

And  when  I  flatter,  let  my  dirty  leaves 

(Like  journiils,  ndes,  and  fuch  forgotten  things 

As  Eufden,  Philips,  fettle,  writ  of  kings) 

(j)  Clothe  fpice,  like  trunks,  or  fluttering  in  a  rowj 

Befringe  the  rails  of  Bedlam  and  Soho. 


In  (o']  pejus  vultu  proponi  cereus  ufquam, 

Ncc  prave  fav^is  decorari  verfibus  opto  : 

Ne  (/)  rubcam  pingui  donatus  munere,  et  una 

Cum  fcriptore  meo  capfa  porredlus  aperta, 

(q)  Deferar  in  vicuni  vendentem  thus  et  odores, 

Et  piper, ^t  quicquid  chartis  amicltur  incptit. 


BOOK   n.    EPISTLE    H. 

Ludenth ffecletn  ddbit,  et  torquebltur.      HoR. 

Dear    Col'nel,   Cohham's    and    your  country'^ 

friend  1 
Yoir  love  a  verfe,  take  fuch  as  I  can  fend. 
{b)  A  Frenchman  comes,  prefehts  you  with  his 

boy, 
Bows,  and  begins-^"  This  lad.  Sir,  is  of  Blois; 
"  Obferve  his  fhape  how  clean  1  his  locks  bov<r 

♦'  curl'd  ! 
"  My  only  fon ;   I'd  have  him  fee  the  World : 
"  His  French  is  pure;    his  voice  too — -you  (hall 

"  hear. 
"  Sir,  he's  your  ITave,  fof  twenty  po-Jnd  a-year. 
"  Mere  wax  as  yet,  you  fafhion  him  with  eafe, 
"  Your  barber,  cook,  uphotftercr,  whut  youpleafe: 
"  A  perfe^  genius  at  an  opera  fong  — 
"  To  fay  too  much,  might  do  my  honour  wfongV 
"  Take  him  with  all  his  virtues,  on  my  word} 
"  His  whole  ambition  was  to  ferve  a  lord: 
"But,  Sir  to  you,  with  what  would  I  not  part  •' 
"  I'htiugh  faith,   I  fear,  'twill  break  his  mother's 

"  hcKrt. 


IPISrOLA     If. 

Fc.ORE,  bono  claroque  fidells  annice  Ncroni, 
{{/)  Si  quis  forte  vclit  piierum  ribi  vendere  natunjf 
Tibure  vel  Gabiis,  et  tecum  fic  agat  :  "  Hie  ct 
"  Candidus,  et  talos  a  vertice  pulchcr  ad  imos, 
"  Fiet  erltque  tuus  nununornm  millibus  oAo; 
"  Verna  minifteriis  ad  nurusaptus  hcriles; 
"  LittCfulis  Gra-tiis  i.aibutvi?,  idoneiis  art; 
"  Cuilibet:   argilla  quidvis  imifuberis  uda  : 
"  Quin  ciiam  canet  iiidotSlum,  fed  dulce  bibenti. 
"  Multa  fidem  promifi'a  levant,  ubi  plenius  aequrf 
"  Laudat  venalcs,  qui  vult  extruders,  merces. 
"  Res  urget  me  nulla  :   meo  fum  pauper  in  aerc. 
"  Nemo  hoc  aiangonum  faccrct  tibi :  non  tcmere 
"  a  mc     _  •  [(fir' 

"  Quivis  ferret  idem  :  feme!  hie  celtavit,  et  (ut 
"  In  fcalis  latuit  metuenspendcntis  habenac  : 
"  JE)S3  nuniKioSjCJccspta  EJhil  te  ii  fuga  laedit." , 
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**  Once  (and  but  once)  1  caught  him  in  a  lie, 
"  And  then,  unwhipp'd,  he  had  the  grace  to  cry  : 
"  The  fault  he  has  I  fairly  (hall  reveal, 
*'  (Could  you  o'erlook  but  that)  it  is,  to  fleal." 

(f)  If,  after  this,  you  took  the  graceful  lad, 
Could  you  complain, my  friend, he  prov'dfo  bad? 
Faith,  in  fuch  cafe,  if  you  fhould  profecute, 
\  think  Sir  Godfrey  fiiouid  decide  the  luit  : 
Who  fent  the  thief  that  dole  the  cafh,  away, 
And  punifh'd  him  that  put  it  in  his  way. 

(</)  Confider  then,  and  judge  me  in  this  light; 
I  told  you  when  I  went,  I  could  not  write; 
You  fiiid  the  fame  ;  and  are  you  difcontent 
With  laws,  to  which  you  gave  your  own  aflent  ? 
Nay  worfe,  to  afk  for  verfe  at  fuch  a  time  ' 
D'ye  think  me  good  for  nothing  but  to  rhyme  ? 

(r)  In  Anna's  wars,  a  foWier  poor  and  old 
Had  deaily  earn'd  a  little  purfe  of  gold  : 
T  ir'd  with  a  tedious  march,  one  lucklefs  night, 
He  flept.pocr  dog  I  and  loft  it,  to  a  doit, 
This  put  the  man  in  fuch  a  defperate  mind,         ") 
Between  revenge,  and  grief,  and  hunger  j,oin'd,  > 
Againft  the  foe,  himfelf,  and  all  mankind,  j 

He  Jeap'd  the  trenches,  fcal'd  a  caftle  wall. 
Tore  down  3  ftandard,  took  the  fort  and  all. 
"  Prodigious  well  1"  his  great  commander  cry'd, 
Gave  him  much  praife,  and  feme  reward  befide. 
IVext,  pleas'd  his  excellence  a  town  to  batter 
(Its  name  1  kaow  not,  and  'tis  no  great  matter)  ; 
**  Go  on,  my  friend,  (he  cry'd)  fee  yonder  walls! 
*'  Advarwre  and  conquer  I  go  where  glory  calls  : 
"  More  honours,  more  rewards, attend  the  brave." 
Don't  you  remember  wliat  reply  he  gave  ? 
"  D'ye  think  me,  noble  general,  fuch  a  lot  ? 
"  Let  him  take  caftles  who  has  ne'er  a  groat," 
(y)  Bred  up  at  home,  full  early  I  begun 
*  To  read  in  Greek  the  Wrath  of  Peleus'  fon. 


(^)  llle  ferat  pretium,  poenae  fecurus,  opinor. 
Prudens  emifti  viriofum  :  di^a  tibi  eft  lex. 
Infequeris  tamen  hunc,  et  lite  moraris  iniqua. 

(d)  Dixi  me  pigrum  prcficifcenti  tibi,  dixi 
Talibus  cfficiis  prope  mancum  ;  ne  mea  faevus 
Jurgares  ad  te  quod  cpiftola  nulla  veniret. 
Quid  tumprofeci,  mecum  facientia  jura 
Si  tamen  attentas  ?  quereris  fuper  hoc  etiam,  quod 
Expedata  tibi  non  mittam  carmina  mendax. 

(f)  Luculli  miles  colleifla  viatica  multis 
Aeiumnis,  laffus  dum  nodlu  ftertit,  ad  affem 
Pcrdiderat :  poft  hoc  vehemens  lupus,  ct  iibi  et 

hofti 
Iratus  pariter,  jejunis  dentihus  acer, 
Fraefidium  regale  loco  dejecit,  ut  alunt, 
Summemunito,  et  multaium  divite  rerum, 
Clarus  ob  id  faiftum,  donis  ornatur  honeftis, 
Accipit  et  bis  dena  fuper  feflertia  nummum. 
Forte  fub  hoc  tempus  caftellum  evertere  praefcr 
Nefcio  quod  cupitns,  honari  coepit  eundem  [tern  : 
Verbis,  quae  timido  quoque  poftent  addere  men- 
1,  bone,  quo  virtus  tua  te  vocat  :  i  pede  faufto, 
Grandia  laturus  meritorum  praemia  :  quid  ftas? 
Poft  haec  ille  catus,  quantumvis  rufticus,  "  Ibit, 
*'  Ibit  eo,  quo  vis.  qui  zonam  perdidit,  inquit."         j 

(/)  Roaiae  natriri  mihi  conti^it  atquc  dcceii,    \ 
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Befides,  my  father  taught  me  from  a  lad. 

The  better  art  to  know  the  good  from  bad  :        ; 

(And  little  fure  imported  to  remove, 

To  hunt  for  truth  in  Maudlin's  learned  grove.) 

But  knottier  points,  we  knew  not  half  fo  well, 

Depriv'd  us  foon  of  our  paternal  cell; 

And  certain  laws,  by  fufferers  thought  unjuft, 

Deny'd  all  pofts  of  profit  or  of  truft  : 

Hopes  after  hopes  of  pious  Papifts  fail'd,     [vail'ct 

While    mighty    William's    thunderirig  arm  pre^ 

For  right  hereditary  tax'd  and  fin'd, 

He  ftuck  to  poverty  with  peace  of  mind  ; 

And  me,  the  mufes  help'd  to  undergo  it ; 

Convidl  a  Papift  he,  and  I  a  poet. 

But  (thanks  to  Homer)  hence  I  live  and  thrive 

Indebted  to  no  prince  or  peer  alive, 

Sure  I  ftiould  want  the  tare  of  ten  Monroes 

If  I  would  fcribble,  rather  than  repofe. 

(f)    Years  following    years,    ileal  fomethlnr 
every  day. 
At  laft  they  fteal  us  from  ourfelves  away  j 
In  one  our  frolics,  one  aniufements  end 
In  one  a  miftrcfs  drops,  in  one  a  friend  t 
This  fubtle  thief  of  life,  this  paltry  time. 
What  will  it  leave  me,  if  it  fnatch  my  rhyme  ? 
If  every  wheel  of  that  unweary'd  raili. 
That  turn'd  ten  thoufand  verfes,  now  ftands  ftil!;?: 
(/j)  But  after  all.  what  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
When  out  of  twenty  1  can  pleafe  not  two  • 
When  this  heroics  only  deigns  to  praife 
.Sharp  fatire  that,  and  that  Pindaric  lays  ? 
One  likes  the  pheafant's  wing,  and  one  the  leg- 
The  vulgar  boil,  the  learned  roaft  an  egg.  * 

Hard  talk  '.  to  hit  the  palate  of  fuch  guefts 
When  Oldfield  loves  what  Dartineuf  detefts, 

(/•)  But  grant  1  may  relaple,  for  want  of  gracs, 
Agam  to  rhyme :  can  London  be  the  place  > 


Iratus  Graiis  quantum  nocuiflet  Achilles. 
Adjecere  bonae  paulo  plus  artis  Athenae  : 
Scilicet  ut  poflem  curvo  dignofcere  retflunu 
Atque  inter  fylvas  academi  quaerere  rerunfc 
Dura  fed  emovere  loco  me  tempora  grato  • 
Civilifque  rudem  belli  tulit  aeftus  in  arma* 
Caefaris  Augufti  non  refponfura  lacertis. 
Unde  fimul  primum  me  demifere  Philippi, 
Decifis  humilem  pennis,  inopemque  paterni 
t(  laris  et  fundi,  paupcrtas  impulit  audax 
Ut  verfusfacerem  :  fed,  quod  aon  defit,  habentem 
Quae  poterunt  unquam  fatis  expurgare  cicutae,     ' 
Ni  melius  dormirc  putem,  quam  fcriberc  verfti's  ? 

(g)  Singula  dxj  nobis  anni  praedantur  euntcs- ' 
Eripuere  jocos,  venerem,  convivia,  ludum  ;        * 
Tendunc  extorquere  poemata.  quid  faciam'vis  » 

(/^)  Denique  non  omnes  eadem  mirantur  amants. 
que. 
Carmine  tu  gaudes :  hie  deledatur  iambis; 
llle  Bionels  fermonibus,  et  fale  nigro. 
Tresmihi  convivae  prope  difientire  videntur 
Pofcentes  vario  multum  diverfa  palato.        [alter- 
Quid  dem  ?  quid  non  dem  ?  renuig  quod  tu,  jubet 
Quod  petis,  id  fane  eft  invifum  acidumque  duobus 

(i)  Praeter  caetera  mc  Rocnae  ne  poemata  cen- 
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Who  there  his  mufc,  or  felf,  or  foul  attends, 
^Ai  crowds,   and  couru,  law,  bufinefe,  feafts,  and 
7  friends  ? 

My  counfcl  fends  to  execute  a  deed  : 
A  poet  begs  me  I  will  hear  him  read  : 
Id  Palace-yard  at  nine  you'll  find  me  there — 
At  ten,  for  certain,  Sir,  in  Bloomfbury-fquare — 
Before  the  Lords  at  twelve  my  caufe  comes  on — 
There's  archearfal.  Sir,  cxacft  at  one — 
"  Oh  but  a  wit  can  ftudy  in  the  ftreets, 
*'  And  raife.  his  mind  above  the  mob  he  meets." 
Not  quite  fo  well  however  as  one  ought ; 
A  hackney-coach  may  chance  to  fpoil  a  thought  J 
And  then  a  nodding  beam,  or  pig  of  lead, 
God  knows,  may  hurt  the  very  ableft  head. 
Have  you  not  feen,  at  Guildhall's  narrow  pafs, 
Two  Aldermen  difpute  it  with  an  afs  ? 
And  peers  give  way,  exalted  as  they  are, 
,  Ev'n  to  their  own  f-r-v — nee  in  a  car  ? 

(i)  Go,  Icifty  poetl  and  in  fuch  a  crowd. 
Sing  thy  fonorous  verfe — but  not  aloud. 
Alas  I  to  grottoes  and  to  groves  we  run, 
To  eafc  and  iiience,  every  mufe's  fon  : 
Blackmore  himfelf,  for  any  grand  effort, 
W^ould  drink  and  doze  at  Tooting  or  Earl's  CoUrt. 
How  fliall  I  rhyme  in  this  eternal  roar  ? 
How  match  the  bards  whom  none  e'er  match'd 
before  ? 

(/)  The  man,  who,  ftretch'd  in  Ifis'  calm  re- 
treat. 
To  books  and  ftudy  gives  feven  years  complete. 
See,  ftrow'd  with  learned  duft,  his  nightcap  on. 
He  walks,  an  objeft  new  beneath  the  fun 
The  boys  flock  round  him, and  the  people  ftare  : 
So  ftiff,  fo  mute  !  feme  ftatue  you  would  fwcar, 
Stepp'd  from  its  pedeftal  to  tak^  the  air 


Ear,  ( 


Scribere  pofle,  inter  tot  curas  totque  labores  ? 
Hie  fponfum  vocat,  hie  auditum  feripta,  relidlis 
Omnibus  ofEciis  :  cubat  hie  in  coUe  Qjjirini, 
Hie  extremo  in  Aventino  ;  vifendus  uterque. 
Intervalla  vides  humane  commoda.     "  Verum 
"  Purae   funt  platea,  nihil  ut  medicantibus  ob- 

ftet." 
Feftinat  calidus  muHs  gerulifque  redemtor  : 
Torquet  nunc  lapidem,  nunc  ingens  machina  lig- 
num : 
Triftfe  robuftis  lu£tantur  funera  plauftris: 
Hac  rabiofa  fugit  canis,  hac  lutulenta  ruit  fus. 
(i)  I  nunc,  et  vcrfus  tecum  meditare  canoros. 
Scriptorum  chorus  omnis  amat  nemus,  et  fugit 

urbes. 
Rite  cliens  Daechi,  fomno  gaudentis  et  umbra. 
Tu  me  inter  ftrcpitus  nodlumos  atque  diurnos 
Vis  canere,  et  contra(Sla  fequi  vefligia  vatum  ? 
(/)  Ingenium,  fibi  quod  vaeuas  defumfit  Athe- 
nas, 
Et  ftudiis  annos  feptem  dedit,  infenuitqae 
Libris  et  curis,  ftatua  taciturnius  exit 
Plerumque,  et  rifupopulum  quatit;  hie  ego  re- 
rum 
Fludlibus  in  mediis,  et  tempeftatibus  urbis, 
Verba  lyrae  motura  fonum  coiinc(5lae  digner  ? 


And  here,  while  town',  and  courr,  and  city  roars  • 
With  mobs,  and  duns,  and  folditr!»,  at  their  doors, 
Shall  I,  in  London,  adl  this  idle  part  ? 
C'lnipofing  fongs,  for  fools  to  get  by  heart  ? 

{m)  The  temple  late  two  brother  fergeante  faw, 
Who  deem'd  each  other  oracles  of  law! 
With  equal  talents,  thefe  congenial  fouls. 
One  luH'd  th'  Exchequer,  and  one  ftunn'd  the 

rolls ; 
Each  had  a  gravity  would  make  you  fnlif. 
And  fhook  his  head  at  Murray,  as  a  wit. 
'Twas,   "  Sir,  your  law" — and  "  Sir,  your  elo- 

"  quence,"  [fenfe." 

"  Yours,  Cviwper's  manner — and  yours,  Talbot's 

(h)  Thus  we  dlfpoi'e  of  all  poetic  merit, 
Youts  Milton's  genius,  and  mine  Homer's  fpirit. 
Call   Tibbald  Shakefpeare,   and  he'll  fwear   the 

Nine, 
Dear  Gibber  !  never  match'd  one  ode  of  thine. 
Lord  !   how  we  ftrut  through  Merlin's  cave,  to  fee 
No  poets  there,  but  Stephen,  you,  and  me. 
Walk  with  refpeft  behind,  while  we  at  eafe 
Weave  laurel  crowns,  and  take  what  names  W6 

pleafe. 
"  My  dear  Tibullus  !"  if  that  will  hot  do,' 
"  Let  me  be  Horace,  and  be  Ovid  yon  1 
"  Or,  I'm  content,  allow  me  Dryden'sftrains,    ,, 
"  And  you  (ball  rife  up  Otway  for  your  pains." 
Much  do  I  fuffcr,  much  to  keep  in  peace 
This  jealous,  wafpilh,  wrong-head,  rhyming  race; 
And  much  mull  flatter,  if  the  whim  fhould  bite 
To  court  applaufe  by  printing  what  t  write  : 
But  let  the  fit  pafs  o'er,  I'm  wife  enough 
To  flop  my  ears  to  their  confounded  (luff. 

(c)  In  vain,  bad  rhymers  all  mankind  rejeft, 
They  treat  themfelves  with  mibfl:  profound  refped  ; 
'Tis  to  fmall  purpofe  that  you  hold  your  tongue, 
Each  prais'd  within,  is  happy  all  day  long  : 


{ni)  Prater  erat  Romae  confulti  rhetor  ;  ut  alter 
Alterius  fermone  meros  audiret  honores  : 
Gracchus  ut  liic  illi  foret,  huic  ut  Mueius  ille. 
Qui  minus  argutos  vexat  furor  ifte  poetas  ? 
(kj  Carmina  compono,  hie  elegos  ;  mirabile  vifu, 
Caelatumque  novem  Mufis  opiis.  afpice  primum, 
(^anto  cum  faftu,  quanto  molimine  circum- 
fpedlenius  vaciiam  Romanis  vatibus  aedem< 
Mox  etiam  (fi  forte  vacas)  fequere,  et  proculaudi^ 
Qiiid  ferat,  et  quare  llbi  nedlat  utercjue  coronam. 
Caedimar,  et  totidem  plagis  confumimus  hoflem, 
Lento  Samnites  ad  lumina  prima  duelio. 
Difcedo  Alcaeus  pundo  illius  ;  ille  meo  quis  ? 
Quis,  nifi  Calliniachus  ?  fi  plus  adpofcere  vifus: 
Fit  Mimnermus,  et  optivo  cognomine  crelcit. 
Multa  fero,  ut  placem  genus  irritabile  vatumj 
Cum  fcribo,  et  fupplex  popiili  fuflragia  capto  i 
Idem,  finitis  ftudiis,  et  mente  recepta, 
Obturem  patulasimpune  icgentibus  aures. 

(o)   Ridtntur   mala  qui   Componunt  carmiha : 
verum 
Gaudet  feribentes,  et  fe  venerantur,  et  ultro. 
Si  taceas,  laudant;  qiiidquid  fcripfere,  beati. 
At  qui  legitimum  cupiet  feciffe  poema. 
Cum  tabulis  aiiinium  ceiiforis  fumct  bonefti : 
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But  how  feverely  with  themfelves  proceed 
The  men,  who  write  fuch  verfe  as  we  can  read? 
Their  own  ftrift  judges,  not  a  word  they  fpare, 
That  wants  or  force,  or  light,  or  weight,  or  care, 
Howe'er  unwillingly  it  quits  its  place. 
Nay  though  at  Court  (perhaps)  it  may  find  grace: 
Such  they'll  degrade  •;  and  fometimes,  in  its  Head, 
{p)  \n  downright  charity  revive  the  dead  ; 
Mark  where  a  bold,  exprefiive  phrafe  appears, 
Bright  throogh  the  rubbifh  of  fome  hundred  years; 
Command  old  words  that  long  have  llept,  to  wake. 
Words,  that  wife  Bacon ,  or  brave  Raleigh  fpake ; 
Or  bid  the  new  be  Engliih.ages  hence, 
(For  ufe  will  father  what's  begot  by  fenfe) 
Pour  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along, 
Serenely  pure,  and  yet  divinely  ftrong. 
Rich  with  the  treafurcs  of  each  foreign  tongue! 
Prune  the  luxuriant,  the  uncouth  refine, 
But  fhow  no  mercy  to  an  empty  line  : 
Then  polifli  all,  with  fo  much  life  and  eafe. 
You  think  'tis  nature,  and  a  knack  to  pleafe  : 
"  But  eafe  in  writing  flows  from  art,  not  chance; 
"  Asthofe  move  eafieit  who  have  Icarn'd  to  dance." 
{q)  II  fuch  the  plague  and  pains  to  write  by  rule, 
Better  (fay  I)  be  pleas'd,  and  play  the  fool; 
Cdll,  if  you  will,  bad  rhyming  a  difeafe. 
It  gives  men  happinefs,  or  leaves  them  eafe- 
There  liv'd  in  primo  Georgii  (they  record) 
A  worthy  member,  no  fmall  fool,  a  lord  ; 
Who,  though  the  houfe  was  up,  delighted  fate, 
Heard,  noted,  anfwer'd,  as  in  full  debate : 
In  all  but  this,  a  man  of  fober  life. 
Fond  of  his  friend,  and  civil  to  his  wife ; 
Not  quite  a  madman,  though  a  pafty  fell ; 
And  much  too  wife  to  walk  into  a  well. 
Him,  the  damn'd  dodors  and  his  friends  immur'd, 
They  bled,  they  cupp'd,  they  purg'd ;  in  fliort, 

they  cur'd : 
Whereat  the  gentleman  began  to  ftare — 
My  friends !  he  cry'd,  p — i  take  you  for  your  care  I 
That  from  a^patriot  of  diUinguifli'd  note, 
H<tvc  bled  and  purg'd  me  to  a  fimpk  vote. 


Audebit  quaecunque  parum  fplendoris  habebunt, 
lit  fme  pondere  erunt,  et  honorc  indigna  ferentur. 
Verba  movere  loco  ;  quamvis  invita  recedant, 
Et  verfentur  adhuc  intra  penetralia  Veftae  : 
(  f)  Obfcurata  diu  populo  bonus  eruet,  atquc 
Proferet  in  lucem  fpeciofa  vocabularerum, 
Q  jae  prifcis  memorata  Catonibus  atque  Cethegis, 
r  unc  fitus  informis  premit  et  deferta  vetuftas; 
/^dfcifcet  nova,  quae  genitor  produxerit  ufus  ; 
Vehemenset  liquidus,  puroque  fmiillimus  amni, 
Fundet  opes,  I^atiunique  beabit  divite  lingua  : 
JLuxuriantia  compefcet :  nimis  afpera  fauo 
Levabit  cultu,  virtute  carentia  toilet : 
l^audentis  fpeciem  dabit,  torquebitur,  ut  qui 
Nunc  Satyrum,  nunc  agreftem  Cyclopa  movetur. 
{q)  Praetulerim  fcriptor  delirus  inerfque  videri, 
Dum  mea  deledient  mala  me,  vel  denique  fallant, 
Quam  fapere,  et  ringi.     Fuit  baud  ignobilis  argis, 
Qiii  fe  credebat  miros  audire  tragoedos. 
In  vacuo  laetus  feffor  plauforquc  theatro  ; 
Caetera  qui  vitae  fervaret  munia  redo 


(r)  Well,  on  the  whole,  plain  profe  muft  be  my 
fate  : 
WIfdom  (curfe  on  it)  will  come  foon  or  late.     J 
There  is  a  time  when  poets  will  grow  dull : 
I'll  e'en  leave  verfes  to  the  boys  at  fchool : 
To  rules  of  poetry  no  more  confin'd, 
I'll  learn  to  fmooth  and  harmonife  my  mind. 
Teach  every  thought  within  its  bounds  to  roll. 
And  keep  the  equal  mcafurc  of  the  foul. 

is)  Soon  as  I  enter  at  my  country  door, 
My  mind  refumes  the  thread  it  dropp'd  beforej 
Thoughts  which  at  Hyde-park  corner  I  forgot. 
Meet  and  rejoin  me,  in  the  penfive  grot. 
There  all  alone,  and  compliments  apart, 
I  alk  thefe  fober  queftions  of  my  heart,       [crave, 

(/j  If,  when  the  more  you  drink,  the  more  yoj* 
You  tell  the  do<9:or ;  when  the  more  you  have. 
The  more  you  want,  why  not  with  equal  eafe 
Confefs  as  well  your  folly,  as  difeafe  ? 
The  heart  refolves  this  matter  in  a  trice, 
"  Men  only  feel  the  fmart,  but  not  the  vice." 

(u)  When  golden  angels  ceafe  to  cure  the  evil.' 
Yon  give  all  royal  witchcraft  to  the  devil  : 
When  fcrvile  chaplains  cry,  that  birth  and  place 
Indue  a  peer  with  honour,  truth,  and  grace; 
Look  in  that  breaft,  moll  dirty  Dean  ;  be  fair. 
Say,  can  you  find  out  one  fuch  lodger  there  ? 
Yet  flill,  not  heeding  what  your  heart  can  teach. 
You  go  to  church  to  hear  thefe  flatterers  preach. 

Indeed,  could  wealth  beflow  or  wit  or  merit, 
A  grain  of  courage,  of  a  fpark  of  fpirit. 
The  wifefl;  man  might  blufh,I  muft  agree. 
If  D***  lov'd  fixpence,  more  than  he. 

(f)  If  there  be  truth  in  law,  and  ufe  can  give 
A  property,  that's  yours  on  which  you  live. 


More ;  bonus  fane  vicinus,  amabilis  hofpes, 
Comis  in  uxorem  ?  poffet  qui  ignofcere  fervis, 
£t  figno  laefo  non  infanire  lagenae  : 
PolTet  qui  rupem,  et  puteum  vitare  patentem. 
Hie  ubi  cognatorum  opibus  curifque  refedlus, 
Ezpulit  elleboro  morbum  bilemque  meraco, 
Et  redit  ad  fefe  ;  Pol  me  occidiftis,  amicl, 
Non  ferva(lis,  ait ;  cui  fie  extorta  voluptas, 
Et  demptus  per  vim  mentis  ^ratiflimus  error. 

(r)  Nimirum  fapere  eft  abjedis  utile  nugis, 
Ettempeftivum  pueris  concedere  ludum  ; 
{s)  Ac  non  verba  fequi  fidibus  modulanda  Latinis, 
Sed  verae  numtrofque  modofque  edifcere  vitae. 
Quocirca  mecum  loquor  haec,  tacitufque  recordor  : 

[t)  Si  tibi  nulla  fitim  finiret  copia  lymphae, 
Narrares  medicis  :  quod  quanto  plura  parafti, 
Tanto  plura  cupis,  nuUine  faterier  audes  ? 

(«)  Si  vulnus  tibi  monftrata  radice  vel  herba 
Non  fieret  levius,  fugeres  radice  vel  herba 
Proficiente  nihil  curarier  :  audieras,  cui 
Rem  Di  donarint,  ille  decedere  pravam 
Stultitiam;  et,  cum  fis  nihilo  fapientior,  ex  quo 
Plenior  es,  tamen  uteris  monitoribus  ifdem  ? 

At  fi  divitiae  prudentem  reddere  poffent,    ' 
Si  CHpidum  timidumque  minus  te  :  nempe  tuberes, 
Viveret  in  terris,  tc  fi  quis  ivarior  nno. 
(•y)  Si  proprium  eft,  quod  quis  libra  mercatus  et 
aere  eft, 
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Delightful  Abs-court,  if  its  fields  affbri 
7'h'eir  fruits  to  -you,  confefTes  you  its  lord  : 
An(,v) U'orldly'shens,  ray, partridge, (old  to  town, 
His  venilbn  too,  a  guinea  makes  your  own  : 
He  bought  at  thoufands,  what  with  better  wit 
You  purchafe  as  you  want,  and  bit  by  bit ; 
Now,  or  long  Cnce,  what  difference  will  be  found  ? 
You  pay  a  ptnny,  and  he  paid  a  pound. 

(jf)  Heathcotc  himfelf,andfuch  large-acred  men, 
IvorJs  of  fat  E'fiiam,  or  of  Lincoln- fen. 
Buy  every  fti  k  of  wood  that  lends  them  heat ; 
Buy  every  pullet  they  afford  to  cat. 
Yet  thefe  are  wights,  who  fondly  call  their  awn 
Half  that  the  devil  o'erlooks  from  Lincoln-town. 
The  laws  of  God,  as  well  as  of  the  land, 
Abhor  a  perpetuity  fliould  (land  : 
Eftates  have  wings,  and  hang  in  fortune's  power 
(x'l  Loofe  on  the  point  of  every  wavering  hour, 
Ready,  by  force,  or  of  your  own  accord, 
By  faie,  at  leaft  by  death,  to  change  their  lord. 
IVlan?  and  for  ever  ?  wretch  !  what  wouldft  thou 

have? 
Heir  urges  heir,  like  wave  impelling  wave. 
All  vafl  poffeihuns  (jull  the  fame  the  cafe 
Whether  you  call  them  villa,  park,  or  chafe) 
Alas,  my  Bathurft  I  what  will  they  avail  ? 
Join  Cotfwood's  hills  to  Saperton's  fair  dale, 
l>et  rifing  granaries  and  temples  here, 
There  mingled  farms  and  pyram.ids  appear. 
Link  towns  to  towns  with  avenues  of  oak, 
Enclofe  whole  downs  in  walls,  'tis  all  a  joke  I 
Inexorable  Death  (hall  level  all, 
And  trees,  and  ftones,  and  farms,  and  farmer  fall. 

(a)  Gold,  filver,  ivory,  vafes  fculptur'd  high, 
Paint,  marble,. gems,  and  robes  of  Perfian  dye. 


Quacdam  (C  credis  confultis)  mancipat  ufus : 
C^ui  te  pafcit  ager,  tuus  eft  ;  et  villicus  Orbi, 
Cum  fegetes  occat  tibi  mox  frumenta  daturus, 
Tc  dominum  fcntit. 

(x)  das  nummos ;  accipis  uvam, 
Fullos,  ova,  cadum,  temeti ;  nempe  modo  ifto 
Paulatim  mercaris  agrum,  fortaffe  trecentis, 
Aut  etiam  fupra,  nummorum  millibus  ©mtum. 
Quid  refert,  vivas  numerato  nuper,  an  olim  ? 

( j)  Emtor  Ariciiii  quondam,  Veientis  et  arvi, 
I!mtum  coenat  olus,  quamvis  aliter  putat ;  emtis 
Sub  nocSeni  gelidam  lignis  calefa(5lat  ahenum- 
Sed  vocat  ufque  fuum,  qua  populus  ad  fiu  certis 
liimitibus  dicina  refigit  jurgia  :  tanquam 
(z)  Sit  proprium  cuiquam,  pundlo  quod  mobilis 
horae,  [prema, 

jNunc  precc,  nunc  pretio,  nunc  vi,  nunc  forte  fu- 
Permutet  dominos,  et  cedat  in  altera  jura. 

Sic,  quia  perpetuus  nuUi  datur  ufus,  et  haeres 
Hacredem  alterius,  velut  unda  fiipervenit  undam; 
<^id  vici  profunt,  aut  horrea  .'  quidve  Calabria 
Saltibus  adjedi  Lucani ;  fi  metit  Orcus 
Grandia  cum  parvis,  non  cxorabilis  auro  ? 

(a)  Gemmas,  marmor,  cbur,  Tjrrhcfla  figilla, 
tabellas, 
Argcntum,  vellcs  Gaetulo  murice  tintSas, 
SoBt  ^ui  non  ha!)cant;  eft  qui  son  curat  habere. 


There  are  who  have  not— and  thank  heaven  there 

are. 
Who,  if  they  have  not,  think  not  worth  their  care. 

(A)  Talk  what  you  will  of  taftc,  my  friend, 
you'll  find 
Two  of  a  face,  as  foon  as  of  a  mind. 
WTiy,  of  two  brothers,  rich  and  reftlefs  one 
Ploughs,  burns,  manures,  and  toils  from  fun  to  fun  ; 
The  other  flights,  for  women,  fports,  and  wines. 
All  Townfhend's  turnips, andall  Grofvenor'smines: 
Why  one  like  Bu —  with  pay  and  fcorn  content, 
Bows  and  votes  on,  in  court  and  parliament; 
One,  driven  by  ftrong  benevolence  of  foul, 
Shall  fly,  like  Oglethorpe,  from  pole  to  pole  : 
Is  ktiown  alone  to  that  Diredling  Power, 
Who  forms  the  genius  in  the  natal  hour ; 
That  God  of  Nature,  who,  within  us  ftill. 
Inclines  our  a<ftion,  not  conftrains  our  will; 
Various  of  temper,  as  of  face  or  frame. 
Each  individual;  his  great  end  the  fame. 

(<)  Yes,  Sir,  how  fmall  foever  be  my  heap, 
A  part  I  will  enjoy,  as  well  as  keep. 
My  heir  may  figh,  and  think  it  want  of  grace 
A  man  fo  poor  would  live  without  a  place  ; 
But  fure  no  ftatutc  in  his  favour  fays. 
How  free,  or  frugal,  I  (hall  pafs  my  clays  : 
I,  who  at  fome  times  fpend,  at  others  fpare, 
Divided  between  carelefTnefs  and  care. 
'Tis  one  thing  madly  to  difperfe  my  ftore ; 
Another,  not  to  heed  to  treafure  more  : 
Glad,  like  a  boy,  to  fnatch  the  firft  good  day. 
And  pleas'd,  if  fordid  want  be  far  away. 

(/)  What  is 't  to  mc  (a  paffenger  God  wot)' 
Whether  my  veffel  be  firfl-rate  or  not  ? 
The  (hip  itfelf  may  make  a  better  figure  ; 
Biit  {  that  fail,  am  neither  lefa  nor  bigger : 
I  neither  ftrut  with  every  favouring  breath. 
Nor  ftrive  with  all  the  tempefi:  in  my  teerh. 
In  power,  wit,  figure,  virtue,  fortune,  plac'd 
Behind  the  foremoft,  and  before  the  laft. 


(i)  Cur  alter  fratrum  celTare,  et  ludcrc,  et  ungi 
Praeferat  Herodis  palmetis  pinguibus;  alter 
Dives  et  importunus,  ad  umbram  lucis  ab  ortu 
Siiveflrem  flammis  et  ferro  mitiget  agrum  : 
Scit  Genius,  natale  comes  qui  temperat  aftrum  : 
Naturae  Deiis  humane,  mortalis  in  unum. — 
Quodque  caput,  vulta  mutabilis,  albus,  et  ater. 

(j)  Utar,  et  ex  medico,  quantum  res  pofcet^ 
acervo 
Tollam  :  nee  mctuam,  quid  de  me  judicet  haeres. 
Quod  non  plura  datis  invcnerit.  et  tamen  idem 
Scire  volam,  quantum  Cmpler  hilarifque  nepoti 
Difcrepet,  et  quantum  difcordet  parcus  avaro. 
Diftat  enim,  fpargas  tua  prodigus,  an  neque  funi« 

tum. 
Invitus  facias,  nee  plura  parare  labores; 
Ac  potius,  puer  ut  feftis  Quinquatribus  olim, 
Exiguo  gratoque  fruaris  tempore  raptim.     [utrum 
(y)  Paupcries  immunda  domus  procul  abfit:  ego, 
Nave  ferar  magna  an  parva,  ferar  unus  et  idem. 
Non  agimur  tumidis  velis  Aquilone  fecundo  : 
Non  tatncR  adyerfis  aetatsm  duoimu&  Auftti««. 
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(^)  "  But  why  all  this  of  avarice  ?  I  have  none." 
Iwifh  you  joy.  Sir,  of  a  tyrant  gone  ; 
But  does  no  other  lord  it  at  this  hour. 
As  wild  and  mad  ?  the  avarice  of  power  ? 
Does  neither  rage  inflame,  nor  fear  appall  ? 
Not  the  black  fear  of  death,  that  faddcns  all  ? 
With  terrors  round,  can  reafon  hold  her  throne, 
Defpifc  the  known,  nor  trouble  at  th'  unknown? 
Survey  both  worlds,  intrepid  and  entire. 
In  fpite  of  witches,  devils,  dreams,  and  fire  ? 
Pleas'd  to  look  forward,  pleas'd  to  look  behind. 
And  count  each  birth-day  with  a  grateful  mind  ? 
Has  life  no  fournefs,  drawn  fo  near  its  end  ; 
Canft  thou  endure  a  foe,  forgive  a  friend  ? 


Viribiis,  ingenio,  fpecie,  virtute,  loco,  re, 
Extremi  primorum,  extremis  ufque  priores. 

(^y  Non  cs  avarus  :  abi.  quid  ?   caetera  jam  fi- 
mul  ifto 
Cum  vitio  fugere  ?  caret  tibi  petflis  inanl 
^rabiuonc  ;  caret  mortis  foraiidine  et  iva  ? 


Has  age  but  melted  the  rough  parts  away, 
As  winter  fruits  grow  mild  ere  they  decay  ? 
Or  will  you  think,  my  friend,  your  bufincfs  done. 
When,  of  a  hundred  thorns,  you  pull  out  one  ? 

(h)  Learn  to  live  well,  or  fairly  make  your  will; 
You've  play'd,  and  lor'd,  and  eat,  and  drank  your 

fill: 
Walk  fober  off;  before  a  fprightlicr  age 
Comes  tittering  on,  and  fliovesyou  from  the  (lager 
Leave  fuch  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  eafe. 
Whom  folly  pleafes,  »nd  whofe  follies  pleafe. 


Somnia,  terrores  magicos,  miracula,  fagaj, 
Notfturnos  lemures,  portentaque  ThelTala  rides  f 
Natales  grate  numeras .'  ignofcis  amicis  ? 
Lenior  et  melior  fis  accedente  feneifta  ? 
Quid  te  extrema  levat  fpinis  de  pluribus  una  J 

(b)  Vivere  fi  recSle  nefcis,  decede  perilis. 
Lufifti  fatis,  edifti  fatis,  atque  bibifti : 
Te.nipus  abire  tibi  eft  :  ne  potnni  largius  araiM 
Rideat,  ;*  pulfet  lafciva  decentius  aeta?* 


THE  SATIRES  OF  DR.  JOHN  DONNE, 

DEAN  OF  ST.  PAUL'S,  VERSIFIED. 


"  Quid  vetat  et  nofmet  LucilH  fcripta  legentfs 
•  *'  Quaerere,  num  illius,  num  reruni  dura  negirit 
"  Verficulos  natura  magis  fadlos,  et  euhtes 
"  MoUius?"  HoR.' 


SATIRE    II. 

Yes  ;  thank  my  ftarsl  as  early  as  I  knew 

This  town,  I  had  the  fenfe  to  hate  it  too  : 

■Yet  here,  as  ev'n  in  liell,  there  muft  be  Hill 

One  giant-vice,  fo  excellently  ill. 

That  all  beCde,  one  pities,  nor  abhors  ; 

As  who  knows  Sappho,  fmiles  at  other  whores. 

I  grant  that  poetry's  a  crying  fin ; 
It  brought  (no  dojibt)  th'  excife  and  army  in  : 
Catch'd  like  the  plague,  or  love,  the  Lord  know* 
Bnt  that  the  cure  is  flarving,  all  allow.  [how 

Yet  like  the  papift's,  is  the  poet's  ftate. 
Poor  and  difarni'd,  and  hardly  worth  your  hate  I 

Here  a  lean  bard,  whofe  wit  could  never  give 
Himfelf  a  dinner,  makes  an  aftor  live  : 
The  thief  condemn'd,  in  law  already  dead, 
So  prompts,  and  faves  a  rogue  who  cannot  read. 
Thus  as  the  pipes  of  fome  carv'd  organ  move. 
The  gilded  puppets  dance  and  mount  above. 
Hcav'd  by  the  breath  th'  infpiring  bellows  blow  : 
Th'  infpiring  bellows  lie  and  pant  below. 

One  fings  the  fair :  but  fongs  no  longer  move  ; 
No  rat  is  rhym'd  to  death,  nor  maid  to  love  : 
In  love's,  in  nature's  fpitc,  the  fiege  they  hold. 
And  fcorn  the  flclh,  the  devil,  and  all  but  gold. 

Thefe  write  to  lords,  fome  mean  reward  to  get, 
As  needy  beggars  fing  at  doors  for  meat. 
Thofe  write  becaufe  all  write,  and  fo  have  flill 
Iicufe  for  wTiting,  and  for  writing  ill. 

Wretched  indeed  '.  but  far  more  wretched  yet 
Is  he  who  makes  his  meal  on  others  wit : 
'TIS  chang'd,  no  doubt,  from  what  it  was  before ; 
Hie  rank  digeflion  makes  it  wit  no  more : 


Senfe,  paft  through  him,  no  longer  is  the  fame; 
For  food  digefled  takes  another  name. 

I  pafs  o'er  all  thofe  confeflbr'  and  martyrs. 
Who  live  like  S — tt — n,  or  who  die  like  Chartres, 
Out-cant  old  Efdras,  or  out-drink  his  heir, 
Out-ufure  Jews,  or  Irifhmen  out-fwear ; 
Wicked  as  pages,  who  in  early  years 
A(S  fms  which  Prifca's  confeffor  fcarce  hears. 
Ev'n  thofe  I  pardon,  for  whofe  Cnful  fake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  hell  mufl  make; 
Of  whofe  flrange  crimes  no  canonift  can  tell 
In  what  commandment's  large  contents  they  dwell. 

One,  one  man  only  breeds  my  juft  offence; 
Whom  crimes  gave  wealth,  and  wealth  gave  im- 
pudence : 
Time,  that  at  lafl:  matures  a  clap  to  pox, 
Whofe  gentle  progrefs  makes  a  calf  an  ox. 
And  brings  all  natural  events  to  pafs. 
Hath  made  him  an  attorney  of  an  afs. 
No  young  divine,  new-benefic'd,  can  be 
More  pert,  more  proud,  more  pofitive,  than  he. 
What  further  could  I  wilh  the  fop  to  do, 
But  turn  a  wit,  and  fcribble  verfcs  too .' 
Pierce  the  foft  labyrinth  of  a  lady's  ear 
With  rhymes  of  this  per  ctnt.,  a»d  that  per  year? 
Or  court  a  wife,  fpread  out  his  wily  parts. 
Like  nets  or  line-twigs,  for  rich  widows  hearts; 
Call  himfelf  barrifter  to  every  wench. 
And  woo  in  language  of  the  pleas  and  bench .' 
Language,  which  Boreas  might  to  Aufter  hold 
More  rough    than    forty    Germans  when   they 
fcold. 

Curs'd  be  the  wretch,  fo  venal  and  fo  vain : 
Paltry  and  proud,  as  drabs  in  Dmry-lane. 
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•TIs  fuch  a  bounty  as  was  never  known, 
If  Peter  deigns  to  help  you  to  your  owi) : 
What  thanks,  what  praife,  if  Peter  but  fupplles  ! 
And  what  a  folemn  face,  if  he  denies  1 
Grave,  as  when  prifoners  fhake  the  head  and  fwear 
Twas  only  furetilhip  that  brought  them  there. 
His  office  keeps  your  parchment  fates  entire, 
He  ftarves  with  cold  to  fave  them  from  the  fire ; 
For  you  he  walks  the  ftreets  through  rain  orduH, 
For  not  in  chariots  Peter  puts  his  truft  ; 
For  you  he  fweats  and  labours  at  the  laws. 
Takes  God  to  witnefs  he  affsdls  your  caufe, 
And  lies  to  every  lord  in  every  thing, 
Like  a  king's  favourite — or  like  a  king. 
Thefe  are  the  talents  that  adorn  them  all, 
From  wicked  Waters  ev'n  to  godly  ** 
Not  more  of  Simony  beneath  black  gowns. 
Not  more  of  baftardy  in  heirs  to  crowns. 
In  (hillings  and  in  pt^^nce  at  firft  they  deal ; 
And  fteal  fo  little;  few  perceive  they  fleal ; 
Till,  like  the  fea,  they  ccmpafs  all  the  land, 
From  Scots  to  Wight,  from  Mount  t;o  Dover  ftrand: 
And  when  rank  widows  purchafe  lufcioas  nights, 
Or  when  a  duke  to  Janffen  punts  at  White'^, 
Or  city  heir  in  mortgage  melts  away; 
Satan  himfelf  feels  far  lefs  joy  than  tliey. 
Piecemeal  they  win  this  acre  firft,  then  that, 
Glean  on,  and  gather  up  the  whole  eftate. 
Then  flrongly  fencing  ill-got  wealth  by  law. 
Indentures,  covenants,  articles  they  draw, 
Large  as  the  fields  themfelves,  and  larger  far 
Than  civil  codes,  with  all  their  glofies,  are; 
So  vaft,  our  new  divines,  we  mult  confefs. 
Arc  fathers  of  the  church  for  writing  lefs. 
Eut  let  them  write  for  you,  each  rogue  impairs 
The  deeds,  and  dextroufly  omits, y'Jj  heires  : 
No  commentator  can  more  flily  pais 
Over  a  learn'd,  unintelligible  (lace  : 
Or,  in  quotation,  ftirewd  divines  leave  out  [doubt. 
Thofe  words  that  would  againll  them  clear  the 

So  Luther  thought  the  pater-nofler  long, 
When  dooni'd  to  lay  his  beads  and  even-fong; 
Eut  having  call  his  cowl,  and  left  thofe  laws. 
Adds  toChrifl's  prayer, the  power  and  glory  claufe. 

The  lands  are  bought ;  but  where  are  to  be  found 
Thofe  ancient  woods,  that  ftiaded  all  the  ground? 
We  fee  no  new-built  palaces  afpire, 
No  kitchens  emulate  the  veftal  fire.  [yore 

Where  are  thofe  troops  of  poor,  that  throng'd  of 
The  good  old  landlord's  hofpitable  duor  .' 
Well,  I  could  wilh,  that  flill  in  lordly  domes 
Some  beafts  were  kiU'd,  though  not  whole  hecar 

tombs ; 
That  both  extremes  were  banifh'd  frojn  thcirwalls, 
Carthiifian  fafts,  and  fulfome  bachanals ; 
And  all  mankind  might  that  juft  mean  obferve. 
In  which  none  e'er  could  furfeit,  none  could  llaive. 
Thefe  as  good  works,  'tis  true,  we  all  allow. 
But  oh  !  thefe  works  are  not  in  fafhion  now  : 
Ivike  rich  old  wardrobes,  things  extremely  rare. 
Extremely  fine,  but  what  no  man  vyill  wear. 

Thus  much  I've  faid,!  truft,  without  offence  ; 
Let  no  court  fycophant  pervert  my  fenfe, 
Nor  fly  informer  watch  thefe  words  to  draw 
Within  the  reach  of  trei^on,  or  the  Uuy. 
Yoi..  Vill. 


SATIRE    IV. 


Well,  if  it  be  my  time  to  quit  the  ftagc, 

Adieu  to  all  the  follies  of  the  age  I 

1  die  in  charity  with  fool  and  knave, 

Sep ure  of  peace  at  leaft  beyond  the  grave. 

I've  had  my  purgatory  here  betimes. 

And  paid  for  all  my  fatires,  all  my  rhymes. 

The  poet's  hell,  its  tortures,  fiends,  and  flames, 

To  this  were  trifles,  toys,  and  empty  names. 

With  foolifh  pride  my  heart  was  never  fir'd, 
Nor  the  vain  itch  t'  admire,  or  be  admir'd  ; 
I  hop'd  for  no  commiflion  from  his  Grace; 
I  bought  no  benefice,  I  begg'd  no  place  : 
Had  no  new  vcrfes,  nor  new  fuit  to  ftiow  ; 
Yet  went  to  court  \ — the  devil  would  have  it  fp. 
But,  as  the  fool  that  in  reforming  days 
Would  go  to  mafs  in  jeft  (as  ftory  fays) 
Could  not  but  think,  to  pay  his  fine  was  odd. 
Since  'twas  no  forni'd  dcfign  of  Icrving  God  ; 
So  was  I  punilh'd,  as  if  full  as  proud, 
As  prone  to  ill,  as  negligent  of  good. 
As  deep  in  debt,  without  a  thoujjlt  to  pay,  ■^ 

As  vain,  as  idle,  and  as  falfe,  as  they  C 

Who  live  at  court,  for  going  once  that  way  !      j 
Scarce  was  I  enter'd,  when,  behold  '.  there  came 
A  thing  which  Adam  had  been  pos'd  to  name; 
Noah  had  refus'd  it  lodging  in  his  ark. 
Where  all  tbe  race  of  reptiles  might  embark : 
A  verier  monfter,  than  on  Afric's  fliore 
The  fun  e'er  got,  or  filmy,  Nilus  bore, 
Or  Sloan  or  Woodward's  wondrous  flielves  c^ntaic^, 
Nay,  all  that  lying  travellers  can  feign. 
The  watch  would  hardly  let  him  pafsat  noon, 
At  nightwould  fwear  hmi  dr-opp'dout  of  the  moon. 
One,  whom  the  mob,  when  next  v/e  find  or  make 
A  popiih  plot,  ftiall  for  a  Jcfuit  take, 
And  the  wife  juftice  ftarting  from  his  chair 
Cry,  By  your  priefthood  tell  me  what  you  are  ? 

Such  was  the  wight  :   th'  apparel  on  his  back. 
Though  ccarfe,  was  reverend,  and  though  bare, 

was  black  : 
The  fuit,  if  by  the  fafhion  one  might  guefs. 
Was  Velvet  in  the  youth  of  good  Queen  Bcfs, 
Bit  mere  tuff-tafiety  what  now  reinain'd ; 
So  tinae,  that  changes  all  thing":,  had  ordain'd  ! 
Our  fons  fhall  fee  it  leifurely  decay, 
Firft  turn  plain  rafh,  then  vapifli  quite  away, 
I'his  thing  has  travell'd,  and  fpeaks  language 

too, 
And  knows  what's  fit  for  every  ftate  to  do  ; 
Of  whofe  heft  phrafe  and  courtly  accent  jain'd, 
He  forms  one  tongue,  exotic  and  refin'd, 
laikers  I've  learn'd  to  bear;  Morteux  I  knew, 
Henley  himfelf  I've  heard,  and  Sudgel  too.  i 

The    Doiflor's   wormwood    ftyle,    the    hafh    of 

tongues 
A  pedant  makes,  the  ftorm  of  Gunfon's  lungs, 
I'he  whole  artillery  of  the  terms  of  war, 
And  (all  thofe  plagues  in  one)  the  bawling  bar* 
Thefe  I  could  bear;  but  not  a  rogue  fo  civil, 
Whofe  tongue  will  compliment  you  to  thg  devil, 
A  tongue,  that  can  cheat  widows,  cancel  fcores 
Make  Scots  fpeak  treafon,  cozen  fubtleil  whc-cs 
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With  royal  favourites  in  flattery-  vie, 

And  Oldmixon  and  Burnet  bothoutlie. 

■    He  fpies  me  oi^r ;  I  whil'per,  Gracious  God  ! 

What  fm  of  mine  could  merit  fuch  a  rod  ? 

That  all  the  fliot  of  dulnefs  now  mut^  be 

From  this  thy  blunderbuis  difcharg'd  on  me  ! 

permit  (he  cries)  no  ftranger  to  your  fame 

To  crave  your.fentiment,  if 's  your  name. 

What  fpeech  efteem  you  moft  ?    "  The  king's," 

faid  I. 
But  the  beft  words  ?— O  Sir,  the  diiftionary." 
You  mjfs  my  aim  1    f  mean  the  moft  acute 
Andperfed  fpeaker?— "  Onflow,  paft  difpute." 
But,  Sir,  of  writer?  ?  "  Swift,  for  clofer  Ityle, 
"  But  Hoadly  for  a  period  of  a  mile." 
Why  yes,  *tis  granted,  thefe  indeed  may  pafs  : 
Good  common  linguifts,and  fo'Panurge  was; 
Nay  troth  th'  apoftles  (though  perhaps  too  rough) 
Had  once  a  pretty  gift  of  tongues  enough  : 
"Yet  thefe  were  all  poor  gentlemen  !  1  dare 
AfTirm,  'twas  travel  made  them  what  they  were. 

Thus,  others  talents  having  nicely  ihown, 
He  came  by  fure  tranfition  to  his  own  : 
Till  I  cry'd  out,  You  prove  yourltlf  fo  able, 
Pity '.   you  was  not  Pruggerman  at  Babel ; 
For  had  tjiey  found  a  linguift  half  fq  gopd, 
I  make  no  queftion  but  the  tower  had  ftood. 

"  Obliuino'  Sir  1  for  courts  you  fure  were  made  ; 
"  Why  then  for  ever  bury'd  in  the  f'lade  ? 
f  Spirits  like  you,  fliould  fee  and  {l^ould  be  feen, 
"  The   king  would   fniile  on  you — a:  icaft   the 

"  queen." 
^h,  getjtie  Sir  !  you  courtiers  fo  cajole  us — 
But  Tully  has  it,  "  Nunquam  minus lolus." 
And  as  for  courts,  forgive  me,  if  1  lay 
IsJo  lelfons  now  are  taught  the  Spartan  w.iy  : 
Though  in  hispiduresluft  be  full  difplay'd. 
Few  are  the  converts  Aretine  has  made  ; 
And  though  the  court  fhow  vice  exceeding  clear, 
Konc  fhould,  by  my  advice,  learn  virtue  there. 

At  thisentranc'd,  he  lifts  his  hands  and  eyes, 
gjtieaks  like  a  high  ftretch'd  luteftring,  andrepiies: 
"  Oh,  'tis  the  fweetcft  cf  all  earthly  things 
"  To  gaze  on  princes,  and  to  talk  of  kings  !" 
Then,  happy  man  who  (hows  the  tombs  \  faid  I, 
He  dwells amidft.  the  royal  family; 
He  every  day  fn.m  king  to  king  can  walk, 
Of  all  Harries,  all  our  Edwards  talk  ; 
And  gft,  by  fpcaking  truth  of  monarchs  dead, 
■\Vhat  few  can  of  the  living,  eafc  and  bread. 
"  Lord,  sir,  a  mere  mechanic  ;   ftrangely  low, 
"  And  coarfe  of  phrafc, — your  Engiiili  all  are  fo. 
"  How  elegant   youf   I-rti^thman  1"    Mine,  d'ye 

mean  ? 
■  1  have  but  ov.e  ;  I  hope  the  fellow's  clean, 
'•Oh'.  Sir,  politely  fo  !  nay,  let  me  die, 
V  Your  only  wearing  i»  your  paduafoy." 
Not,  Sir,  my  only,  1  have  bciier  ftili, 
And  this  you  fee  is  but  my  aifiiabiile — 
Wild  to  g'-t  loofe,  his  patience  I  provoke, 
^lifiake,  confound,  objecTj;  at  all  he  fpoke. 
But  as  coarfe  iron,  fliarpen'd,  mangles  more, 
And  itch  mf>ft  hurts  wlien  anger'd  to  a  fore ; 
f  o  when  you  plague  a  fool,  'ti-;  ftill  the  curfe, 
l:ou  only  make  the  matter  worfc  and  wor(c. 
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He  pafl  it  o'er;  alTedls  an  eafy  fmil? 
At  all  my  peeviftinef-;,  and  turns  his  ftyle. 
He  afits,  "  What  news  ?"  I  tell  him  of.ncw  pUys. 
New  eunuchs,  harlequins,  and  operas. 
He  hears,  and  as  a  ftill  with  fimples  in  it, 
Between  each  drop  it  gives,  flays  half  a  minute. 
Loth  to  enrich  me  with  too  quick  replies, 
By  little,  and  by  little,  drops  his  lies.  [fhows. 

Mere  houfehold  tratl^ :  of  birthnights,  balls,  and 
More  than  ten  Hollinfheds,  or  Halls,  or  btows. 
When  the  queen  frown'd,  or  fmil'd,  he  knows ;  an4 

what 
A  fubtie  minifter  niay  make  of  that : 
Who  ftns  with  whom  :  who  got  his  penfion  rug. 
Or  quicken'd  a  reverfion  by  a  drug  : 
Whofe  place  is  quarter'd  out,  three  parts  in  four, 
And  whether  to  a  bifhop,  or  a  whore  ; 
Who,  having  loft  his  credit,  pawn'd  his  rent, 
Is  therefore  fit  Is  have  a  govexment  ; 
Who,  in  the  fecret,  deals  in  flocks  fccure, 
And  cheats  th'  unknowing  widow  and  the  poor  : 
\Vho  makes  a  truft  of  charity  a  job, 
And  gets  an  a61:  of  parliament  to  rob  : 
Why  turnpike;  rife,  and  now  no  cit  nor  cIow(i 
Can  gratis  fee  the  country,  or  the  town  : 
Shortly  no  lad  fhall  chuck,  or  lady  vole. 
But  fome  excifing  courtier  will  have  toll. 
He  telU  what  ftrumpet  places  fells  for  life. 
What  'fquire  his  lands,  what  citizen  his  wife  : 
At  laft  (which  prove^  hini  vtrifer  ftill  than  all) 
What  lady's  face  is  not  a  whited  wuU. 

As  one  of  Woodward's  patients,  fick,  and  fore, 
I  puke,  I  naufeate, — yet  he  thrufts  in  more  : 
Trims  Europe's  balance,  tops  the  ftatefman's  part, 
At,d  talks  gazettes  and  ppftboys  o'er  by  heart.         ' 
Like  a  big  wife  at  fight  of  lothfome  meat 
Ready  to  caft,  [  yawn,  1  figh,  and  fwcat. 
Then  as  a  licens'd  fpy,  whom  notliing  can 
Sjlence  or  hurt,  he  libels  every  man ; 
Svyears  every  place  entail'd  for  years  to  come, 
In  fure  fucceffion  to  the  day  of  doom  : 
He  names  the  price  for  every  office  paid, 
And  fays  our  wars  thrive  ill,  becaufc  delay'd ; 
Nay  hints,  'tis  by  connivance  of  the  court. 
That  Spain  rol^s  on,  and  Dunkirk's  ftill  a  port. 
Not  more  amazement  Iciz'd  on  Circe's  guelhSj 
To  fee  themfelves  fall  headlong  into  beaits, 
Than  mine  to  find  a  iubjevSl  ftay'4  and  wife 
Already  half  turn'd  traitor  by  I'urprife. 
1  felt  th'  iiifcilion  Aide  from  him  to  me  ; 
As  ill  the  pox,  fome  give  it  to  get  free  ; 
And  quick  to  fwallow  nic,  mcthought  1  faw 
One  of  our  giant  ftatues  ope  its  jaw. 

In  that  nice  moment,  as  another  Lye 
Stood  juft  a-tilt,the  minifler  came  by. 
To  hiiu  lie  files,  and  bows,  and  bows  again. 
Then,  clofe  as  Umbra,  joins  the  dirty  train. 
Not  Faiinius'  felf  more  impudently  near. 
When  half  his  iiofe  is  in  his  prince'*  ear. 
I  quak'd  at  heart ;  and,  ftill  afraid  to  fee 
All  the  court  fiU'^  with  ftranjjer  things  than  he. 
Ran  out  as  faft  a.s  one  that  (ays  his  bail. 
And  dreads  more  a(5lions,  hurrie.'i  f:om  a  jail. 

Bear  me,  fome  God  !  oh  quickly  bear  me  henca 
To  -wholelbmc  (olitudi;,  the  ifurfc  of  Itufe  ; 
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"WTiere  Contemptatlon  pnincs  Iier  ruffled  wings. 
And  the  free  foul  looks  down  to  pity  kings  ! 
There  fober  thought  piirfu'd  th'  amufing  theme, 
Till  fancy  colour'd  it,  and  form'd  a  dream. 
A  vifion  hermits  can  to  hell  tranfport, 
And  forc'd  ev'n  me  to  fee  the  damn'd  at  court. 
Not  Bante,  dreaming  all  th'  infernal  ftatc, 
Beheld  fuch  fcenes  of  envy,  fin,  and  hate. 
Bafe  fear  becomes  the  guilty,  not  the  free  ; 
Suits  tyrants,  plunderers,  but  fuits  not  me; 
Shall  I,  the  terror  of  this  finful  town, 
Care,  if  a  livery'd  lord  or  fmile  or  frown  ? 
Who  cannot  flatter,  and  deteft  who  can. 
Tremble  befire  a  noble  ferving  man  } 
O  my  fair  miflrefs,  Truth  i  fhall  I  quit  thee 
For  huffing,  braggart,  puft  nobility  .' 
Thou,  who  fince  yefterday  haft  roll'd  o'er  all 
The  bufy,  idle  blockheads  of  the  ball. 
Haft  thou, oh  fun  !  beheld  an  emptier  fort. 
Than  fuch  as  fwell  this  bladder  of  a  court  ? 
Now  pox  on  thofe  who  fliow  a  court  in  wax  ! 
It  ought  to  bring  all  courtiers  on  their  backs ; 
Such  painted  puppets  '  fuch  a  varmfh'd  race 
Of  hollow  gewgaws,  only  drefs  and  face  I 
Such  waxen  nofes,  ftately  flaring  thing? — 
No  wonder  fome  folks  bow,  and  tliink  them  king^. 
See !    where   t)ie  Britifh    youth,    cngag'd    no 
more, 
At  Fig's  at  White's,  with  felons,  or  a  whore, 
Pay  their  laft  duty  to  the  court,  and  come 
All  frefh  and  fragrant,  to  the  drawing-room  ; 
In  hues  as  gay,  and  od.urs  as  divine, 
As  the  fair  fields  they  fold  to  look  fo  fine. 
"  That's  velvet  for  a  king  !"  the  flatterer  fwear=; 
Tis  true, for  ten  days  hence  'twill  be  King  Lear'.s, 
Our  court  may  juftiy  to  our  ftage  give  rules, 
•jTliAt  helps  it  both  to  fool's-coats  and  to  fools. 
And  why  not  players  ftrut  in  courtiers  clothes  ? 
for  thefe  are  aiSors  too,  as  well  as  thofc  : 
Wants  reach  all  ftates  :  they  beg  but  better  dreft, 
And  all  is  fpleiidid  poverty  at  heft. 

Painted  for  fight,  and  effenc'd  for  the  fmell. 
Like  frigates  fraught  with  fpice  and  cochineal. 
Sail  in  the  ladies  :  how  each  pirate  eyes 
So  weak  a  veffel,  and  fo  rich  a  prize  ! 
Top-gallant  he,  and  fiie  in  all  her  trim, 
He  boarding  her,  fhe  itriking  fail  to  him  : 
"  Dear  Countefs '.    you  have  charms  all  hearts  to 

"hit!" 
And  "  Sweet   Sir  FpplingI    you  have  fo  much 

"  wit  ." 
Such  wits  and  beaut>6  are  not  prais'd  for  nought, 
For  both  the  beautj  ajid  the  wit  arc  bought. 
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Twould  burft  even  I-fet^difu's  with  the  fpleen, 
To  fee  fhofe  antics,  Fonling  and  Courtin  : 
The  prefcnce  fcems.  with  things  fo  richly  odd, 
The  mofque  of  Mahound,  or  fome  queer  Pa-god, 
See  them  furvey  their  limbs  by  Durer's  rules. 
Of  aH  beau-kind  the  heft  pmportion'd  fools  ? 
Adjuft  their  clothes,  and  to  confeflion  draw 
Th'  fe  venial  u..s.  an  atom,  or  a  ftraw  : 
But  oh  !  what  terrors  muft  diftradt  the  foul 
Convidted  of  that  mortal  crime,  a  hole  : 
Or  fhould  one  pound  of  powder  lef-  hefpread 
Thofe  monkey  tails  that  wag  behind  their  head  ! 
Thus  finifii'd,  and  corre<51ed  to  a  hair, 
I  hey  maf-ch,  to  prate  their  hour  before  the  fair. 
So  firft  to  preach  a  white -gl'  v'd  chaplain  goes. 
With  band  of  hly,  and  with  cheek  of  rofe, 
Sweeter  than  Shanin,in  immac'late  trim, 
Nestnei's  itfelf  impertinent  in  him 
Let  but  the  ladies  fmile.  and  they  are  bleft  : 
Prodigious  !  how  the  things  protefl,  protefl:  ! 
Peace,  fools,  or  Gonfott  will  tor  Papiftsfeize  you, 
If  once  he  catch  you  at  your  Jciu!  Jefu 

Nature  made  every  fop  to  plague  his  brother, 
Jud  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another. 
But  here's  the  captain  that  will  plague  them  boih, 
Whofe  air  cries  arm  !  whofe  very  looks  an  oath : 
I  he  captain's  honeft,  .Sirs,  and  that's  enough, 
Though  his  foul's  bullet,  and  his  body  buff. 
He  fpits  fore-right ;  his  haughty  cheft  before. 
Like  battering  ram«,  beats  open  every  door  : 
And  with  a  face  as  red,  and  as  awry, 
As  Herod's  hangdogs  in  old  tapeftry, 
Scarecrow  ta  boys,  the  breeding  woman's  curfe," 
Has  yet  a  ftrange  ambition  to  look  worfe  : 
Confounds  the  civil,  keeps  the  rude  in  awe, 
Jefts  like  a  licens'd  fool,  commands  like  law. 

Frighted,  I  quit  the  room,  but  leave  it  fo 
As  men  from  jails  to  execution  go  ; 
For  hung  with  deadly  fins  I  fee  the  wall. 
And  Im'd  with  giants  deadlier  than  them  all : 
Each  man  an  afkapart,  of  ftrength  to  tofs 
For  quoirs,  both  Temple-bar  and  Charing-crofs. 
Scar'd  at  the  grizly  forms,  I  fweat,  I  fly, 
And  {hake  all  o'er,  like  i  difcover'd  fpy. 

Courts  are  too  much  for  wits  fo  weak  as  mine: 
Charge   them  with   Heaven's   artillery,  bold  di- 

■?ine  1 
From  fuch  alone  the  great  rebukes  endure, 
Whofe  fatire's  facred,  and  whoferagc  feciire  : 
'Tis  mine  to  wafh  a  few  light  ftains  ;  but  theifa 
To  deluge  fin,  and  drown  a  court  in  tears. 
Howe'er,  what's  now  Apocrypha,  mv  vritj 
In  time  to  come,  may  pafs  for  holy  writ, 

K  ij  ; 
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DIALOGUE    I. 

/"'"•rToT  twice  a  twelvemonth  you  appear  in  print, 
And  when  it  comes,  the  court  lee  nothing  in't. 
You  grow  correct,  that  once  with  rapture  writ, 
And  are,  befides,  too  moral  for  a  wit, 
Decay  of  parts,  alas!   we  all  mud  feel, — 
"Why  now,  tills  moment,  don't  I  fee  ycu  (leal  '. 
*Tis  all  from  Horace ;   Horace  lor.g  before  ye 
^aid.    "  Tories  call'd  him  Whig,  and   Whigs  a 

"  Tory ; 
And  taught  his  Romans,  in  much  better  metre, 
*'  To  laugh  at  fools  who  put  their  truft  in  Peter." 
But  Horace,  Sir,  was  delicate,  was  nice  ;         \1 
Bubo  obferves,  he  lafh'd  no  fort  of  vice  : 
Horace  would  fay,  Sir  Billy  fcrv'd  the  crown. 
Blunt  could  dobufiaefs,  Higgins  knew  the  town  ; 
^a  Sappho  touch  the  failings  of  tlie  fcx. 
In  reverend  bifliops  note  feme  fmall  neglecfls, 
And  own  the  Spaniard  did  a  waggifh  thing, 
"Who  cropt  our  cars,  and  fent  them  to  the  King. 
His  fly,  polite,  infinuating  (tyle 
Could  pleafe  at  court,  atid  make  Auguflus  fmile  : 
Au  artful  manager,  that  crept  between  ai 

His  friend  and  fhame,  and  was  a  kind  of  fcreen. 
I'lit  'faith  your  very  friends  will  foon  be  fore; 
Patriots  there  are,  who  wifh  you'd  jeft  no  more — 
And  Where's  the  glory  ?  'twill  be  only  thought 
The  great  man  never  offer'd  you  a  groat. 
Go  fee  Sir  Roh<\rt — 

A  See  Sir  Robert '. — hum— 
And  never  Inugh — for  all  my  life  to  come  ? 
Seen  him  I  have,  but  in  his  happier  hour 
Of  iocial  plcafiire,  iil-exchnng'd  for  power  ;        30 
Seen  him,  nncumber'd  with  a  venal  tribe. 
Smile  without  art,  and  win  wl:hout  a  bribe. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  2,  in  the  MS. 
You  don't,  I  hope,  pretend  to  quit  the  trade, 
J3('caufe  you  think  your  reputation  made  : 
L,ike  good  Sir  Paul,  of  whom  fo  much  was  faid, 
That  when  hi.-  name  was  up,  he  lay  a  bed. 
Come,  come,  refrefh  us  with  a  livelier  fong, 
Or,  like  Sir  Paul,  you'll  lie  a  bed  too  long. 
P.  Sir,  what  I  write,  fhould  be  corredly  writ. 
/.   Corrtd  '.   'ti-!  what  no  genius  can  admit. 
Ecfides,  you  grow  too  moral  for  a  wt. 


Would  he  oblige  me!  let  me  only  fiml, 
He  does  not  think  me  what  he  thinks  mankind. 
Come,  come,  at  all  I  laugh  he  liughs,  no  doubt ; 
The  only  difference  is,  I  dare  laugh  out. 

F.  Why  yes  :  with  fcripture  flill  you  may  bq 
free  ; 
i\  horfe-laugh,  if  you  pleafe,  at  honefty  ; 
A  joke  on  Jekyll,  or  fome  odd  old  Whig, 
Who  never' chang'd  his  principle,  or  wig  ;  4* 

A  patrii.t  i?  a  fool  in  every  age. 
Whom  all  Lord  Chamberlains  allow  the  ftage  : 
Thefe  nothing  hurts;  they  kfep  their  falhion  ftill, 
And  wear  their  flrange  old  virtue,j  as  they  will. 

If  any  alk  you,  "  Who's  the  man,fo  near 
"  His  prince,  that  writes  in   verfc,   and  has  his 

"  ear  ?" 
Vyby  anfwer,  Lyttleton;  and  I'll  engage 
n^he  worthy  youth  (hall  ne'er  be  in  a  rage  : 
But  were  his  verfes  vile,  his  whifper  bafc, 
You'd  quickly  find  him  in  Lord  l''an;;y's  cafe.  J« 
Sejanuf,  Wolfey,  hurt  not  honeft  Fleury, 
But  well  may  put  fome  flatefmen  in  a  fury. 

Laugh  then  at  any, bat  at  fools  or  foes  ; 
Thtfe  you  but  anger,  and  yim  mend  not  thofe. 
Laugh  at  your  fiiends,  andif  your  friends  are  fore,, 
So  much  the  better,  you  may  laugh  the  more. 
To  vice  and  folly  to  confine  the  jcft. 
Sets  half  the  world,  God  knows, agninft  the  reft; 
Did  not  the  fneer  of  more  impartial  men 
At  fenfe  and  virtue  balance  all  again  6© 

Judicious  wits  fpre.\d  wide  the  ridicule. 
And  charitably  comfort  koavo  and  fool. 

P.  Dear  Sir,  fori^^ive  the  prcj-jdite  of  youth  : 
Adieu  iliftinCtion,  fatire,  warmth,  and  trulh  ! 
Come,  harmlefs  chara<flers  that  no  one  hit; 
Conu-,  Henley's  oriitory,  Ofborn's  wit  ! 
The  honey  dropping  from  Favouio's  tongue, 
The  flowers  of  Bubo,  and  the  flow  of  Young  \ 
The  gracious  dew  of  pulpit  eloquence, 
And  all  the  wcll-whipp'd  cream  of  c»)urtly  fenfe. 
That  firft  was  H — vy's,  F — ',s"fxr,  and  then,    71 
The  S— te's,  and  then  H — vy's  once  agen. 
O  come,  that  eafy  Ciceronian  ftyle, 
So  Latin,  yet  fo  Englifli  all  the  while, 
As,  though  the  pride  of  Middleton  and  Bland,  • 
All  boys  may  read,  and  girls  may  underfland  '. 
Then  might  1  fmg,  without  the  Icafk  offence, 
And  all  I  fung  fhould  be  the  ration's  fenfe; 
Or  teach  the  nielancholy-mufe  to  mourn, 
Hang  the  fad  verfe  on  Carolina's  urn,  80 


EPILOGUE   TO    THE    SATIRES. 


149 


And  hail  her  pafT^j^e  to  tbe  replms  of  reft, 
AH  part's  perform 'd,  and  all  her  children  bleft  1 
So — fatire  is  no  more — I  feci  it  die — 
^Jo  gazetteer  morf  innocent  than  I — 
And  let,  a  God's  name,  every  fool  and  knave 
■  Be  ^rac'd  throO.jrh  life,  and  flatter'd  in  his  grave, 
F.  Why  fo  ?  if  fatire  knows  its  time  and  place, 
You  fiili  may  lafli  the  greattft — in  difjirace  : 
For  merit  will  by  turns  forfake  them  all; 
Would  you  know  when  ?  exadlly  when  they  fall. 
But  let  all  fatire  in  all  changes  fpare  91 

Immortal  S — k,  and  grave  De re. 

Silent  and  foft,  as  faints  remov'd  to  heaven, 
All  ti,es  diiTolv'd,  and  every  fm  forgiven, 
Thefe  may  forne  gentle  minifherial  Wing 
Receive,  and  place  for  ever  near  a  king  !       [port. 
There,  where  no  paffion,  p;  ide,  or   fliamC  tranf- 
I.uH'd  with  the  fw(=et  Nepenthe  of  a  court ; 
There,    where  no  father's,  brother's,  friend's  dif- 

grace  [place  ; 

Once  break  their  reft,    or  flir  them   from  their 
But  paft  tlie  fcnfe  of  human  mifcrics,  lOl 

All  tears  are  wip'd  for  ever  from  all  eyes; 
No  cheek  is  known  to  biufh,  no  heart  to  throb, 
Save  when  they  lofc  a  qucflion,  or  a  job. 

F.  Good    Htaven    forbid,  that  I   fhould  blaft 

their  glory. 
Who  know  how  like  Whig  Minlfiers  to  Tory,  , 
And  when  three  i'overeign's  dy'd,  could  fcarcc  be 

vext, 
Confidering  what  a  gracious  prince  was  next. 
Have  I,  in  fllent  wonder  ften  fuch  things 
As  pride  in  flaves,  and  avarice  in  kings;  lio 

And  at  a  peer,  or  peeref-',  fhall  I  fret. 
Who  ftarvcs  a  filrcr,  or  forfwears  a  debt  ? 
Virtue,  I  grant  you,  is  an  empty  boaft  ; 
Bat  fhall  the  dignity  of  vice  be  loft  ? 
Ye  gods  ;  fhall  Gibber's  fon,  without  rebuke. 
Swear  like  a  lord,  or  Rich  outwhore  a  duke  ? 
A  favourite's  porter  with  his  map.er  vie, 
Be  brib'd  as  often, and  as  often  lie?  [fkill  ? 

Shall    Ward  draw  contra(5ls   with  a  flateimen's 
Or  Japhet  pocket,  like  his  Grace,  a  will  ?         120 
Is  it  for  Bond,  or  Peter,  (paltry  things  ?) 
To  pay  thtir  debts,  or  keep  their  faith,  like  kings  ? 
If  Blount  difpatch'd  himfelf,  he  play  d  the  man; 
And  fo  niayfl'thoi!,  illuftrious  Pafferan  1 
But  fhall  a  printer,  weary  of  his  life,  [wife  ? 

l-carn,  from   their  books,    to   hang   hinifelf  and 
Tiiis,  this,  my  friend,  1  cannot,  muft  not  bear  ; 
Vice  thus  abus'd,  demands  a  nation's  care  : 
This  calls  the  chinch  to  deprecate  our  fin, 
And  hurls  the  thunder  of  the  laws  on  gin.        130 

Let  mod.'ft  Fofler,  if  he  will,  exccll 
Ten  metropolitans  in  preaching  well; 
A  fimple  Quaker,  or  a  Quaker's  wife, 
Outdo  LanviuiFs  in  dodlrine, — yea  in  life  : 
I-et  humble  Allen,  with  an  aukward  ihame, 
Do  good  by  ftcakii,  and  blufh  to  find  it  fame  ; 
Virtue  may  choofe  the  high  or  low  degree, 
'lis  juft  alike  to  virtue,  and  to  me  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  1 1  a,  in  fome  editions  t 
Who  ftarves  a  mother — i 


Dwell  in  a  monk,  ot  light  upon  ?.  kin;^, 

She's  ftill  the  fame  belov'd,  contented  thing.    I40 

Vice  is  undone,  if  fhe  forgets  het  birth. 

And  ftoops  from  angels  to  the  dregs  of  earth : 

But  'tis  the  fall  degrades  her  to  a  wliore  ;       ,, 

Let  greatnefs  own  her,  and  Ihe's  mean  no  more. 

Her  birth,  her  beauty,  crowd?  and  courts  confefs, 

Chafte  matrons  praife  her,and  grave  hifliops  blefs  ; 

In  golden  chains  the  willing  world  llie  draws. 

And  hers  the  gofpel  is,  and  hers  the  laws; 

Mounts  the  tribunal,  lifts  her  fcarlet  head, 

And  fees  pale  virtue  carted  in  her  (lead.  IJO 

Lo!    at  the  wheels  of  her  triumphal  car. 

Old  England's  genius,  rough  with  many  a  fear, 

Dragg'd  in  the  duft  1  his  arms  hang  idly  round. 

His  flag  inverted  frails  along  the  ground ! 

Our  youth,  all  livery'd  o'er  with  foreign  gold, 

B'-'fore  her  dance  :   behind  her,  crawl  the  old  \ 

Sec  thronging  millions  to  the  pagod  run, 

And  offer  country,  parent,  wife,  or  Ion  I      [clahii. 

Hear  her  black  trumpet  through  the  land  pro- 

That  Not  to  be  corruptsd  is  the Jkame.  160 

In  foldier,  churchman,  patriot,  man  in  power, 

'  ris  avarice  all,  ambition  is  no  more  1 

See,  all  our  nobles  begging  to  be  flaves  I 

See,  all  our  fools  afpiring  to  be  knaves'. 

The  wit  of  cheats,  the  courage  of  a  whore. 

Are  what  ten  thoufand  envy  and  adore  : 

All,  all  look  up,  with  reverential  awe. 

At  crimes  that  'fcape,  Or  triumph  o'er  the  law: 

While  truth,  worth,  wifdom,  daily  they  decry — 

"  Nothing  is  facred  now  bat  villany."  I7« 

Yet  may  this  verfe  (if  fuch  a  verfe  remain) 
Show  there  was  one  who  held  it  in  difdain. 


■I 


DIALOGUE     11. 

/^r.'Tis  all  a  libel— Paxton  (Sir)  will  fay. 

P.  Not  yet,  my  friend!  to-morrow 'faith  it  may; 

And  for  that  very  caufe  1  print  to-day. 

How  ibould  I  fret  to  mangle  every  line, 

In  reverence  to  the  fins  of  thirty-nine  I 

Vice  with  fuch  giant-Orides  comes  on  amain, 

Invention  ftrives  to  be  before  in  vain; 

Feign  what  I  will,  and  paint  it  e'er  lo  ftrong, 

Some  rifing  genius  fins  up  to  my  fong.  9 

F.  Yet  none  but  you  by  name  the  gui'ty  la(h  ; 
Even  Guthry  faves  half  Newgate  by  a  dafh. 
Spare  then  the  perfon,  and  expofe  the  vice. 

P.  How,  Sir  !   not  damn  the  fharper,  but  the 
dice  .■" 
Come  on  then,  fatire  !  general,  unconfin'd. 
Spread  thy  broad  wing,  and  Ibufe  on  all  the  kind. 
Ye  ftatefmen,  priefts,  of  one  religion  all  ! 
Ye  tradefmen,  vile  in  army,  coutt,  or  hall  ! 
Ye  reverend  Atlieifts.     F.  Scandal  !  name  them, 
V/ho  ? 

P.  Why  that's  the  thing  you  bid  me  n- 1  to  do. 
Who  ftarv'd  a  fifler,  who  forefwore  a  debt,        ao 
I  never  nam'd;  the  town's  inquiring  yet, 
The  poifcning  dame — F.  You  mean — P.  I  don't. 
F.  You  do. 

P.  See,  now  I  keep  the  f^cret,  and  not  you  ! 
K-iij 


J5» 


THE    WORKS    OF    POPE. 


The  bribiiTgftatefman— F  Hold,  too  high  you  go. 
P.  The  brib'U  e!c<ftor — F.  There  you  ftoop  too 

low. 
P.  I  fain  would  pleafe  you,  if  Iknew  with  what; 
Tell  me,  which  kiiave  i-  lawful  jjante,  which  not  .' 
Mull  great  offcndeis,  once  efcap'd  the  crown, 
Like  royal  harts,  be  never  more  run  down  ? 
Admit  your  law  to  fpare  the  knight  rtquires,     30 
As  hearts  cf  nature  may  we  hunt  the  fquires  > 
Suppofe  I  cenfure — you  know  what  I  riiean— 
To  fave  a  bifhop,  may  1  aame  a  dean  ^ 

F.  A  dean,  tir  .'  no  ;  Jus  fortune  is  not  made, 
You  hurt  a  man  that's  riling  in  the  trade. 

P.  If  not  the  tradcfman  who  fet  up  to-day, 
Much  kfs  the  'prentice  who  to-morrcw  may. 
Down,  down,  proud  fatire  1  though  a  realm  be 

fpoil'd, 
Arraign  no  mightier  thief  than  wretched  Wild  ; 


Or,  it  a  court  or  country's  made  a  jflb,  40 

Go  drench  a  pickpocket,  and  join  the  mob. 

But,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  (for  the  love  of  vice  ') 
The  matter's  weighty,  pray  coufuicr  twice; 
Have  you  lefs  pity  for  the  needy  cheat. 
The  poor  and  frier.dlefs  villain,  than  the  great  ? 
Alas !  the  fmail  difcredit  of  a  bribe 
Scarce  hurts  the  lawyer,  but" undoes  the  fcribe. 
Ihen  better  fure  it  charity  becomes 
To  tax  direJlors,  who  (thank  God)  have  plums; 
Still  better,  miniflers;  or,  if  the  thing  50 

May  pinch  ev'n  there — why  lay  it  on  a  king. 
F.  Stop  :  flop  : 

P.  Mud:  fatire,  then,  nor  rife  nor  fall  ? 
Siieuk  out,  and  bid  me  blame  no  rogues  at-all. 
F.   Yes,  ftrike  that  Wild,  I'll  juftify  the  blow. 
P.  Strike  ?  why  the  man  was  hang'd  ten  years 
ago: 
Who  now  that  obfolete'  example  fears .' 
Ev'".  Peter  tren  bles  only  for  his  ears      *  j8 

^  F.  W'hat,  always  Peter  ?   Peter  thinks  you  mad, 
Vou  make  men  dcfperate.  if  they  once  are  bad  : 
Jtlfe  might  he  take  to  virtue  fome  years  hence — 
P.  As  S — k,  if  he  lives,  will  love  the  prince. 
F.  Strange  fpleen  to  S — k ! 

P.  Do  I  wrong  the  man  } 
God  knows,  I  praife  a  courtier  where  I  can. 
When  J  confefe,  there  is  who  feels  for  fame, 
And  melts  to  goodnefs,  need  f  Scarborow  naine  \ 
Pleas'd  let  me  own,  in  Efher's  peaceful  grove 
(Where  Kent  and  nature  vie  for  Pelham's  love) 
The  fcene,  the  mafter,  opening  to  my  view, 
I  fit  and  dream  I  fee  my  craggs  anew  \ 

Ev'n  in  a  bitliop  I  can  fpy  dcfei^  :  yo 

Seeker  is  decent ;  Runilel  has  a  heart; 
Manners  with  candour  are  to  Benfon  given  ; 
Te  BcrJdey,  every  virtue  under  heaven. 

But  does  the  court  a  worthy  man  remove  ? 
That  inftant,  I  declare,  he  has  my  love  : 
1  (hun  his  zenith,  court  his  mild  decline; 
Thus  Sommers  once,  and  Halifax,  were  mine. 
Oft,  in  the  clear,  ftill  mirror  of  retreat, 
i  flucy'd  Shrewfbufy,  the  wife  and  ereat ;  ^9 

Carleton's  calm  fenfe,  and  Stanhope's  noble  flame, 
Compar'd,  and  knew  their  generous  end  the  fame : 
How  pleafing  Atterbury's  fofter  hour  ! 
HofiT  Hiin'd  die  foul,  uocon^er'd  ia  the  tower  I 


,  How  can  I  Pultney,  Chefterfield  forget, 
I  While  Roman  fpirit  charms,  and  Attic  wit: 
•^'■gyl'j  tbe  Oate's  whole  thunder  born  to  wield. 
And  (hake  alike  the  fenate  and  the  field  : 
Or  Wyndham,  juft  to  freedom  and  the  throne. 
The  mailer  of  our  paffions,  and  his  own  ?  },' jt* 

Names,  which  I  long  have  lov'd,  nor  lov^  in  vain, 
Rank'd  with  their  friends,  not  number 'd  wiili   - 

their  train  ; 
And  if  yet  higher  the  pfoud  lift  fliould  end. 
Still  let  me  fay  :   No  follower,  but  a  friend. 

Yl-<:  think  not,  friendlhip  only  prompts  my  lays;. 
I  follow  virtue;  where  fhe  ihines,  (  praife  ; 
Point  fhe  to  Priefl  or  Elder,  Whig  or  Tory, 
Or  round  a  Quaker's  beaver  cafl  a  glery. 
I  never  (to  my  forrow  I  declare) 
Din'd  with  the  Man  of  Rofs,  or  my  Lord  Mayor. 
Some,  in  their  choice  of  friends  (nay,  look  not 
grave)  _  io» 

Have  fliU  a  fecret  bias  to  a  knave  : 
To  find  an  honell  man,  1  beat  about; 
And  love  him,  court  him,  praife  him,  in  or  out. 
F.  Then  why  fo  few  commended  ? 

p.  Not  fo  fierce ; 
Find  you  the  virtue,  and  I'll  find  the  verfe. 
But  raiidom  praife — the  talk  can  ne'er  be  done  : 
Each  mother  aiks  it  for  her  booby  fon. 
Each  widow  aiks  it  for  the  bed  of  men. 
For  him  (he  weeps,  for  him  (he  weds  again. 
Praife  cannot  (loop,  like  fatire,  to  the  ground  :  ix« 
I'he  number  may  be  hang'd,  but  not  be  crown'd. 
Enough  for  hah"  the  greateft  of  thefe  days. 
To  'fcape  my  cenfure,  not  expetfl  my  praife. 
Aie  they  not  rich .'  what  more  can  they  pretend  ? 
Dare  they  to  hope  a  poet  for  their  friend  .' 
What  Richelieu  wanted,  Louis  fcarce  could  gain, 
And  what  young  Ammonwi{h'd,butwifli'din  vain. 
No  power  the  mufe's  friendlhip  can  command ; 
No  power,  when  virtue  claims  it,  can  withftafld : 
To  Cato,  Virgil  paid  one  honed  line  ;  lao 

0  let  my  cour,try's  friend  illumine  mine  !   [no  fin, 
— What  are  you  thinking  .'  F.  Faith  the  thought'* 

1  think  your  friei^ds  are  out,  and  would  be  in. 
P.  If  merely  to  come  in.  Sir,  they  go  out. 

The  way  they  take  is  ftrangely  round  about. 
F.  They  teo  may  be  corrupted,  you'll  allow  ?    \ 
P.  I  only  call  thofe  knaves  who  are  fo  now. 

Is  that  too  littie  \  Come  then,  I'll  comply— 

Spirit  of  Arnall !  aid  me  while  I  lie. 

Cabham'sa  coward,  Polwanh  is  a  Have,    ■       -I^JO 

And  Lyttelton  a  dark,  defigning  knave  ; 

St.  John  has  ever  been  a  mighty  fool 

But  let  me  add.  Sir  Robert's  mighty  dull. 

Has  never  made  a  friend  in  private  life, 

And  was,  belldes,  a  tyrant  to  his  wife. 

But  pray,  when  others  praife  him;  do  I  blame  ? 

Call  Vcrres,  Wolfey,  any  odious  name  ^ 

Why  rail  they  then,  if  but  a  wreath  of  mine, 

O  aH-accompli(h'd  St.  John  :  deck  thy  (brine, 

What .'  (hall  each  fpur-gali'd  hackney  »f  the  day, 
When  Faxton  gives  him  double  pots  and  pay,  141 
Or  each  new-penfion'd  fycophant,  pretend 
To  break  my  windows  if  1  treat  a  friend ; 
Then  wifely  plead,  to  me  they  meant  no  hurt, 
But  'twas  my  gueft  at  whom  they  threw  the  «l:r 
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kni'c,  if  I  fpare  the  mlnifter,  no  rules 
Of  honour  bind  me,  not  to  maul  his  tools  ; 
iJure,  if  they  cannot  cut,  it  may  be  faid 
His  faws  are  toothlefs,  and  his  hatchets  lead. 

It  anger'd  Turenne,  once  upon  a  day,  150 

To  Uc  a  footman  kick'd  that  took  his  pay  : 
But  when  he  heard  th'  affront  the  fellow  gave, 
Knew  one  a  man  of  honour,  one  a  knave, 
The  prudent  general  tum'd  it  to  a  jeft  ; 
And  begg'd,  he'd  take  the  pains  to  kick  the  reft  : 
Which  not  at  prefent  having  time  to  do — 
f.  Hold,  Sir !  for  God's  fake,  whcre's  th'  affront 

to  you  ? 
Againft  your  worfliip  when  had  S— k  v/rit  ? 

XJr  P rrc  pour'd  forth  the  torrent  of  his  wjt  ? 

Or  grant  the  bard  whofe  diftich  all  commend  160 
[In  power  a  fervant,  out  of  power  a  friend] 
To  W'— le  guilty  of  fome  venial  fin ; 
What's  that  to  you  who  ne'er  was  out  nor  in  ? 
The  priefl;  whofe  flattery  bedropt  the  crovtfri. 
How  hurt  he  you  ?  he  only  ilain'd  the  gown. 
And  how  did,  pray,  the  florid  youth  offend, 
Whofe  fpeech  you  took,  and  gave  it  to  a  friend  ? 
/•.  Faith  it  imports  notmuch  from  whom  it  Cume;  *) 
Whoever  borrow'd,  could  not  be  to  blame,         > 
Since  the  whole  houfc  did  afterwards  the  fame.  J 
Let  courtly  wits  to  wits  afford  fupply,  1 7 1 

As  hog  to  hog  in  huts  of  Weftphaly ; 
If  one,  through  nature's  bounty  or  his  lord's, 
Has  what  the  frugal  dirty  foil  affords. 
From  him  the  next  receives  it,  thick  or  thin, 
As  pure  a  mefs  almoft  as  it  came  in  5 
The  bleffed  benefit,  not  there  confin'd. 
Drops  to  the  third,  Who  nuzzles  clofe  behind  i 
From  tail  to  mouth,  they  feed  and  they  caroufe  : 
The  laft  full  fairly  gives  it  to  the  houfe.  iSo 

F.  This  filthy,  fimile,  this  beaflly  line 
i^ice  turns' my  flomach —        - 

P  So  does  flattery  mine : 
And  all  yotr  courtly  civet-cats  can  vent, 
t*erfunie  to  you,  to  me  is  excrement. 
But  hear  my  father — Japhet,  'tis  agreed, 
Writ  not,  and  Chartresfcarce  could  write  of  read, 
In  all  the  courts  of  Pindus  guiltlefs  quite  ; 
But  pens  cati  forge,  my  friend,  that  cannot  write  ; 
And  muft  no  egg  in  Japhet'sface  be  thrown, 
Becaufe  the  deed  he  forg'd  was  not  my  own  ?  190 
:^Iuft  never  patriot  then  declaim  at  gin, 
Unlefs,  good  man  :  he  has  been  fairly  in  ? 
No  zealous  paftor  blame  a  failing  fpouic, 
Without  a  (taring  reafon  on  his  brows  ? 
And  each  blafphemef  quite  efcape  tfie  rod, 
Becaufe  the  infult's  not  on  man,  but  God  ? 
Aik  yon  what  provocation  I  have  had  > 
The  flrong  antipSthy  of  good  to  bad. 
Wheil  truth  or  virtue  an  affront  endiire?, 
Th'  affront  is  mine,  my  friend,  and  fhould  be 
yours.  2°^ 

Mine,  as  a  foe  profefs'd  to  falfe  pretence. 
Who  think  a  coxcombs  honour  like  his  fenfe ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver,  185,  in  the  MS. 
I  grant  it.  Sir  ;  and  further  'tis  agreed, 
Japhet  writ  not,  and  Chartres  fcaics  cculd  rsad. 


Mine,  as  a  friend  to  everj-  worthy  mind  ; 
And  mine  as  man,  who  feel  for  all  mankind. 

F.  You're  ftrangely  proud. 

P.  So  proud,  I  am  no  flavc  rTJ 
So  impudent,  I  own  myfelf  no  knave  :  > 

So  odd,  my  country's  ruin  makes  me  grave.         J 
Yes,  I  am  proud;  I  mufl  be  proud  to  fee 
Men  not  afraid  of  God,  afraid  of  me  : 
Safe  from  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  throne,  aiO 
Yet  touch'd  and  fliam'd  by  ridicule  alone. 

O  facred  weapon  !   left  for  truth's  defence. 
Sole  dread  of  folly,  vice,  and  infolehce  ! 
To  all  but  heaven-direifled  hands  deny'd, 
The  mufe  may  give.thee,  but  the  gods  muft  guid*: 
Reverend  I  touch  thee  !  but  with  honeft  zeal ; 
To  rouze  the  watchmen  of  the  public  weal. 
To  virtue's  work  provoke  the  tardy  hall. 
And  goad  the  prelate  flumbering  in  his  ftall. 
Ye  tinfel  infeits  1  whom  a  court  naaintains,      22* 
That  counts  your  beauties  only  by  your  ftains, 
.Spin  all  your  cobwebs  o'er  the  eye  of  day! 
The  mufe's  wing  ihall  brulh  you  all  away  : 
All  his  grace  preaches,  all  his  lordfhip  fings, 
All  that  makes  faints  of  queens,  and  gods  of  kings. 
All,  all  but  ttuth,  drops  dead.borri  from  the  prefs. 
Like  the  laft  gazette,  or  the  laft  addrefs. 

When  black  ambition  ftains  a  public  caufe, 
A  monarch's  fword  when  mad  vain-glory  draws, 
Not  Waller's  wreath  can  hide  the  nation's  fear, 
Not  Boileau  turn  the  feather  to  a  ftar.     _         2,31 

Not  fo,  when,  diademM  with  rays  divine, 
Touch'd  with  the  flame  that  breaks  from  virtus'a 

fhrine. 
Her  prieftlefs  mufe  forbids  the  good  to  die, 
And  opes  the  temple  of  eternity. 
There*  other  trophies  deck  the  truly  brave, 
Than  fuch  as  Aufti;  caftsinto  the  grave; 
Far  other  ftars  than  *  and  *  *  wear. 
And  may  defcend  to  Mordingtbn  from  Stair; 
(Such  as  on  Houghs  unfully'd  mitre  fhine,      246 
Or  beam,  good  Digby,  from  a  heart  like  thine) 
Let  envy  howl,  while  heaven's  whole  choi-us  fings, 
And  bark  at  hcLnmir  ntjt  ccnferr'd  by  kings ; 
Let  flattery  fickening  fee  the  incenfe  rife,  _ 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  (kies  : 
Truth  guards  the  poet,  fandlifies  the  line. 
And  makes  immortal  verfe  as  mean  as  mine. 

Yes,  the  laft  pen  for  freedom  let  me  draw, 
When  truth  ftahds  trembling  oh  theedge  of  law} 
Here,  laft  of  Britons  '.   let  your  names  be  read  ; 
Are  none,  none  living  ?  let  me  praife  the  dead. 
And  for  that  caufe  which  made  your  fathers  lhin«. 
Fall  by  the  votes  of  their  degenerate  line. 

F.  Alas,  alas  !  pray  end  what  you  began. 
And  vvrite  next  wintct  njore  Effays  on  Man, 


After  Ver.  %%T,  in  the  MS. 
Where's  now  the  ftar  that  lighted  ChaiJesto  rife? 
—With  that  which  foUuw'd  Julias  to^he  fkics. 
Angels,  that  watch'd  the  Royal  Oak  fo  Well. 
How  chanc'd  ye  nod,  when  h.icklcfs  Sorcl  fell  I 
Hence,  lying  miracles  !   rcduc'd  fo  low 
As  to  the  regal  touch  and  papal  toe  ; 
Hence  haughty  Edgar's  title  to  the  Main, 
BriUin's  to  t rancf,  and  thine  to  India,  Spai?  \ 
K,  iiii 
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EPISTLE   Vi\. 

IMITATED   IN  THE  MANNER  OF   DR.   SWIFT. 

lis  true,  my  lord,  I  g;ave  my  word, 
\  would  be  with  you,  June  the  third  ; 
Chang'd  it  to  Auguft,  and  (in  fhortj 
Have  k^pt  it — as  you  do  at  court. 
You  humour  me  when  I  am  fick, 
Why  not  when  I  am  fplenetic?  ' 
In  town,  what  objedls could  I  meet? 
The  (hops  fhut  up  in  every  ftreet, 
And  funerals  blackening  all  the  doors, 
And  yet  more  melancholy  whores : 
And  what  a  dufl  in  every  place  ! 
And  a  thin  court  that  wants  your  face 
And  fevers  raging  up  and  down 
And  W*  and  H'*  both  in  town  ! 
^    ^'  The  dog-days  are  no  more  the  cafe." 
Tis  true,  but  winter  comes  apace  : 
Then  fouthward  let  your  bard  retire, 
Hold  out  fome  months  'twixt  fun  and  fire 
And  you  fhall  fee,  the  firft  warm  weather* 
Me  and  the  butterflies  toj- ether. 
^    My  lord,  your  favours  well  I  know  • 
Tis  with  dlflindlion  you  beftow;  ' 

And  not  to  every  one  that  comes, 
Juft  as  a  Scotfman  do^  his  plums. 
•|  Pray  take  them.  Sir— Enough's  a  fcaft  : 

*'  Eat  fome.  and  pocket  up  the  refl"- ' 

What,  rob  your  boys  ?  thofe  pretty  rogues  ' 

"No,  Sir,  you'll  leave  them  to  the  hogs." 

Thus  fools  with  compliments  beficge  ye, 

Contrivir  g  never  to  oblige  ye. 

Scatter  your  favours  on  a  fop, 

Jjigratitude's  the  certain  crop  ; 

And  'tis  but  juft,  V\\  tril  you  wherefore, 

\oi!  give  the  things  you  never  care  for.' 

A  wife  man  always  is  or  Ihould 

Be  mighty  ready  to  do  good; 

Bui  makes  a  difference  in  his  thought 

Betwixt  a  guinea  and  a  groat 

Now  this  ni  fay,  you'll  find  in  me 
A  I^le  companion  and  a  free ; 


But  !f  you'd  have  me  alwavs  near . 

A  word,  pray,  in  your  honour's  car 
I  hope  It  is  your  refolutica 
To  give  me  back  my  conftitutioti  • 
The  fpnghtly  wit,  the  lively  eye, 
Th'  engaging  fmile,  the  gaiety 
That  laugh'd  down  many  a  fummer  fun. 
And  kept  you  up  fo  oft  till  one  : 
And  all  that  voluntary  vein. 
As  when  Belinda  rais'd  my  ftrain. 

A  weazel  once  made  fhift  to  flinfe 
In  at  a  cor.T-loft  through  a  chink  • 
But  having  amply  fluff 'd  his  fkin! 
Could  net  get  out  as  he  got  in  ■ 
Which  one  belonging  to  the  ho'ufe 
(   I  was  not  a  man,  it  was  a  moufe") 
Obferving,  cry'd,  «  You  'fcape  not  fo, 
Lean  as  you  came,  Sir,  you  muft  go  " 
&ir,  you  may  fpare  your  application, 
1  m  no  fufh  heart,  nor  his  relation; 
[  Nor  one  that  temperance  advance 
Oranmi'd  to  the  throat  with  Ortolans  • 
Ji^tremely  ready  to  refign 
AJJ  that  may  make  me  none  of  mine 
South-Sea  fubfcriptions  take  who  pleafc. 
i-eave  me  but  liberty  and  eafe 
■i-was  what  I  faid  to  Craggs  and  Child, 
Who  prais  d  my  modefty,  and  fmil'd 
Give  me   I  cry'd,  (enough  for  me) 
My  bread,  and  independency  : 
So  bought  an  annual  rent  or  two    ' 

And  hv'd juft  as  you  fee  I  do'; 

Near  fifty,  and  without  a  wife, 
I  ttuft  that  finking  fund,  my  life. 
Can  I  retrench.?  Ye,,  mighty  well, 
-Shrink  back  to  my  paternal  cell, 
A  little  houfe,  with  trees  a-rovv,* 
And,  like  its  mafter,  very  low. 
There  dy'd  my  father,  no  man's  debtor. 
And  there  I'll  die,  nor  w«rfe  nor  better. 
1  o  fet  this  matter  full  before  ye 
Our  old  friend  Swift  will  tell  his'ftory. 
"  Barley,  the  nation's  great  fupport— " 
But  you  may  read  it,  I  ftop  fliort. 
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THE  LATTER  PART  OF  SATIRE  VI*. 

O  charming  noons  I  anil  nights  divine  I 
Or  when  I  fup,  orwhen  I  dine. 
My  friends  above,  my  folks  below, 
Chatting  and  laughing  all-a-row, 
The  beans  and  baco.i  ftt  before  'em. 
The  grace-cup  ferv'd  with  ail  decorum; 
Each  willing  to  be  plep.s'd,  and  pleafe, 
And  even  the  very  dogs  at  eafe  ! 
Here  no  man  prates  of  idle  things. 
How  this  or  that  Italian  fings, 
A  neighbour's  madnefs,  or  his  fpoufe's, 
Or  what's  in  either  of  the  houfes  : 
But  fomething  much  more  our  concern, 
And  quite  a  fcandal  not  to  learn  : 
Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wifer, 
A  man  of  merit,  or  a  mifer  ? 
Whether  we  ought  to  choofe  our  friends, 
For  their  own  worth,  or  our  own  ends  ? 
What  good,  or  better,  we  may  call. 
And  what,  the  very  beft  of  all  ? 

Our  friend  Dan  Prior  told  (you  know) 
A  tale  extremely  '•  a  propos  :" 
Name  a  town  life,  and  in  a  trice 
He  had  a  ftory  of  two  mice. 
Once  on  a  time  (foruns  the  fable) 
A  country  moufe,  right  hofpitable, 
Receiv'd  a  town  moufe  at  his  board, 
Juft  as  a  farmer  might  a  lord. 
A  frugal  moufe,  upon  the  whole, 
Yet  lov'd  his  friend,  and  had  a  foul. 
Knew  what  was  handfome,  and  would  do't, 
On  juft  occafion,  "  coute  qui  coute." 
He  brought  him  bacon  (nothing  lean;) 
Pudding,  that  might  have  pleas'd  a  dean ; 
Cheefe,  fuch  as  men  in  Suffolk  make. 
But  wiih'd  it  Stilton  for  his  fake ; 
Yet,  to  his  gueft  though  no  way  fparing, 
He  eat  himfelf  the  rind  and  paring. 
Our  courtier  fcarce  could  touch  a  bit. 
But  fhow'd  his  breeding  and  his  wit; 
He  did  his  beft  to  feem  to  eat, 
And  cry'd,  "  I  vow  you're  mighty  neat. 
"  But  lord,  my  friend,  this  favage  fcefte ! 
"  For  Gnd's  fake,  come,  and  live  with  men  : 
"  Confider  mice,  like  men,  muft  die, 
"  Both  fmall  and  great,  both  you  and  I : 
*'  Then  fpend  your  hfe  in  joy  and  fport, 
*'  (This  do'(5trine,  friend,  I  learn'd  at  court.") 

The  verieft  hermit  in  the  nation 
May  yield,  God  knows,  to  ftrong  temptation. 
Away  they  came,  through  thick  and  thin, 
To  a  tall  houfe  near  Lincoln's-Inn  : 
('Twas  on  the  night  of  a  debate. 
When  all  their  lordfhips  had  fat  late). 

Behold  the  place,  where  if  a  poet 
Shin'd  in  defcription,  he  might  Ihow  it ;  , 
Tell  how  the  mocn-beani  trembling  falls, 
And  tips  with  the  filver  all  the  walls ; 
Palladian  walls,  Verciian  doors, 
Grotefco  roofs,  and  ftucco  floors: 

*  See  the  Jiiji  part  in  Swi/t\  Fgemt, 


But  let  it  (in  a  word)  be  faid, 
The  moon  was  up,  and  men  a-bed. 
The  napkin's  white,  the  carpet  red  : 
The  guefts  withdrawn  had  left  the  treat, 
And  down  the  mice  fat,  "  tcte  a  tete." 

Our  courtier  walks  from  difh  to  difh, 
Taftes  for  his  friend  of  fowl  and  fifh ; 
Tells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law,' 
"  Que  9a  eft  bon  !    Ah  gofltez  ^a  1 
"  That  jelly's  rich,  this  malmfcy  healing, 
"  Pray  dip  your  whifkers  and  your  tail  in." 
Was  ever  fuch  a  hapj^y  fwain  ? 
He  ftuffs  and  fwills,  and  ftulFs  again. 
"  I'm  quite  afliam'd — 'tis  mighty  rudo 
"  To  eat  fo  much — but  all's  fo  good. 
"  I  have  a  thoufand  thanks  to  give— • 
"  My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live." 
No  fooner  faid,  but  from  the  hall 
Rufh  chaplain,  butler,  dogs  and  all : 
*'  A  rat,  a  rat '.  clap  to  the  door"-^ 
The  cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor. 
O  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  mice. 
Or  gods  to  fave  them  in  a  trice  ! 
(It  was  by  providence  they  think, 
For  your  damn'd  ftucco  has  no  chink). 
"  An't  pleafe  your  honour,  quoth  the  peafant, 
"  This  fame  defert  is  not  fo  pleafant : 
"  Give  me  again  my  hollow  tree, 
"  A  cruft  of  bread,  and  liberty !" 


BOOK   IV.  ODE  I. 


Again  ?  new  tumults  in  my  breaft  ? 

Ah  fpare  me,  Venus !  let  me,  let  me  reft .' 
I  am  not  now,  alas  I  the  man 

As  in  the  gentle  reign  of  my  Queen  Anne. 
Ah,  found  no  more  thy  foft  alarms. 

Nor  circle  fober  fifty  with  thy  charms ! 
Mother  too  fierce  of  dear  defires  1 

Turn,  turn  to  willing  hearts  your  wanton  fircf. 
To  number  five  dire  dired  your  doves. 

There  fpread  round  Murray  all  your  bloom- 
ing loves  ; 
Noble  and  young,  who  ftrikes  the  heart 

With  every  fprightly,  every  decent  part4 
Equal,  the  injur'd  to  defend. 

To  charm  the  miftrefs,  or  to  fix  the  friend. 
He,  with  a  hundred  arts  refin'd. 

Shall  ftretch  thy  conquefts  over  half  the  kind  : 
To  him  each  rival  fhall  fubmit. 

Make  but  his  riches  equal  to  his  wit. 
Then  fhall  thy  form  the  marble  grace, 

(Thy  Grecian  form)  and  Chloe  lend  the  face'; 
His  houfe,  embofom'd  in  the  grove, 

Sacred  to  focial  life  and  fecial  love. 
Shall  gli'ter  o'er  the  pendent  green. 

Where  Thames  refleds  the  vifionary  fccne  : 
Thither  the  filvcr-founding  lyres 

Shall  call  the  fmiling  loves,  and  young  dcfire»; 
There,  every  grace  and  m.ufe  fhall  throng, 

Exak  the  da,nce,  or  animate  the  fong; 


154 


THE   WORKS   OF  POPE. 


There  youths  and  nymphs  in  confort  gay, 

Shall  hail  the  rifing,  clofe  the  parting  day. 
With  me,  alas  !  thofe  joys  are  o'er ; 

For  me  the  vernal  garlands  bloom  no  more. 
Adieu  1  fond  hope  of  mutual  fire, 

The  ftill-believing,  flill  renew'd  defire  ; 
Adieu  :   the  heart-expanding  bowl. 

And  all  the  kind  deceivers  of  the  foul! 
But  why  ?  ah  tell  me,  ah  too  dear  I 

Steals  down  my  check  th'  involuntary  tear  ? 
Why  words  fo  flowing,  thoughts  fo  free. 

Stop,  or  turn  nonfenfe,  at  one  glance  of  thee  ? 
Thee,  drefs'd  in  fancy's  airy  beam, 

Abfent  I  follow  through  th'  extended  dream ; 
Now,  now  I  ceafe,  I  clafp  thy  charms. 

And  now  you  burft  (ah  cruel !)  from  my  arms ; 
And  fwiftiy  fhoot  along  the  Mall, 

Or  foftly  glide  by  the  canal, 
Now  fhown  by  Cynthia's  filvcr  ray, 

Aad  new  oa  roUing  waters  fnatch'i  away. 


PART  OF  THE   NiNTH  ODE  OF  tHE  FOURTH  tOoHl 
A  FRAGMENT. 

Lest  you  (hould  think  that  verfe  (hall  die. 

Which  founds  the  filver  Thames  along. 
Taught  on  the  wings  of  truth  to  fly 

Above  the  reach  of  vulgar  fong ; 
Though  daring  Milton  fits  fublimc, 

In  Spenfer  native  mufes  play  ; 
Nor  yet  (hall  Waller  yield  to  mine, 

Nor  penfive  Cowley's  moral  lay — 
Sages  and  chiefs  long  fince  had  birth 

Ere  Cjefar  was,  or  Newton  nam'd; 
Then  rais'd  new  empires  o'er  the  earth. 

And  thofe,  new  heavens  and  fyftems  fram'd. 
Vain  was  the  chief's,  the  fage's  pride  ! 

They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died  ; 
In  vain  they  fchem'd,  in  vain  they  bled! 

They  had  no  poet,  and  are  dead. 


MISCELLANIES. 


On  receiving  from  the  Right  Honourable 
THE  LADY  FRANCES   SHIRLEY, 

A  STANDISH  AND  TWO  PENS. 

Yes,  I  beheld  th'  Athenian  queen 

Defcend  in  all  her  fober  charms; 
"  And  take  ({he  faid,  and  fniil'd  ferene) 

"  Talie  at  this  hand  celeftial  aims. 

"  Secure  the  radiant  weapons  wield ; 

"  This  go'den  lance  ftiall  guard  defertj 
"  And  if  a  vice  dares  keep  the  field, 

"  This  fteel  fliall  ttab  it  to  the  heart." 

Aw'd,  on  my  bended  knees  I  fell, 

Receiv'd  the  weapons  of  the  fky ; 
And  dipp'dtheni  in  tlie  fable  well, 

The  fount  of  fame  or  infamy. 

■«  What  well?  what  weapon?  (Flavia  cries) 

"   A  ftandifli,  fteel  and  golden  pen  ! 
"  It  came  from  Bertrand's,  not  the  Ikies; 

"  I  gave  it  you  to  write  again. 

*•  But,  friend,  take  heed  whom  you  attack ; 

"  You'll  bring  a  houfe  (\  mean  of  peers) 
"  Red,  blue,  and  green,  nay  white  and  black, 

"  L and  all  about  your  ears. 

"  YoTt'd  write  as  fmooth  again  on  glafs, 

"  And  run,  on  ivory,  fo  glib, 
"  As  not  to  (tick  at  fool  or  afs, 

"  Nor  flop  at  flattery  or  fib. 

*'  Athenian  queen  I  and  fober  charms! 

"  I  tell  you,  fool,  theie's  nothing  in't  : 
"  'Tis  Venus,  Venus  gives  theft  arms; 

"  In  Dryden's  Virgil  fee  the  print. 

"  Come,  if  you'll  be  a  quiet  foul, 

"  rhat  dares  tell  neither  truth  nor  lies, 

<*  I'll  lift  you  in  the  harnilcfs  roll 

"  Of  thofe  that  fmg  of  thcfe  poor  eyes."' 


EPISTLE 

T   O 

ROBERT  EARL    OF   OXEORIf, 

AND 

EARL  MORTIMER. 

Such  ■rt'ere  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  poet  fung, 
Till  death  untimely  ftopp'd  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh,  jull  beheld,  and  loft  :   admir'd,  and  mourn'd* 
With  fofteft  manners,  gentleft  arts  adorn'd! 
Bleft  in  each  fcience,  bleft  in  every  ftrain  I 
Dear  to  the  mufe!  to  Harley  dear — in  vain  ! 

For  him,  thou  oft  haft  bid  the  world  attend. 
Fond  to  forget  the  ftatefman  in  the  friend ; 
For  Swift  and  him,  defpis'd  the  farce  of  Hate, 
The-  fober  follies  of  the  wife  and  great; 
Dextrous,  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleas'd  to  'fcape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

Abfent  or  dead,  ftill  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  figh  the  abfent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear) 
Recal  thofe  nights  that  clos'd  thy  toilfome  days,- 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays. 
Who,  carelefs  now  of  intereft,  fame,  or  fate. 
Perhaps  f/irgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great ; 
Or  deeming  meaiiefl  what  we  greateft  call. 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  thy  fall. 

And  fure,  if  aught  below  the  feats  divine 
Can  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  foul  like  thine  : 
A  foul  fupreme,  in  each  hard  inftance  try'd. 
Above  all  pain,  and  paflion,  and  all  pride, 
The  rage  of  power,  the  blaft  of  public  breath, 
The  lull  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  death. 

In  vain  to  deferts  thy  retreat  isinade ; 
The  mufe  attends  thee  to  thy  filent  fliade  : 
'Tis  her's,  the  brave  man's  lateft  fteps  to  trace. 
Re-judge  his  adls,  and  dignify  difgrace. 
When  intereft  calls  off  all  her  fneaking  train. 
And  all  th'  oblig'd  defert,  and  all  the  vain  ; 
She  waits,  or  to  the  fcaffold,  or  the  cell, 
When  the  laft  lingering  friend  has  bid  farewell. 
Ev'n  now,  fhe  fhades  thy  evening-walk  with  bays 
(No  hireling  flie,  no  proititute  to  praifejl,; 
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Ev'n  now,  otfervant  of  the  parting  ray, 
Eyes  the  calm  I'un-fct  of  thy  various  day, 
Throi'gh  fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  fee, 
Nor  fears  to  tell,  that  Mortimer  is  he. 


EPISTLE 


TO    JAMES    CJiAGGS,   £S^ 
Secretary  of  State  hi  toe  fear  1 7  JO. 

A  sort  a?  fuH  of  worth,  as  void  of  pride. 
Which  nothing  fceks  to  fhow,  or  needs  to  hide ; 
Which  nor  togu  It,  nor  fear,  its  caution  owes, 
Andboafts  a  warmth  that  from  no  paflion  flows  : 
A  face  untaught  to  feign  ;  a  judging  eye,  T 

That  darts  fevere  upon  a  rifing  lie,  > 

And  ftrikes  a  blujh  through  frontlefs  flattery  :    J 
All  this  thou  wert;  and  being  this  before. 
Know,  kings  and  fortune  cannot  make  thee  more. 
Then  fcorn  to  gain  a  friend  by  fervile  ways. 
Nor  wifh  to  lofe  a  foe  thefe  virfjes  raife ; 
But  candid,  free,  (jncere,  as  you  began, 
Proceed — a  miniftcr,  but  ftill  a  man. 
Be  not  (exalted  t.>  whate'er  degree) 
Aftiani'd  of  any  friend,  not  ev'n  ol  me  : 
The  patriot's  plain,  but  untrod  path  purfuc; 
If  net,  'tis  I  muft  be  afham'd  of  you. 


EPISTLE 
TO    MR.    J  E  RVA  S, 

Wlil  Mx.  Dxyden's  Trarjlaiion  o/'FresNOt's 
Art  of  Paint irg. 

[This  epiftle,  and  the  two  following,  were  written 
fome  years  before  the  reft,  and  originally  print- 
ed in  1717.] 

Tins  verfe  oe  thine,  my  friend,  nor  thou  refufc 
Thi?,  from  no  venal  or  ungrateful  mufe. 
Whether  thy  hand  flrike  out  fome  free  defign, 
Where  life'  awakes,  and  dawns  at  every  line  ; 
Or  blend  in  beauteous  tints  the  colour'd  mafs. 
And  from  the  canvnfs  call  the  mimic  face: 
Read  thefe  inftruftivc  leaves,  in  which  confpire 
Frefnoy's  dofe  art,  and  Dryden's  native  fire  : 
And  reading  wilh,  like  their?,  our  fate  ard  fame, 
So  mix'd  our  ftudies,  and  fo  join'd  our  name; 
J/ike  them  to  fhinc  through  long  fuccceding  age, 
So  juft  thy  Ikill.  fo  regular  my  rage. 

Smit  with  the  love  of  lifter  arts  we  came. 
And  met  congenial,  mingling  flame  with  flame; 
Like  friendly  colours  found  them  both  unite. 
And  each  from  each  contradl  new  flrcngth  and 

light. 
How  oft  in  pleafing  talks  we  wear  tht-  day. 
While  fummer-fuDi  roll  unpcrceivd  away  '. 


How  oft  our  flowly-growing  works  impart. 
While  images  refleA  from  art  to  art  1 
How  oft  review;  each  finding  like  a  friend 
Something   to   blame,    and    fomething  to  com-, 
mend  ? 

What  flattering  fcenes   our   wandering  fancy 
wrought, 
Rome's  pompous  glories  rifing  to  our  thought ! 
Together  o'er  the  Alps  methinks  we  fly, 
Fir'd  wi:h  ideas  of  fair  Italy. 
With  thee  on  Raphael's  monument  I  mourn. 
Or  wait  infpiring  dreams  at  Maro's  urn  : 
With  thee  repofe,  where  Tully  once  was  laid. 
Or  feek  fome  ruin's  formidable  fliade  : 
While  fancy  brings  the  vanifli'd  piles  to  view. 
And  builds  imaginary  Rome  anew. 
Here  rhy  well-ftudied  marbles  fix  our  eye; 
A  fading  frefco  here  demands  a  figh  : 
Each  heavenly  piece  unwearied  we  compare. 
Match  Raphael's  grace  with  thy  lov'd  Guide's 

air, 
Carracci's  fl:rergth,  Correggio's  fofterline, 
Paulo's  free  tlroke,  and  Titian's  warmth  divine. 

How  finilh'd  with  illuftrious  toil  appears 
This  fmall,  well-polifh'd  gem,  the  work  of  years! 
Yet  flill  how  faint  by  precept  is  expref^i'd 
The  living  image  in  the  painter's  breaft  '. 
Thence  endlefs  dreams  of  fair  ideas  flow, 
Strike  in  the  Iketch,  or  in  the  pi<Sture  glow; 
Thence  beauty,  waking  all  herforms,  fupplies 
An  angel's  fweetnefs,  or  Bridgewater's  eyes. 

Mufe  !  at  that  name  thy  facred  fcrrows  flied, 
Thofe  tears  eternal  that  embalm  the  dead; 
Call  round  her  tomb  each  objed:  of  defire, 
Each  psrer  frame  inform'd  with  purer  fire  : 
Bid  her  be  all  that  cheers  or  foftens  life. 
The  tender  filler,  daughter,  friend,  and  wife  : 
Bid  her  he  all  that  makes  mankind  adore  ; 
Then  view  this  marble,  and  be  vain  no  more  I 

Yet   flill   her  ciiarms   in    breathing  paint  en- 
gage ; 
Her  mcdeft  cheek  fha!l  warm  a  future  age. 
Beauty,  frail  flower,  that  evety  feafon  fears, 
Blooms  in  thy  colours  for  a  thoufand  years. 
Thus  Churchill's  race  (hall  other  hearts  furprirf>. 
And  other  beauties  envy  Worfley's  eyes  ; 
Each  pleafing  Blount  fhall  endlefs  fniiles  beftow, 
And  foft  Belinda's  blufti  for  ever  glow. 

Oh,  lading  as  thefe  colours  may  they  fhinc, 
Free  as  thy  ftroke,  yet  faultlefs  as  thy  line  ; 
New  gracesyearly  like  thy  woiks  dilplsy, 
Soft  without  weakncfs,  without  glaring  gay; 
Led   by   fome   rule,   that  guides,   but  not  con- 

ft.!ains  ; 
And  finifii'd  more  through  happinefs  than  pains! 
The  kindred  arts  (hall  in  their  praife  confpire, 
One  dip  the  pencil,  and  one  llring  the  lyre. 
Yet  fliould  the  graces  all  thy  figures  placo. 
And  breathe  an  air  divine  on  every  face  ; 
Yet  fliould  the  mufes  bid  my  numbers  roll 
Strong  as  their  charms,  and  gf  ntle  as  their  foul ; 
With  Zeuxis'  Helen  thy  Bridgcwater  vie, 
And  thefe  be  fung  till  Granville's  Myra  die  : 
Alas  ;  how  little  from  the  grave  we  claim  \ 
Thou  but  prcfcrv'ft  a  face,  and  I  a  nanje. 


MISCELLANIES. 
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EPISTLE 

rO   M2SS    BLOUNT, 

W^TH    THE    WORKS    OF    VOITURE. 

In  thefe  gay  thoughts  the  loves  and  graces  fhlne, 
And  all  the  writer  lives  in  every  line  : 
His  eafy  art  may  happy  nature  leeni, 
Trifles  themftlves  arc  elegant  in  him. 
Sure  to  charm  all  was  his  peculiar  fate, 
Who  without  flattery  jikas'd  the  f'air  and  great ; 
Still  vvith  eftcetfi  no  lei's  convers'd  than  read  ; 
With  wit  wcll-natur'd,  and  with  books  weil-bred  : 
His  heart,  his  millrefs,  and  his  friend  did  Ihare  ; 
His  time,  the  ninfe  the  witty  and  the  fair. 
Thus  wifely  carelefs,  innocently  gay. 
Cheerful  he  play'd  the  trifle,  life, away; 
Till  fate  katte  felt  his  gentle  breath  ftippreft, 
As  fnijling  infants  fport  themfelves  to  reft, 
Ev'n  rival  wits  did  Voiture's  death  deplore. 
And  the  gay  mourn'd  who  never  mourn'd  before  ; 
The  truell  hearts  for  \'oiture  heav'd  with  fighs, 
Voiture  was  wejit  by  all  the  hrighteft  eyes  : 
The  fmiles  and  loves  had  died  in  Voiture's  death, 
But  that  for  ever  in  his  lines  they  bieathe. 

Let  the  ftriA  life  of  graver  mortals  be 
A  long,  exadt,  and  ferious  comedy; 
In  every  fcene  fome  mortal  let  it  teach, 
And,  if  it  can,  at  once  both  pleafe  and  preach. 
Let  mine,  an  innocent  gay  farce  appear, 
And  more  diverting  flill  than  regular. 
Have  humour,  wit,  a  native  eafe  and  grace^ 
Though  not  too  ftridlly  bound  to  time  and  place  : 
Critics  in  wit,  or  life,  are  hard  to  pleafe  ; 
Few  write  to  thofe.and  none  can  live  to  thefe. 

Too  much  your  fex  are  by  their  forms  confin'd, 
Severe  to  all, but  mod  to  womankind; 
Callom,  grown  blind  vvith  age,  muft  be  your  guide ; 
Your  plcafure  is  a  vice,  but  not  your  pride  ; 
By  nature  yielding,  ftubborn  but  for  fame  ; 
Maxle  flaves  by  honouV,  an»l  made  fools  by  fhatr,e. 
Marrisge  may  all  thofe  petty  tyrants  chafe. 
But  fets  up  one,  a  greater  in  their  place  : 
Well  might  you  wifli  for  change  by  thofe  accurft, 
But  the  laft  tyrant  ever  proves  the  worft. 
btill  in  conftraint  your  fuffcring  fcx  reniains. 
Or  bound  in  formal,  or  in  real  chains; 
Whole  years  negleded,  for  fome  months  ador'd, 
The  fawning  fervant  tur:  s  a  haughty  lord. 
Ah,  quit  not  the  free  innocence  of  life, 
For  the  dull  glory  of  a  virtuous  wife  ; 
Nor  let  falfe  (hows,  nor  empty  titles  pleafe  : 
Aim  not  at  joy,  but  reft  content  with  eafe. 

The  gods,  to  curfe  Pamela  with  her  prayers. 
Gave  the  gilt  coach  and  dappled  Flanders  mares,- 
*l'he  Ihiaing  robes,  rich  jewels,  beds  of  ftate, 
And,  to  complete  her  blifs,  a  fool  for  mate. 
She  glares  in  balls,  front  boxes,  and  the  ring, 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glittering,  wretched  thing  ! 
Pride,  pomp,  and  flate,  but  reach  her  outward 

part ; 
She  fighs,  and  is  no  duchefs  at  her  heart. 

But,  madam,  if  the  fates  withfland,  and  you 
Are  deftiin'd  Hymen's  willing  vidtim  too; 


Truft  not  too  much  your  now  refiftlefs  charms, 
Thofe,  age  or  ficknefs,  foon  or  late  difarms  : 
Good-humour  only  teaches  charms  to  laft. 
Still  makes  new  conquefts,  and  maintains  the  paft; 
Love,  rais'd  on  beaut'y,  will  like  that  decay. 
Our  hearts  may  bear  its  flender  chain  a  day  ; 
As  flowery  bands  in  wantonnefs  are  worn, 
A  morning's  pleafure,  and  at  evening  torn  ; 
This  binds  in  tits  mere  eafy,  yet  more  ftrong, 
The  willing  heart,  and  only  holds  it  long. 

Thus  *  Voiture's  early  care  ftill  (h  ine  the  fam^. 
And  Monthaufier  was  only  thang'd  in  name;  ' 
By  this,  ev'n  now  they  live,  ev'n  now  they  charnij 
Their  wit  ftill  fparkling,  and  their  flames  ftill  warm. 

Now  crown'd  with  myrtle,  on  tli'  Elyfian  coafl. 
Amid  thofe  lovers,  joys  his  g'ntle  ghoft : 
Pleas'd,  while  Vifith  Jrniles  his  happy  lines  you  viiWi 
And  finds  a  fairer  Ranibofiillet  in  yon,  * 

The  hrighteft  eyes  in  France  inlpir^d  his  mufe  ; 
The  hrighteft  eyes  in  Britain  now  perule  ; 
And  dead,  as  living,  'tis  our  author's  pride 
Still  to  charm  thole  who  charm  the  werld  belidc. 


TO  THE  SAME. 


Oh  her  Feavliig  the  Tozuii  after  the  Coronation,  I7IJ. 

As  fome  fond  virgin,  whom  her  mother's  care 
Drags  from  the  town  to  wholefome  country  air. 
Tuft  when  file  learns  to  roll  a  melting  eye, 
And  hear  a  fpark,  yet  think  no  danger  nigh  ; 
From  the  dear  man  unwilling  fhe  muft  fever, 
Yet  takes  one  kifs  before  flie  parts  for  ever  ; 
Thus  from  the  world  fair  Zephalinda  flew. 
Saw  others  happy,  and  with  fighs  withdrew; 
Not  that  their  pleafures  caus'd  her  difcontcnt. 
She  figh'd,  not  that  tkey  .ftay'd,  but  thatflie  went. 

She  went  to  plain-v/ork,  and  to  purling  brooks, 
Old-fafliion'd  halls,  dull  aunts,  and  croaking  rooks : 
She  vv'eiit  from  opera,  park,  afiembly,  play, 
To  morning-walks,  and  prayers  three  hours  a-day; 
To  part  her  time  'twist  reading  and  bohea, 
To  mufe,  and  fpiU  her  iolitary  tea  ; 
Or  o'er  cold  coffee  trifle  vfith  the  f^ioon, 
Count  the  flow  clock,  and  dine  exa.St  at  nooti ; 
Divert  her  eyes  with  pictures  in  the  fire. 
Hum  hilf  a  tune,  tell  ftori&s  to  the  'fquire  ; 
Up  to  her  godly  garret  after  feven. 
There  ftarve  and  pray,  for  that's  the  way  to  heaves. 

Some  'fciuire,  perhaps,  you  take  delight  to  rack; 
Whofe  game  is  whift,  whofe  treat  a  toaft  in  fack  t 
Who  vi'iits  with  a  gun,  pr^fentsyou  birds, 
Then  gives  a  fmacking  bufs,  and  cries— no  words  ! 
Or  with  his  hounds  comes  hallooing  ittta  the 

ftable, 
Makes  love  with  nods,  and  knees  beneath  a  table; 
VVhofe   laughs    are   hearty,  tliough   his  jefls  are 

coarfe. 
And  loves  you  beft  of  all  things — but  his  horfc. 

In  feme  fair  evening,  on  your  elbow  laid. 
You  dream  of  triumphs  in  the  rural  flmde; 
In  penfive  thought  recal  the  fancy'd  fcene. 
See  coronations  rife  on  every  greeft) ; 


•  Mademoifdls  Faulty 


X58 


THE   WORKS    OF   P  •  P  E. 


Before  you  pafs  th'  imaginary  fights 
Of  lords,  and  carls,  and  dukes,  and  garter'd  knights. 
While  the  fpread  fan  o'erftiades  your  clofing  eyes; 
Then  give  one  flirt,  and  all  the  vifion  flies. 
Thus  vanifli  fceptres,  coronets,  and  balls, 
And  leave  you  in  lone  woods,  or  emp'y  walls  I 
So  when  your  flave,  at  fome  dear  idle  time, 
(Not    plagu'd   with   headachs,   or   the  want  of 

rhyme), 
Sunds  in  the  ftreets,  abftracfted  from  the  crew, 
And  while  he  feeras  to  fludy,  thinks  of  you. 
Juft  when  his  fancy  points  your  fprightly  eyes, 
Or  fees  the  bluih  of  foft  Parthenia  rife, 
Cay  pats  my  fhoulder,  and  you  vanifli  quite, 
Streets,  chairs,  and  coxcombs,  rufti  upon  my  fight ; 
Vcx'd  to  be  ftill  in  town,  I  knit  my  brow, 
J-ook  four,  and  hum  a  tune,  as  you  may  now. 


yHE    BASSET-TABLE, 


AN    ECLOGUE. 


CARDELIA.  SMILINDA. 


CARDELIA. 

The  baflet-table  fpread,  the  tallier  come  ; 
Why  flays  Smilinda  in  the  dreflTing-room  ? 
P.ife,  pcnfive  nymph  ;  the  tallier  waits  for  you.  "^ 

SMILINDA-  / 

Ah,  madam,  fincc  my  fliarper  is  untrue,  C 

I  joylefs  make  my  once  ador'd  Alpheu.  J 

Ifaw  him  ftand  behind  Ombrelia's  chair,  n 

And  whifper  with  that  foft,  deluding  air.  / 

And  thofe  feign'd  fighs  which  cheat  the  liften-  f 
ing  fair.  j 

CARDELIA. 

Is  this  the  caufe  of  your  romantic  drains  ? 
A  mightier  grief  my  heavy  heart  fuUains. 
As  you  by  love,  fo  !  by  fortune  crofs'd  ; 
One,  one  bad  deal,  three  Septlevas  have  loft. 

SMILINDA. 

Is  that  the  giief,  which  you  compare  with  mine  ? 
With  eafe,  thefmiles  of  fortune  I  refign  : 
Would  all  my  gold  in  one  bad  deal  were  gone, 
Were  lovely  Sharper  mine,  and  mine  alone. 

CARDELIA. 

A  lover  loft,  is  but  a  common  care; 
And  prudent  nymphs  againft  that  change  prepare ; 
The  knave  of  clubs  thrice  loft  :  Oh  !  who  could 

gutfs 
This  fatal  ftroke,  this  unforefcen  diftrefs  ? 

SMILINDA. 

See  Betty  Lovet !  very  a  propos, 
She  all  the  cares  of  love  and  play  does  know  : 
Dear  Betty  fliall  th'  important  point  decide  ; 
Jjetty,  who  oft  the  pain  of  each  has  try'd  : 
Impartial,  ftie  ftiall  fay  who  fuffers  moft, 
By  cards,  ill  ufagc,  or  by  lovers  loft. 

LOVET. 

Tell,  tell  your  griefs;  attentive  will  1  ftay, 
Though  time  is  precious,  and  I  want  fome  tea. 

CARDELIA. 

Behold  this  equipage,  by  Mathers  wrought, 
yf'ith  fifty  guineas  (a  great  penn'woith)  bought. 


See,  on  the  tooth-pick,  Mars  and  Gupid  ftrive ; 
And  both  the  ftruggling  figui'es  feem  alive. 
Upon  the  bottom  ftiines  the  queen's  hright  face  ; 
A  myrtle  foliage  round  the  thimble-cafe ; 
Jove,  Jove  himfelf  does  on  the  fciflars  fliine  ; 
The  metal  and  the  workmanfliip  divine! 

SMILINDA. 

This  fnuff-hox — once  the  pledge  of  Sharper's  lovCj 
When  rival  beauties  for  the  prefent  ftrove  ; 
At  Corticelli's  he  the  raffle  won ; 
Then  firft  hi.i  paflion  was  in  public  fliown  : 
Hazardia  blufli'd,  and  turn'd  her  head  afide, 
A  rival's  envy  (all  in  vain)  to  hide. 
ThisfnufF-box,  — on  the  hinge  fee  brilliants  ftilne ! 
This  fnuff-box  will  I  ftake ;  the  prize  is  mine. 

CARBELIA. 

Alas  '.  far  lefl"cr  lolfes  than  I  bear. 
Hive  made  a  foldier  figh,  a  lover  fwear. 
And  oh  :  what  makes  the  difappointment  hard, 
'  Fwasmy  own  lord  that  drew  the  fatal  card. 
In  complaifance,  I  took  the  queen  he  gave  ; 
Though  my  own  fecret  wifli  was  for  the  knave. 
The  knave  was  Sonica,  which  J  had  chofe  ; 
And  the  next  pull,  my  S^ptleva  I  lofe, 

SMILINDA. 

But  ah  !  what  aggravates  the  killing  fmart. 
The  cruel  thought,  that  ftabs  me  to  the  heart ; 
This  curs'd  Onibrelia,  this  undoing  fair. 
By  whofe  vile  arts  this  heavy  grief  I  bear; 
.She,  at  whofe  name  I  fhed  thofe  fpiteful  tears, 
She  owes  1:0  me  the  very  charms  fhe  wears. 
An  awkward  thing,  when  firft  (he  came  to  town ; 
Her  fhape  u.fafluon'd,  and  her  face  unknown  : 
She  was  my  friend ;  I  taught  her  firft  to  fpread 
Upon  her  fallow  chteks  enlivening  red  : 
I  introduc'd  her  to  the  park  and  plays; 
And  by  my  intereft,  Cozens  made  her  ftays. 
[Jngrateful  wretch,  with  mimic  airs  grown  pert, 
She  dares  to  fteal  my  favourite  lover's  heart ! 

CARDELIA. 

Wretch  that  I  was  I  how  often  have  I  fworc, 
When  Winnal  tally'd,  I  would  punt  no  more ! 
I  know  the  bite,  yet  to  my  ruin  run  ; 
And  fee  the  folly  which  I  cannot  fhun. 

SMILINDA. 

How  many  maids  have  Sharper's  vow»  deceiv'd  I 
How  many  turi'd  the  moment  they  believ'd  ! 
Yet  his  known  falfchoods  could  no  warning  prove  ; 
Ah  !   what  is  warning  to  a  maid  in  love  ? 

CARDELIA. 

But  of  what  marble  muft  that  breaft  be  form'd, 
To  gaze  on  Baffet,  and  remain  unwarm'd  ? 
When  kings,  queens,  knaves,  are  fct  hi  decent 

rank; 
Expos'd  ill  glorious  heaps  the  tempting  bank. 
Guineas,  half-guineas,  all  the  fliining  train  ; 
The  winner's  pleafure,  and  the  lofcr's  pain  : 
In  bright  confufion  open  rouleaus  lie, 
They  ftrike  thefcul,  and  glitter  in  the  eye. 
Fir'd  by  the  fight,  all  reafon  I  difdain  ; 
My  paflions  rife,  and  will  not  bear  the  rein. 
Look  upon  Bafiet,  you  who  reafon  boaft  ; 
And  f^e  if  reafon  muft  not  there  be  loft. 

.    _  SMILINDA. 

What  iflore  than  marble  muft  that  heart  compoft 
Can  hearkca  coldly  to  my  Sharper's  vows ! 


MISCELLANIES. 


«» 


Then,  when  he  trembles  I  when  his  blufhes  rife  1 
When  awful  love  feems  melting  in  his  eyes  ! 
With  eager  beats  his  Mechlin  cravat  moves  : 
He  loves — I  whifper  to  myfelf,  he  loves  1 
Such  unfeign'd  pafllon  in  his  looks  appears, 
1  lofe  my  memory  of  my  former  fears; 
My  panting  heart  confefles  all  his  charms, 
I  yield  at  once,  and  fink  into  his  arms. 
Think  of  that  moment,  you  who  prudence  boaft  ; 
For  fuch  a  moment,  prudence  well  were  loft. 

CARDELIA. 

At  the  groom-porter's,  batter'd  bullies  play, 
Ssme  dukes  at  Matybone  bowl  time  away. 
But  who  the  bowl,  or  rattling  dice  compares 
To  Ballet's  heavenly  joys,  and  pleafing  cares  ? 

SMILINDA. 

Soft  Simplicetta  doats  upon  a  beau  ; 
prudina  likes  a  man,  and  laughs  at  fliow. 
Their  feveral  graces  in  my  Sharper  meet ;      • 
Strong  as  the  footman,  as  the  mafler  fweet. 

LOVET. 

Ceafe  your  contention,  which  has  been  too  long; 
I  frow  impatient,  and  the  tea's  too  ftrong. 
Ar.cnd,  and  yield  to  what  1  now  decide  ; 
The  equipage  (hall  grace  Smilinda's  fide  : 
The  fnuft"-box  to  Cardelia  I  decree  ; 
Kow  leave  complaining,  pnd  begin  your  tea. 


VERBATIM  FROM  BOILEAU. 

UK  JOUR,  DIT  UN  AUTEUR,  &C. 

Once  (fays  an  author,  where  I  need  not  fay) 
Two  travellers  found  an  oyfter  in  their  way ;  -^ 
Boih  fierce,  both  hungry ;  the  difpute  grew  llrong; 
While  fcale  in  hai)d  dame  Juftice  pafs'd  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  laws, 
Explain'd  the  matter,  and  wovild  win  the  caufe. 
Pame  Juftice  weighing  long  the  doubtful  right, 
Takes,  opens,  fwallows  it,  before  their  fight. 
The  caufe' of  ftrife  remov'd  fo  rarely  well, 
T'oere  take  (favs  Juftice)  take  yi)u  each  a  (hell. 
We  thrive  at  Vv''cltminfter  on  fools  like  you  : 
'Twas  a  fat  oyfter — Live  in  peace — .-Idieu. 


OCCASIONED  BV  SOME  VERSES  OF  HIS  CRACK  THf 
DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM. 

Muse,  'tis  enough  :  at  length  the  labour  cods. 
And  thou  (halt  live,  for  Buckingham  commendi. 
Let  crowds  of  critics  now  my  verfe  affail. 
Let  Dennis  write,  and  namelefs  numbers  rail : 
This  more  than  pays  whole  years  of  thanklefs  pain| 
Time,  health,  and  fortune,  are  not  loft  in  vain. 
Shcfiield  approves,  confenting  Phoebus  bends. 
And  I  and  malice  from  this  hour  are  friends. 


ANSWERTO  THE  FOLLOWING  QUESTION 


of  mrs.  howe. 

What  is  pruoery  ? 

*TIs  a  beldam. 
Seen  with  wit  and  beauty  feldom. 
?Tis  a  fear  that  ftarts  at  fhadows. 
'Tis  (no,  'tis  n't)  like  Mifs  MeadowS^. 
'Tis  a  virgin  hard  of  feature. 
Old,  and  void  of  all  good  nature  ; 
Lean  and  fretful  ;  would  fecm  wife; 
Yet  plays  the  fool  before  ftie  dies. 
'  ris  an  ugly,  envious  fhrew. 
That  rails  at  dear  Lepell  and  you. 


A    PROLOGUE 


BY   MR.  POPE, 


To  a  Play  for  Mr.  Dennis's  Benefit,  in  I733,  v>len 
he  ivas  Old,  Blind,  and  in  great  Dijlrefs,  «  little  b;  ^ 
fore  bis  Death. 

As  when  that  hero,  who  in  each  campaign 
Had  brav'd  the  Goth,  and  many  a  Vandal  flain. 
Lay  fortune-ftruck,  a  fpeilacle  of  woe  1 
Wept  by  each  friend,  forgiv'n  by  every  foe  ; 
Was  there  a  generous,  a  refledling  mind. 
But  pitied  Belifarius  old  and  blind  ? 
Was  there  a  chief  but  melted  at  the  fight  ? 
A  common  foldier,  but  who  clubb'd  his  mite  ? 
Such,  fuch  emotions  fhould  in  Britons  rife. 
When  prefs'd  by  want  and  weaknefs  Dennis  lias  ; 
Dennis,  who  long  had  warr'd  with  modern  Hums, 
Their  quibbles  routed,  and  defy'd  their  puns, 
A  defperate  bulwark,  fturdy,  firm,  and  fierce, 
Againft  the  Gothic  fonsof  frozen  verfe  : 
How  chang'd  from  him  who  made  the  boxes  groan.. 
And  fhook  the  ftage  with  thunders  all  his  own! 
Stood  up  to  dafh  each  vain  pretender's  hope. 
Maul  the  French  tyrant,  or  pull  down  the  Pope! 
It  there's  a  Briton  then,  true  bred  and  born. 
Who  holds  dragoons  and  wooden  flioes  in  fcorn» 
If  there's  a  critic  of  diftinguifli'd  rage  ; 
If  there's  a  fenior,  who  contemns  this  age; 
Let  him  to-night  his  juft  afliilance  lend, 
And  be  the  critic's,  Briton's,  old  man's  friend, 


PROLOGUE  TO  SOPHONISBA, 

PY   POPE  AND  M.1I.I.ET. 

When  learning,  after  the  long  Gothic  night. 
Fair,  o'er  the  weftern  world,  renew'd  its  light. 
With  arts  arifing,  Sophonifba  rofe  : 
The  tragic  mufe,  returning,  wept  her  woes. 
With  her  th'  Italian  fcene  firft  learn 'd  to  glovir^ 
And  the  firft  tears  for  her  were  taught  to  flow. 
Her  charms  the  Gallic  mufes  next  infpir'd  : 
Corneille  himfelf  faw,  wonder'd,  and  was  fir'd. 

What  foreign  theatres  with  pride  have  Ihowt^. 
Britain, by  iufter  titlej  makssher  owa. 


»«• 


THE    WORKS   OF   POPE. 


When  freedom  is  the  caufe,  'tis  her's  to  fight ; 
And  her's,  when  freedom  is  the  theme,  to  write. 
For  this  a  Britifti  author  bids  again 
The  heroine  rife,  to  grace  the  Britifh  fcene. 
Here,  as  in  life,  fhe  breathes  her  genuine  dame: 
She  afks,  what  bofom  has  not  felt  the  fame  : 
Afks  of  the  Britifli  youth — Is  filence  there  ? 
She  dares  to  alk  it  of  the  Britifti  fair. 

To-night,  our  home-fpun  author  would  be  trup, 
At  once,  to  nature,  hiftory,  and  you. 
Well  pleas'd  to  give  our  neighbours  due  applaufe, 
He  owns  their  learning,  but  difdains  their  laws. 
Kot  to  his  patient  touch,  or  happy  flame, 
*Tis  to  his  Britifh  heart  he  trufts  for  fame. 
If  France  excel  him  in  one  freeborn  thought, 
The  man,  as  well  as  poet,  is  in  fault. 

Nature  '.  informer  of  the  poet's  art, 
Whofe  force  alone  can  raife  or  melt  the  heart. 
Thou  art  his  guide  ;  each  paflion,  every  line, 
Whate'er  he  draws  to  pleafe,  muft  all  be  thine, 
^e  thou  his  judge  :  in  every  candid  breaft, 
Thy  filcnt  whifper  is  the  facred  celt. 


MACER: 


A     CHARACTER. 


When  fimplc  Macer,  now  of  high  renown, 
Firft  fought  a  poet's  fortune  in  the  town, 
*Twas  all  th'  ambitiop  his  high  foul  could  feel. 
To  wear  red  flockings,  and  to  dine  with  Steel. 
Some  ends  of  verfe  his  betters  might  afford ; 
And  gave  the  harmlefs  fellow  a  good  word  ; 
Set  up  with  thefc,  he  ventur'd  on  the  town. 
And  with  a  borrow'd  play  out-did  poor  Crown. 
There  he  flopp'd  fliort,  nor  fince  has  writ  a  title, 
jfeut  has  the  wit  to  make  the  moft  of  little  : 
Like  ftuntcd  hide-bound  trees,  that  juft  have  got 
Sufficient  fap  at  once  to  bear  and  rot. 
Now  he  begs  verfe,  and  what  he  gets  commends, 
Not  of  the  wits,  his  foes,  but  fools  his  friends. 

So  fome  coarfe  country  wench,  almoft  decay'd, 
Trudges  to  town,  and  firfl  turns  chambermaid  ; 
Aukward  and  fuppie,  each  devoir  to  pay, 
She  jBatters  her  good  lady  twice  a-day  j 
Thought  wondrous  Iioneft,  though  of  mean  de'^ree, 
And  ftrangely  lik'd  for  her  fmiplicity  : 
In  a  tranflated  fuit,  then  tries  the  town. 
With  borrow'd  pins,  and  patches  not  her  own  : 
But  juft  tndur'd  the  winter  fhe  began. 
And  in  four  months  abattcr'd  harridan. 
Now  nothing  left,  but  wither'd,  pale,  and  flirunk, 
To  bawd  fol:  others,  and  go  fharcs  with  punk. 


TO  MR.  JOHN  MOORE, 

AUTHOR  or    TUE  CELEBRATED  WORM-POWDEK. 

How  much,  egregious  Moore,  are  we 

Deceiv'd  by  fhows  and  forms  1 
Whate'er  we  think,  whate'er  we  fee, 

All  humankind  are  worms. 


Man  is  a  very  worm  by  birth, 

Vile,  reptile,  weak,  and  vain  f 
A  while  he  crawls  upon  the  earth, 

Then  fhrinks  to  earth  again. 

That  woman  is  a  worm,  we  find 

E'er  fince  our  grandame's  evil ; 
She  firfl:  convers'd  with  her  qwn  kin4, 

That  ancient  worm  the  devil. 

The  learn'd  themfelves  we  book-worms  nam?, 

The  blockhead  is  a  flowrworni ; 
The  nymph  whofe  tail  is  all  on  flame, 

Is  aptly  tcrni'd  a  glow-worm  : 

The  fops  are  painted  butterflies. 

That  flutter  for  a  day  ; 
Firfl  from  a  worm  they  take  their  rife, 

And  in  a  worm  decay. 

The  flatterer  an  earwig  grows ;  i 

Thus  worms  fuit -all  conditions. 
Mifers  are  muck-worms,  filk-worms  beaux, 

And  death  watches  phyficians. 

That  flatefmen  have  the  worm,  is  feen 

By  all  their  winding  play; 
Their  confcience  is  a  worm  within. 

That  gnaws  them  night  and  day. 

Ah  Moore  !  thy  fkill  were  well  employ '4, 

And  greater  gain  would  rife. 
If  thou  couldft  make  the  courtier  void 

The  worm  that  never  dies ! 

O  learned  friend  of  Abchurch-lane, 

Who  fett'll  our  entrails  free  ; 
Vain  is  thy  art,  thy  powder  vain. 

Since  worms  fhall  eat  ev'n  thee. 

Our  fate  thou  only  canft  adjourn 

Some  few  fliort  yearf ,  no  more  ! 
Ev'n  Button's  wits  to  wcrms  fhall  turn. 

Who  piaggots  were  before. 


SONG,  BV  A  PERSON  OF  QUALirY, 

WRITTEN   IN   THE   YEAR   I733. 


Fluttering  fpread  thy  purple  pinions, 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart; 

I  a  Have  in  thy  dominions  ; 
Nature  mufi  give  way  to  art. 

IT. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks. 
See  my  weary  days  confuming. 

All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks.    . 
III. 
Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping, 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth; 
Him  the  boar,  in  filence  creeping, 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 


M  T  S  C  E  I-  L  A  N  1  E  S. 


i^t 


Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers ; 

Fair  difcretion,  firing  the  lyre  ; 
Sooth  my  ever-waking  flumbers  : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

V. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 
Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 

Lead  me  to  the  cryftal  mirrors. 
Watering  foft  Elyfian  plains. 

VI. 

Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow, 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus  hovering  o'er  my  pillow, 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy  fmooth  Maeander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crown'd. 

VIII. 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping, 
Softly  feeks  her  (ilent  mate. 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  ftooping  ; 
Melody  refigns  to  fate. 


ON  A  CERTAIN  LADY  AT  COURT. 

I  KNo\V  the  thing  that's  moft  uncommon ; 

(Envy  be  filent,  and  attend  1 ) 
1  know  a  reafonable  woman, 

Handfome  and  witty,  yet  a  friend. 

Not  warp'd  by  pafTion,  aw'd  by  rumour  ; 

Not  grave  through  pride,  nor  gay  through  folly 
An  equal  mixture  of  good-humour. 

And  fcnfible  foft  melancholy. 

"  Has  file  no  faults  then,  (Envy  fays)  Sir  ?" 

Yes,  fhe  has  one,  1  muft  aver  : 
When  all  the  world  confpires  to  praife  her. 

The  woman's  ?leaf,  and  docs  not  hear. 


ON  HIS  GROTTO  AT  TWICKENHAM, 

Campnfed  of  Marble y  Spars,  Gems,  Ores,  and  Minerals. 

Thou  who  (halt  flop,  where  Thames'  tranflucent 

wave 
Shines  a  broad  mirror  through  the  Ihadowy  cave ; 
Where  lingering  drops  from  mineral  ronfs  diftil, 
And  pointed  cryftals  break  the  fparkling  rill, 
Vnpolifh'd  gems  no  ray  on  pride  beflow. 
And  latent  metals  innocently  glow  ; 
Approach.  Great  Nature  ftudioufly  behold  ! 
And  eye  the  mine  without  a  wifh  for  gold. 
Approach :  but  awful !  lo  !  th'  ^gerian  grot, 
Where,  nobly  penfive,  St.  John  fat  and  thought ; 
Where  Britifh  fighs  from  dying  Wyndham  flole, 
And  the  bright  flame  was  fliot  through  March- 

mont's  foul. 
Let  fuch,.fuch  only,  tread  this  facred  floor. 
Who  dare  to  love  their  countrj',  and  be  poor. 
Vol.  vm. 


TO  MRS.  M.  B.  ON  HER  BIP.TH-DAY. 

Oh,  be  thou  bleft  with  all  that  heaven  can  fenc^. 
Long  health,  long  youth,  long  plcafure,  and  a 

friend  '. 
Not  with  thofe  toys  the  female  world  admire, 
Riches  that  vex,  and  vanities  that  tire. 
With  added  years,  if  life  bring  nothing  new. 
But  like  a  fieve  let  every  blclTing  rhrough. 
Some  joy  flill  loft,  as  each  vain  year  runs  o'er. 
And  all  we  gain,  fome  fad  reflection  more  ; 
Is  that  a  birth-day  ?  'tis  aias!  too  clear,    • 
'Tis  but  the  funer-'  oi  the  former  year.  I® 

Let  joy  oreafc,  let  affluence  or  content, 
And  the  gay  confcience  of  a  life  well  fpent. 
Calm  every  thought,  infpirit  every  grace. 
Glow  in  thy  heart,  and  fmile  upon  thy  face. 
Let  day  improve  on  day,  and  year  on  year. 
Without  a  pain,  a  trouble,  or  a  fear  ; 
Till  death  unfelt  that  tender  frame  deftroy. 
In  fome  foft  dream,  or  ecftafy  of  joy. 
Peaceful  fleep  out  the  Sabbath  of  the  tomb, 
And  wake  to  raptures  in  a  life  to  come. 


VARIATTON. 

Ver.  15.  Originally  thus  in  the  MS. 
And  oh,  fince  death  muft  that  fair  frame  deftroy, 
Die,  by  fome  fudden  ecftafy  of  joy  ; 
In  fome  foft  dream  may  thy  mild  foul  remove. 
And  be  thy  lateft  gafp  a  figh  of  love. 


TO  MR  THOMAS  SOUTHERN, 

ON  HIS  BIRTUDAr,  174:^. 

Resign'd  to  live,  prepar'd  to  die, 

With  not  one  fin,  but  poetry. 

This  day  Tom's  fair  accoiint  has  run 

(Without  a  blot)  to  eighty-one. 

Kind  Boyle,  before  his  poet,  lays 

A  table,  with  a  cloth  of  bays; 

And  Ireland,  mother  of  fweet  fingers, 

Preients  her  harp  ftill  to  his  fingers. 

The  feaft,  his  towering  genius  marks 

In  yonder  wild-goofe  and  the  larks  ! 

The  muftirooms  ftiow  his  wit  was  fudden  I 

And   for  his  judgment,  lo,  a  pudden  ! 

Roaft  beief,  though  old,  proclaims  him  ftout, 

A.nd  grace,  although  a  bard,  devout. 

May  Tom,  whom  heaven  fent  down  to  raife 

The  price  of  prologues  and  of  plays, 

Be  every  birth-day  more  a  winner, 

Digeft  his  thirty-thoufandth  dinner  ; 

Walk  to  his  grave  without  reproach. 

And  fcorn  a  rafcal  and  a  coach. 


TO  LADY  MAR.Y  WORTLEY  MONTAGUE, 


In  beauty,  or  wit 
No  mortal  as  yet 


l6i 


THE   WORKS  OF   tOPg. 


To  q^ueftjon  your  empire  has  dar'd  ; 
But  men  of  dilceriiing' 
Have  thought  tha:  in  learning, 

To  yield  to  a  lady  was  hard. 

11- 
Impertinent  fchools, 
With  mofty  dull  rules, 
Pave  reading  to  females  deny'd  : 
So  Papifts  refule 
The  Bible  to  ufe, 
-Left  flocks  Ihould  be  wife  as  their  guide. 
III. 
^  *Twas  a  -woman  at  firft, 
(Indeed  fhe  was  curft) 
tn  knowledge  that  tafted  delight. 
And  fages  agree 
The  laws  fhoiild  decree    ' 
To  the  firft  of  poireffors  the  right, 

IV. 

Then  bravely,  fair  dame, 

Refume  the  old  claim, 
Which  te  your  v/hole  fex  does  belong ; 

And  let  men  receive, 

From  a  fecond  bright  Eve, 
The  knowledge  of  right,  and  of  wrong, 

V. 

But  if  the  firft  Eve 
Hard  doom  did  receive, 

.When  only  one  apple  had  fhe. 
What  a  puniihment  new 
Shall  be  found  out  for  you, 

Who  taflirig,  have  robb'd  the  whole  tree  I 


THE  FOURTH  EPISTLE 

OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE, 

A  Modern  Imitation, 
Say,  *  St.  John,  who  alone  perufc 
With  candid  eye,  the  mimic  mufe. 
What  fchemes  of  politics,  or  laws. 
In  Gallic  lands  the  patriot  draws  ! 
Is  then  a  greater  work  in  hand, 
Than  all  the  tomes  of  Haines's  band  ? 
"  Or  (lioots  he  folly  as  it  flies  ? 
"  Or  catches  manners  as  they  rife.'" 
Or,  urg'd  by  unquench'd  native  heat. 
Does  St.  John  Greenwich  fports  repeat  ? 
Where  (emulous  of  Chartres'  fame) 
Ev'n  Chartres'  felf  is  fcarce  a  name. 

+  To  you  (th'  all-envy'd  gift  of  heaven) 
Th'  indulgent  gods,  unaflc'd,  have  given 
A  form  complete  in  every  part. 
And,  to  enjoy  that  gift,  the  art. 

t  What  could  a  tender  mother's  care 
Willi  better,  to  her  favourite  heir. 


Ad  Albium  Tibullum. 

yllhi,  nojlrorum  fermonum  candidc  judex, 
^uid  nunc  te  d'lcatn  Jaccre  in  rcgione  Pedana  ? 
Scribere,  qitod  Cnjp  Parn:enfts  opiifnila  vincat  ? 

t  — ■■  Di  tibi formam 

Di  lihi  di-vitias  dederant,  artemque  frtienJi. 

\   ^id  vcviat  dulci  nutricula  majtis  alitmno, 
(^am/apere,  etfari  fnjfet  quafentiat^  et  cut 


Than  wit,  and  fame,  and  lucky  hour?, 
A  (lock  of  health,  and  golden  fhoweis, 
And  graceful  fluency  of  fpeech, 
Precepts  before  unknown  to  teach  ? 

•  Amidft  thy  various  ebbs  of  fear. 
And  gleaming  hope,  and  black  defpair ; 
Yet  let  thy  friend  this  truth  impart ; 
A  truth  1  tell  with  bleeding  heart, 
(In  juftice  for  your  labours  paft) 
f  That  every  day  fliall  be  your  lad ; 
That  every  hf»ur  you  life  renew 
Is  to  your  injur'd  country  due. 

Tn  fpight  of  fears,  of  mercy  fpight. 
My  genius  ftil!  muft  rail,  and  write. 
Hafte  to  thy  Twickenham's  fafe  retreat. 
And  mingle  with  the  grumbhng  great : 
There,  half  deyour'd  by  fpleen,  you'll  find 
Tl\e  rhyming  bubbler  of  mankind ; 
There  (objedls  of  our  mutual  hate) 
We'll  ridicule  both  church  and  (late. 


EPIGRAM  ON  MRS.  TOFTS, 

yf  handfome  -woman  -with  a  Jine  voice.  But  -very  cove- 
tous and  proud  || . 

So  bright  is  thy  beauty,  fo  charming  thy  fong, 
As  had  drawn  both  the  beafts  and  their  Orpheus 

along ; 
But  fuch  is  thy  avarice  ;  and  f  :ch  is  thy  pride, 
That  the  beafts  muft  have  ftarv'd,   and  the  poet; 

have  died.  ' 


EPIGRAM 

ON  ONE  WHO  MADE  LONG  EPITAPHsJj 

Friend,  for  your  epitaphs  I'm  griev'd, 

Where  ftill  fo  much  is  faid ; 
One  half  will  never  be  believ'd, 
-  Tlie  other  never  read. 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

On  his  painting  f»r  me  the  Statues  of  Apullo,  Fenus^ 
and  Hercules, 

What  god,  what  genius  did  the  pencil  move 
When  KncUcr  painted  thefe  .' 

Gratia,fama,  valetudo  contiugat  abwuh, 

non  dejicienie  crumena  ? 

*   Inter  fpem,  curamque,  timores  inter  et  iras, 
f    Omnem  crede  diem  tibi  diluxijje  fupremum. 

Me  fingucm,  (t  niiidum  bene  curata  cute  vsfcs. 

Cum  ridcre  voles  Epicuri  de  gtcge  pot  cunt. 

II    This    epigram    is  infcrihed  to  Pope  by  Sir   'Joli% 

Hu-ivkins  in  his  Uijloty  of  Mnfic. 


Slhosl. 


Dr.  Robert  Friend,   Head  Majler  of  Wef.minjlcr 


,.MIS,CEi;-L  A.NIES. 

Twas    Friendfhip— warm  as    Phoebu*,    kind 
Love,   • 
And  ftrong  as  Hercules. 


■  »> 


A  FAREWELL  TO  LONDON 

IN  THE  YEAR  I7I5. 

Dear,  damn'd,  diftradtingtown,  farewell; 

Th)  fools  no  more  I'll  teaze  : 
This  year  in  peace,  ye  critics.,  dwell, 

Ye  harlots, fleep  at  eafe  I 

iSoft  B and  rongh  C -,  adieu  I 

'    E;.rl  W  arwick  mike  your  moan, 

The  live'y  H k  and  you 

May^knock  up  whores  alone. 

To  drink  and  droll  be  Rovve  aliow'd 
Till  the  third  watchman  tdil , 

Let  Jervais  gratis  pair;t,  and  Frowde 
Save  threepence  and  his  foul. 

Tarewell  Arburhnot's  raillery 

On  every  learned  fot; 
Aud  Garth,  tlie  l-<-ft  good  Chriftian  he, 

Although  he  knows  it  Hot. 

Lintot,  farewell !  thy  bard  muft  go  ; 

Farewell,  unhappy  Tonfon  ! 
Heaven  gives  thee,  for  thy  lofs  of  Rowc, 

Lean  Philips,  and  fat  Johnfon. 

Why  fhould  I  ftay  ■  Both  parties  rage; 

My  vixen  miftrefs  fqualls  ; 
The  wits  in  envious  feuds  engage; 

And  Homer  (damn  him  1)  calls. 

The  love  of  arts  lies  cold  and  dead 

In  Halifax's  urn  ; 
And  not  one  mufe  of  all  he  fed, 

Has  yet  the  grace  to  mourn. 

My  friends,  by  turns,  my  friends  confound, 

Betray,  and  are  betiay'd  : 
Poor  Y — r's  fold  for  fifty  pound, 

And  B — ,—11  is  a  jade. 

Why  make  I  frienddiips  with  the  great, 

When  I  no  favour  feek? 
Or  follow  girls  feven  hours  in  eight  ?— 

I  need  but  once  a  week. 

Still  idle,  with  a  bufy  air, 

Deep  whimfies  to  contrive; 
The  gayeft  valetudinaire, 

Moll  thinking  r;ike  alive.  '     \ 

Solicitous  for  others  ends. 

Though  fond  of  dear  repofe ; 
Carelefs  or  drowiy  with  my  friends, 

And  frolic  witii  mj  foes. 


Luxurious  lobfter-nights,.  fareyi'd!, 
For  fober,  ftudious  days !    ' 

And  Burlington's  delicious  meal. 
For  failads,  tarts,  and  peafe  '. 


Adieu  to  all  but  Gay  alone, 
Whofc  foul,  fincere  and  free, 

lioves  all  mankind,  but  flatters  none, 
And  fo  may  llarve  with  me. 


A   DIALOGUE. 


Pc/>e. 


Since  my  old  friend  is  grown  fo  great, 
As. to  be  Minifter  of  Srate, 
I'm  told  (but  'tis  liot  true  T  hope) 
That  Craggs  will  be  alham'd  of  Pope. 


Crdggs.      Alas !  if  I  am  fuch  a  creature, 

To  grow  the  worfe  fot  growing  greater ; 
Why  faith  in  fpite  of  ail  my  brags, 
'Tis  Pope  niufl  be  afham'd  of  Craggs. 


EPIGRAM. 


Engraved  on  the  Collar  of  a  Dog,   lohich  J  gave  U  lus 
Royal  Highnefs, 

\  AM  his  HIghnefs'  dog  at  Kew; 
Pray  tell  me,  Sir,  whole  dog  are  you  ? 


EPIGRAM. 


Occajtoned  by  an  Invitation  to  Court, 

In  the  lines  that  you  fent,  are  the  Mufes  and  Gra- 
ces; [your  faces - 
You've  the  Nine  in  your  wit,  and  the  Th.*.c  in 


ON  AN  OLD  GATE 

ERECTED  IN  CHISVflCK  GARDEN*. 

O  Gate,  how  cam'ft  thou  here  ? 
Gate.  I  was  brought  from  Chelfea  lafl  year, 
Batter'd  with  wind  and  weather. 
Inigo  Jones  put  me  together. 
Sir  Hans  Sloane 
Let  me  alone : 
Burlington  brought  me  hither. 
174J. 


A    FRAGMENT. 


What  are  the  falling  rills,  the  pendant  fliadea, 
f  he  morning  bowtrs,  the  evening  colonnades^ 
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But  Toft  receffes  for  tV  uneafy  mind 
yo  figh  unheard  in,  to  the  pafling  wind  ! 
So  the  ftruck  deer,  in  feme  fcqucfter'd  part, 
Lies  down  to  die  (the  arrow  in  his  heart) ; 
There  hid  in  fhades,  and  waftinp  day  by  day. 
Inly  he  bleeds,  and  pants  his  foul  away. 


VERSES  LEFT  BY  MR.  POPE, 

C/i  bh  lying  in  the  fame  Bed  •which  Wilmot  the  cele- 

■     brated  Earl  of  Rochejler  Jlept  in,  at  AdJerbury,  then 

belonging  to  the  Puke  of  Argyll,  July  ^th.  1 739. 

With  no  poetic  ardour  fir'd 

I  prefs  the  bed  where  Wilmot  lay ; 
That  here  he  lov'd,  or  here  expir'd. 

Begets  no  number?  grave,  or  gay. 

But  in  thy  roof,  Argyll,  are  bred 

Such  thoughts  as  prompt  the  brave  to  lie. 

Siretch'd  out  in  honour's  nobler  bed. 
Beneath  a  nobler  roof — the  fky. 

Sufb  flames  as  high  in  patriots  burn, 
Yet  ftoop  totlcfs  a  child  or  wife ; 


And  fucH  as  wicked  kings  tnay  mourn. 
When  freedom  is  nicre  dear  than  life. 


"VERSES  TO   MR.   C. 

ST.  James's  tlace. 

London,  OStoher  aj. 

Few  words  are  beft ;  I  wifli  you  well ; 

Bethel,  I'm  told,  will  foon  be  here  » 
Some  morning  walks  along  the  Mall, 

And  evening  friends,  will  end  the  year. 

If  in  this  interval,  between 

The  falling  leaf  and  coming  froft, 

Youpleafe  to  fee,  on  Twit'nam  green. 
Your  friend,  your  poet,  and  your  hpft ; 

For  three  whole  days  you  here  may  reft, 
*     From  office,'bufmefs,  news,  and  ftrife  ; 
And  (what  moft  folks  would  think  a  jeft) 
Want  nothing  elfcj except  your  wife.- : 


I 


E  p  I  r  A  P  H  s. 


^-  His  faltem  accumulem  donis,  ct  fungar  inani      ,. 
"  Muncre!"  Viro, 


ON  CHARLES  EARL  OF  DORSET. 

Jn  the  Church  of  Withyam  in  SuJJex, 

$>ORSET,  the  grace  of  courts,  the  mufcs'  pride, 

Patron  of  arts,  and  judge  of  nature,  dy'd. 

The  fcourge  of  pride,  though  fanflified  or  great. 

Of  fops  in  learning,  and  of  knaves  in  flate  : 

Yet  foft  his  nature,  though  feyere  his  lay, 

flis  anger  moral,  and  his  wifdom  gay. 

Blefl:  fatirift  I  who  touch'd  the  mean- f«  true, 

As  fhow'd,  vice  had  his  hate  and  pity  too. 

Bleft  courtier  '.  who  could  king  and  country  pleafc. 

Yet  facrcdkeep  h^s  friendlhips,  and  his  eafe.  . 

Eleft  peer  '.  his  great  forefathers  every  grace 

Reflecting,  and  reilccSted  in  his  race  ;  ■  , 

Where  other  Buckhurfts,  other  Dorfets  fliine. 

And  patrons  ftill,  or  poets,  deck  the  line. 


IL 


ON  SIR  WILLIAM  TRUMBALL, 

9rie  of  the  principal  Secretaries  of  State  to  King  lVll~ 
liain  III.  ivhT},' I a'OJngreJigned  his  tlace,  died  in  his 
Retirement  at  Eajihamfied,  in  Berffhire,  1716. 

A  PLEAsiKG  form ;  a  firm,  yerciatitious  mind ; 

Sincere,  though  j^rudent ;  conftant,  yet  refigu'd; 

Honour  unchahg'd,  a  principle  profeft, 

Jb'ix'd  to  one  fide,  but  moderate  to  the  reft ; 

An  honeft  courtier,  yet. a  patroit  too  ; 

Juft  to  his  prince,  and  to  his  country  true  : 

Fili'd  with  the  fenfe  of  age,  the/Bre  c)f  youth, 

A  fcorn  of  wrangling,  yet  a  zeal  for  truth ; 

A  generous  faith,  from  fuperftition  free  : 

A  love  to  peace,  and  hate  of  tyranny  ;         [mov'd, 

Such  this  man  was:    who  now,  from  earth  re- 

At  kngth  enjoy 5  that  liberty  he  lov'd. 


m. 


ON  THE  HON.  SIMON  HARCOURT, 

Only  Son  of  the  Lord  Chancellor   HaRCOURT,  a#  *.6j 
Church  of  Stanton- Hareourt^  in  0>fortiJhire,  I720. 

To  this  fad  fhrine,  whoe'er  thouart !  draw  near,. 
Here  lies  the  friend  mod  lov'd,  the  fon  mod  dear; 
Who  ne'er  knew  joy,  but  friehdlhip  might  dividcj 
Or  gave  his  father  grief,-but  when  he  dy'd. 

How  vain  is  reafon,  eloquence  how^  wcrak  I 
If  Pope  muil  tell  what  Harcourt  cdnnot  fpeak, , 
Oh  let  thy  once-lov'd  friend  infcribc  thy  ftone,. 
And,  with  a  father's  forrows,  mix  his  own  ! 


IV. 

ON  JAMES  CRAGGS,  ESq^ 

In  IVeJlminf.er-Abie'y. 


JACOBUS  CR'.AGGS. 

Regi  Magnse  Britannise-  a  Secretis 

ct  Conlilijs  fjn(ftioribus, 

Piincipisparitisr  ac  populi  amor  et  deliciE. 

vixit  titulis  et  invidia  major 

3fino3,  heupauco^,  xsxv. 

Ob.  Feb.  xvi.  m.dcc.x-. 

Statefman,  yet  friend  to  truth  !  of  foul  finccre, 
In  aiSion  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear  I 
Who  bioke  no  promife,  ferv'd  no  private  end, 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lofc  no  friend, 
Ennobled  by  himfclf,  by  all  approv'd, 
Prais'd,  wept,  and  hcnour'd,  by  the  mufc  he  lov'i'. 
L  iij 
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INTENDED  FOR  MR.  ROWE, 
Jn  Wejlmtnjier-Ahbey, 

Thy  relicks,  Rowe,  to  this  fair  urn  we  truft, 
And  iacred,  place  by  Dryden's  awful  duft  ; 
Bcnea;h  a  rude  and  namelefs  ftone  he  lies, 
To  whirh  thy  tomb  {hall  guide  inquiring  eyes. 
Peace  to  thy  geitle  fhade,  and  endlefs  reft  1 
Bteft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft; ! 
One  grateful  woman  to  thy  fame  fupplies 
What  a  whole  thanklefs  land  to  his  denies. 


VARIATION. 

It  is  as  follows  on  the  monument  in  the  Abbey 

erected  to  Rowe  and  his  daughter. 
Thy  relicks.  R.  we  I   to  this  fad  Ihrine  we  truft, 
And  near  thy  Shakfpeare  place  thy  honour'd  buft, 
Oh,  next  him.  fkill'd  todiaw  the  tender  tear, 
For  never  heart  felt  paflion  more  fincere; 
To  nobler  fentiment  to  fire  thebr  ve, 
For  never  Briton  more  dildain'd  a  flave. 
Peace  to  thy  gentle  Ihade,  and  endlefs  reft ; 
Bleft  in  thy  genius,  in  thy  love  too  bleft  1 
And  bleft,  that,  timely  from  our  fcene  remov'd, 
Thy  foul  enjoys  the  liberty  it  lov'd. 
To  thefe  fo  niourn'd  in  death,  fo  lov'd  in  life  ; 
The  childlefs  parent  and  the  widow'd  wife, 
With  tears  infcribes  this  monumental  ftone. 
That  holds  their  aflies  and  expedls  her  own. 


VI. 
ON  MRS.  CORBET, 

Wlo  died  ojf  a  Cancer  in  her  Breaji, 

Hr.RE  refts  a  woman,  good  without  pretence, 
Bleft  with  plain  reafon,  and  with  fobcr  fenfe  : 
No  coi  quefts  ftie,  but  o'er  herfelf,  d.  vr'd. 
No  arts  effay'd,  but  not  to  be  admir'd. 
Paftion  and  pride  were  to  her  foul  unknown, 
Convinc'd  that  virtue  only  i?  our  own.  ■ 
So  unafTefted,  fo  compos'd  a  mind; 
So  firm,  yet  foft ;  fo  ftrohg,  yet  fo  refin'd  : 
Heaven,  as  its  pureft  gold,  by  tortures  try'd; 
The  faint  fuftaia'd  it,  but  the  woman  dy'd. 


VII. 

On  the  Mmument  of  the  Honourable  Robert  Digby, 
and  of  his  Sijler  Mary,  eretied  by  their  Father  the 
Lord  Digby,  in  the  Church  tf  Sherborne,  in  Dor' 
fetJhire,T^^^. 

Go !  iFair  example  of  untainted  youth, 
Of  modeft  wifdom.  and  pacific  truth  ; , 
Compos'd  in  fufferings,  and  in  joy  fedate, 
Good  without  noife,  without  pretenfion  great. 
Juft  of  thy  word,  in  every  thought  fincere. 
Who  knew  no  vvifh  but  what  the  world  might 
hear : 


Of  fofteft  manner!!,  unaffeiSed  mind, 
Lover  of  peace,  and  friend  of  human  kind  : 
^Jo,  live  !  for  Heaven's  eternal  year  is  thins. 
Go,  and  exalt  thy  moral  to  divine. 

And  thou,  bleft  maid  1   attendant  on  his  doom, 
Peniive  haft  follow'd  to  the  filent  tomb, 
Steer'd  the  fame  courfe  to  the  fame  quiet  fhorc. 
Not  parted  long,  and  now  to  part  no  more  '. 
Go  then,  where  only  blifs  fincere  is  known  ! 
Go,  where  to  love  and  to  enjoy  are  one  ; 

Yet  take  thefe  tears,  mortality's  relief, 
And  till  we  fhare  your  joys,  forgive  our  grief: 
rhefe  little  rites,  a  ftone,  a  verfe  receive ; 
'Tis  all  a  father,  ail  a  friend  can  give  1 


VIII. 
ON  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

Jn  Wejlminfler- Abbey,  1 7 23- 

Knei.ler,  by  Heaven,  and  not  a  mafter  taught, 
Whoff  art  was  nature,  and  whole  piAures  thought; 
Now  for  two  ages  having  fnatch'd  from  fate 
Whate'er  was  beauteous,  or  whate'er  was  great, 
Lies  crown'd  with  princes  honours,  pi  ets  lays. 
Due  to  his  merit,  and  brave  thirft  of  praife. 

Living,  great  nature  fear'd  he  might  outvie 
Her  works;  and,  dying,  fears  herfelf  may  die. 


IX, 

ON  GENERAL  HENRY  WITHERS, 
In   Weflminfer- Abbey,  1 7 29. 

Here,  Withers,  reft  !  thou  braveft.  gcntleft  mind! 

Thy  country's  friend,  but  more  of  human  kind. 

Oh  born  to  arms  I   O  worth  in  youth  approv'd  ! 

O  foft  humanity,  in  age  belov'd  : 

For  thee,  the  hardy  veteran  drops  a  tear, 

And  the  gay  courtier  feels  the  figh  fincere. 

Withers,  Adieu !  yet  not  with  thee  remove 
Thy  martial  fpirit,  or  thy  focial  love  1 
Amidft  corruption,  luxury,  and  rage. 
Still  leave  fome  ancient  virtues  to  our  age  ; 
Nor  let  us  fay  (thofe  Englifh  glories  gone) 
The  laft  true  Briton  lies  beneath  this  ftone. 


X. 
ON  MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON, 

/*./  Eafhamfied,in  Berks,  I73C« 

This  modeft  ftone,  what  few  vain  marbles  can. 
May  truly  fay.  Here  lies  dn  honcft  man  : 
A  poet,  bleft  beyond  the  poets  fate,  [great ; 

Whom  Heaven  kept  facred  from  the  proud  and 
Foe  to  loud  praife,  and  friend  to  learned  eafe, 
Content  with  fcience  in  the  vale  of  peace. 
Calmly  he  look'd  on  either  life,  and  here 
Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear ; 
From  nature's  temperate  feaft  rofe  fatisfy'cf , 
Thank'd  Heaven  that  he  had  liv'd,  and  that  he 
dy'd. 


EPITAPHS. 
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ON  MR.  GAY. 

In  tVef mi nfer- Abbey,  173a 

(Df  manners  gentle,  of  affeiftions  mild; 
In  wit,  a  man  ;  fimplicity,  a  child  : 
With  native  humour  tempering  virtuous  rage, 
Form'd  to  delight  at  once  and  lalli  the  age  : 
Above  temptation  in  a  low  eflate, 
.And  ancorrupted,  cv'n  among  the  great : 
A  fafe  companion,  and  an  eafy  friend, 
Unblam'd  through  life,  lamented  in  thy  end. 
7"hefe  are  thy  honours  !  not  that  here  thy  buft 
Is  mix'd  with  heroes,  or  with  kmgs  th^'  dull ; 
But  that  the  worthy  and  the  good  (hall  fay. 
Striking  their  penlive  bofonis — Here  lies  Gay. 

ANOTHER. 

Well  then  1  poor  Gay  lies  under  ground. 
So  there's  aif  end  of  honefl:  Jack  : 

So  little  jullice  here  he  found, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  he'll  ne'er  come  back. 


XII. 

mXENDED  FOR  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON, 

In   Wejiminjicr-Abjhey. 

ISAACUS    NEWTONUS  : 

Quem  Immortalem 

Teftantur  Tempus,  Natura,  Coelum  ; 

Mortalem 

Hoc  marmor  fatetur. 

Nature,  and  nature's  laws  lay  hid  in  night : 

Godfaid,  let  Newton  be  1  and  all  was  light. 


XIII. 
ON  DR.  FRANCIS  ATTERBURY, 

BISHOr   OF   ROCHESTER, 

Who  died  In  Exile  at  Paris,  173a. 

|His  only  Daughter  having  expired  in  his  arms, 
immediately  after  ftie  arrived  in  France  to  lee 
him.] 

DI^OGUE. 

SHE. 

Ves,  we  have  liv'd — one  pang,  and  then  we  part! 
May  Heaven,  dear  father!  now  have  all  thy  heart. 
Yet  ah  :  how  once  we  lov'd,  remember  ftill, 
Till  you  are  duft  like  me. 

rfE. 

Dear  Ihade !  I  will : 
Then  mix  this  duft  with  thine — O  fpotlefs  ghoft  '. 
O  more  than  fortune,  friends,  or  country  loift  ! 
Is  there  on  earth,  one  care,  one  wifh  befide ! 
Yes — Save  my  country,  Heaven , 

—He  faid,  and  dy'd. 


XIV. 


ON  EDMOND  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM, 

IVbo  died  in   the  Nineteenth  Tear  of  his  Age,  1 7 35. 

If  modcft  youth,  wifh  cool  reflexion  crown'd. 
And  every  opening  virtue  blooming  round. 
Could  lave  a  parent's  jufteft  pride  from  fate. 
Or  add  one  patriot  to  a  finking  ftatc  ; 
This  weeping  marble  had  not  aik'd  thy  tear, 
Or  fadly  told,  hovy  many  hopes  lie  b.ere  I 
The  living  virtue  now  had  (hone  af5prov'd. 
The  fenate  heard  him,  and  his  country  lov'd. 
Yet  fofter  honours,  and  lefs  noiiy  fame 
Attend  the  fhade  of  gentle  Buckingham: 
In  whom  a  race,  for  courage  fam'd  and  art, 
Ends  in  the  milder  merit  of  the  heart  ;• 
And,  chiefs  or  fages  long  to  Britain  given, 
Pays  the  laft  tribute  of  a  faint  to  Heaven. 


XV. 

FOR  ONE  WHO  WOULD  NOT  BE    BURIED  IN  WE3T« 
MINSTER-ABBEY. 

Heroes  and  kings  I  your  diftancc  keep  \ 
In  peace  let  one  poor  poet  fleep. 
Who  never  flatter'd  folks  like  you  : 
Let  Horace  blufti,  and  Virgil  too. 

another,  on  the  same. 
Under  this  marble,  or  under  this  fdl, 
Or  under  this  turf,  or  e'en  what  they  will; 
Whatever  an  heir,  or  a  friend  in  his  ftead. 
Or  any  good  creature  fhall  lay  o'er  my  head. 
Lies  one  who  ne'er  car'd,  and  ftill  cares  not  a  pin. 
What  they  laid,  or  may  fay  of  the  mortal  within: 
But  who,  living  and  dying,  ferene  flill  and  free, 
Trufts  in  God,  that  as  well  as  he  was,  he  Ihall  be» 


XVI. 
LORD  CONINGSBY'S  EPITAPH 

Here  lies  Lord  Coningfby — be  civil; 
The  reft  God  knows — fo  does  the  Devil. 


XVII. 
ON  BUTLER'S  MONUMENT. 

Perhaps  by  Mr.  Pope. 

Respect  to  Dryden,  Sheffield  juftly  pay'd. 
And  noble  Villers  honour'd  Cowley's  (hade  : 
But  whence  this  barber  ? — that  a  name  fo  mean 
Should,  join'd  with  Butler's,  on  a  tomb  be  feen  ; 
This  pyramid  would  better  far  proclaim. 
To  future  ages,  humbler  Settle's  name  : 
Poet  and  patron  then  hud  been  well  pair'd. 
The  city  printer,  and  the  city  bard. 


*  This  Fpilaph,  originally  -written  on  Picus  JVTi- 
randula,  is  appHeJ  to  F.  Chjrtres,  and printtd  among 
the-wiirks  of  6iMift, 
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LETTER  TO  THE  PUBLISHER, 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE 

FIRST  CORRECT  EDITION  OF  THE  DUNCIAD. 


It  is  with  plelfure  1  hear,  that  you  have  procured 
a  corn  ft  copy  of  the  Dunciad,  which  the  many 
fiirrcptiticus  ones  have  rendered  fo  neceffary;  and 
it  is  yet  w  i:h  more,  that  I  am  informed  it  will  be 
attended  with  a  Commentary:  a  work  fo  rcqui- 
fite,  that  I  cannot  think  the  author  himfelf  would 
have  omitted  it,  had  he  approved  of  the  firft  ap- 
pearance of  this  poem. 

Such  notes  as  have  occurred  to  me,  I  herewith 
fend  you  :  you  will  oblige  nie  by  infer  ting  them 
amongft  thofe  which  are,  or  will  be,  tranfmittcd 
t»  you  by  others;  fince  not  only  the  authoi's 
friends,  but  even  flrangers,  appear  enaaged  by 
humanity,  to  take  fome  care  ot  an  orphan  of  fo 
much  genius  and  fpirit,  which  its  parent  feems  to 
have  abandoned  frtm  the  vei7  beginning,  and  fuf- 
fered  to  (lep  into  the  world  naked,  U2:guarded,and 
unattended. 

It  was  upon  rearing  fome  of  the  abufive  papers 
lately  yubliftied,  that  my  great  regard  to  a  perion, 
whofe  friendfhip  I  efleem  as  one  of  the  chief  ho- 
nours of  my  life,  and  a  much  greater  refpecft  to 
truth,  than  to  him  or  any  man  living,  engaged 
me  in  inquiries,  of  which  the  cnclcftd  notes  are 
the  fruit. 

I  perceived,  that  moft  of  thefe  authors  had  been 
(duubllcfs  very  wifely)  the  firft  aggrefTors.  They 
had  tried,  till  they  were  weary,  what  was  to  be 
got  by  railing  at  each  other  :  nobody  was  either 
c<)ncerned  or  furprifcd,  if  this  or  that  ftribbler  was 
proved  a  dunce.  But  every  one  was  curious  to 
read  what  could  be  faid  to  prove  Mr.  Pope  one, 
and  was  ready  to  pay  fomething  for  fuch  a  dilco- 
very  :  a  ftratagem  which  would  they  fairly  own, 
it  might  not  only  reconcile  them  to  me,  but  fcretn 
ihem  fr(.m  the  refeutment  of  their  lawfi:l  Aiperi- 
<;/!>,  \\hom  they  daily  abufe,  only  (as  1  charitably 
hope)  to  get  that  by  Uicm,  which  they  cc.r.not  gtt 
Irom  tlcm. 


1  found  this  was  not  all :  ill  fuccefs  in  that  had 
tranfported  them  to  perfonal  abufe,  either  of  him- 
fclf,  or  (what  I  think  he  could  lefs  forgive)  of  his 
friends.  They  had  called  men  of  virtue  and  ho- 
nour bad  men,  long  before  he  had  either  leifure  or 
inclination  to  call  them  bad  writers  :  and  fome  had 
been  fuch  old  ofTer.ders,  that  he  had  quite  forgot- 
ten their  perfons  as  well  as  their  flanders,  till  they 
were  pleafed  to.  revive  them. 

Now  what  had  Mr.  Pope  done  before,  to  in- 
cenfe  them  ?  He  had  publiflied  thofe  works  which 
are  in  the  hands  of  every  body,  in  which  not  the 
leaft  mention  is  made  of  any  of  them.  And  what 
has  he  done  fince  ?  He  has  laughed,  and  written 
the  Dunciad.  What  has  that  faid  of  them  ?  A  very 
ferious  truth,  which  the  public  had  faid  before, 
that  they  were  dull :  and  what  it  had  no  fooner 
faid,  but  they  themfelves  were  at  great  pains  to 
procure,  or  even  purchafe,  room  ih  the  prints,  to 
teflify  under  their  hands  to  the  truth  of  it. 

I  (hould  ftill  have  been  filent,  if  either  I  had 
feen  any  inclination  in  my  friend  to  be  ferious  with 
fuch  accufers,  or  if  they  had  only  meddled  with 
his  writings;  fince  whoever  publiflies,  puts  himftlf 
on  his  trial  by  his  country.  But  when  his  moral 
charadler  was  attacked,  and  ih  a  manner  from 
which  neither  truth  nor  virtue  canfecurethe  moft 
innocent;  in  a  manner,  which,  though  it  annihi- 
lates the  credit  of  the  accufation  with  the  juft  and 
impartial,  yet  aggravates  very  much  the  guilt  of 
the  accufers  ;  1  mean  by  authors  without  names  ; 
then  I  thought,  fince  the  danger  was  common  to 
all,  the  concern  ought  to  be  fo;  and  that  it  was 
an  a<5l  of  juftice  to  detefk  the  authors,  not  only  on 
this  account,  but  as  m.any  of  them  are  the  fame 
who  for  feveral  years  paft  have  made  free  with  the 
greiteft  names  in  church  and  ftate,  expofcd  to  the 
v.orld  the  private  misfortunes  of  families,  abufed 
aiij  cvcQ  to  v^oin$ii|  and  whofc  f  roilitntcd  p apert 
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(for  one  or  other  party,  in  the  unhappy  divifions 
of  their  country)  have  infulred  the  fallen,  the 
ff  iendlefs,  the  exiled,  and  the  dead. 

Befidcs  this,  which  I  take  to  be  a  public  con- 
cern, I  have  already  confefied  1  had  a  private  one. 
I  am  one  of  that  number  who  have  long  loved  and 
efteemed  Mr.  Pope  ;  and  had  often  declared  it 
was  not  his  capacity  or  writings  (which  we  ever 
thought  the  lead  valuable  part  of  his  character), 
but  the  honeft,  open,  and  beneficent  man,  that  we 
moll  efteemed,  and  loved  in  him.  Now,  if  what 
thele  people  fay  were  believed,  I  muft  appear  to 
all  my  friends  either  a  fool,  or  a  knave ;  either  im- 
pofed  on  myfelf,  or  impoOng  on  them;  fo  that  I  am 
as  much  interefted  in  the  confutation  of  thefe  ca- 
lumnies, as  he  is  himfelf. 

I  am  no  author,  and  confequently  not  to  be  fuf- 
pedted  either  of  jealoi;fy  or  refentment  againft  any 
of  the  men,  of  whom  fcarce  one  is  known  to  me 
by  fight ;  and  as  for  their  writings,  I  have  fought 
them  (on  this  one  occafion)  in  vain,  in  the  clofets 
and  libraries  of  all  my  acquaintance.  I  had  ftill 
been  in  the  dark,  if  a  gentleman  had  not  procured 
me  (I  fuppofe  from  fome  of  themfclves,  for  they 
are  generally  much  more  dangerous  friends  than 
enemies)  the  pafiages  I  fend  you.  I  folemnly  pro- 
teft  I  have  added  nothing  to  the  malice  or  abfur- 
dity  of  them;  which  it  behoves  me  to  declare, fince 
the  vouchers  themfelves  will  be  fo  foon  and  I"o  ir- 
recoverably lofi.  You  may  in  fome  meafure  pre- 
vent it,  by  preferving  at  leaft  their  titles  (a),  and 
difcovering  (as  far  as  you  can  depend  on  the  truth 
of  your  information)  the  names  of  the  conceakd 
authors. 

The  firft  objection  I  have  heard  made  to  the 
poem,  is,  that  the  pcrfons  are  too  obicurc  for  fa- 
tire.  The  perfons  themfelves,  rather  than  allow 
the  obje<5tion,  would  forgive  the  fatire  ;  and  if 
one  could  be  tempted  to  afford  it  a  ferious  amfwer, 
were  not  all  affaflinates,  popular  infurredlions,  the 
infolence  of  the  rabble  without  doors,  and  of  do- 
meftics  within,  mod  wrongfully  chaftifed,  if  the 
m^nnefs  of  offenders  indemnified  them  from  pu- 
nifhment?  On  the  contrary, oblcurityrenders  them 
more  dangerous,  as  lefs  thought  of :  law  can  pro- 
nounce judgment  only  on  open  fades  :  morality 
alone  can  pafs  cenfure  on  intentions  of  mifchief ; 
fo  that  for  fecret  calumny,  or  the  arrow  flying  in 
t"he  dark,  there  is  no  publie  punilhmeiit  left,  but 
what  a  good  writer  iiifliiSs. 

The  next  objedlon  i?,  that  thefe  fort  of  authors 
a're  poor.  That  might  be  pleaded  as  an  excufe  at 
the  Old  Bailey,  for  lelfcr  crimes  than  defamation 
(for  it  is  the  cafe  of  alniolt  ull  who  are  tried 
there),  but  fure  it  can  be  none  here  :  for  who  will 
pretend  that  the  robbing  another  of  his  reputation 
fupplies  the  want  of  it  in  himfelf  ?  I  queftion  not 
but  fuch  authors  are  poor,  and  heartily  wifli  tl.e 
cbje>Slion  were  removed  by  any  honeft  livelihood. 
But  poverty  is  here  the  accident,  not  the  fubjeifl  : 
he  who  defcribes  malice  and  villany  to  be  pale 
and  meagre,  exprefles  not  the  leaft  anger  againft 

(a)  TVh'ich  we  have  done  in  a  lijl  printed  in  the  Ap- 
^imdix. 


palenefs  or  leannefs,  but  againft  mEh'ce  and  villa- 
ny. The  apothecary  in  Romeo  and  Juliet  is  poor  ;. 
but  is  he  therefore  juftified  in  vending  poifon  ? 
Not  but  poverty  itfelf  becomes  a  juft  fubjeft  of  fa-, 
tire,  when  it  is  the  confcquence  of  vice,  prodiga- 
lity,, or  neglccfl  of  one's  lawful  calling ;  for  then; 
it  increafes  the  public  burden,  fills  the  ftreets  and. 
highways  with  robbers,  and  the  garrets  with  clip- 
pers, coiners,  aed  weekly  jowrnalifts. 

But  omitting  that  two  or  three  of  thefe  offend. 
Icfs  in  their  morals  tlian  in  their  wiitin'^s ;  muft 
poverty  make  nonfenfe  facred  I  If  fo,  the  fame  of 
bad  authors  would  be  much  better  confulted  than 
that  of  all  the  good  ones  in  the  world  ;  and  not  one 
of  an  hundred  had  ever  been  called  by  his  right 
name. 

They  miftake  the  whole  matter  :  it  is  not  cha- 
rity to  encourage  them  in  the  way  they  follow 
but  to  get  them  out  of  it ;  for  men  are  not  bung- 
lers becaufe  they  are  poor,  but  they  are  poor  be- 
caufe  they  are  bunglers. 

Is  it  not  pleafant  enough,  to  hear  our  author* 
crying  out  on  the  one  hand,  as  if  their  perfons 
and  charaders  were  too  facred  for  fatire  ;  and  the 
public  objeding  on  the  other,  that  they  are  to» 
mean  even  for  ridicule  ?  But  whether  bread  or 
fame  be  their  end,  it  muft  be  allowed,  our  author^ 
by  and  in  this  poem,  has  mercifully  given  them  a 
little  of  both. 

There  are  two  or  three,  who  by  their  rank  and 
fortune  have  no  benefit  from  the  former  objec- 
tions, fuppofiug  them  good ;  and  thefe  I  was  forry 
to  fee  in  fuch  company.  But  if,  without  any  pro- 
vocation, two  or  three  gentlemen  will  fall  upoa 
one,  in  an  affair  wherein  his  Intereft  and  reputa- 
tion are  equally  embarked  ;  they  cannot  certainly, 
after  they  have  been  content  to  print  themfelves 
his  enemies,  complain  of  being  put  into  the  num- 
ber of  them. 

Others,  I  am  told,  pretend  to  have  been  once 
his  friends.  Surely  they  are  their  enemies  who 
fay  fo ;  fince  nothing  can  be  more  odious  than  to 
treat  a  friend  as  they  have  done.  But  of  this  C 
cannot  perfuade  myfelf,  when  I  confider  the  con- 
ftant  and  eternal  averfiou  of  ail  bad  writers  to  a 
good  one. 

Such  as  claim  a  merit  from  being  his  admirers, 
I  would  gladly  aflc,  if  it  lays  him  under  a  perlbnal 
obligation  ?  At  that  rate,  he  would  be  the  moft 
obliged  humble  fervant  m  the  world.  I  dare  fwear 
for  thefe  in  particular,  he  never  defired  them  to  be 
his  admirers,  nor  promifed  in  return  to  be  theirs  : 
that  had  truly  been  a  fign  he  was  of  their  ac- 
quaintance ;  but  would  not  the  malicious  world 
have  fufpedled  fuch  an  approbation  of  fome  motive 
worfe  than  ignorance,  in  the  author  of  the  Effay 
on  Criticifni  ?  Be  it  as  it  will,  the  reafbns  of  their 
admiration,  and  of  his  contempt,  are  equally  fub- 
fiftiug,  for  his  works  and  theirs  are  the  very  fame' 
that  they  were. 

One,  therefore,  of  their  alfertions  I  believe  may 
be  true,  "  That  he  has  a  contempt  for  their  vvrit- 
"  ings."  And  there  is  another  which  would  pro- 
bably be  fooner  allowed  by  himfelf  than  by  any 
good  judge  befide,  "That  his  own  have  found  tQ<r' 
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fuccefs  with  the  public."  But  as  ir  cannot  i 
confiil  with  his  modefty  to  claim  this  as  a  juftice,  I 
it  lies  not  on  him,  but  entirely  on  the  public,  to 
defend  its  own  judgement. 

There  remains  what  in  my  opinion  might  feem 
a  better  pica  for  thefe  people,  than  any  they  have 
"made  ufe  of.  If  obfcurity  or  poverty  were  to  ex- 
empt a  man  from  fatire,  much  more  flioiild  folly 
or  dulnefs,  which  are  ftill  more  involuntary  ;  nay, 
as  much  fo  a<i  perfonal  deformity.  But  even  thi^ 
•will  not  help  them  :  deformity  becomes  an  ohjecft 
of  ridicule  when  a  man  fets  up  for  being  handfome  ; 
and  fo  muft  dulnefs  when  he  fets  up  for  a  wit. 
They  are  not  ridiculed  becaufe  ridicule  in  itfelf  is, 
or  ought  to  be,  a  pleafure  ;  but  becaufe  it  isjuft  to 
undeceive  and  vindicate  the  honeR  and  unpretend- 
ing part  of  mankind  from  impofition,  becaufe  par- 
ticular intcreft  ought  to  yield  to  g^eneral,  and  a 
^eat  number  who  are  not  naturally  fools,  ought 
never  to  be  made  fo,  in  complaifance  to  a  few  who 
are.  Accordingly  we  find  that  in  all  ages,  all  vain 
pretenders,  were  they  ever  fo  poor  or  ever  fo  dull, 
have  been  conftantly  the  topics  of  the  moft  candid 
fatirids.from  the  Codrus  of  Juvenal  to  the  Damon 
of  Boileau. 

Having  mentioned  Boileau,  the  greateft  poet 
and  moft  judicious  critic  ofhisageand  country,  ad- 
mirable for  his  talents,  and  yet  perhnps  more  ad- 
mirable for  his  judgment  in  the  proper  application 
of  them;  I  cannot  help  remarking  the  refcmblance 
betwixt  hi.m  and  cur  author,  in  qualities,  fame, 
and  fortune ;  in  the  diftindtions  fhown  them  by 
their  fuj-erior's,  in  the  general  cfteem  of  their 
ctjuals,  and  in  their  extended  reputation  amongft 
foreigners;  in  the  latter  of  which  ours  has  met 
with  the  better  fate,  as  he  has  had  for  his  tranfla- 
tors  perfon^  of  the  moft  eminent  rank  and  abilities 
in  their  refpe6t:ive  nat!ons(i).  But  the  refemblance 
holds  in  nothing  more  than  in  their  being  equally 
abufcd  by  the  ignorant  pretenders  to  poetry  of 
their  times ;  of  which  not  the  ieaft  memory  will 
remain  but  in  their  own  writings,  and  in  the  notes 
made  upon  them.  What  Boileau  has  done  in  al- 
rnoft  all  his  poem?,  our  author  has  only  in  this  :  I 
^are  anfwer  for  him,  he  will  do  it  in' no  more;  and 
on  this  principle,  of  attacking  few  but  wh.o  had 
flandercd  him.  he  could  not  have  done  it  at  all, 
had  he  been  confined  from  cenfuring  obfcure  and 
■worthk'fs  perfons,  for  fcarce  any  other  were  his 
enemies.  However,  as  the  parity  is  fo  remarkable, 
1  hope  it  will  coritinue  to  the  laft ;  and  if  ever  he 

(^)  ^JP'y  ""  Qriticifm  in  French  "ucrfe,  ly  General 
IJamtltcn  ;  the  fame,  in  vcrfe  alfo,  by  Mo'nfieur  Robo- 
ion,  Courrfill.jr  and  Pri-vy  Secrd^iy  to  King  Geove  1. 
after  hy  the  AHe  Reynel,  in  "verfc,  with  notes.  Rape  cf 
the  l^ock,  in  Frmch,  Ly  tie  Prinafs  of  Ccnti,  Paris 
1728  ,•  and  in  Italian  <vcrfe,  hy  the  Abbe  Conti,  a  noble 
Venetian  ;  and  the  Marquis  Ranaoni,  Envoy  Extraor- 
dinary ft  cm  Modena  to  King  George  II.  Others  of 
his  ivoiis  by  Saliiini  of  1  Lrence,  ISfc.  His  EJfays  and 
Dijferlations  on  Homer,  feveral  times  trarjlated  into 
French.  Eff'y  on  Man,  Ly  the  ALbe  Reynel,  in  verfe  i 
by  Monjieur  Without,  in prfe^  1737i  andjmct  by  a'J.ers 
in  French f  Italian^  and  Latin. 
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ftiould  give  us  an  edition  of  this  poem  himfelf,  t 
may  fee  fome  of  them  treated  as  gently,  on  theit 
repentance  or  better  merit,  as  Pertault  and  Qui- 
nauk  were  at  laft  by  Boileau. 

In  one  point  I  muft  be  allowed  to  think  the  cha- 
radler  of  our  Englilh  poet  the  more  amiable.  He 
has  not  been  a  follower  of  fortune  or  fuccefs  ;  he 
has  lived  with  the  great  without  flattery  ;  been  a 
friend  to  men  in  power,  without  penfions,  from 
whom,  as  he  alked,  fo  he  received  no  favour,  but 
what  was  done  him  in  his  friends.  As  his  Satires 
were  the  more  juft  Jor  being  delayed,  fo  were  his 
Panegyrics  ;  beftowed  only  on  fuch  perfons  as  he 
had  familiarly  known,  only  for  fuch  virtues  as  he 
had  long  obferved  in  them,  and  only  at  fuch  times 
as  others  ceafe  to  praife,  if  not  begin  to  calumniate 
them,  I  mean  when  out  of  power  or  out  of  fa- 
ftiion((r).  A  fatire,  therefore,  on  writers  fo  noto- 
rious for  the  contrary  pracflice,  became  no  man  fo 
well  as  himfelf ;  as  none,  it  is  plain,  was  fo  lit'le 
in  their  friendftiips,  or  fo  much  in  that  of  thofe 
whom  they  had  moft  abufed,  namely  the  greateft 
and  beft  of  all  parties.  Let  me  add  a  further  rea- 
fon,  that,  though  engaged  in  their  friendftiips,  he 
never  efpoufed  their  animofities;  and  can  almoft 
Cngly  challenge  this  honour,  not  to  have  written 
a  line  of  any  man,  which,  through  guilt,  through 
ftiame,  or  through  fear,  through  variety  of  fortune, 
or  change  of  interefts,  he  was  ever  unwilling  to  own. 

I  ftiall  conclude  with  remarking,  what  a  pleafure 
it  muft  be  to  every  reader  of  humanity,  to  fee  all 
along,  that  our  author,  in  his  very  laughter,  i.s 
not  indulging  his  own  ill-nature,  but  only  punifti- 
ing  that  of  others.  As  to  his  Poem,  thofe  alone 
are  capable  of  doing  it  juftice,  who,  to  ufe  the 
woids  of  a  great  writer,  know  how  hard  it  is' 
(with  regard  both  to  his  fubjeiS  and  his  manner) 
"  Vetuftis  dare  novitatem,  obfoletis  nitorem,  ob- 
"  fcuris  lu^em,  faftiditis  gratiam. 


I  am  your  moft  humble  fervant, 

St.  James's, 
Dec.  X2 


"i7aS  \     WILLIAM  CLELAND(V). 


(c)  As  Mr.  Wycherly,  at  the  time  the  iozt-r.  de- 
claimed aga'njl  his  book  of  Poems  ;  Mr  Walfb,  after 
his  death  ;    6ir   IVilliam    Trumhall,  ivhen  be   had  re-  , 

Jigiied  the  rfpce  of  Secretary  of  State ;  Lord  Boling- 
Lroke,  at  his  lea-ving  Enaland,  after  the  queen  s  death  ; 
Lord  Oxford,  in  his  lafi  declim  of  life  ;  Mr.  Secretary' 
Craggs,  at  the  end  of  the  South-dea  yar,  and  after  h.s 
death  :   others  only  in  ej;itajihs. 

(d^  This  gentleman  ivas  of  Scotland,  and  bred  at  il^ 
univcrfily  of  Utrecht,  ifith  the  Ear  I  of  Alar.  Hefcrijed 
in  Spain  under  Eari  Rivers.  After  the  peace,  he  tuas 
made  one  of  the  Ccmmiffanert  of  the  Cujlcms  in  Scot- 
land, and  then  of  ta  .a  in  Kngland :   in  luhich,  having 

fhoivn  himfelf  for  ttuenty  years  diligent,  punSlual,  and 
incorruptib.e  {though  •without  any  other  c£iflaKcc  f for- 
tune^, he  ii'iU  fuddcn  'y  difplaced  by  the  minifier,  in  tog 

fixty-eighth  year  of  his  age  ;  and  diid  l-we  months  after, 
in  1741.  He  ivas  a  perfon  of  univetfal  learning,  an^ 
an  enlarged  converfation  ;   no  ?nan  had  a  ivarmer  heart 

for  his  friend,  or  afiucerer  attachment  to  the  conflitntion 
of  bis  countrv. 


DENNIS'  REMARKS 

ON  PRINCE  ARTHUR. 


.1  CANNOT  ^ut  think  it  the  moft reafonable  thing  in 
•the  world,  tn  diftlnguifh  good  writers,  by  difcou- 
raging  the  bad.  Nor  is  it  an  ill-natured  thing,  in 
relation  even  to  the  very  perfons  upon  whom  the 
re{le(Si;ions  are  made.  It  is  true,  it  may  deprive 
them,  a  little  the  fooner,  of  a  fhort  profit  and  a 
.tranfitory  reputation  ;  but  then  it  may  have  a  good 
effadl,  and  oblige  them  (^before  it  be  too  late)  to 
decline  that  for  which  they  are  fo  very  unfit,  and 
,to  have  recourfe  to  fomething  in  which  they  may 
.be  more  fuccefsful. 

CHARACTER  OF  MR.  P.  1716. 

The  perfons  whom  Boileau  has  attacked  in  his 

writings,  have  been  for  the  moil  part  authors,  and 

moft  of  thofe  authors,  poets :  and  the  cenfures  he 

hath  paffed  upon  them  have  been  confirmed  by  all 

.  Europe. 

GiLDON,  Pref.  to  his  New  Rehearsai.. 
It  is  the  conunon  cry  of  the  poetaAers  of  the 


town,  and  their  fautors,  that  It  is  an  ill-natured 
thing  to  expofe  the  pretenders  to  wit  and  poetry. 
The  judges  and  magiftrates^  may  with  full  as  good 
reafon  be  reproached  with  ill-nature  for  putting 
the  laws  in  execution  againft  a  thief  or  impoftor. — 
]  The  fame  will  hold  in  the  republic  ofletters,  if  the 
critics  and  judges  will  let  every  ignorant  pretend- 
er to  fcribbling  pafs  on  the  world. 

Theobald,  Letter  to  Mift,  June  23,  tyaS. 

Attacks  may  be  levelled,  either  againll  failures 
in  genius,  or  againft  the  pretenfions  of  writing 
without  one, 

Concanen,  Ded.  to  the  Author  of  the  Dw»rciAr. 

A  Satire  upon  dulnefs  is  a  thing  that  has  been 
ufed  and  allowed  in  all  ages. 

Out  of  thine  own  mouth  will  I  judge  thecj 
wicked  fcribbler  I 


TESTIMONIES  OF  AUTHORS 

CONCERNING  OUR  POET  AND  HIS  WORKS. 


M.  SCRIBLERUS  LECTORI  S, 

Before-wc  pr^fcnt  thee  with  our  .exercitations 
on  this  moft  deledtaUe  poem  (drawn  from  the 
many  volumes  of  pur  adverfaria  on  modern  au- 
thors] we  Ihall  here,  according  to  the  laudable 
wfage  of  .editorSj  collei5l  the  various  judgments  of 
the  learned  concerning  our  poet:  various  indeed, 
not  only  of  different  author^s,  but  of  the  fame  au- 
thor at  different  feafons.  ,  Nor  Ihall  we  gather  on- 
ly the  teftimonies  of  fuch  eminent  wits,  as  would 
of  courft:  dcfcend  to  pofterity,  and  confequejitly 
be  read  without  our  collecSlion  ;  but  we  (hail  like- 
wife  with  incredible  labour  feek  out  for  divers 
others,  which,  but  for  this  ouf  diligence,  could 
never,  at  the  diftance  of  a  few  months,  appear  to 
the  eye  of  the  moft;  curious.  Hereby  thou  mayeft 
not  only  receive  the  dele(3:ation  of  variety,  but  al- 
io arrive  at  a  more  certain  judgment,  by  a  grave 
and  circumfpedl  comparifon  of  the  witnefles  with 
each  other,  or  of  each  vvith  Iiimfelf.  .  Hence  alfo 
thou  wilt  be  enabled  to  draw  reflexions,  riotonly 
i/f  a  critical,  but  a  moral  nature,  by  being  let  into 
many  particulars  of  the  perfon  as  well  as  genius, 
und  of  the  fortune  as  well  as  merit,  of  cur  author  : 
in  which,  if  I  relate  fome  things  of  little  concern 
pcradvcnture  to  thee,  and  fome  of  as  little  even  to 
him  •,  I  entreat  thee  to  confider  how  minutely  all 
true  critics  and  commentators  are  wont  to  infift 
upon  fuch,  and  how  material  they  feem  to  them- 
fclves.if  to  none  other.  Forgive  me,  gentle  reader, 
if  (following  learned  example)  I  ever  and  anon 
become  tedious :  allow  me  to  take  the  fame  pains 
to  find  whether  my  author  were  good  or  bad,  well 
or  ill-natured,  modcft  or  arrogant ;  as  another^ 
"v/hether  his  author  was  fair  or  brown,  fhort  or 
tall,  or  whether  lie  wore  a  coat  or  a  cafiock. 

We  propofed  to  begin  with  his  life,  parentage, 
andeducati<.n  :  hut  as  to  tl.efc,  even  his  contem- 
poraries do  exceedingly  differ.  One  faith,  (a)  he 
Was  educated  at  home ;  another  ^b)  that  he  was 

(a)  Giles  JacoU's  Lives  of  ih:  Poets,  tiol.  ii.  in  lit 
fiife.     (Jb)  Dennii's  SffleSiions  on  tht  Efa^  on  Crit. 


bred  at  St.  Omer's,  by  Jefuits ;  a  third  f «)  not  at 
St.  Omer's,  but  at  Oxford  !  a  fourth  {d)  that  he 
had  no  univerXity  education  at  all.  Thole  who 
allow  him  to  be  bred  at  home,  differ  as  much  con- 
cerning his  tutor:  'one  faith  (f)  he  was  kept  by 
his  father  on  purpofe ;  a  fecond  (/),  that  he  was  an 
itinerant  priefl ;  a  third  {g);  that  he  was  a  parfon ; 
oi;ie(A)  cilleth  him  9  fecular  clergyman  of  thfe 
church  of  Rome  ;  another  (/),  a  monk.  As' little, 
do  they  agree. about  his  father,  whom  one  {k)  fup- 
pofeth,  like  the  father , of  Hefiod,  a  tradefman  or 
merchant  ;;another(/),  a  huibandm^n;  another  (»7,) 
si  hatter,  &c.  Nor  has  an  author  been  Wanting  to 
give  our  poet, fuch  a  father  as  Apnleius  hath  to 
PJatQ,  Jamblichus  to  Pythagoras,  and  divers  to  Ho- 
mer, napiely  a  dxmort  :  for  £hus  Mr,  Gildon  (n)  : 
"  Certain  it  is,  that  hisoriginal  is  riot  from  Adam, 
"  but  the  devil;  and  that  he  wanteth 'nothing but 
"  horns  and  tail  to  be  the  exadl  refemblance  of  his 
"  infernal  father."  finding,  therefore,  fuch  con- 
trariety of  opinions,  and  (whatever  be  ours  of  this 
fort  of  generation)  not  being  fond,  to  enter  into 
controvsrfy,  we  lliall  defer  writing  the  life  of  our, 
poet,  till  authors  can  determine  among  theriifelves 
what  parents  or  education  he  had,  or  whether  he 
had  any  education  or  parents  at  all.  ,;- 

Proceed,  we  to  what  is  more  certain,  his  work.?, 
though  not  lefs  uncertain  the  judgments  concern- 
ing them  ;  beginning  with,  his  Eflay  on  Griticifm, 
of  which  hear  firil  the  moft  ancient  of  critics, 

(c)  Dunciad  d'iJeBed,p.  4.  {<!)  Guardian,  No^  4*. 
(f)    'Jacobus  Li-ves,  isfc.  -vol.  ii. 

(_/")  Dttnciad  di[[ecied,p.  4.  (^)  Tarmer  P  t  and  bis  fen. 
(i)  Duiiaaddi^eSiid.  (^PjChat  dSiers  of  the  Times,  f>.  45. 
(/{)  Female  Dur.ciad,  p.  ult.  (i)  Duuciad  dijf^aed. 

(ot)  lii!)::ii,  Paraphrafe  on  the  i\ib  of  Genejis.  printed, 
1729.  («)  Charar/er  of  Mr  P.  and  his  Writings,  in 
a  letter  to  a  friend,  printed  for  S.  Popping,  i'}X(i,p.  IQ. 
Cur II.  in  his  Key  to  the  Dunciad  {firj}  edit,  faii  to  be 
printed  for  A.  Dodd)  in  the  10th  page,  declared  Gildon  t» 
be  theauthtr  of  that  libel;  though,  in  the  fuhfequent  ediiiohs 
of  his  key,  he  left  out  this  ajjertion,  and  a^rmcd  {in  the 
Curliadfp.  4.  unj  %),  that  it  zuas  -written by  Dennis  only% 


TESTIMONIES   OF   AUTHORS. 


»rs 


MR.  JOHN  DENNIS. 
*'  His  precepts  are  falfe  or  trivial,  or  both  ;  his 
"  'thoughts  ate  crude  and  abortive,  his  exprefiions 
"  abfurd,  his  numbers  harfh  and  unmuilcal",  his 
"  rhymes  trivial  and  common — inftead  of  majefty, 
•'  we  have  fomething  that  is  very  mean ;  inflead  of 
"  gravity,  fomething  that  is  very  boyifh;  and  in- 
"  flead  of  pcrfpicuity  and  lucid  order,  we  have  but 
•'  too  often  obfcurity  and  confufion."  And  in  an- 
other place  :  "  What  rare  numbers  are  here  ! 
"  Would  not  one  fwear  that  this  youngfler  had 
"  efpoufed  fome  antiquated  mtife,  who  had  fued 
•'  out  a  divorce  from  fome  fuperannuated  finner, 
•*'  upon  account  of  impoteifce  ;  and  who,  being 
■"  poxed  by  the  former  fpoufe,  has  got  the  gout  in 
"  her  decrepid  age,  which  makes  her  hobble  fo 
"  damnably  (o)."  '     .  •■ 

No  Icfs  peremptory  is  the  cenfure  of  our  hyper- 
critical hillorian,  '  ■  '  " 
MR.  OLDMIXON. 
"  I  dare  not  fay  any  thing  of  th£  Effay  on  Criti- 
"  cifm  in  verfe ;  but  if  any  more  curious  reader 
•"  has  difcovered  in  it  fomething  new,  which  is  not 
"  in  Dryden's  prefaces,  dedications,  and  his  Effay 
"  on  Dramatic  Poetry,  not  to  mention  the  French 
"  critics,  I  ftiould  be  very  glad  to  have  the  bene- 
"  fit  of  the  difcovery (/>)." 

He  is  followed  (as  in  fame,  fo  In  udgment)  by 
the  modefl  and  fimple-minded 

MR<  LEONARD  WELSTED. 
Who,  out  of  great  refpecft  to  our  poet,  not  naming 
him,  doth  yet  glance  at  his  effay,  together  with 
the  Duke  of  Buckingham's,  and  the  criticifms  of 
Dryden,  and  of  Horace,  which  he  more  openly 
taxeth  :  (y)  "  As  to  the  numerous  treatifeSjCifays, 
"  arts,  &c.  both  in  verfe  and  profe,  that  have  been 
"  written  by  the  moderns  on  this  ground-work, 
"  they  do  but  hackney  the  fame  thoughts  over 
"  again,  making  them  flill  more  trite.  Mo£l  of 
"  their  pieces  are  ilothing  but  a  pert,  infipid  heap 
"  of  common-place.  Horace  ■  has,  even  in  his 
"  Art  of  Poetry,  throyVn  out  feveral  things  which 
"  plainly  fbew,  he  thought  an  Art  of  Poetry  was 
"  of  no  ufe,  even  while  he  was  writing  one." 

To  all  which  great  authorities,  we  can  only  op- 
pofe  that  of  . .  •  .   •     ■ 

MR.  ADDISON, 
«  (r)  The  Art  of  Criticifra  (faith  he)  which 
"  was  publiflied  fome  months  fince,  is  a  mafter- 
"  piece  in  its  kind.  .  The  obfervations  follow  one 
"  another  like  thofe  in  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry, 
"  without  that  methodical  regularity  which  would 
"  h^ve  been  requifite  in  a  profe.  writer.  They 
"  are  fome  of  them  uncommon,  but  fuch  as  the 
"  reader  muft  affent  to,  when  he  fees  them  ex- 
"  plained  with  that  cafe  and  perfplcuity  in  which 
"  they  are  delivered.  ■  As  for  thofe  which  arc  the 


(o)  RtfleBions  critical  and  futirical  m  a  Rhapfady, 
called.  An  EJfay  on  Criticifm.  Printed  for  Bernard 
Jjintot,  oBa-vo.' 

(/>)  EJay  on  Criticifm  it  profe,  oSiavo,  1728,  hy 
the  author  of  the  Critical  Hiflory  of  England, 

(jf)  Preface  to  bis  Potmt,L.  l2.  J3. 

\r)  Sfeautor,  Ae.  0,^3. 


"  moft  known  and  the  moft  received,  they  are 

"  placed  in  fo  beautiful  a  light,  and  illuftrate^ 

"  with  fuch  apt  illufiofis,  that  they  have  in  them 

"  all  the  graces  of  novelty;  and  make  the  reader, 

"  who    was  before  acquainted    with  them,  ftill 

"  more    convinced   of   their    truth    and  folidity. 

"  And  here  give  me  leave  to  mention  what  Mon- 

"  fieur  Boileau  has  fo  well  enlarged  upon  in  the 

"  preface  to  his  works  :  tbat  wit  ^nd  fine  writing 

"  doth  not  confift  fo  much  in  advancing  things  that 

"  are  new,  as  in  giving  thing.s  that  are  known  an  a- 

"  agreeable  turn.   It  is'lmpoITibe  for  us,  who  livein 

"  the  latter  ages  of  the  world,  to  maUe  obfervations 

"  in  criticifm,  morality,   or  any  art  or  fcience, 

"  which  have  not  been  touched  upon  by  others  ; 

"  we  have  litttle  elfe  left  us,  but  to  repiefent  the 

"  common    fenfe   of    mankind  in    more    ftrong, 

"  more  beautiful,  or  more  uncommon   lights.  If  a 

"  reader  examines  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry,  he  will 

"  find  but  few  precepts  in  it  which  he  may  not 

"  meet  with   in  Ariftotle,   and   which  Were  not 

"  commonly  known  by  all  the  poets  of  the  Auguf- 

"  tan  age.'    His  way  of  ^xprelfing,  and  applying 

"  them,  not  his  invention  of  them,  is  what  wc 

"  are  chiefly  to  admire. 

"  Longinus,  in  his  Refledions,  has  given  us 
"  the  fame  kind  ef  fublime,  which  he  obferves  in 
"  the  feveral  paffages  that  occafioned  them  :  I 
"  cannot  but  take  notice  that  our  Englifli  author 
"  has,  after  the  fame  manner,  exemplified  feveral 
"  of  the  precepts  in  the  very  precepts  themfelves." 
He  then  produces  fome  inflances  of  a  particular 
beauty  in  the  numbers,  and  concludes  with  faying, 
that  "  there  are  three  poems  in  our  tongue  of  the 
"  fame  nature,  and  each  a  mafter-piece  in  its 
"  kind  ;  The  Eflay  on  Tranflated  Verfe ;  the 
"  Effay  on  the  Art  of  Poetry;  and  the  Elfay  on 
<'  Criticifm." 

Of  Windfor  Foreft,  pofitive  is  the  judgment 
of  the  affirmative 

MR.  JOHN  DENNIS, 
"  (.f )  That  it  is  a  wretched  rhapfody,  impudent- 
"  iy  writ  in  emulation  of  the  Cooper's  Hill  of  Sir 
"  John  Denham  :  the  author  of  it  is  obfcure,  is 
"  ambiguous,  is  affeded,  is  temerarious,  is  barba- 
"  rous." 

But  the  author  of  the  Dlfpenfary  (/), 
DR.  GARTH, 
in  the  preface  to  his  poem  of  Claremont,  differs, 
from  this  opinion  :  "  Thofe  who  have  feen  thefe 
"  two!  excellent  poems  of  Cooper's  Hill,  and 
"  Windfor  Forefl,  the  one  written  by  Sir  John 
"  Denhani,  the  other  by  Mr.  Pope,  will  fhew  a 
"  great  deal  of  candor  if  they  approve  of  this." 

Of  the  epiftle  to  Eloifa,  we  are  told  by  the  ob- 
fcure writer  of  a  poem  called  Sawney,  "  That 
*'  becaufe  Prior's  Henry  and  Emma  charmed  the 
"  finefl:  tafles,  our  author  writ  his  Eloifa  in  op- 
"  pofition  to  it :  but  forgot  innocence  and  virtue  : 
"  if  you  take  away  her  tender  thoughts,  and  her 
"  fierce- defires,  all  the  refl  is  of  no  value."     la 


(i)  Letter  to  B.  B.  at  the  end  of  the  Remarks  on 
PcpC!  Homer,  1717. 

(0  Printed  ijiS, p.  13. 
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which,  mcthinks,  his.judgment  refemhkth  that  of 
a  French  taylor  on  a  villa  and  gardens  by  the 
the  Thames :  "  All  this  is  very  fine ;  but  take 
"  away  the  river,  and  it  is  good  iof  nothing." 
But  very  contrary  hereunto  was  the  opinion  of, 
MR,  PRIOR 
himfelf,  faying  in  his  Alma  (« :, 

O  Abelard  ?  ill-fated  youth, 
Thy  tale  will  juflify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  fong  ; 
Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortune  griev'd, 
With  kind  concern  and  flcill  has  weav'd 
A  Dlken  web  ;  and  ne'er  ftiall  fade 
Its  colours  ;  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o'er  thy  fad  diflrefs. 
And  Venus  fliall  the  texture  blefs,  &c. 
Come   we   now  to  his  trar.flation  of  the  Iliad, 
celebrated  by  numerous  pens,  yet  fhall  it  fufBce  to 
nientii-n  the  indefatigable 

SIR  KiCHARD  BLACKMORE,  Knight, 
Who  (ihough  otherwife  a  fevere  cenfurcr  of  our 
author)    yet   ftyleth    this  a  "  laudable    tranfla- 
tion  ("y).". 
That  ready  writer 

MR.  OLDMIXON, 
in  his  forementioned  elfay,  frequently  commends 
the  fame.     And  the  painful 

MR.' LEWIS  THEOBALD 
thus  extolls  it  (  r),  "  The  fpirit  of  Homer  breathes. 
"  all  through  this  tranilation. — I  am  in  doubt, 
»*  whether  I  fliould  not  admire  the  juftnefs  to  the 
"  original,  or  the  force  and  beauty  of  the  language, 
*'  or  the  founding  variety  of  the  numbers  ;  but 
*♦  when  I  find  all  thcfe  meet,  it  puts  me  in  mind 
*•  of  what  the  poet  fays  of  one  of  his  heroes, 
•'  That  he  alone  raifed  and  flung  with  cafe  a 
"  weighty  flone,  that  two  common  men  could 
«  to  hft  from  the  ground ;  juft  fo,  one  Cngle  per- 
"  fon  has  perfornitd  in  this  tranflation,  what  I 
*'  once  dcfpaired  to  have  feen  done  by  the  force 
•'  of  feveral  mafterly  hands."  Indeed  the  fame 
gentleman  appears  to  have  changed  his  fcntiments 
in  his  Eflay  on  the  Art  of  Sinking  in  Reputation 
(printed  in  Mift's  Journal,  March  30,  17 zS), 
vhere  he  fays  thus  :  "  In  order  to  fink  in  repu- 
*'  tation,  let  him  take  it  into  his  head  to  defcend 
"into  Homer  (let  the  world  wonder,  as  it  will, 
"  how  the  devil  he  got  there),  and  pretend  to  do 
"  him  into  Englifh,  fo  his  verfion  denote  his  ne- 
"  gled  of  the  manner  how."  Strange  variation  1 
We  are  told  in 

MIST'S  JOURNAL,  >,/f  8. 
•*  That  this  tranflation  of  the  liiad  was  not  in  3U 
"  refpedts  conformable  to  the  fine  taftc  of  his  friend 
*'  Mr.  Addifon  ;  infomuch  that  he  employed  a 
"  younger  mufc  in  an  undertaking  of  this  kind, 
*'  which  he  fuperviled  himfelf."  Whether  Mr. 
Addifon  did  find  it  conformable  to  his  tafle,  or 
not,  bed:  appears  from  his  own  teftimony  theyeaf 
following  its  publication,  in  thefe  words : 

(«)    Alma,  Cant.  %. 

{y)  In  his  F.J'jys,vol.  I.  frlnted/or  £.  Curll. 

\x)  Cenfor^  vol.  ii.  n.  33. 


MR   ADDISON'S  FREEHOLDER,  N*  4a. 
"  When  J  confidermyfclf  as  aBritifli  freeholder, 
"  I  am  in  a  particular  manner  pleafed  with  the  la- 
"  hours  of  thofe  who  have  improved  our  language 
"  with  the  tranflations  of  old  Greek  and  Latin 
"  authors. — We  have  already  moft  of  their  hi^fto-., 
"  rians  in  our  own  tongue,  and,  what  is  more  for, 
"  the  honour  of  our  language,  it  has  been  taught. 
"  to  exprefs  with  elegance  the  greate'ft  of  their 
"  poets  in  each  nation.    The  illiterate  among  our. 
"  own  countrymen  may  learn  to  judge  from  Dry- 
"  den's  Virgil  of  the  raoft  perfedl  epicperformance. 
"  And  thofe  parts  of  Homer  which  have  been  pub- , 
"  lilhed  already  by  Mr.  Pope,  give  us  reafon  to 
"  think  ttiat  the  Iliad  will  appear  in  Englifh  with, 
"  as  little  difadvantage  to  that  immortal  poem." 

As  to  the  reft  there  is  a  flight  miftake,  for  this. 
younger  mufe  was  an  elder  :  nor  was  the  gentle- 
man (who  is  a  friend  of  our  author)  employed 
by  Mr.  Addifon  to  tranflate  it  after  him,  fince  he 
faith  himfelf  that  he  did  it  before  (jy).  Contrari- 
wife,  that  Mr.  Addifon  engaged  our  author  in 
this  work  appeareth  by  declaration  thereof  in  the 
preface  to  the  Iliad,  printed  fome  time  before  his 
death,  and  by  his  own  letters  of  October  26,  and 
Novemb'fer  2,  171.?)  where  he  declares  it  is  his  opi- 
nion rhat  no  other  perfon  was  equal  to  it.  , 
Next  comes  his  Shakfpeare  on  the  ftage  :  "  Let 
"  him"  (quoth  one,  wham  I  take  to  be 
MR.  THEOBALD,  Mfsjourna:,  7««f  8, 1728). 
"  publifli  fuch  an  author  as  he  has  leaft  ftudied, 
"  and  forget  to  difcharge  even  the  dull  duty  of  an 
"  editor.  In  this  project  let  him  lend  the  bookfcl- 
"  ler  his  name  (for  a  competent  fum  of  money)  to 
"  promote  the  credirof  an  exorbitant fubfcription." 
Gentle  reader,  be  pleafed  to  caft  thine  eye  on  the 
propofal  below  quoted,  and  on  what  follows  (fome 
months  after  the  former  aflertion)  in  the  fame 
Journalift  of  June  8,  "  The  bo<  kfeller  propofed 
"  the  book  by  fubfcription,  and  raifed  fome  thou- 
"  fand  of  pounds  for  the  fame  :  I  believe  the  gen- 
"  lleman  did  not  fhare  in  the  profits  of  this  extra-^ 
"  vagant  fubfcription." 

"  After  the  Iliad,  he  undertook"  (faith 
MIST'S  JOURNAL,  JuneZ.  1728.) 
"  the  fequel  of  that  work,  the  OdyiTey  ;  and  having 
"  fecured  the  fucccfs  by  a  numerous  fubfcription, 
"  he  employed  fome  underlings  to  perform ^ what, 
"  according  to  his  propofals,  (hould  come  from  his 
"  own  hands."     To  which  he.ivy  charge  we  can 
in  truth  oppofc  nothing  but  the  words  of 
MR.POPE'SPROPOSALFORTHE  ODYSSEY 

(printed  by  J.  Watts,  Jan.  io,  17:14.), 

"  I  take  this  occafion  to  declare  that  the  fubfcrip- 

"  tion  for  Shakfpeare  belongs  wholly  to  Mr.  Ton- 

"  fon  :  and  that  the  benefit  of  this  propofal  is  not 

"  folely  for  my  own  ufe,  but  for  that  of  two  of  my 

"  friends,  who  have  alufled  me  in  this  work."  iiut 

thcfe  very  gentlemen  are  extolled  above  ojr  Poet 

himfelf  in  another  of  Mift's  journals,  March  30, 

1728,  faying,  "  That  he  would  not  advife  Mr. 

"  Pope  to  try  the  experiment  again  of  getting  a 

— — —  ^ 

{y)  Fid.  pref.  to  Mr.   TukelCs  trtinfution  of  the 

frjl  beok  oftkc  xliad,  4ta. 
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^f  great  part" of  a  book  done  by  afliftants,  left  thofe 
"  extraneous  parts  Ihould  unhappily -ai'cend  to  the 
•'  fublime,  and  retard  the  declenQon  of  the  whole." 
Behold  !  thefe  underlings  are  become  good  writers ! 
.  If  any  fay,  that  before  the  faid  propofals  were 
printed,  the  fubfcription  was  begun  without  de- 
claration of  fuch  affiftance  ;  verily  thofe  who  fet  it 
on  foot,  or  (as  the  term  is)  fecured  it,  to  wit,  the 
right  honourable  the  Lord  Vifcount  Harcourt, 
were  he  living,  would  teftify  ;  and  the  right  ho- 
nourable the  Lord  Bathurft,  now  living,  doth 
teftify,  the  fame  is  a  falfehood. 

Sorry  I  am,  that  perfons  profeding  to  be  learned, 

or  of  whatever  rank  of  authors,  Ihould  either  falfely 

tax,  or  be  falfely  taxed.    Yet  let  us,  who  are  oijly 

reporters,  be  impartial  in  ourcitations,  and  proceed. 

MlSrS  JOURNAL,  Jur.e  8,  ijiS. 

*'  Mr.  Addifon  raifed  this  author  from  obfcu- 
"  rity,  obtained  hiui  the  acquaintance  and  friend- 
"  fnip  of  the  whole  body  of  our  nobility,  and  trans- 
"  ferred  his  powerful  interells  with  thofe  great 
"  men  to  this  nfing  bard,  who  frequently  levied 
"  by  that,  means  unufual  contributions  on  the 
"public."  Which  furely  cannot  be,  if,  as  the 
author  of  the  Dunciad  DifTedled  reporteth,  Mr. 
Wycherly  had  before  "  introduced  him  into  a 
"  familiar  acquaintance  with  the  greaieli:  peers  and 
"  brighteft  wits  then  living." 

"  No  fooner  (faith  the  fame  journalift)  was  his 
"  body  lifelefs,  but  thisau'.hor,  reviving  his  refent- 
"  ment,  libelled  the  memory  of  his  departed  friend; 
•'  and  what  was  ftill  more  heinous,  made  the  fcan- 
•'  dal  public."  Grievous  the  accufaiion  :  unknown 
the  accufer  !  the  perfon  accufed,  no  witnefs  in  his 
own  caufe  ;  the  perfon,  in  whofe  regard  accufed, 
dead !  But  if  there  be  living  any  one  nobkman 
whofe  friendfhip,  yea  any  one  gentleman  whofe 
fubfcfiption  Mr-  Addifon  procured  to  our  author, 
let  him  fland  forth,  that  truth  may  appear!  Ami- 
cus Plata,  amicus  Socrates,  fed  magis  arnica  "Veritas. 
In  verity,  the  whole  flory  of  the  libel  is  a  lie  ;  wit- 
nefs thofe  perfons  of  integrity,  who,  feveral  years 
before  Mr.  Addifon's  deceafe,  did  fee  and  approve 
of  the  faid  verfes,  in  no  wife  a  libel,  but  a  friendly 
rebuke  fent  privately  in  our  Euthor's  own  hand 
to  Mr.  Addifon  himfelf,  and  never  made  public, 
till  after  their  own  journals,  and  Curll  had  printed 
the  fame.  One  name  alone,  which  I  am  here  au- 
thorifed  to  declare,  will  fufficiently  evince  this 
truth,  that  of  the  right  honourable  the  Earl  of 
Burlington. 

Next  is  he  taxed  with  a  crime  (in  the  opinion  of 
feme  authors,  I  doubr,  more  heinous  thaa  any  in 
morality),  to  wit,  Plagiarifm,  from  the  inventive 
and  quaiut-conceited 

JAMES- MOORE  SMITH,  Gent. 

"  (3)  Upon  reading  the  third  volume  of  Pope's 
"  mifcellanies,  I  found  five  lines  which  !  thought 
"  excellent;  and  happening  to  praife  them,  a  gen- 
*'  tleman  produced  a  modern  comedy  (the  Rival 
"  Modes)  publilhed  lafl  ye.ar,  where  were  the. fame 
f*  verfes  to  a  titte. 

"  Thefe  gentlemen  are  undoubtedly  the  iiril 

(z)  L.v'y  Journal,  Match  iS,  17^8. 


"  plagiaries,  that  pretend  to  rrialce  a  reputation  h^ 
"  ftealing  from  a  man's  works  in  his  own  life-time, 
"  and  out  of  a  public  print."  Let  us  join  to  tliU 
what  is  written  by  the  author  of  the  Rival  Modes, 
the  faid  Mr.  James-Moore  Smith,  in  a  letter  to  our 
author  himfelf,  who  had  informed  him  a  month 
before  that  play  was  a6led,  Jan.  27,  1746-7,  that 
"  Thefe  Verfes,  which  he  had  before  given  hinx 
"  leave  to  infert  in  it,  would  be  known  for  his, 
"  fonie  copies  being  got  abroad.  He  defires,  ne- 
"  verthelcfs,  that  fince  the  lines  had  been  read  in 
"  his  comedy  to  feveral,  Mr.  P.  would  not  deprive 
"  it  of  them,"  &c.  Surely,  if  we  add  the  tefli- 
monies  of  the  Lord  Bolingbroke,  of  the  Lady  t9 
whom  the  laid  verfes  were  originally  addreifed,  of 
Hugh  Bethel,  Efq;  and  others,  who  knew  them  as 
our  author's,  long  before  the  faid  gentleman  com- 
pofed  his  play ;  it  is  hoped,  the  ingenious,  that 
afFetS  not  error,  will  redlify  their  opinion  by  the 
fufftagc  of  fo  honourable  perfonages. 

Andyetfolloweth  another  charge,  infinuatinTno 
lei's  than  hiijcnmity  both  to  church  and  Hate,  which 
could  come  from  no  other  informer  than  the  faid 
MR.  JAMES-MOORE  SHI  TH. 

"  (a)  The  Memoirs  of  a  Parilh  Clerk  was  a  very 
"  dull  and  unjuft  abufe  of  a  perfon  who  wrote  ia 
"  defence  of  our  religion  and  cnnftitution,  and 
"  who  has  been  dead  many  years."  This  feemeth 
alfo  moft  untrue  ;  it  being  known  to  divers  that 
thefe  memoirs  were  written  at  the  feat  of  the  Lord 
Harcourt  in  Oxfordihire,  before  that  excellent  per- 
fon (Bilhop  Burnet's)  death,  and  many  yoai-s  before 
the  appearance  of  that  hiftory,  of  which  they  are 
pretended  to  be  an  abufe.  Moft  true  it  is,  that 
Mr.  Moore  had  Aich  a  defign,  and  was  himfelf  the 
man  who  preft  Dr.  Arbuthnot  and  Mr.  Pope  t9 
affift  him  theiein ;  and  that  he  borrowed  thofe 
memoirs  of  our  author,  when  that  hiftory  came 
forth,  with  intent  to  turn  thejn  to  fuch  abufe. 
Bnt  being  able  to  obtain  fro;«  our  author  but 
one  fingle  hint,  and  either  changing  his  mind,  or 
having  more  mind  than  ability,  he  contented  him- 
felf to  keep  the  faid  memoirs,  and  read  them  as  his 
own  to  all  his  acquaintance.  A  noble  perfon  there 
is,  into  whofe  company  Mr  Pope  once  chanced  to 
introduce  him,  who  well  remembereth  the  con- 
verfation  of  Mr.  Moore  to  have  turned  upon  the 
"  contempt-he  had  for  the  work  of  that  reverend 
"  prelate,  and  how  full  he  was  of  a  dclign  he  Ai- 
"  clared  himfelf  to  have  of  expofing  it."  This 
noble  perfon  is  the  Earl  of  Peterborough. 

Here  in  truth  ftiould  we  crave  pardon  of  all  the 
forefaid  right  honourable  and  worthy  perfonages, 
for  having  mentioned  them  in  the  fame  page  with 
fuch  weekly  riff-raff  railers  and  rhymers  ;  but  that 
we  had  their  ever-honoured  commands  for  the 
fame  ;  and  that  they  are  introduced  not  as  witneffes 
in  the  controverfy,  but  as  witneffes  that  cannot  be 
controverted  :  not  to  difpute,  but  to  decide. 

Certain  it  is,  that  dividing  our  writers  into  two 
clafles,  of  fuch  who  were  acquaintance,  and  of  fuch 
,who  were  ftrangersto  our  author;  the  fonner  are 
thofe  who  fpeak  well,  and  the  other  thofe  wh^ 

(a)  Bil!^  Journal,  April  I,  I'JiZ, 
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fpeak  evil  of  him.  Of  the  Srft  clafs,  the  moft  noble 

JOHN  DUKE  OF  BUCKINGHAM 
ftims  up  his  charafter  in  thefe  lines  : 

"  (i)  And  yet  fo  wondrous,  fo  fublimc  a  thing, 
"  As  the  ^reat  Iliad,  fcarce  could  make  me  fing, 
*'  Unlefs  I  juflly  could  at  once  commend 
♦'  A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend ; 
"  One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed, 
"  Can  all  defert  in  fciences  exceed." 
Sa  alfo  i»  he  decypher'd  by  the  honourable 
SIMON  HARCOURT. 
"  (f)   Say,  wondrous  youth,  what  column  wilt 

"  thou  choofe, 
"  What  laurel'd  arch,  for  thy  triumphant  mufe  ? 
"  Though  each  great  ancient  court  thee  to  his 
"  (hrrne,  [thine, 

"  Though  every  laurel  through  the  dome  be 
"  Go  to  the  good  and  jull,  and  awful  train  I 

"  Thy  foul's  delight, " 

Recorded  in  like  manner  for  his  virtuous  difpofi- 
tion,  and  gentle  bearing,  by  the  ingenious 

MR.  WALTER  HART, 
in  this  apoftrophe  : 

"  (rf)   Oh!    ever  worthy,  ever  crown'd  with 

"  praife  I 
"  Bled  in  thy  life,  and  bleft  in  all  thy  lays, 
*'  Add,  that  the  SiRers  every  thought  refine, 
"  And  ev'n  thy  life  be  faultlefs  as  thy  line, 
*'  Yet  envy  {hill  with  fiercer  rage  purfues, 
'*  Obfcures  the  virtue,  and  defames  the  mufe, 
"  A  foul  like  thine,  in  pain,  in  grief,  refign'd, 
*'  Views  with  juft  fcorn  the  malice  of  mankind." 
The  witty  and  moral  fatirift 

DR.  EDWARD  YOUNG, 
wilhing  fome  check  to  the  corruption  and  evil 
manners  of  the  times,  calleth  out  upon  our  Poet 
to  undertake  a  tafk  fo  worthy  of  his  virtue  : 
"  (f )  Why  {lumbers  Pope,  who  leads  the  mufes 
•'  train,  [plain  ?" 

*'  Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  com- 
MR.  MALLET, 
in  his  Epiftle  on  Verbal  Criticifm  : 

"  Whofe  life,  fcvcrcly  fcann'd,  tranfcends  his 

«  lays ; 
"  For  wit  fupreme,  Is  but  his  fecond  praife ;" 
MR.  HAMMOND, 
That  delicate  and  correcfl  imitator  of  Tibullus,  In 
his  Love  Elegies,  Elegy  xiv. 

"  Now,  fir'd  by  Pope  and  virtue,  leave  the  age, 

"  In  low  purfuit  of  felf-undoing  wrong, 
"  And  trace  the  author  through  his  moral  page, 
"  Whofe  blamelefs  life  {liil  anfwcrs  to  his 
"  fong." 

MR.  THOMSON, 
in  his  elegant  and  philofophical  Poem  of  the  Sea- 
fons : 

"  Although  not  fweeter  his  own  Homer  fings, 
"  Yet  is  his  life  the  more  endearing  fong." 
To  the  fame  tune  alfo  fingeth  that  learned  clerk, 
of  Suffolk, 

(i)  Vcrfesto  Mr.  Pope  on  hit  trafjlat'ian  of  Homer. 

(c)  Poim prefixed  to  his  luorks, 

(J)  In  his  Poems,  printed/or  B.  Liniot. 

\e)  Uni-jcrfal  Ptjjion,  Sat.  i. 


MR.  WILLIAM  BROOME, 
"  (/)  Thus,  nobly  rifing  in  fair  virtue's  caufe, 
"  From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unnerring 
"  laws." 
And,  to  clofe  all,  hear  the  reverend  Dean  of  St. 
Patrick's : 
"  A  foul  with  every  virtue  fraught, 
*'  By  patriots,  priefts,  and  poets  taught. 
"  Whofe  filial  piety  excels 
"  Whatever  Grecian  {tory  tells. 
•'  A  genius  for  each  bufinefs  fit, 
"  Whofe  meanefl  talent  is  his  wit,"  &c. 
Let  us  now  recreate  thee  by  turning  to  the  other 
fide,  and  {bowing  his  character  drawn  by  thofe 
with  whom  he  never  converfed,  and  whofe  coun> 
tenances  he  could  not  know,  though  turned  againft 
him :  firft  again  commencing  with  the  high  voiced 
and  never  enough  quoted 

MR.  JOHN  DENNIS, 
Who.  in  hisRefledlions  on  the  EfTay  on  Criticifm, 
thus  defcribeth  him  :  "  A  little  affeiled  hypocrite, 
"  who  has  nothing  in  his  mouth  but  candour,  truth, 
"  friendfhip,  good-nature,  humanity,  and  magna- 
"  niniity.  He  is  fo  great  a  lover  of  falfehood, 
"  that,  whenever  he  has  a  mind  to  calumniate  his 
"  contemporaries,  be  brands  them  with  fome  defedt 
•'  which  was  juft  contrary  to  fome  good  quality, 
"  for  which  all  their  friends  and  acquaintance 
♦'  commend  them.  He  feems  to  have  a  particular 
"  pique  to  people  of  quality,  and  authors  of  that 
"  rank. — He  muft  derive  his  religion  from  St. 
"  Omer's  " — But  in  the  character  of  Mr.  P.  and 
his  writings,  (printed  by  S.  Popping,  1 71 6,  he 
faith,  "  Though  he  is  a  profelTor  of  the  worft  re. 
"  ligion,  yet  he  laughs  at  it;"  but  that,"  never- 
"  thelefs,  he  is  a  virulent  papift;  and  yet  a  pillar 
"  for  the  church  of  England." 
Of  both  v/hich  opinions 

MR.  LEWIS  THEOBALD 
feems  alfo  to  be;  declaring  in  Milt's  Journal,  of 
June  2Z,  I718,  "  That,  if  he  is  not  Ihrewdly 
"  abufed,  he  made  it  his  practice  to  cackle  to  both 
"  parties  in  their  own  fentiments"  But,  as  to  his 
pique  againft  people  of  quality,  the  fame  journalift 
doth  not  agree, but  faich  ( May  8,  1728),  "  He  had, 
"  by  fome  means  or  other,  the  acquaintance  and 
"  friendlhip  of  the  whole  body  of  our  nobility." 

However  contradidlory  this  may  appear,  Mr. 
Dennis  and  Gildon,  in  the  character  laft  cited, 
make  it  all  plain,  by  affuring  us, "  That  he  is  a  crea- 
"  ture  that  reconciles  all  contradi(5tions :  he  is  a 
"  beaft,  and  a  man ;  a  Whig,  and  a  Tory ;  a  writer 
"  (at  one  and  the  fame  time)  of  (g)  Guardians 
"  and  Examiners ;  an  afi^ffor  of  liberty,  and  of 
"  the  difpenhng power  of  kings;  a  Jefuitical  pro- 
"  feflbr  of  truth ;  a  bafe  and  a  foul  pretender  to 
"  candour."  So  that,  upon  the  whole  account, 
we  muft  conclude  him  either  to  have  been  a  great 
hypocrite,  or  a  very  honeft  man  ;  a  terrible  im- 
poler  upon  both  parties,  or  very  moderate  to  ei- 
ther. 

Be  it  as  to  the  judicious  reader  Ihall  feem  good. 


(y  )  Jtt  bis  Poems,  and  at  the  end  of  the  Odyjfey, 
(^)  The  nsTRcs  of  txuo  iveskly  pafers. 
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fjre  it  is,  he  is  little  favoured  of  certain  authors, 
ivhofe  wrath  is  perilous  ;  for  one  declares  he  ought 
to  have  a  price  fet  oa  his  head,  aind  to  be  hunted 
down  as  a  wild  beaft  (i).  Another  protefts  that 
he  does  not  know  what  may  happen  ;  advifes  him 
to  enfure  his  perfon  ;  fays,  he  has  bitter  enemies, 
4nd  exprcfbly  declares  it  will  be  well  if  he  efcapes 
with  his  life  (/).  One  dcGreshe  would  cut  his  own 
throat,  or  hang  hinifelf  (/^).  But  Pafquin  feemed 
rather  inclined  it  fhould  be  done  by  the  govern- 
ment, reprefcnting  him  engaged  in  grievous  de- 
ilgns  with  a  lord  of  parliament  then  under  profe- 
Cution  (/).  Mr.  Dennis  himfelf  hath  written  to  a 
xhinifter,  that  he  is  one  of  the  mod  dangerous  per- 
sons in  this  kingdom  (mi) ;  and  affurcththe  public, 
that  he  is  an  open  and  mortal  enemy  to  his  coun- 
try; a  monllcr,  that  will,  one  day,  fliow  as  daring 
a  foul  as  a  mad  Indian,  who  runs  a  muck  to  kill  the 
firft  Chriftian  he  meets  («).  Another  gives  in- 
futihacion  of  treafon  difcovercd  in  his  poem  (0). 
Mr.  Curll  boldly  fupplres  an  imperfedi  verfe  with 
kings  and  princefles  (/>).  And  one  Matthew  Con- 
cancn,  yet  more  impudent,  publifhes  at  length  the 
two  nioft  facred  names  in  this  nation,  as  m:enibcrs 
bf  the  Dunciad(5r)  '. 

This  is  prodigious  I  yet  it  is  almofl:  as  ftrange, 
that  in  the  ntidft  of  thefe  inve<fi;ives  his  greateft 
enemies  have  (I  know  not  how)  borne  teiiialony 
to  fome  merit  in  him. 

MR..  THEOBALD, 
in  cenfiirihg  his  Shakfpearc,  declares,  "  He  has  fo 
"  great  an  efteem  for  Mr.  Pope,  and  fo  high  an 
"  opinion  of  his  genius  and  excellencies ;  that,  not- 
"  withftanding  he  profeffes  ft  veneration  alnioft 
"  rifirig  to  idolatry  for  the  writings  of  this  inimi- 
"  table  poet,  he  would  be  very  loth  even  to  do 
*'  him  juftice,  at  the  expemce  of  that  other  gentle- 
"  nun's  chara(Sl:er  (»■)."  - 

MR.  CHARLES  GILDON. 
after  having  violently  attacked  him  in  many  pieces, 
at  laft  came  to  wife  from  his  heart,  "  That  Mr. 
"  Pope  would  be  prevailed  upon  to  give  us  Ovid's 
"  Epifiles  by  his  hand,  for  it  is  certain  we  fee  the 
"  original  of  Sappho  to  Phaon  with  mu'ch  more  lif^ 
*'  and  likenefs  in  his  verfion,  than  in  that  of  Sir 
"  Car  Scrope.  Arid  this  (he  adds)  is  the  more  to 
"  be- wilhed,hccaufe  in  the  Englifh  tongue  we  have 
"  fcarcely  any  thing  truly  and  natur^liy  written 

(b)  Theobald,  Letter  in  Miji's  Journal,  June  2Z, 
1728. 

(i)  S medley,  Pref.  to  Culliveriana,^.  1 4.  if, 

{i)  Gullh'er!ana,p.  ^i.  (/)  Anno  I/Sj. 

{jn)  Anno  1723. 

(/»)  Preface  to  Rem.  on  the  Rspe  cf  the  Lock, p.  la. 
and  in  the  lajl  page  of  that  treutife. 

(»)  Page  6,  7.  of  the  Preface,  by  Concanen,  to  a  bosk 
intitu'ed,A  CelleSIkn  of  all  the  Letters,  Ejfays,  Vefes, 
mnd  /  dvertfements,  Oicafwued  by  Ptie  ur.d  Sivft's 
Xklifcellanies.      Printed  for  A.  Moore,  ZtJQ,  171a. 

(  ^)  Key  to  the  Dunciad,  idedit.  />.  1 8. 

(y)  A  Lijl  afPerfons,  i:fc.  at  the  end  cftheforemcn- 
tioned  Colleciicn  uf  ail  the  Letters,  EJfxys,  ISf.'. 

(r)  lntrodu£iioK  t)  hh  Shuf^mn  Ji^fo^iJ.  in^usrlo, 
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"  upon  love  (sj."  He  alfo,  in  taxing  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore  for  his  heterodox  opinions  of  H  mier, 
challengeth  him  to  anfwer  what  Mr.  Pope  L>ith 
faid  in  his  Preface  to  that  poet. 

MR.  OLDMIXON 
Calls  him  a  great  mafter  of  our  tongue ;  declares 
"  the  purity  and  perfcdlion  of  the  Engliih  language 
"  to  be  fuund  in  his  Homer;  and  faying  tlicre  arc 
"  more  good  verfes  in  Dryden's  Virgil  than  in  any 
"  other  work,  except  this  of  our  author  only  (.♦), 

The  Author  of  a  Letter  to  MR.  GIBBER 
fays,  ••'  (u)  Pope  was  fo  good  a  verfiher  (once) 
"  that  his  predecelFor  Mr.  Dryden,  and  his  contem- 
"  porary  Mr.  Pri.^r,  excepted,  the  harmony  of  his 
"  numbers  is  equal  to  any  body's.  And  that  iie 
"  had  all  the  merit  that  a  man  can  have  that 
way."  And 

iVlR.  THOMAS  COOKE, 
after  much  blemilhing  our  author's  Homer,  crictli 
out, 

"  But  in  his  other  works  what  beauties  (liinc, 
"  While  fweeteft  niufic  dv/ells  in  every  line  I 
"  Thq^e  he  admir'd,  on  thefe  he  ftamp'd  his 

"  praife, 
"  Arid   bade    thein    live    to   brighten    future 
"  days  ('u<)." 
So  alfo  one  who  takes  the  name  of 

H.  SrANHOPE, 
the  maker  of  certairi   verfes  to   Duncan  Camp- 
bell {x),  in  that  poem,  which  is  wholly  a  I'atire 
upon  Mr.  Pope,  confeffeth, 

"  'Tis  true,  if  fined  notes  alone  could  (lioW 

"  (Tun'd  juftly  high,  or  regfilarly  low) 

"  That  we  ftiould  fame   to  thefe  mere  voca]^ 

"  give ; 
"  Pope  more  than  We  can  offer  fhould  receive  : 
"  For  when  fome  gliding  river  is  his  theme, 
"  His  lines  runs  fmoother  than  the  inioothcfl: 

"  ilrcam,"  &c.  ^ 

MIST'S  JOURNAL,  June  8.  1 728. 
Although  he  fays,  "  The  fniooth  numbers  of  the 
"  Dunci:jd  are  ail  that  recomaiend  it,  nor  has  it 
"  any  other  merit ;"  yet  that  fame  pap*  r  Jiath  thefe; 
words  :  "  The  author  is  allowed  to  be  a  perfeiSt 
'■  mafter  of  an  eafy  and  elegant  vei  fification.  la 
"  all  his  works  we  find  the  mod  happy  turns,  and 
"  natural  fiaiilies,  wonderfully  fiiort,  and  thick 
"  fown." 

The  Effay  on  theDunciad  alfo  owns,  p.  25.  it  is' 
very  full  of  beautiful  images.  But  the  panegyric, 
v/hich  crowns  all  that  can  be  faid  on  this  poem,  is 
beftowed  by  our  iaureat, 

MR.  COLLEY  CIBBER, 
who  "  grants  it  to  be  a  better  poem  of  its  kind  than 
"  ever  was  writ :"  but   adds,  "  it  was  a   vidlory 
"  over  a  parcel  of  poor  wretches,  whom  itwasal- 

(.f)  Commentary  or,  the  Duke  of  Bucltngham  s  Eff'J'yi 
tvo,  1721, p.  97,  98. 

(f)  2n  his  prufe  Eff'jy  on  Criticifm. 
(u)   Printed  Ly  J.  Roberts,  1744, /.  II. 
I'w)  Battle  of  the  Poets,  folio,  f>.lS- 
{x)  PrirJed  under  '.he  title  of  the  Prvgr'ft   of  Buh 
,nefs.  IS.'KS;  1728. 
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''  niofl  cowardice  to  conquer. — A  man  might  as 
"  well  triumph  for  havipg  killed  fo  many  filly  flies 
"  that  offended  him.  Could  he  have  let  them 
"  alone,  by  this  time,  poor  fouls  !  they  had  all  been 
"  buried  in  oblivion  (y)."  Here  we  fee  our  e«el- 
lejit  laureat  allows  the  juftice  of  the  fatire  «  n  eve- 
ry man  in  it  but  himfelf ;  a*  the  great  Mr.  Den- 
nis did  before  him. 

The  faid  MR.  DENNIS  and  MR.  GILDON, 
jn  the  mort  furious  of  nil  their  works  (the  forecit- 
cd  charafter,  p.  5  )  do  in  concert  (2)  confefs, 
*'  That  fome  mda  of  good  underftanding  value 
"him  for  his  rhyme*."  And  (p.  17)  "  that  he  has 
*'  got,  like  Mr  Bays  in  the  Rehearfal  (that  is  like 
"  Mr.  Drvden),  a  notable  knack  at  rhyming,  and 
»'  writinjr  ffnooth  verfe." 

Of  his  Eiliv  on  Man,  numerous  were  the  praifes 
beftowi'd  by  his  avowed  enemies,  in  the  imagina- 
tion that  the  fame  was  not  writtetl  by  him,  as  it  - 
was  printed  anonymoufly. 
'Ihus  fang  of  it  even 

BEZALEEL  MORRIS. 
♦'  Anfpiclous  barti !  while  all  admire  thy  ftrain, 
'*  All  hut  the  fc!fi(h,  ignorant,  and  vain  ; 
"  l,vihom  no  bribe  to  fervile  flattery  drew, 
*•  Mult  pay  the  tribute  to  thy  merit  due  : 
"  Thy  mufc  fublirae,fignificant,  aiid  clear, 
"  Alike  informs  the  foul,  and  charms  the  ear." 
&c. 
And 

MR.  LEONARD  WELTSTED 
t'nss  wrote  (<j)  to  the  unknown  author,  on  the  firft 
pubiicat!(^n  of  the  faid  efiay :  "  1  muft  own,  after 
"  the  reception  which  the  vileft  and  moft  immor- 
"'  al  ribildry  hath  lately  met  with,  1  was  furprif- 
*'  ed  to  fee  what  I  had  long  dcfpaired,  a  perfor- 
'*  mance  dcferving  the  nanne  of  a  ^oet.  Such,  Sir, 
«'  is  your  work.     It  is  indeed  above  all  commen- 

(  7>  Cilher's  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,  p.  9-^12. 

(^s)  In-Concert.}  Hearht-w  Mr.  Dei.nishatb  pra-v- 
td  our  m'Jlahe  in  this  place  :  "  As  to  my  -writing  in  con- 
"  cert  ■with  Mr.  Gilt/on,  J  dec/are  uion  the  honour  and 
*'  %L-ord  ej  a  gentleman,  that  I  neivr  ivrote  fo  much  as 
'*  »ne  line  in  concert  it^ith  any  one  man  •nhatfoe'ver.  And 
"  theje  liio  Utters  from  Gitaon  ivill  plainly  Jboiv,  that 
"  <U'e  are  not  ivrilers  in  concert  "with  each  other. 

'  — 'The  he'^bt  of  my  amlition  is  to  pleafe  men  of  the 

•  heR  judvment ;   and  fnding  that  I  ha-uc  entertained  my 

•  mufier  agreeably,  I  have  the  extent  of  the  rezvard  of 

•  my  lahijur. 

'  Sir, 
•  I  hiid  not  the  npportunilv  of  hearing  of  your  excel - 
'  .Itpt  tumpllet  till  this  iliy.   J  am  infn  tely  fatisfcd  and 

•  blenfcd  luith  it,  and  hope  'jou  will  meet  ivith  that  en- 

•  couragemenl  your  admirable  performance  defrves^  \sfc. 

•  67/  GlLii^ON: 
"  2^ov).  is  it  not  plain,  that  tii.y  out-  "who  jends  fuch 
*'  compliments  to  another,  has  nU  Lien  tiftd  to  -write  in 
"  partner jloip  ivith  him  to  ivhom  he  fends  them  ?"  Den- 
nis, remarks  on  the  Dvnciad,  p.  50.  Mr.  Dennis  is  there- 
fore iLeleomt  to  tide  this  piue  to  himflf. 

(fl)  In  a  Utter  undur  kit,  oivn  hand,  dated  March 
!»•  1733. 


'■  dation,  and  ought  to  bavf  been  publiCicd  in  3R 
"  aire  and  country  more  worthy  of  it.  If  riiy  tef- 
"  timony  be  of  any  weight,  you  are  fure  to' have 
"  it  in  the  ampleft  manner,"  &c  &c.  &c. 

Thus  we  fee  every  one  of  his  works  hath  been 
extolled  by  one  or  other  of  his  moft  inveterate 
enemies ;  and  to  the  fuccefs  of  them  all  they  do 
unanimoufly  give  teftimony.  But  it  is  fufficient,  in. 
fat  omnium,  to  behold  the  great  critic,  Mr.  Dennis, 
forcly  lamenting  it,  even  from  the  EfTay  on  Cri- 
ticifm  to  this  day  of  the  Dunciad  1  "  A  moll  no- 
''  torious  inflanec  (quoth  he)  of  the  depravity  of 
"  genius  and  tafte,  the  approbation  this  effay  meets  . 
"  with  (i). — I  can  fafely  affirm,  that  I  never  at- 
"  tacked  any  of  thefe  writings,  unleft  they  had 
"  fuccefs  infinitely  beyond  their  merit.  This, 
"  though  an  empty,  has  been  a  popular  fcribbler. 
"  The  epidemic  niadnefs  of  the  times  has  given 
"  him  reputation  («:).— ^If  after  the  cruel  treatment 
"  fo  many  extraordinary  men  (Spenfer,  Lord  Ba-- 
"  con,  Ben.  Jonfo.-.,  Milton,  Butler,  Otway,  and 
"  others)  have  received  from  this  country,  for 
"  thefe  laft  hundred  years,  f  ihonld  {hifr  the  fcene, 
"  and  fhow  all  that  penury  chanp:ed  at  once  to  riot 
"  and  profufenefs  ;  and  more  fquandered  away 
"  upun  one  fubiecT:,  than  would  have  fatisfied  the 
"  greater  part  of  thofe  extraordmary  men  ;  the 
"  reader  to  v?hom  this  one  creature  fboukl  be  un- 
"  known,  would  fancy  him  a  prodigy  of  art  and 
"  nature  ;  would  believe  that  all  the  great  quati- 
"  ties  of  thefe  perfons  were  centered  in  him  alone. 
"  But  if  r  fhould  venture  to  alTure  him  that  the 
"  People  of  Englarfd  had  made  fuch  a  choice,  the 
"  reader  would  believe  me  a  malicious  enemy,  and 
''  flanderer  ;  or  that  the  reign  of  the  lafl  (Queea 
"  Anne's)  miniftry  was  defigned  by  fate  to  en- 
"  courage  fools  (a')." 

But  it  happens,  that  this  our  poet  never  had  any 
place,  penfion,  or  gratuity,  in  any  fliape,  from  the 
faid  glorious  queen,  or  asiy  of  her  minillers.  All  he 
owed,  in  the  whole  courfe  of  bis  life,  to  any  court, 
was  a  fubfcription  for  his  Homer,  of  200  1.  front 
King  George  L  and  iCO  I.  from  the  prince  and 
princefs. 
'  However,  left  we  imagine  our  author's  fucccf* 
was  conftant  arid  univerfal,  they  acquaint  us  wf 
certain  works  in  a  lefs  degree  of  repute,  whereof, 
although  owned  by  others,  yet  do  they  alfure  us, 
he  is  the  writer.  Of  this  fort,  Mr.  Dennis  (<?) 
afcribes  to  him  two  farces,  whofe  names  he  does 
not  tell ;  but  afTures  us  that  there  is  not  ane  jeft  in 
them  :  and  an  imitation  of  Horace,  whofe  title  he 
does  not  mention  ;  but  affurcs  us  it  is  much  more 
execrable  than  all  his  works  {f).  The  Daily  Jour- 
nal., May  II.  1728,  afluresus,  "  He  is  below  fom 
"  Durfcy  in  the  drama;  bccaufc,  as  that  writer 
"  thinks,  the  Marriagc-hatcr  matched,  and  the 
"  Boarding-fchool,  arc  better  than  the  What  d'ye 
"  call  it;"  which  is  not  Mr.  P.'s,  but  Mr.  Gay's. 

{^hy  Dennis,  pref,  to  bis  Rejfeei.  on  the  the  EJfay  »n  ' 
Criticifm. 

(c)  Preface  to  his  remarks  on  Homer. 

(d)  Rem.  en  Homer,  p.  g,  9.  (e)  Ibi p.  %. 
(/)-  Chamlier  of  Mr^  Pone,  p.  7. 
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Mr.  dildlotj  a(fure«us,;il  hisNewRehearral,(p.  48.) 
•'  'I'hat  he  was  writing  a  play  of  the  Lad)'  Jants 
•  Grey ;"  but  it  afterwards  proved  to  he  Mr. 
Rowc's.  We  arc  affured  by  another,  "  He  wrote 
"  a  pamphlet  called  Dr.  Andrew  Tripe  (^) ;" 
whid)  pfoved  to  be  one  Dr.  Wagftaff's.  Mr. 
Theobald  affures  us,  in  Mift  of  the  Z7th  of  April, 
"  That  the  treatife  of  the  Profound  is  very  dull ; 
"  and  that  Mr.  P«>pe  is  the  author  of  it  "  I'he 
writer  of  Gulliveriana  is  of  another  opinion  ;  and 
fays,  "  The  whole,  or  greateft  part  of  the  merit  of 
"  this  treaiifc  tnuft,  and  can  only  be  afcribed  to 
"  Gulliver  (/?>)."  [Here,  gentle  reader!  cannot  I 
but  fmile  at  the  ftrange  blindnefs  and  pofinvenefs 
of  mclj ;  knowing  the  faid  treatife  to  appertain  to 
none  other  but  to  me,  Martinus  Scrihlerus  ] 

We  are  affured,  in  Mift  of  June  8.  "  That  his 
"  own  plays  and  farces  would  better  ha^e  iid.irned 
*'  "the  Dunciad,  than  rhofe  of  Mr.  Theobald  ;  for  he 
"had  neither  genius  for  tragedy  nor  comedy." 
Which,  whether  true  or  not,  it  is  not  eafy  to  judge ; 
ill  as  much  as  he  had  attempted  neither.  Unlcfs 
we  will  take  it  for  granted,  with  Mr.  Gibber,  that 
Ms  being  once  very  angry  at  hearing  a  friend's 
play  abufed,  was  an  infallible  proof  the  play  was 
his  own  ;  the  faid  Mr.  Gibber  thinking  it  impof- 
fible  for  a  man  to  be  much  concerned  for  any  but 
himCelf :  "  Now  let  any  man  judge  (faith  he)  by 
'•  his  concern,  who  was  the  true  mother  of  the 
«'  child  (z)  ?" 

But  from  all  that  hath  been  faid,  the  difcerning 
reader  will  coileA,  that  it  little  availed  our  author 
to  have  any  candour,  fince,  when  he  declared  he 
did  not  write  for  others,  it  was  not  credited  ;  as 
little  to  have  any  modefty,  fince,  when  he  declined 
writing  in  any  way  himfelf,  the  prefumptlon  of 
•thers  was  imputed  to  him.   If  he  fingly  enterprif- 

(o-)  CharaBtr  of  Mr.  Pope,  f.  6. 
■  (b)  Giiilfj   p.  336. 
(/';  CMtr's  Lttur  td  Mr.  P  f.  PJ. 


ed  one  great  work,  he  wa*  taxed  of  boldnefs  and 
madncfs  to  a  prodigy  (i)  :  If  he  took  afliftant  in 
another,  it  was  complained  of,  and  reprefented  as 
a  great  injury  t»  the  public  (/)  The  lol'tieft  hero- 
ics;  the  loweft  ballads;  treatifes  againft  the  (late 
or  church  ;  fatires  on  lords  and  ladies  ;  raillery 
on  wits  and  authors ;  fquabbles  with  bookfellers  ; 
or  even  full  and  true  accounts  of  monfters,  poifons, 
and  murders;  of  any  hereof  wa?  there  nothing  fo 
good,  nothing  fo  ba,d,  which  hath  not  at  one  or 
other  feafon  been  to  him  afcribed.  If  it  bore  no 
author's  name,  then  lay  he  concealed  ;  if  it  did, 
he  fathered  it  upon  that  author,  to  be  yet  better 
concealed  :  If  it  refembled  any  of  his  ftyles,  then 
was  it  evident ;  if  it  did  not,  then  difguifed  he  it 
on  fet  purpofe.  Yea,  even  direifl  oppofuions  in  re- 
ligionj  principles,  and  politics,  have  equally  been 
fiippiifed  in  him  inherent.  Surely  a  moft  rare  and 
lingular  chara<Ser  ;  of  which  let  the  reader  make 
what  he  can. 

Doubtlefs  moft  commentators  would  hence  take 
occafion  to  turn  all  to  their  authar's  advantage, 
and  from  the  teftiniony  of  his  very  enemies  would 
afHrm,  that  his  capacity  vvas  boundlefs,  as  well  as 
his  imagination  .  that  he  was  a  perfe<5i  niafter  of 
all  ftyles,  and  all  arguments;  and  that  there  was 
in  thofe  times  no  other  writer,  in  any  kind,  of  any 
degree  of  excellence,  fave  he  himfelf.  But  as  this 
is  not  our  own  fentiment,  we  (hail  determine  o  i 
nothing  ;  but  leave  thee,  gentle  reader,  to  fleer 
thy  judgment  equally  between  various  opinioiT=, 
and  to  choofe  whether  thou  wilt  incline  to  the 
teftimonics  of  authors  avowed,  ot'  of  authors  con- 
cealed ;  of  thofe  who  fcuew  him,  or  of  thofe  who 
kiiew  him  iiot. 


{k)  Burnet's  Homerides,  p.  1,  of  bis  tranflation  of 
the  IliiiJ. 

(!)  The    '  BtiJon  and  Miji' s  fournals,  «»hitHniUr» 
taking  the  OdyJJ'cy. 
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MARTINUS  SCRIBLERUS 

OFTHEPOEM. 


This  poem,  a»  'it  cekbratetli  the  moft  grave  and 
ancient  things,  Chaos,  Night,  and  Dulnefs;  fo  is 
it  of  the  moft  gi'a^e  and  ancient  kind.  Homer 
(faith  Ariftotle)  was  the  firft  who  gave  the  form, 
and  (faith  Horace)  wlio  adapted  the  meafure  to 
lieroic  poefy.  But  even  before  this,  may  be  ration- 
ally prefumed  from  what  the  ancients  have  left 
"written ,  was  a  piece  by  Homer  compofcd,  of  like 
Xiature  and  matter  with  this  of  our  poet.  For  of 
epic  fort  it  appeareth  to  have  been,  yet  of  matter 
furely  not  unpleafant ;  witnefs  what  is  reported 
of  it  by  the  learned  ArchbiDiop  Euftathius,  in 
Odyff.  X.  And  accordingly  Ariftotle,  in  his  Poe- 
tics, chap.  iv.  doth  further  fet  fcrch,  that  as  the  Hi- 
ad  and  OdyfTcy  gjive  example  to  tragedy,  fo  did 
this  poem  to  comedy  its  firft  idea. 

From  thefe  authors  alfo  it  Oiculd  feem,  that  the 
hero,  or  chief  perfonage  of  it  was  no  lefs  obfcure, 
and  his  underftanding  and  fentimeiits  no  lefs  quaint 
and  ftrange  (if  indeed  not  more  fo)  than  any  of 
the  adlors  of  our  poem.  Margites  was  the  name  of 
this  perfonage,  whom  antiquity  recordeth  to  have 
been  Dunce  the  firft ;  and  furely,  from  what  we 
hear  him,  not  unworthy  to  be  the  root  of  fo  fpread- 
ing  a  tree,  and  fo  numerous  a  pofterity.  The  poem, 
therefore,  celebrating  him,  was  properly  and  ab- 
folutely  a  Dunciad ;  which  though  now  unhappily 
loft,  yet  is  its  nature  fufficiently  knov  n  by  the  in- 
fallible tokens  aforcfaid.  And  thus  it  doth  appear, 
ihat  the  firft  Dunciad  was  the  firft  epic  poem  writ- 
ten by  Homer  himfelf,  and  anterior  even  to  the 
Iliad  or  Odyfle/. 

Now,  forafmuch  as  oui*  poet  hath  tranflated 
thofe  two  famous  works  of  Homer,  which  arc  yet 
left,  he  diri  conceive  it  in  feme  fort  his  duty  to 
imitate  that  alfo  which  was  loft  ;  and  was  there- 
fore induced  to  beftow  on  it  the  fame  form  which 
Homer'.";  is  reported  to  have  had,  namely  that  of 
<pic  poem ;  with  a  title  alfo  framed  after  ih;  an- 
<ient  Greek  mjnner,  to  wit,  ti.at  of  Dunciad. 

Wonderful  it  is,  that  fo  few  of  the  moderns  have 
teen  flimulatcri  to  attempt  fome  Dunciad  !  fince, 
5h  the  opinion  of  the  multitude,  it  might  coft  lefs 
paWi  and  toil  than  an  imitation  of  the  greater  epic. 
S';t  poffible  it  is  alfo,  that  on  due  rcfltdt.on  the 
maker  might  find  it  caficr  to  paint  a  Charkmagne, 
a  jdrute,  (  r  a  Godfrey,  with  juft  pomp,  and  dignity 
K'roic,  than  a  Margites,  a  Cod:  us,  or  a  flscknw. 


We  (hall  next  declare  the  oCcafien  and  the  caufef- 
which  moved  our  poet  to  this  particular  work* 
He  lived  in  thofe  days,  when  (after  Pi*ovidence 
had  permitted  the  invention  of  printing  as  a 
fcourge  for  the  fins  of  the  learned)  paper  alfo  be- 
came fo  cheap,  and  printers  fb  numerous,  that  a  de- 
luge of  authors  covered  the  land  :  whereby  not 
only  the  peace  of  the  honeft  unwriting  fubjeA  was 
daily  niolefted,  but  unmerciful  demands  were  made' 
of  his  applaufe,  yea  of  his  money,  by  fuch  as  would 
neither  earn  the  one,,  nor  dcferve  the  other.  At 
the  fame  time,  the  licence  of  the  prcfs  was  fuch, 
that  it  grew  dangerous  to  lefufe  them  either:  for 
they  would  forthwith  publilh  flanders  unpunifhed, 
the  authors  being  anonymous,  and  fkulking  under 
the  wings  of  publifliers  ;-  a  fet  of  men  who  neither 
fcrupled  to  vend  either  calumny  or  blafphemy,  as 
long  as  the  toy»n  would  call  for  it. 

(^)  Now  our  author,  living  in  thofe  times,  did . 
conceive  it  an  endeavour  well  worthy  an  honeft 
fatirift,  to  difluade  the  dull,  and  punifh  the  wick- 
ed, the  only  way  that  was  left.  In  that  public- 
fpirited  view  he  laid  the  plan  of  this  poem,  as  the 
greateft  fervice  he  was  cipable  (without  much 
hurt,  or  being  llain)  to  render  his  dear  country. 
Firft,  taking  things  from  their  original,  he  con- 
fidei'eth  the  caufes  creative  of  fuch  authors,  name- 
ly Duinefs  and  Poverty  ;  the  one  born  with  them, 
the  other  contra(5led  by  ncgledi:  of  their  proper  ta- 
lents, through  felf-conceit  of  greater  abilities.  This 
truth  he  wrappeth  in  an  allegory  (i)  (as  the  con- 
ftru<ftion  of  epic  poefy  requireth),  and  feigns  thsut 
one  of  thefe  goddelTes  had  taken  up  her  abode  with 
the  other,  and  that  they  jointly  infpired  all  fuch 
writers,  and  fuch  works.  (<;)  He  procecdeth  to 
fhow  the  qualities  they  beftow  on  thefe  authors, 
and  the  cffeds  they  produce  (jf)  :  then  the  mate- 
rids,  or  ftock,  with  which  they  furnifli  them  (f)^, 
and,  above  all,  that  felf-opinion  {/)  which  cauieth 
it  to  feem  to  themfelves  vaftly  greater  than  it  is, 
and  is  the  prime  motive  of  their  letting  up  in  thj* 


(a)  Fide  Bojfu,  Du  Poem  E^i^ue,  cbaf.  viii 
{b)  Bujju^  chap.  vii. 
(t)  Book  i.  •vsr.  33.  \^c. 
Id)  Ver.  45-  io  54. 
(/r)  Ver.  57.  to  77, 

(/)  Biih  i.  wr.  80. 
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'  Cad  and  forry  merchandlfc.  The  great  power  of 
thefe  goddeffes  afting  it)  alliaiice  (whereof  as  the 
one  is  the  mother  of  indaftry,  (To  is  the  other  of 
plodding)  was  to  be  exemplified  in  fome  one  great 
and  remarkable  aitStion  :  (^)  and  nope  could  be 
more  fo  than  that  which  our  poet  hath  chofen,  •ulx. 
the  reftoration  of  the  reign  of  Chaos  apd  Night, 
by  the  miniftry  of  Dulnefs  their  daughter,  in  the 
removal  of  her  imperial  feat  from  the  city  to  the 
polite  world ;  as  the  adion  of  the  w^neid  is  the 
reftoration  of  the  empire  of  Troy,  by  the  renjoval 
of  the  race  from  thence  to  Latium.  But  as  Homjer 
fingeth  only  the  wrath  of  Achilles,  yet  includes  ic 
his  poem  the  whole  hiftory  of  the  Trojan  war ;  ix 
like  manner,  our  author  hath  4rawn  into  this  fin- 
gle  adlion  the  whok  hifiory  of  Dulnefs,  and  her 
children. 

A  perfon  rnufb  next  be  fixed  upon  to  fiipport 
this  aition.  This  phantom  in  the  poet'stnind  mail 

have  a  name  {li)  :  he  finds  it  to  be :  and 

he  becomes  of  courfe  the  hero  x>f  the  poem. 

The  fable  being  thus,  according  to  the  heft  ex- 
ample, one  and  entire,  as  contained  in  the  propo- 
fition  ;  the  machinery  is  a  continued  chain  of  al- 
Jegories,  fetting  forth  the  whole  power,  miniftry, 
and  cmpira  of  Dulnefs,  extended  through  her  fub- 
ordinate  inftruments,  in  all  h£r  various  operations. 

This  is  branched  into  epifodes  ;  each  of  which 
Jiath  its  moral  apart,  though  all  conducive  to  the 
main  end.  The  crowd  afTembled  in  the  fecond 
book,  demonflrates  the  defign  to  be  more  exterifive 
than  to  bad  poets  only ;  and  that  we  may  expe<?t 
.other  epifodes  of  the  patrons,  encouragers,  or  pay- 
maftersof  fuch  authors,  as  occaCon  (hall  bring  them 
forth.  And  the  third  book,  if  well  confidered, 
feemeth  to  embrace  the  whole  world.  Each  of 
the  games  relateth  to  fome  or  other  vile  clafs  of 
writers :  the  firft  cpucemetb  the  plagiary,  to  whom 
he  giveth  the  name  of  Moore ;  the  fecond,  the  li- 
bellous novelift,  whom  he  ftyleth  Eliza ;  th?  third, 
Jbe  flattering  dedicator ;  the  fourth,  the  bawling 
critic,  or  noify  poet ;  the  "fifth,  the  dark  and  <iirty 
party-vtrriter ;  and  fo  of  the  reft  :  affigning  to  each 
fome  proper  name  or  other,  fuch  as  he  could  find. 

As  for  the  charadlers,  the  public  hath  already 
acknowledged  how  juftjy  they  acs  dra^n :  th* 
manners  are  fo  depi<Sed,  and  the  fentiment  fo  pe- 
jDuliar  to  thofe  to  ^honi  ^^plied,  that  furely  tp 
transfer  them  to  any  other  or  wifer  perfonage, 
would  be  exceeding  difficult :  ;ind  certain  it  i*, 
that  every  perfon  concerned,  being  confulted  apart, 
hath  readily  owned  the  refcmblance  of  every  por- 
■trait,  his   own  excepted.     So  ]\If.  Cibber  calls 

(^)  Ib\d.  chap  vii.  viii. 

\k)  B»fu,  thap,  viii.  riit  4rj/}.  Faef,  tc^.  ii. 


them,  "  a  parcel  of  poor  wretches,  fo  many  filly 
"  flies  (i) :"  but  adds,  our  author's  wit  is  remark.* 
ably  "  more  bare  and  barren,  whenever  it  would 
"  fall  foul  on  Cibber,  than  upon  any  other  perfoa 
"  whatever." 

The  defcriptions  are  finguler ;  the  comparifona 
very  quaint ;  the  oarration  varioiis,  yet  of  one 
colour  :  the  purity  and  chaftity  of  didion  is  fa 
preferved,  that  in  the  places  moft  fufpicious,  not 
the  words,  bijt  only  the  images  have  been  cenfur- 
ed ;  and  yet  are  thofe  images  no  other  than  have 
been  fandified  by  ancient  and  claffical  authority 
(though,  as  was  the  manner  of  thofe  good  times, 
not  fo  curioufly  wrapped  up),  yea,  and  comment- 
ed upon  by  the  moft  grave  dodlors,  and  approv- 
ed critics. 

As  it  beareth  the  name  of  epic,  it  is  thereby 
fubjedl  to  fuch  fevere  indifpenfible  rules  as  arts 
laid  on  all  neoterics,  a  ilrift  imitation  of  the  an- 
cients;  infomuch  that  any  deviation,  accompanied 
with  whatever  poetic  beauties,  hath  always  beent 
cenfured  by  the  found  critic.  How  exacS  that  li'. 
mitation  hath  been  in  this  piece,  appeareth  rot  on- 
ly by  irs  general  ft«j<fture,  but  by  particular  illi- 
fions  infinite,  many  whereof  have  efcaped  both  tics 
commKitator  and  poet  himfelf ;  yea  divers,  by  his 
exceeding  diligence,  are  fo  aiterijd  and  interwov- 
en with  the  reft,  that  feveral  have  already  beenj 
and  more  will  be,  by  the  ignorant,  abufed  as  al- 
together and  originally  his  own. 

In  a  word,  the  whole  poem  proveth  itfelf  to  be 
the  work  of  our  author,  when  his  faculties  wero 
in  full  vigour  and  perfecflion  ;  at  that  exacSl  tim» 
when  years  have  ripened  the  judgment,  withouc 
diminifbing  the  imaginarion  :  which,  by  goodi 
critics,  is  held  to  be  punctually  at  forty.  For  ac 
that  feafon  it  was  that  Virgil  finifiied  his  Geor— 
.gics ;  and  Sir  Richard  Biackniore  at  the  like  a?a 
compofing  hjs  Arthurs ;  declared  the  fame  to  ba 
the  very  acme  and  pitch  of  life  for  epic  poefy  s, 
though  finpe  he  hath  altered  it  to  fixty,  the  year 
in  which  he  publifbed  his  Alfred  (i).  True  it  isji 
that  the  taknts  for  criticifm,  namely  fmartnefs, 
quick  cenfure,  vivacity  of  remark,  certainty  of  af-i 
feveration,  indeed  all  but  acerbity,  foem  rather  the* 
gifts  of  youth,  than  of  riper  age:  but  it  is  far" 
otherwife  in  poetty ;  witnels  the  works  of  Mr« 
Rymer  and  yix.  Dennis;  who  beginning  with  cri- 
ticifm, became  afterwards  fuch.  poets  as  no  ages 
hath  paralleled.  With  good  reafon,  therefore,  di(i 
our  author  choofe  to  write  his  eflaj  on  that  fub- 
je<ft  at  twenty,  and  rcferve  for  his  maturer  year* 
this  great  and  wonderful  wrork  of  the  Dunciad. 

</■)  Cihbtr's  letter  to  Mr.  F.  f.  9,  IS,  \%, 

{h)  See  bit  EJJays, 
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O,  the  nature  of  Dunciat?  in  genera?,  whence  de- 
rived, and  on  what  aurhonty  founded,  as-  well  as 
of  the  art  and  conduS  ol"  this  our  Poem  in  r.irti- 
cular,  the  learned  and  laboiious  Scribieru*  Vatfe, 
according  to  his  mai.ner,  and  with  tolerable  fhare 
«f  judgniei-t,  difTertated.  But  when  he  cometh  to 
fpeak  of  the  ptrfon  of  the  hero  fitted  for  fuch 
poem,  ni  truth  he  miferably  halts  and  hallucinates- 
for,  miCed  by  one  .Vonficur  Boffu,  a  Gallic  critic, 
.he  pratcth  of  I  cannot  tell  what  pliantom  of  a  he- 
ro, only  railed  up  lo  fupport  the  fable.  A  piit-id 
conceit!  As  if  Komcr  and  Virgil,  like  modem 
undertakers,  who  firfl  build  their  houfe  and  then 
leek  out  for  a  tenant,  had  cpmrived  the  fiory  of  a 
war  and  a  wandering,  before  they  once  thought 
either  of  Achilles  or  .Eneas.  We  fnall  therefore 
let  our  good  brother  and  the  world  alfo  right  in 
this  partKular,  by  affuring  them,  th^t,  in  the 
greater  epic,  the  pjitne  intention  of  the  mufe  is 
to  exalt  heroic  virtue,  in  order  to  propagate  the 
love  of  It  among  the  children  of  men;  and  ccn- 
fequently  that  the  poet's  grfl  thought  muft  needs 
be  turnpd  upon  a  real  fubjed  meet  for  laud  and 
celebration ;  not  one  whom  he  is  to  make,  but  one 
whom  be  may  find,  truly  iUuftrious.  This  is  the 
f.nmum  mobile  of  his  poetic  world,  whence  every 
thing  :s  to  receive  life  and  motion.  For,  this  fub- 
jeft  being  found,  he  is  immediately  ordained,  or 
rathef  acknowledged,  an  hero,  and  put  upon  fuch 
aihon  as  befittpth  the  dignity  of  his  charaarr. 

But  the  mufcceafcth  pot  here  hereagie.fliijht  For 

fometimes.fatlated  ,yith  the  contemplation  of  thefe 

foils  of  glory,  (he  tufneih  doyvnward  on  her  win^ 

and  darts  with  Jove'^  lightning  on  the  goofe  and 

I-jrpcnt  kind.     For  we  may  apply  to  the  mufe  in 

her  various  moods,  what  an  ancient  mafter  of  wifl 

dom  £f%met!i  cf  the  Gods  in  general:  "  6i  Dii 

'•  non  irafcuntur  impiis  et  injufl,.,  nee  pios  utique 

juftofque  diiigunt.  In  rebus  enim  diverfis,  aut  in 

in  utramque  partem  m^vcri  ncccfTe  eft,  aut  in 

neutram.   Itaquc  qui  bonos  diligit.  tt  n.alos  clit  ■ 

:  ct  qui  malo*  non  edit,  nee  bono,  diligit      Quia 

u  f  *^'i'4^''^  ^°"°'  "  '''^=''  "'-o^^m  venit';  et  ma- 
los  odilTe  ex  bonorum  caritatt  defcendit."  Which 

in  our  vernacular  idiom  may  he  thus  interpreted  : 
U  the  Gods  be  not  provoked  at  evil  men,  nei- 

?.'  ther  are  they  delighted  wj:h  the  ^ood  aad  juft. 


^  For  contrary  objcfls  muft  either  exc-te  contrary 
'  aficcuons,  or  no  aiTeciioas  at  all.  So  that  he  wh» 
'  loveth  good  men,  muft  at  the  fime  time  hate  th«: 
'  bad;  and  he  whp  hateth  not  bad  men,  cannot  love 
"  the  good;  becaufe  to  iove  good  men  proceedeth 
I  from  an  averficn  to  evil,  and  to  hate  evil  mn, 
*.  *'■'''"  f  ttndernefs  to  the  good  "  From  this  dc 
licacy  of  tf:e  mufe  arofe  the  little  epic  (more  lively 
and  cnolenc  than  her  elder  filter,  whofe  bulk  and 
complexion  incline  her  to  the  phlegmatic)  :  and 
Jor  thig,  fome  notorious  vehicle  of  vice  and  foliy 
was  fought  out,  to  make  thereof  an  example.  An 
early  initance  of  which  (nor  could  it  elcapc  rhe  ac- 
curate Gcr.blerus)  the  father  of  epic  poem  himfelf 
aflordeth  us.  From  him  the  praftice  defcended  to 
the  Greek  oramatic  poets,  his  ofF-pring  ;  who,  in 
the  compofition  of  their  Tetralogy,  or  fet  of  four 
pieces  were  wont  to  make  the  laft  a  fatiric  tragedy. 
Happily,  one  of  thefe  ancient  Dunciads)  as  we  may 
well  term  it)  is  come  down  unto  us,  amongft  the 
tragedies  of  the  poet  turipides.  And  what  doth 
the  reader  fuppofe  may  be  the  fubjed  thereof? 
Why  in  truth,  and  it  is  worthy  oblervation,  the 
unequal  cpnteft  of  an  old,  dull,  debauched  buffoon 
Cyclops,  with  the  heaven-direded  favourite  cf 
Minerva;  who,  after  having  quietly  borne  all  the 
moniler  s  obfcene  and  impious  ribaldry,  endeth  th« 
larce  in  pumping  him  with  the  mark  of  an  mde. 
hble  brand  in  his  fprchea.J.  May  we  not  then  be 
cxculed,  if,  for  the  future,  we  coufider  the  epics  of 
Homer,  Virgil,  and  Milton,  together  with  this  our 
poem,  as  a  complete  Tetralogy  ;  in  which  the  laft 
worthily  boidetii  the  place  or  ftation  of  the  fatiric 
piece .' 

Proceed  we  therefore  in  cur  fubjed.  It  hath 
been  long,  and  alas  for  pity!  ftill  remaineth  a 
queft.o.i,  whether  the  hero  of  the  greater  epic 
l!iou»d  be  an  Jioneft  man  ;  or  as  the  Frepch  critics 
exprefs  it,  un  honnete  homme  {a)  :  but  it  never 
admitted  of  a  doubt,  but  that  the  hero  of  the  little 
epic  fliould  be'  juft  the  contrary.  Hence,  to  the 
advantage  of  our  Duiiciad,  we  may  obferve,  how 
ipuch  jUfter  the  moral  of  that  poem  muft  needs  be, 

(«)  SI  vn  Hrrcs  7>wV  y„,  ddt  ^ire  un  Icnnitebomme. 
Jiojfu,  du  Fo.me  £/'i^ur,U<f.  v.  ch.  j. 
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vi'liere  fo  important  a  qucflloii  is  previoufly  decid- 
ed. 

But  then  it  is  not  every  knave,  nor  (let  me  add) 
every  fool,  that  is  a  fit  fubjecl  for  a  Dunciad. 
There  niuft  ftill  ex  ft  fomc  analogy,  if  not  refem- 
blance  of  qualities  between  the  heroes  of  the  two 
poems;  and  this,  to  admit  of  what  neoteric  critics 
call  the  parody,  one  of  the  livelieft  graces  of  the 
little  epic.  Thus  it  being  agreed  that  the  confti- 
tuent  qualities  of  the  greater  epic  hero,  are  wif- 
dom,  bravery,  and  love,  from  whence  fpringeth 
heroic  virtue  ;  ir  followeth,  that  thofe  of  {he  Icffer 
epic  hero  fliould  he  vanity,  affurancc,  and  de- 
bauchery, from  which  affemblage  rcfulteth  heroic 
dulnefs,  the  never-dying  fubje<ft  of  this  our  poem. 

This  being  fettled,  come  we  now  to  particulars. 
It  is  the  charadler  of  true  wifdom,  to  fcek  its  chief 
fupport  and  confidence  within  itfelf;  and  to  place 
that  fupport  in  the  rcfources  which  proceed  from 
a  confcious  reiSiitude  of  will. — And  are  the  ad- 
vantages of  vanity,  when  arifing  to  the  heroic 
.ftandard.at  all  fhort  of  this  felf-coniplacence  ?  Nay, 
arc  they  not,  in  the  opinion  of  the  enamoured 
owT'er,  far  beyond  it  ?  "  Let  the  world  (will  fuch 
"  an  one  fay)  impute  to  me  what  folly  or  weaknefs 
"  they  pleafe  ;  but  till  wifdom  can  give  me  fome- 
"  thing  that  will  make  me  more  heartily  happy, 
*'  I  am  content  to  be  gazed  at  {i}."  This,  we  fee, 
is  vanity  according  to  the  heroic  gage  or  meafure ; 
not  that  low  and  ignoble  fpecies  which  pretendeth 
to  virtues  we  have  not ;  but  the  laudable  ambition 
«f  being  gazed  at  for  glorying  in  thofe  vices,  which 
everybody  knows  we  have.  "  The  world  may  afk 
"  (fays  he)  why  I  make  my  follies  pu\}Iic  .'  Why 
"  not  ?  1  have  paficd  my  liie  very  pleafantly  with 
"  them"  In  fhort,  there  is  no  fort  of  vanity  fuch 
a  hero  would  fcruple,  but  that  which  might  go 
near  to  degrade  him  from  his  high  ftation  in  this 
our  Dunciad;  namely, "  whether  it  would  not  be 
*'  vanity  in  him,  to  take  fh^me  to  himfclf  for  not 
*•  being  a  wife  man  ?" 

Bravery,  the  fecond  attribute  of  the  true  hero, 
is  courage  manifefting  itfeU'  in  every  limb  ;  while 
its  corrcfpondent  virtue  in  the  mock  hero,  is,  that 
lame  courage  all  colledled  into  the  face.  And  as 
power,  when  drawn  together,  muft  n?eds  have 
more  force  and  fpirit  than  when  difperfed,  we  ge- 
nerally I'nd  this  kind  of  courage  in  fo  high  and 
heroic  a  degree,  that  it  infults  not  only  men,  but 
.Gods.  Mezentius  is  without  doubt,  the  braveft 
chara<5ler  in  all  the  ^neis :  but  how  ?  His  bravery, 
we  know,  was  an  high  courage  of  blafphemy. 
And  can  we  fay  lefs  of  this  brave  man's,  who 
haying  told  us  that  he  placed  his  "  jTummuni 
"  bonum  in  thofe  follies,  which  he  was  not  con- 
"  tent  barfly  to  poffefs,  but  would  likewife  glory 
"  in,"  adds,  "  If  i  arn  mifguided,  'tis  n.*tur.e's 
"  FAULT,  and  I  follow  HER(irj."  Nor  can  vye  be 
miUaken  in  making  this  happy  quality  a  fpecies  of 
courage,  when  we  confider  thofe  illullrious  marks 
of  it,  which  made  his  face  "  more  known  (as  he 
"  juitly  boaftethj  than  moft  in  the  kingdom;" 


(b)  Dejf.  to  He  Lift  ofC.  C. 
^)  iJ/e  of  C.  C.  p   23.  9,7,  edit. 


and  his  language  to  confift  of  what  we  muR  al- 
low to  be  the  moft  daring  figure  of  fpecch,  tha* 
wltich  is  taken  from  the  name  of  God 

Gtnrle  love,  the  next  ingredient  in  the  true 
hero's  conipofition,  is  a  mere  bird  of  paffage,  or 
(as  Shakfpcare  calls  it)  fiimmer-teeming  luft, 
and  evaporates  in  the  heat  of  youth  ;  doubtlefs  by 
that  refinement  it  fuffers  in  palling  through  thofe 
certain  ftrainers  which  our  poet  fomewhcre  fpeak- 
eth  of.  Bur  when  it  is  let  alone  to  work  upon  the 
kef,  it  acquireth  ftrsngth  by  old  age ;  and  becometh 
.-i  larting  ornament  to  the  little  epic.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  there  is  one  cbjefjion  to  it'  firnefs  f^r  fuch 
an  ufe  :  for  not  only  the  ignorant  may  think  it 
common,  but  it  is  admitted  to  be  fo,  even  by  him 
who  beft  knoweth  its  value.  "  Dont  you  thi:.k 
"  (argueth  he),  to  fay  '  only  a  man  has  hn 
"  whore  {d  ),'  "  ought  to  go  for  little  or  nothing  ? 
"  Becaufe  defmiit  mmcrus ;  take  the  firfl  ten  thou- 
"  fand  men  you  meet,  and,  I  believe,  you  would 
"  be  no  lofer  if  you  betted  ten  to  one,  that  every 
"  finglc  finner  of  them,  one  with  another,  has 
"  been  guilty  of  the  fame  frailty  (?)."  But  here 
he  feemeth  not  to  have  done  jufiice  to  himfelf : 
the  man  is  fure  enough  a  hero,  who  hath  his  ladjf 
at  fourfcorc.  How  doth  hi«  modcfly  herein  kffea 
the  merit  of  a  whole  well-fpent  life  ;  iu!t  taking 
to  himfelf  the  commendation  (which  Horace  ac- 
counted the  greateft  in  a  theatrical  charader)  of 
contmuing  to  the  very  dregs  the  i'ame  be  wa« 
from  the  beginning, 

" Servetur  ad  imum 

"  Quails  ab  incepto  procclferat — ^" 

But  here,  in  juflice  both  to  the  poet  and  th* 
hero,  let  us  fartiicr  remark,  fhat  the  calling  her  hi» 
whore,  implied  file  was  his  own,  and  not  his 
neighbour's.  Truly  a  comniend<>,ble  continence  1 
and  fuch  as  Scipio  himfelf  muft  have  applaudc<t 
tor  how  much  felf-denial  was  neccffary  not  to 
a>vet  his  neighbour's  whori  ?  and  what  difordera 
nnift  the  coveting  her  have  occafioned  in  that  lo- 
ciety,  where  (according  to  this  political  calculator) 
nine  in  ten  of  all  ages  have  their  concubines  : 

We  have  now,  as  brieily  as  we  could  advife, 
gone  through  the  three  conftituent  qualities  of  ei.- 
ther  hero.  But  it  is  not  in  any,  or  in  all  of  thefe 
that  hcroifm  properly  or  ellentiaily  rcfideth.  It  ia 
a  lucky  refult  rather  from  the  collifio.n  of  thefe 
lively  qualities  againft  one  another.  Thus,  as 
from  wifdom,  bravery,  and  love,  arifeth  magna,- 
nimity,  the  objeiil  of  admiration,  which  is  the  aiia 
of  the  greater  epic ;  fo  from  vanity,  affurancc,  and, 
debauchery,  fpringeth  buffoonry,  the  fource  of  ri- 
dicule, thit  "  laughing  ornament,"  as  he  well 
termeth  it  (/),  of  the  little  epic. 

(d)  AUudiny  to  thefe  lines  in  the  Eplf.  to  Dr.  Ar- 
buthiiot : 

♦'  And  has  not  Colly  flill  Us  lord  and  luhme, 

"■  His  butchers  llerdey,  lAs  free-iuufon.  ]Sbtrcr\ 

{e)  Letter  to  Mr.  F.  p.  46- 

(/}  Litter  to  idr.  r.p-  ZU 
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.  "He  is  not  aibamed  (Gofl  forbid  he  ever  fnould 
be  adiamed!)  of  this  chara<fler ;  who  deemeth,  that 
not  renfon  l.ut  riftbility  diftinguifheth  the  human 
fpccics  from  the  brutal.  "  As  nature  (faith  this 
*'  profoun'i.philofopher)  diftinj^juillveth  «)ur  fpecies 
*''from  thf  mute  creation  by  our  rifibility,  her 
"^if'dedjT.T  MCST  have  been  by  that  faculty  as  evi- 
"  dently  to  raife  our  happiness,  as  by  our  Os 
*^/i''>.'ime\0VR  ERfCTED  faces)  to  lift  the  dignity 
'■  of  ouR-FO?M  above  them  ('»)."  Ail  this  confi- 
rierod,  how  complete  a  hero  muft  lie  be,  a?  well  as 
how  happy  a  man,  whofe  rifibility  lieth,  not 
Tiarely  in  hi*  niufcles,  as  in  the  comrnsn  fort,  but 
(as  Iiimfelf  informeth  vs)  in  his  very  fpitits  ?  and 
^hfife  Qs  fuhllme  is  not  fimply  an  eretft  face,  but  a 
brazen  head  ;  as  ihould  feem  by  his  preferring  it 
to  one  cf  iron,  faid  to  belong  to  the  late  king  of 
Svrcden  ? 

E.it  whatever  perfonal qualifies  a  hero  may  have, 
the  examples  of  Achilles  and  ^neas  fhow  v.s,  that 
ail  tJiofe  are  of  fmall  avail,  without  the  conftant 
affiftance  <'f  the  Gods  :  for  the  fubverCpn  and 
erciSion  of  empires  have  never  been  adjudged  the 
■Nvork  of  man.  Jiow  greatly  foever  then  ve  may 
e^eem  of  hisb'gh  talents,  we  can  hardly  conceive 
liis  perfonal  prowefs  alone  fufficiept  to  reftore  the 
c^ecayed  empire  cf  Dulr.efs.  So  weighty ^an  at- 
chievementninft  require  the  particular  favour  and 
j.'otediion  of  the  Great;  who  being  the  natural 
patrons  and  fupporters  of  letters,  as  the  ancient 
Gods  were  of  Troy,  muft  firfl  be  draAvp  oiT  and 
engaged  in  anorhcr  intf  rpft,  before  the  total  fub- 
"verCcn  of  them  can  he  accompliflic;d.  To  fur- 
inount,  therefore,  this  laft  and  greateft  difficulty, 
■we  have,  in  this  excellent  man,  a  profefTed  favour- 
ite and  intimado  of  the  great.  And  look,  of  what 
force  ancient  piety  was  to  draw  the  gods  into  the 
party  of  ^Uneas,  that,  and  much  ftronger  is  mo- 
dern incenfe,  to  engage  the  great  in  the  party  of 
c'ulnefs. 

Thus  have  we  efTayed  to  pourtray  or  fhadow 
out,  this  noble  imp  of  fame.  But  now  the  impa- 
tient reader  will  be  apt  to  fay,  If  fo  many  and  va- 
rious graces  go  to  the  making  up  a  hero,  what 
mortal  fliall  fuflice  to  bear  his  charadler  ?  Ml  hath 
he.  read,  who  feeth  not,  in  every  trace  of  this  pic- 
ture,that  individual.  AtL-AccoMrLiSHED  person, 
in  whom  thefe  rare  virtues  and  lucky  circumftan*- 
res  have  agreed  to  meet  and  concentre  with  the 
flrongeft  luftre  and  fulleft  harmony. 

The  good  Scriblerus  indeed,  nay  the  world  it- 
ft-lf,  might  be  impofed  on,  in  the  late  fpurious  edi- 
tions, by  {  can't  tell  what  fliam  hero  or  phantom; 
but  it  was  not  fo  eafy  to  impofe  en  him  whom 
this  egregious  error  moft  of  all  concerned.  For  no 
fooner  had  the  fourth  book  laid  open  the  high  and 
fwelling  fcene,  bnt  he  recognized  his  own  heroic 
adls :  and  v.'hen  he  came  to  the  >yords, 

"  Soft  on  her  Jap  her  laureat  fon  reclines," 
(though  laurcat  imply  no  more  than  one  crowned 
■with  laurel,  as  befitteth  any  afforiate  or  confort  in 
empire),  he   loudly  refenteth  this  dignity  to  vio- 
lated majefty.     Jndeed,  not  without  caufc,  he  be- 
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ing  therfe  rcprefented  as  faft  afieep  ;  fo  mifbeCecmr 
ing  the  eye  of  ennpire,  which,  like  that  of  Provi^ 
dence,  flioujd  never  doze  nor  flumber.  "  liah  ! 
"  (faith  he),  faft  afleep,  it  fcems '.  that's  a  little 
"  too  ftrong.  Pert  and  dull  at  leaft  you  might 
"  have  allowed  me,  but  as  feldom  afleep  as  any 
"  fool  (/)."  However,  the  injured  hero  may 
comfort  himfelf  with  this  reflejftipn,  that  though 
it  be  a  fleep,  yet  it  is  not  the  fleep  of  death,  but 
of  immortality.  Here  he  will  (w)  live  at  leaft, 
though  not  awake;  and  in  no  worfc  condition 
than  many  an  enchanted  warrior  before  him. 
The  fatnnus  Durandante,  for  inflance,  was,  like 
him,  caft  into  a  long  flumber  by  Merlin  the  BriiiCi 
bard  and  necromancer  ;  and  his  example  for  fub- 
mitting  to  it  with  a  good  grace,  might  be  of  ufe 
to  our  hero.  For  that  difaftrous  knight  being  forely 
preffed  or  driven  to  make  his  aniwer  by  feveral 
perfons  of  quality,  only  replied  with  a  figh,  Pati- 
ence, and  fliuffle  the  cards  {•>). 

But  now,  as  nothing  in  this  world,  no  not  the 
moft  facred  and  perfeil  things,  either  of  religion 
or  government,  can  efcape  the  fting  of  eirvy,  me- 
thinks  I  already  hear  theiie  carpers  obje^Sing  te  the 
clearnefs  of  our  hero's  title. 

It  would  never  (fay  they)  have  been  cfleemed 
fufEcient  to  make  an  hero  for  the  Iliad  or  iEneis, 
that  Achilles  was  brave  enough  to  overturn  one 
empire,  or  ^neas  pious  enough  to  raife  another, 
had  they  not  been  goddefs-born,  and  princes  bred. 
What  then  did  this  author  mean,  byerefting  a 
player  inftead  of  one  of  bis  patrons  (a  perfon, 
"  never  a  hero  even  on  the  ftage,"  to  this  dig- 
nity of  colleague  in  the  empire  of  dulnefs,  and  at- 
chiever  ofra  work  that  neither  old  Omar,  Attila, 
Eor  John  of  Leyden,  could  entirely  bring  to  pafs. 
To  all  this  we  have,  as  we  conceive,  a  fuflicicnC 
anfwer  from  the  Roman  hiftorian,  "  Fabrvm  efl"e 
"  fuse  qucmque  fortuna; :''  that  every  man  is  the 
fmith  of  his  own  forfune.  The  politic  Florentine, 
Nicholas  Machiavel,  goeth  ftill  further,  and  affirm- 
eth  that  a  man  needeth  but  to  believe  himfelf  a 
hero  to  be  one  of  the  worthieft.  "  Let  him  (faith 
"  he)  but  fancy  himfelf  capable  of  the  higheft 
f  things,  and  he  will  of  courfe  be  able  to  atchieve 
"  them."  From  this  principle  it  follows,  that  no- 
thing can  exceed  our  hero's  prowefs ;  as  nothing 
ever  equalled  the  greatnefs  of  his  conceptions. 
Hear  how  he  conftantly  paragons  himfelf;  at  one 
time  to  Alexander  the  Great,  and  Charles  the  XII. 
of  Sweden  for  the  excefs  and  delicacy  of  his  am- 
bition ;  to  Her.ry  the  IV.  of  France,  for  honeft 
policy ;  to  the  firft  Brutus,  for  love  of  liberty ; 
and  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  for  good  government 
v.hile  in  power  :  at  another  time,  to  the  god- 
like Socrates  for  his  diverfions  and  amufemcnts  r 
to  Horace,  Montaigne,  and  Sir  William  Temple, 
for  an  elegant  vanity  that  maketli  them  for  ever 
road  and  admired  ;  to  two  Lord  Chancellors, 
for  law,  from  whom,  when  confederate  againfh 
him  at  the  bar,  he  carried  away  the  prize  cf  elo' 

(/)  Letter,  p.  53. 

(w)  Letttr^p.  I. 

{n)  x)tn  ^ixctte,  fart  ii.  itoi  ij.  eh.  %% 
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quencc  ;  and,  to  fay  all  in  a  word,  to  the  right 
reverend  the  L.ord  Bifhop  of  London  himfelf,  in 
the  art  of  writing  paftoral  letters. 

Nor  did  his  anions  fall  fliort  of  the  fubh'mity  of 
Jiis  conceit.  In  his  early  youth  he  met  the  revo- 
iution  face  to  face  in  Nottingham;  at  a  time 
■when  his  betters  contented  themfelves  with  fol- 
lowing her.  It  was  here  he  got  acquainted  with 
,oid  battle-array,  of  whop  he  hath  made  fo  ho- 
nourable mention  in  one  of  his  immortal  odes. 
But  he  ftione  in  courts  as  well  as  in  camps :  he  was 
called  up  when  the  nation  fell  in  labour  of  this 
revolution  ;  and  was  a  goflip  at  her  chriftcfling, 
wiih  the  bifliop  and  the  ladies. 

As  to  his  birth,  it  is  true  he  pretendeth  no  re- 
lation either  to  Heathen  god  or  goddefs ;  but,  what 
is  as  good,  he  was  defcended  from  a  maker  of 
both  (f>).  And  that  he  did  not  pafs  himfelf  on  the 
world  for  a  hero,  as  well  by  birth  as  education, 
was  his  own  fault :  for  his  lineage  he  bringeth 
into  his  life  as  an  anecdote,  and  is  fcnfible  he  had 
it  in  his  power  to  be  thought  nobody's  fon  at  all ; 
and  what  is  that  but  coming  into  the  world  a 
hero  ? 

But  be  it,  (the  pun<aiUous  laws  of  epic  poefy 
fo  requiring)  that  a  hero  of  more  than  mortal 
birth  muft  needs  be  had  :  even  for  this  we  haye  a 
remedy.  We  can  eafily  derive  our  hero's  pedi- 
gree from  a  goddefs  of  no  fmall  power  and  autho- 
ority  amongft  men;  and  legitimate  and  inftal  him 
^fter  the  right  claflical  and  authentic  fafhion: 
for,  like  as  the  ancient  fages  found  ^  fon  of 
Mars  in  a  mighty  warrior;  a  fon  of  ^leptune 
ip  a  fkilful  feamen ;  a  fon  of  Phoebus  in  a  har- 
monious poet ;  fo  have  we  here,  if  need  be,  a  fon 
pf  Fortune  in  an  artful  gamefler.  And  who  fitter 
ehan  the  offspring  of  Chance,  to  alfift  in  reftoring 
the  empire  of  Night  and  Ghaos  ? 

There  is  in  truth  another  objedlion  of  greater 
weight,  namely,  "  That  this  hero  ftill  exifteth, 
"  and  hath  not  yet  finiftied  his  earthly  courfe.— 
»  For  if  Solon  faid  well, 

——ultima  femper 
Expetflanda  dies  homini :  dicique  bcatus 
Ante  obi  turn  nemo  fupremaqtie  funera  debet ! 
>'  if  no  man  can  be  called  happy  till  his  death, 

(^)  4  Statuary. 


"  furely  much  lels  can  any  one,  till  then,  be  pro- 
"  nonnced  a  hero  :  this  fpecies  of  men  being  far 
"  more  fubjedl  than  others  to  the  caprices  of  for- 
"  tune  and  humour."  But  to  this  alfo  we  have 
an  anfwer,  that  will  (we  hop^  be  deemed  deci- 
five.  It  cometh  from  himfelf;  who,  to  cut  this 
matter  (hort,  hath  folemnly  protelled  that  he  will 
never  change  or  amend. 

With  regard  to  his  vanity,  he  dcclareth  that 
nothing  fliall  ever  part  them.  "  Nature  (faith 
he)  "  hath  amply  fupplied  m^n  vanity ;  a  plea- 
"  fure  which  neither  the  pertnefs  of  wit,  nor  the 
"  gravity  of  wifdom,  will  ever  perfuade  me  to 
"  part  with."  Our  poet  had  charitably  endea- 
voured to  adminifter  a  cure  to  it :  but  he  telleth 
us  plainly,  "  My  fuperiors  perhaps  may  be  mend- 
"  ed  by  him ;  but  for  my  part  I  own  myfelf  in- 
'*  corrigible.  I  look  upon  my  follies  as  the  befl: 
"  part  of  my  fortune."  And  with  good  reafon  ; 
we  fee  to  what  they  have  brought  him  ! 

Secondly,  as  to  buffoonry,  "  Is  it  (faith  he)  x 
"  time  of  day  for  me  to  leave  off  thefe  fooleries, 
"  and  fet  up  a  new  characSer  ?  I  can  no  more 
"  put  off  my  follies  than  my  Ikin  ;  I  have  oftei> 
"  tried,  but  they  ftick  too  clofe  to  me :  nor 
"  am  I  fure  my  friends  are  difpleafed  with  them, 
"  for  in  this  light  1  afford  them  frequent  matter 
"  of  mirth,  .&c."  Having  then  fo  publicly  de-» 
clared  himfelf  incorrigible,  he  is  become  dead  hi 
law  (I  mean  the  law  Epopoelan)  and  devolvetk 
upon  the  poet  as  his  property ;  who  may  take  him, 
and  deal  with  him  as  if  he  had  been  dead  as  long; 
as  an  old  Egyptian  hero ;  that  is  to  fay,  embowel 
and  embalm  him  for  pofterity. 

Nothing  therefore  (we  conceive)  remaineth  to 
hinder  his  own  prophecy  of  himfelf  from  taking 
immediate  effeA.  A  rare  felicity  I  and  what  few 
prophets  have  had  the  fatisfatflion  to  fee,  alive  !— - 
Nor  can  we  conclude  better  than  with  that  extra- 
ordJMary  one  of  his,  which  is  conceived  in  thefe 
oraculous  v^ords,  Jjily  dulnefs  tvill jind famehedy  to  da 
it  right. 

•'  Tandem  Phoebus  adeft,  morfufque  infcrre  pa» 

"  rantem 
"  Congelat,  et  patulos,   ut  erunt,  induca  hi»-» 

"  tus."  {a) 


(«)  Ovid,  efike/trftnt  biting  tt  Orjpleut*/  Imd'n 
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BY    AUTHORITY. 


2?y  virtue  of  the  Authority  In  Ui  vejied  by  the  A&  for  fubjedling  Poets  to  the  power  of  a  Llcenfer, 
KV*  bate  re-uifcd  this  Piece  ;  tvbeit  finding  the  JlyU  and  appellation  pf  King  to  have  been  given  to  a  certain 
Pretender  Pfeudo-Poet,  or  Phantom,  of  the  name  ^Tibbald  ;  and  apprehending  the  fame  may  be  deem^ 
cd  in  feme  fort  a  RefieSlioH  on  Majefly,  or  at  leaf  an  infult  tn  that  Legal  Authority  tvhich  has  befoived  en 
another  perfon  the  Crown  of  Poefy  r  We  have  ordered  the  faid  Pretender,  Pfeudo-Poet,  or  Phantom,  «/• 
terl-^  to  vaniftl  and  evaporate  out  of  this  -wori  :  Jjid  do  declare  the  faid  Throne  of  Poefy  from  henceforth  to 
be  abdicated  and  vacant,  unlefs  duly  and  latvfully  fuppUed  by  the  Laureate  bim/ilf.  And  it  it  hereby  enacted, 
that  «»  other  perfon  do  prefume  tofll  the  fame. 

OC.  Ch, 
'jrO  J)R.  JONATHAN  SIVJFT. 


BOOK  I. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


ITuB  propoGtion,  the  invocation,  and  the  infcrip- 
tion.  Then  the  original  of  the  great  empire 
of  dalnefs,  and  caufe  of  the  continuance  theje- 
rf.  The  college  of  the  goddefs  in  the  city. 
With  her  private  academy  for  poets  in  particu- 
lar ;  the  governors  of  it,  and  the  four  cardinal 
virtues.  Then  the  poem  haftcs  into  the  niidft 
of  things,  prcfenting  her,  on  the  evening  of  a 
Lord  Mayor's  day,  revolving  the  long  fuccef- 
fion  of  her  fons,  and  the  glories  paft  and  to  come. 
She  fixes  her  eyes  on  Bays  •  to  be  the  inftru- 
mcnt  of  that  great  event  which  is  the  fubjed 
of  the  poem.  He  is  defcribed  penfive  among 
his  books,  giving  up  the  caufe,  and  apprehend- 
ing the  period  of  her  empire  :     After  debating 


VARIATION. 

*  Tn  the  firft  editions  Tibbald  was  the  hero  of 
the  poem,  which  will  account  for  moft  of  the  fub- 
(^^ucnt  ysriatiops. 


whether  to  betake  himfelf  to  the  church,  or  to 
gaming,  or  to  party  writing,  he  railes  an  altar 
of  proper  books,  and  (making  firft  his  folemn 
prayer  and  declaration)  purpofes  thereon  to  fa- 
.  crifice  all  his  unfuccefsful  writings.  As  the  pile 
is  kindled,  the  goddefs  beholding  the  flame  front 
her  feat,  flies  and  puts  it  out  by  calling  upon  it 
the  poem  of  Thuic.  She  forthivith  reveals 
herfelf  to  him,  tranfpoits  him  to  her  temple, 
unfolds  her  arts,  ^d  initiates  him  into  her  myf- 
teries ;  then  annbuncing  the  death  of  Euiden 
the  poet  laureat,  anoints  him,  carries  him  to 
court,  and  proclaims  him  fucceifor. 

The  mighty  mother,  and  her  fon,  who  brings 
The  Smithfield  mufes  to  the  car  of  kings, 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  I.  The  mighty  mother,  &t.]     In  the  firft 
edition  it  was  thus, 

Books  and  the  man  I  fing,  the  firft  who  brings 
The  Smithfield  mules  to  the  ear  of  kings, 
Say,  great  patricians !  fmce  yourfelves  infpire 
Tbffe  wondrous  works  (,fo  Jove  and  Fate  require) 
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isr 


I  fing.     Say  you,  her  Inftruments  the  great ! 
Call'd  to  this  work  by  Dulnel's,  Jove,  and  Fate  ; 


VARIATION. 

Say,  for  what  caufe,  in  vain  decry 'd  and  curft, 

Still— 

REMARKS. 

The  Dunciad,  fic  MS.  It  may  well  be  difpiited 
whether  this  be  a  right  reading  :  Ought  it  not  ra- 
ther to  be  fpelled  Dunceiad,  as  the  etymology  evi- 
dently demands  ?  Dunce  with  an  e,  therefore 
Dunceiad  with  an  e.  That  accurate  and  punctual 
plan  of  letters, the  reftorer  of  Shakefpeare,conftant- 
ly  obferves  the  prtfervatitm  of  this  very  letter  e, 
in  fpelling  the  name  of  his  beloved  author,  and 
rot  like  his  common  carelefs  editors,  with  the  o- 
niiiTion  of  one,  nay  fumetimes  of  two  ec's  (a's 
Sfcakfpear),  which  is  utterly  unpardonable.  "  Nor 
*'  is  the  iiegledl  of  a  fingle  letter  fo  trivial  as  to 
"  fome  it  may  appear ;  the  alteration  whereof  in 
"  a  learned  language  is  an  atcbievement  that 
"ibrings  honour  to  the  critic  who  advances  it; 
*'  and  Dr.  Eentley  will  be  remembered  to  pofte- 
*'  rity  for  his  perfofmances  of  this  fort,  as  long  as 
"  the  world  Ihall  have  any  efteem  for  the  remains 
•^  of  Alenandcr  and  Philemon." 

Thkobald 
This  is  furely  a  /J!p  ii)  the  learned  author  of  the 
foregoing  note  ;  there  having  been  (ince  produced 
by  an  accurate  antiquary,  and  autograph  of  Shake- 
I'peare,  whereby  it  appears  that  he  fpelled  his  own 
name  without  the  firll  e.  And  upon  this  autho- 
r.ity  it  was,  that  thofe  niofl  critical  curators  of  his 
monument  in  Weftminfter  Abbey  eral'ed  the  for- 
Hier  wrong  reading,  and  reftored  the  new  fpeiUng 
«n  a  new  piece  of  old  Egyptian  granite.  N«t  for 
this  only  do  they  deferve  our  thanks,  but  for  ex- 
hibiting on  the  fame  monument  the  firfl  fpecimen 
cf  an  edition  of  an  author  in  marble;  where  (as 
may  be  feen  on  comparing  the  tomb  with  the  book) 
in  the  fpace  of  five  lines,  two  words  and  a  whole 
▼erfe  are  changed,  and  it  is  to  he  hoped  will  there 
iland,  and  outlall  whatever  harh  been  hithc'rto 
done  in  paper ;  as  for  the  future,  our  learned  lif- 
Jer  univei^ty  (the  other  eye  of  England)  is  taking 
care  to  perp.etuate  a  total  new  Shakefpeare  at  the 
Clarendon  prefs.  Bentl. 

It  is  to  be  noted,  that  this  great  critic  alfo  has 
omitted  one  cir.cumflance ;  which  is,  that  the  in- 
fcription  with  the  name  of  Shakefpeare  was  in- 
tended to  be  placed  on  the  marble  fcroll  to  which 
he  points  with  hjs  hand  ;  inftead  of  which  it  is 
now  placed  behind  his  back,  and  that  fpecimen  of 
an  edition  is  put  on  thp  fcroll,  which  indeed  Shake- 
fpeare hath  great  reafon  to  point  at.  Anon. 
Though  I  have  as  juft  a  value  for  the  letter  E, 
as  any  grammarian  living,  and  the  fame  affedion 
for  the  name  of  this  poem  as  any  critic  for  that  of 
his  author ;  yet  cannot  it  induce  nie  to  agree  with 
thofe  who  would  add  yet  another  e  to  it,  and  call 
it  the  Dunceiade  ;  which  being  a  French  and  fo- 
jcign  termination,  is  no  way  proper  to  a  word  ev- 
jtirely  pngHfli,  and  vernacular.    One  e  therefoie 


You  by  whofe  care,  in  vain  d»cry'd  and  eurft,     > 
Still  Dunce  the  fecund  reigns  like  Dunce  the  firft ; 


REMARKS. 

in  this  cafe  is  right,  and  two  ee's  wrong.  Yet  up- 
on the  whole  I  (hall  follow  the  manufcript,  and 
print  it  without  any  e  at  all;  moved  thereto  by 
authority  (at  all  times,  with  critics,  equal,  if  not 
fuj  erior  to  reafon).  In  which  method  of  pro- 
ceeding, I  can  never  enough  praife  my  good  friend, 
the  exad;  of  Mr.  Ihomas  Hearne;  who,  if  any 
word  occur,  which  to  him  and  all  mankind  is  evi- 
dently wrong,  yet  keeps  he  it  in  the  text  with 
due  reverence,  and  only  remarks  in  the  margin, 
fic  MS.  In  like  manner  we  (hall  not  amend  this 
error  in  the  title  itfelf,  but  only  note  it  obiter,  to 
evince  to  the  learned  that  it  was  not  our  fault, 
nor  any  efFc(ft  of  our  ignorance  or  inattention. 

ScRiBr. 
This  poem  was  written  in  the  year  1:26.  In 
the  next  year  an  imperfedl  edition  was  publifhed 
at  Dublin,  and  reprinted  at  London  in  twelves  ; 
another  at  Dublin,  and  another  at  London  in  o<5la- 
vo  :  and  three  others  in  twelves  the  fame  year. 
But  there  was  no  perfedl  edition  before  that  of 
London  in  quarto ;  which  was  attended  with 
notes.  We  are  willing  to  acquaint  pofterity, 
that  this  poem  was  prcfented  to  King  George  If. 
and  his  Queen  by  the  hands  of  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  on  the  lath  of  March,  xyz2-g. 

ScHOL.  Vet, 
It  was  exprefsly  confeffed  in  the  preface  to  the 
firfl  edition,  that  this  poem  was  not  publifhed  by 
the  author  himfelf.  It  was  printed  originally  in 
a  foreign  country.  And  what  foreign  country  ? 
Why,  one  notorious  for  blunders;  where  finding 
blanks  only  inftead  of  proper  names,  thefe  blunder- 
ers filled  them  up  at  their  pleafure. 

The  very  hero  of  the  poem  hath  been  miflatea 
to  this  hour ;  fo  that  we  are  obliged  to  open  our 
notes  with  a  difcovery  who  he  really  was.  Wc 
learn  from  the  former  editor,  that  this  piece  was 
prefented  by  the  hands  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole  to 
{Cing  George  II.  Now  the  author  difedly  tellS 
us,  his  hero  is  the  man 

"  who  brings 

"  The  Smithfield  mufes  to  the  ear  of  kings.'* 

And  it  is  notorious  who  was  the  perfon  on  whotq 
this  prince  conferred  the  honour  of  the  laurel. 

It  appears  as  plainly  from  the  apoftrophe  to  the 
great  in  the  third  verfe,  that  Tibbald  could  not  be 
the  perfon,  who  was  never  an  author  in  fafhion', 
or  carelfcd  by  the  great ;  whereas  this  lingle  cha- 
radterifiic  is  fufBcient  to  point  out  the  true  hero  i 
who,  above  all  other  poets  of  his  time,  was  tha 
peculiar  delight  and  cholen  companion  of  the  no- 
bility of  England  ;  and  wrote,  as  he  himfelf  tells 
us,  certain  of  his  works  at  the  earneft  dellre  of 
pcrfons  of  quality, 

Laftly,  the  fixth  verfe  affords  full  proof:  this 
poet  being  the  only  one  who  was  univerfally 
knoyvJi  to  h.^ve  had  a  fon  Jo  exadly  Uke  him,  ji^ 
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Eay,I>ow  the  goddefs  bade  Britannia  flccp, 
And  pour'd  her  fpirit  o'er  the  laud  and  deep. 

In  eldeft  time,  ere  mortals  writ  or  read, 
Sre  Pallas  rffu'd  from  the  Thunderer's  head,     lo 
JJulnefs  o'er  all  .pqffefs'd  her  ancient  right, 
Paughter  of  Chaos  and  eternal  ^ight .: 
Fate  in  their  dotage  this  .fair  idiot  gave, 
Crofs  as  her  fire,  and  as  her  mother  grave, 
Laborious,  heavy,  bufy,  bold,  and  blind. 
She  rul'd,  in  native  anarchy,  the  mind. 

REMARKS. 

Ills  poetical,  theatrical,  political,  and  moral  capaci- 
ties, that  it  could  juftly  be  faid  of  him, 
«•  Still  Dunce  the  fecond  reigns  like  Puncc  the 

**   firft."  BENTi. 

Ver.  I.  Themightymotherandherfoni&c]  The 
reader  ought  here  to  be  cautioned,  that  the  mo- 
ther, and  not  the  fon,  is  the  principal  agent  of  this 
poem ;  the  latter  of  them  is  only  <:hofen  as  her  col- 
league (as  was  anciently  the  cuftom  in  Rome  be- 
fore fome  great  expedition),  the  main  adion  of 
the  poem  being  by  no  means  the  coronation  of 
the  laureate,  which  is  performed  in  the  very  firfl 
hook,  but  the  reftoration  of  the  empire  of  Dulnefe 
in  Britain,  which  is  not  accompliflicd  till  the  laft. 

Ver.  a.  The  Smithfield  mufcs.]  Smithfield  is 
the  place  where  Bartholomew  fair  was  kept, 
whofe  {bows,  machines,  and  dramatical  entertain- 
ments, formerly  agreeable  only  to  the  tafte  of  the 
rabble,  were  by  the  hero  of  this  poem,  and  others 
W  equal  genius,  brought  to  the  theatres  of  Covent 
Garden,  L.incoln's-inn-fields,and  the  Hay-market, 
to  be  the  reigning  pleafurcs  of  the  court  and  town. 
'This  happened  in  the  reigns  of  King  George  I. 
and  II.     See  Book  iii. 

Ver.  4.  By  Dulnef",  Jove,  and  Fate  :]  i.  e.  by. 
their  judgments,  their  intcrefts,  and  their  inclina- 
tions. 

Ver.  15.  Laborious,  heavy,  bufy,  bold,  ^Scc]  I 
wonder  the  learned  Scriblerus  has  omitted  to  ad- 
vertife  the  reader,  at  the  opening  of  this  poem, 
chat  Dulnefs  here  is  not  to  be  taken  contradledly 
^or  mere  ftupidity,  but  In  the  enlarged  fenfe  of  the 
■word,  for  all  flownefs  of  apprehenfion,  Ihorinefs 
rof  fight,  or  imperfe<$l  fenfe  of  things.  Ft  includes  (as 
we  fee  by  the  poet's  own  words)  labour,  induflry, 
and  fome  degrees  of  activity  and  boldnefs;  a  ruling 
principle  not  inert,  but  turning  topfy-turvy  the 
junderftanding,  and  inducing  an  anarcliy  or  confu- 
fed  Aate  of  mind.  This  remark  ought  to  be  car- 
ried along  with  the  reader  throughout  the  work  ; 
pnd  without  this  caution  he  will  be  apt  to  millake 
the  importance  of  many  of  the  charaders,  as  well 
as  of  the  defign  of  the  poet.  Hence  it  is,  that 
jfomc  have  complained  he  choofes  too  mean  a  fub- 
jeift,  and  imagined  he  employs  himfelf  like  Domi- 
tian,  in  killing  flics ;  whereas  thofe  who  have  the 
true  key  will  find  he  fports  with  a  nobler  quarry, 
and  embraces  a  larger  compafs ;  or  (as  one  f<^th, 
en  a  likcoccafion) 

••  Will  fee  his  work,  like  Jacob's  ladder  rife, 
;|  Its  foot  in  dirt,  its  head  aqtidft  the  jktes." 


Still  her  old  empire  to  reftorc  Jhc  tries. 
For,  born  a  goddefs,  Dulnefs  never  dies. 

Oh  thou  ;  whatever  title  pleafe  thine  ear. 
Dean,  Drapier,  Bickerftaff,  or  Gulliver  '.  &$' 

Whether  thou  choofe  Cervantes'  feiious  air. 
Or  laugh  afid  Aake  in  Rabelais'  cafyehair. 
Or  praife  the  court,  or  magnify  mankind. 
Or  thy  gricv'd  «ountry''s  copper  chains  unbind ; 
From  thy  Boeotia  though  her  power  retires. 
Mourn  not,  my  Swift,  at  aught  our  realm  acquirer, 
Here  pleas'd  behold  her  mighty  wings  out-fpread 
To  hatch  a  new  Saturnian  age  of  Lead. 

^Clofe  to  thofe  wajls  wh.ere  Folly  holds  her  throne, 
And  laughs   to  think  Monroe  would  take  her 
"^own,  .  3« 

Whe? e  o'er  the  gates,  by  his  fam'd  father's  hand, 
Great  Cibber's  brazen,  brainlefs  brothers  fiand ; 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  29 — 3.9.  Clofe  to  thofe  walls,  &c.]  In  the 
former  edition  thus : 

Where  wave  the  tatter'd  enfigns  of  Rag-fair, 
A  yawning  riiin  hangs  and  nods  in  air  ; 
Keen  hollow  winds  howl  through  the  bleak  recefS| 
Emblem  of  mufic  caus'd  by  emptinefs : 
Here  in  one  bed  two  fhivering  lifters  lie, 
The  cave  of  poverty  and  poetry. 
This,  the  great  mother  dearer  held  than  all 
The  clubs  of  Quidnuncs,  or  her  own  Guildhall ; 
Here  ftood  her  opium,  here  flic  nurs'd  her  owls, 
And  deftin'd  here  th'  imperial  feat  of  fools. 
Jience  fpring  each  weekly  mufe  the  living  boaft, 
&c. 

Var.  Where  wave  the  tatter'd  enfigns  of  Rag-fair. 
Rag-fair  is  a  place  near  the  Tower  of  JLpndonj 
where  old  clothes  and  frippery  are  fold. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  17.  Still  her  old  empire  to  reftore]  Tbi| 
reftoration  makes  the  completion  of  the  poem.-^ 
Vide  Book  iv, 

Ver.  zz. — laugh  and  fhake  in  Rabelais'  eafy 
chair.]  The  imagery  is  exquifite ;  and  the  equi- 
voque in  the  laft  words,  gives  a  peculiar  elegance 
to  the  whole  expreffion.  The  eafy  phair  fuits  his 
age:  Rabelais'  eafy  chair  marks  his  charai9:er; 
and  he  filled  and  poffefied  it  as  the  right  heir  an4 
fucceffor  of  that  original  geniu*. 

Ver.  23.  Or  praife  the  court,  or  magnify  man- 
kind.] Ironice,  alluding  to  Gulliver's  reprefenta- 
tions  of  both.  The  next  line  relates  to  the  papery 
of  the  Drapier  againft  the  currency  of  Wood'4 
Copper  £oin  in  Ireland,  which,  upon  the  great  dif- 
content  of  the  ppople,  his  Majeffy  was  gracioufly 
pleafed  to  recal. 

Ver,  x6.  Mourn  not,  my  Swift  I  at  avght  our 
realm  acquires  ]  Ironice  iterum.  The  politics  of 
England  and  Ireland  were  at  this  time  by  fome; 
thought  oppofife,  or  interfering  with  each  other. 
Pr.  Swift  of  courfc  was  in  the  interefl  of  the  lat- 
ter, our  author  of  the  former. 

Ver.  31.  By  his  fam'd  father  Vhand.]  Mr.  Caius- 
Gabrii  Cibber,  father  of  the  poet-laureate.    ThCi 
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tfut  cell  therie  Is,  conccal'd  from  vulgar  eye,. 

The  cave  of  Poverty  and  Poetry. 

Keen,  hollow  winds  howl  through  the  bleak  rccefs, 

Kmblem  of  Mufic  caus'd  by  Emptinels. 

Hendc  bards,  like  Proteus  long  in  vain  ty'd  down, 

£fcape  in  monfters,  and  amaze  the  town. 

Hence  mifcellanies  fpring,  the  weekly  boaft 

Of  Curll's  chafte  prefs,  and  Lintot's  rubric  ^od  : 

Hence  hymning  Tyburn's  elegiac  lines,  41 

Hence  Joufnals,  Medleys,  Mercuries,  Magazines  : 

Sepulchral  lies,  our  holy  walls-  to  grace. 

And  New-year  ©des,  and  all  the  Grub-ftrefit  race, 

In  clouded  majefty  here  Dulnefs  flione. 
Four  guardian  virtues,  round,  fupport  her  throne : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver,  41.  m  the  former  edit. 
Hence  hymning  Tyburn's  elegiac  lay. 
Hence  the  fofc  fing-fong  on  Cecilia's  day. 

Ver.  43.  Alludes  to  the  annual  fongs  compofed  to 
muiic  on  St.  Cecilia's  feaft. 

REMARKS. 

£wo  ftatue9  of  the  lunatics  over  the  gates  of  Bed- 
lam-hofpital  were  done  by  him,  and  as  the  fon 
juAly  fays  of  them)  are  no  ill  monuments  of  his 
fame  as  an  artift. 

Ver.  34.  Poverty  and  Poetry.]  I  cannot  here  o- 
mit  a  remark  that  will  greatly  endear  our  author 
to  every  one,  who  Ihall  attentively  obferve  that 
humanity  and  candour,  which  every  where  ap- 
pears in  him  towards  thofc  unhappy  objeiis  of  the 
ridicule  of  all  mankind,  the  bad  poet».  He  here 
imputes  all  fcandalous  rhymes,  fcurrilous  weekly 
papers,  bafe  flatteries,  wretched  elegies,  fongs, 
and  verfes  (even  from  thofe  fung  at  court,  to  bal- 
lads in  the  ftreets),  not  fo  much  to  maJice  or  fer- 
tility as  dulnefs ;  and  not  fo  much  to  dulnefs  as  to 
neccffity.  And  thus,  at  the  very  commencement 
t)i  his  fatire,  makes  aii  apology  for  all  that  are  to 
be  faterlzed. 

Ver.  40.  Curll's  cbafte  prefs,  and  Linton's  ru- 
brit  poft :  ]  Two  bookfellers,  of  whom  fee  Book 
ii.  The  former  was  fined  by  the  Court  of  King's 
Bench  for  publifliing  cbfcene  books ;  the  latter 
lifually  adorned  his  fhop  with" titles  in  red  letters. 

Ver.  41.  Hence  hymning  Tyburn's  elegiac  lines.} 
It  isan ancient  Englifh  cuftomfor  the malefa^ors to 
iing  a  Pfalm  at  their  execution  at  Tyburn  ;  and  no 
lefs  cuftomary  to  print  elegies  on  their  deaths,  at 
the  fame  time,  or  before. 

Ver.  43.  Sepulchral  lies]  is  a  juft  fatire  on  the 
flatteries  and  falfehoods  admitted  to  be  inforibed 
on  the  walk  of  churches,  in  epitaphs ;  which  oc- 
cafioned  the  following  epigram  : 

"  Friend  1  in  your  epitaphs,  I'm  griev'd, 

"  So  very  much  is  faid  ; 
"  One  half  will  never  be  believ'd, 

"  The  other  never  read," 

Ver.  44.  New-year  odes]  Made  by  the  poet 
laureate  for  the  time  being,  to  bs  fung  at  cjwrt  on 


^  Fierce  champion  Fortitude,  that  knows  no  fears 
Of  hiffes,  blows,  or  want,  or  lofs  of  cars  : 
Calm  Temperance,  whofe  blellings  thofe  partaks 
Who  hunger  and  who  thirft  for  fcribbling  fakei  ja 
Prudence,  vi^hofe  glafs  prefents  th'   approaching 

jail ; 
Poetic  Juftice,  with  her  lifted  fcale. 
Where,  in  nice  balance,Truth with  gold  (he  weigli«|| 
And  fotid  pudding  againft  empty  praife. 

Here  flie  beholds  the  Chaos  dark  and  dee>, 
Where  namelefs  Somethings  in  their  caufes  il«ep^ 
Till  genial  Jacob,  or  a  warm  third  day. 
Call  forth  each  mafs,  a  poem,  or  a  play ; 
How  hints,  likefpawn,  fcarce  quick  in  embryo  li^ 
How  new-born  Nonfenfe  firft  is  taught  to  cry,  60 
Maggots,  half-form'd,  in  rhyme  exftfily  meet. 
And  learn  to  crawl  upon  poetic  feet. 
Here  one  poor  word  an  hundred  clenches  make^ 
And  dudlile  Dulnefs  new  meanders  takes  j 
There  motly  images  her  fancy  ftrike^ 
Figures  ill-pair'd,  and  fimiles  unlike^ 
She  fees  a  mob  of  metaphors  advance^ 
Pleas'd  with  the  madnefs  of  the  mazy  dance  j 
How  Tragedy  and  Comedy  embrace ; 
How  Farce  and  Epic  get  a  jumbled  race  ;  j<^ 

How  Time  himfelf  ftands  llill  at  her  command. 
Realms  (hift  their  place,  and  ocean  turns  to  land  3 
Here  gay  Defcription  Egypt  glads  with  fhowersj 
Or  gives  to  Zembla  fruits,  to  Barca  flowers ; 
Glittering  with  ice  here  hoary  hills  are  feen. 
There  painted  valleys  of  eternal  green^ 
In  cold  December  fragrant  chaplecs  blow. 
And  heavy  harvefts  nod  beneath  the  fnow.  ' 

All  thefe,  and  more,  the  cloud-compelling  queai 
Beholds  through  fogs,  that  magnify  the  fcene.  &> 
She,  tinfell'd  o'er  in  robes  of  varying  hues, 
With  felf-applaufe  her  wild  creation  views; 
Sees  momentary  monfters  rife  and  fall. 
And  with  her  own  fools  colours  gilds  them  alt 

'Twas  on  the  other  day  when  *  *  rich  and 
grave, 
Like  Cimon  triumph'd  both  on  land  and  wave  ; 


IfEMARKS'. 

every  Bew-yeai-*s  day,  the  words  of  which  are  hap- 
pily drowned  in  the  voices  and  inftruments.  The 
new-year  odes  of  the  hero  of  this  work  were  of  a 
eaft  diftinguilhed  from  all  that  preceded  him,  and 
made  a  confpicuous  part  of  his  eharadteras  a  writer, 
which  doubtlcfs  induced  our  author  to  mentioa 
them  here  fo  particularly. 

Ver.  45.  In  clouded  majefty  here  Dulnefs  flione.] 
See  this  cloud  removed,  or  rolled  back,  or  gather-, 
ed  up  to  her  head,  bookiv.  ver.  17,  xS.  It  is  worth 
while  to  compare  this  defcription  of  the  majefty  of 
Dulnefs  in  a  ftate  of  peace  and  tranquillity,  with 
that  more  bufy  fcene  where  fhe  mounts  the  throne 
in  triumph,  and  is  not  fo  much  fupported  by  her 
awn  virtues,  as  by  the  princely  confcioufnefs  of 
having  deftroyed  all  other. 

Ver.  57.  genial  Jacob]  Tonfon.  The  famous 
race  of  bookfellcrs  of  that  name. 

Ver.  85,  86.  'Twas  on  the  day,  when  *  « 
rich  and  gra-vc— Like  Cimon  triumph'd]  Viz.  a 


^ 
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(Pomps  without  Euilt.ofbloodlefsfwordsand  maces, 
(ilad  chains,  warm  furs,  bioad  banaers,  and  broad 

faces) 
Now  ni^ht  defcending;,  the  proud  fcenewas  o'er, 
But  liv'd  in  Settle's  numbers  one  day  more.       90 
Jfow  mayors  and  (brieves  all  hulh'dand  fatiatelay, 
Yet  eat,  in  dreams,  the  cuftard  of  the  day ; 
While  penfive  poets  painful  vigils  keep, 
Sleeplcfs  chemlelvcs,  to  give  their  readers  fleep. 
Much  to  the  mindful  queen  the  feaft  recalls 
"What  city  fwansonce  lung  within  the  walls; 
Much  fhe  revolves  their  arts,  their  ancient  praife, 
And  fure  fuccefiion  down  from  Heywood's  days. 
Siiefaw,  with  joy,  the  line  immortal  run, 
Zach  fire  impreft  and  glaring  in  his  fon  :  100 

Ko  watcijful  Bruin  forms,  with  plaftic  care. 
Bach  growing  lump,  and  brings  it  to  a  bear. 
She  faw  old  Pryn  in  refllefi  Daniel  (hine, 
Mid  liuf Jen  ciis  out  Blackniore's  endlcls  line ; 


VARIATIONS. 

.    Ver.  85.  in  the  former  edit!ori«. 
Twa'i  on  the  day  when  Thorald  rich  and  grave.] 
I^r  George  Thorald,  Lord  Mayor  of  Loudon,  in 
the  year  ijao. 

REMARKS. 

Lord  Mayor's  day;  his  name  the  author  had  left 
in  blanks,  but  moil  certainly  ceuld  never  be  that 
which  the  editor  fuifted  in  formerly,  and  which  no 
way  agree  s  wi;  h  the  chronology  ofthepocm.BKNTL. 

The  procefiioii  of  a  Lord  Mayor  is  made  partly 
by  laud,  and  partly  by  water-^Cimon,the  famous 
.Athenian  general,  obtained  a  vicftory  by  fea,  and 
ano:her  by  land,  on  the  fame  day,  over  the  Pcr- 
£ans  and  £>trbaiians, 

Ver.  90.  But  liv'd,  in  Settle's  numbers,  one  day 
more.]  A  beautiful  manner  of  fpeaking,  ufual  with 
^oets  in  praife  of  poetry. 

Ibid.  But  liv'd,  in  Settle's  numbers,  one  day 
inore.]  Settle  was  poet  to  the  city  of  I>ondon.  His 
cfhce  was  to  campofe  yearly  panegyrics  upon  the 
Lord  Maynrs,  and  vetfes  to  be  fpoken  in  the  pa- 
$jcants  :  But  that  part  of  the  fhows  being  at  length 
frugally  aboiifhed,  the  employment  of  city  poet 
ccafed  ;  fo  chat  upon  Settle's  deniile,  there  was  no 
fcccelfor  to  that  place, 

■  Ver.  98.  John  Hey  wood,  whnfe  interludes  were 
printed  in  the  tirtie  of  Henry  Vill. 

Ver.  IC3  Old  Pryn  in  ttUlds  Daniel  J  The  fifft 
edition  had  it. 

She  faw  in  Norton  all  ms  father  (liine  : 

a  great  miftake  !  for  Diniel  de  Foe  had  pirts,  but 
Korton  de  Foe  was  a  wretched  writer,  and  never 
attempted  poetry.  Much  more  juftly  is  Daniel 
hiinfclf  made  fuccefTor  to  W.  Pryn,  both  of  whom 
•R'rote  verfes  as  well  as  politics;   as  appears  by  the 

Ebcm  de  Jure  Divino,  &c.  of  De  Foe,  and  by  fonie 
nc^  in  Cowley's  Mifcellailics  oii  the  other.  And 
both  thefe  author*  had  a  refemblance  in  their  fates 
as  well  as  their  writings,  having  been  alike  feii- 
tcnfed  to  the  }  illory. 

Vc'.  104.  And  Eufden  eke  out,  &c.]  Laurenc? 
Uufde.n,  poet  /duitate,    Mr.  J-eob  gives  a  caU' 


She  faw  flow  Philips  creep  like  Tate's  pot>p  page 
And  all  the  mighty  mad  in  Dennis'  rage. 

In  each  (lie  marks  her  image  full  expreft. 
But  chief  in  Bays's  monilcr-breeding  bread  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  108.  But  chief  in  Bays's,  &c.]  In  the  former 
edition,  thus. 

But  chief  in  Tibbald's  monfter-breeding  bread  ; 
Sees  gods  with  djcmons  in  ftrange  league  engage, 
And  earth,  and  heaven,  and  hell  her  battles  wage. 

She  ey'd  the  bard,  where  fnpperlefs  he  fate; 
And  pin'd,  unconfcious  of  his  rifing  fate; 
S'udlous  he  fate,  with  all  his  books  around, 
Sinking  from  thought  to  thought,  &c. 

Var.  Tibbald  ]  Author  of  a  pamphlet  intifi)Ie4 
Shakfpeare  reftored.  During  two  whole  years, 
while  Mr.  Pope  was  preparing  his  edition  of  Shak- 
fpeare, he  publifhed  advertifcments,  recjuefting  af- 
fiftance,  and  promifing  fati'-faAion  to  any  who 
could  contribute  to  its  greater  perfed'ion.  But  this 
rellorer,  who  was  at  that  time  foliciting  favours 
of  him  by  letters,  did  wholly  conceal  his  ricfign,  till, 
after  its  publication  (which  he  wasfmcenot  afham- 
ed  to  own,  in  a  Daily  Journal  of  Nov.  26  1728): 
Atid  then  an  outcry  was  made  in  the  prints,  that 
our  author  had  joined  with  the  boi-kfeller  to  raife 
an  extravagant  fubfcription  ;  in  which  he  had  no 
fhare,  of  which  he  had  no  knowledge,  and  againd. 
which  he  had  publicly  advertifed  his  own  propo- 
fals  for  Homer.  Probably  tijat  proccedmg  elevat-, 
ed  Tibbald  to  the  dignity  he  novv  holds  in  this 
poem,  which  he  fcems  to  dtferve  no  other  way 
better  than  his  brethren ;  unlefs  we  impute  it  t'» 
the  fhare  he  had  in  the  Journals,  cited  among  the 
Tcftimonies  of  Authors  prefixed  to  this  work. 

REMARKS. 

logue  of  fome  few  only  of  his  works,  whlrh  were 
very  numerous.  Mr.  Cook,  in  his  Buttle  of  Potts, 
faith  of  him, 

"  E'jfdeh,  a  laufell'd  bard,  by  fortune  rais'd, 
"   By  very  few  was  read,  by  fewer  prais'd." 

Mr.  Oldmixon,  in  his  Arts  of  Logic  and  Rhetoric, 
p  413,414  alJirmf,  "  I'liat  of  ail  the  Gulainitia's 
"  he  ever  met  with,  none  comes  up  to  fome  verfes 
"  of  this  poet,  which  have  as  much  of  the  ridi- 
"  culum  and  the  fudr.iu  irt  them  as  can  well  be 
"  jurnbled  together,  and  are  01  that  lort  of  non* 
••  lenfe,  which  fo  pcrfeftly  confounds  all  idea*, 
*'  that  there  is  no  diftiniit  one  left  in  the  mind." 
Further  he  fays  of  him,  "  That  he  hath  propde- 
"  fied  his  own  poetry  fhall  be  fweeter  than  Catiil- 
"  lus,  Ovid,  ftnd  TihuUu's;  but  vvc  have  littlr. 
"  hopes  of  tlie  accomplilhment  of  it  from  what 
"  he  hath  lately  publJlhed."  Upon  which  Mr, 
Oldmixon  has  not  fparcd  a  r-  flecii  m,  "  That  the 
"  putting  the  laurel  on  the  head  of  one  who  writ  fuch 
*'  verfes,  will  give  ruturity  a  vety  lively  idea  ol  the. 
"  judgment  and  jiiftice  oi  tliofe  who  bcftowcJ 
"  it."  Ibid.  p.  417.  But  the  w.;ll  known  learning  of 
that  noble  ptrfon,  whowas  then  Lori'ChAmbcrlain, 
might  ha.vc  fcrecfled  him   fj;pm  thi»  untHanu^rly 
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^ys,  form'Jby  Nature,  ftage,  and  town  to  blefs, 
And  adl,  and  be,  a  coxcomb  with  fuccfea.         no 


REMARKS. 

reflexion.  Nor  Ought  Mr.  OlJmlKort  to  com- 
plain, fo  long  after,  that  the"  laurel  would  have 
become  his  own  brows,  or  any  other's  :  It  were 
more  decent  to  acquiefcc  in  the  opinion  of  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham  upon  this  matter  : 

"  — In  rufli'd  Eufden,  and  cry'd,  Who  fliall  have 

Jt, 
"  But  t.thetrue  laureate, towhomtheking  gave  it, 
"  Apollo  begg'd  pardon,  and  granted  his  claim, 
"  But  vow'd  that  till  then  he  ne'er  heard  of  his 

name."  Se/pon  of  Poets. 

The  Time  plea  might  alfo  ferve  for  his  fucccffor, 
Mr  Cibber;  and  is  further  ftrengthened  in  the 
J^ollowing  epigram  made  on  that  occafion  : 

In  merry  old  England  it  once  was  a  rule, 

The  king  had  his  poet,  and  alfo  his  fool ; 

But  now  we're  fo  frugal,  I'd  have  you  to  know  it^ 

That  Cibber  can  ferve  both  for  fool  and  for  poet. 

Of  Blackmore,  fee  Book  ii.  Of  Philips,  Book  i. 
ver.  26a.  and  Book  iii.  prope  6n, 

Nahum  Tate  was  poet  laureate,  a  cold  writer, 
of  no  invention  ;  but  fometimes  tranflated  tole- 
rably when  befriended  by  Mr.  Dryden.  In  his 
fccond  part  of  Abfajom  and  Achitophel  are  above 
two  hundred  admirable  lines  together  of  that  great 
hand,  which  ftrongly  fhine  through  the  infipidity 
of  the  reft.  Something  parallel  may  be  obferved 
of  another  author  here  mentioned. 

Ver.  106.  And  all  the  mighty  mad  in  Dennis' 
rage.]  Mr.  Theobald,  in  the  Cenfor,  vol.  ii.  N. 
33.  calls  Mi*. Dennis  by  the  name  of  Furius.  "  The 
"  modern  Furius  is  to  be  looked  upon  more  as  an 
"  obje(S  of  pity,  than  of  that  which  he  daily  pra- 
*'  vokes,  laughter  and  contempt.  Did  we  really 
"  know  how  much  this  poor  man"  [I  wifn  that 
refledlion  on  poverty  had  been  fpared]  "  fuffers 
"  by  being  contradidled,  or,  which  is  the  fame 
"  thing  in  efTedl,  by  hearing  another  praifed;  we 
"  fhould,  in  conipaffion,  fometimes  attend  to  him 
"  with  a  filent  nod,  and  let  him  go  away  with 
"  the  triumphs  of  his  ill-nature. — Poor  Furius 
"  (again)  when  any  of  his  contemporaries  are 
"  well  fpo'  en  of,  quitting  the  ground  of  the  prc- 
"  fcn't  difpute,  fteps  back  a  thoufand  years  to  iall 
"  in  the  fuccoUr  of  the  anciefits.  His  very  pane- 
"  gyric  is  fjprteful,  and  he  ufes  it  for  the  fame 
"  reafon  as  feme  ladies  do  their  commendations  of 
•*  a  dead  beauty,  who  would  never  have  had  their 
**  good  word,  but  that  a  living  one  happened  to  be 
*'  in  their  company.  His  applaufe  is  not  the  tri- 
"  buteof  his  heart, butthefacrifice  of  his  revenge,'' 
&c.  Indeed  his  pieces  againft  our  poet  are  fome- 
what  ofanaagry  charadler,  and  as  they  are  now 
fcarce  extant,  a  tafte  of  his  ftyle  may  be  fatisfac- 
tory  to  the  curioUs.  "  A  young,  fquab,  fhort  gen- 
*'  tieman,  whofe  outward  form,  though  it  ftiould 
"  be  chat  of  downright  monkey,  would  not  aiffer 
"  fo  .  much  from  human  ihape  as  his  unthinking 


Dulnefs  with  tranfpoft  eyes  the  lively  Duntre, 
Remembering  (he  herfelf  was  Pcrtnefs  once. 
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"  immaterial  part  does  from  human  underftand- 
"  ing. — He  is  as  ftupid  and  as  venomous  as  a 
"  hunch-backed  toad.  A  book,  through  which 
"  folly  and  ignorance,  thofe  brethren  fo  lame  and 
"  impotent,  do  ridiculoufly  look  big  and  very 
"  dull,  and  ftrut  and  hobble,  cheek  by  jowl,  with. 
"  their  arms  on  kimbo,  being  led  and  fupported, 
"  and  bully-backed  by  that  blind  Hedtor,  Inipu- 
"  dence."  Refle6l.  on  the  Effay  On  Criticifm,  p. 
26.29,  30. 

It  would  be  unjuft  not  to  add  his  reafons  for  this 
fury,  they  are  fo  ftrong  and  coercive.  "  I  regard^ 
"  him  (faith  he)  as  an  enemy,  not  fo  much  t# 
"  me,  as  to  my  king,  to  my  country,  to  my  re- 
"  ligioD,  and  to  that  liberty  which  has  been  the 
"  fole  felicity  of  my  life.  A  vagary  of  fortune, 
"  who  is  fometimes  pleafed  to  be  frolicfome,  and 
"  the  epidemic  madnefs  of  the  times,  have  given- 
"  him  reputation,  and  reputation  (as  Hobbes  fays) 
"  is  power,  and  that  has  made  him  dangerous. 
"  Therefore  I  look  on  it  as  my  duty  to  King 
"  George,  whofe  faithful  fubje(ft  I  am ;  to  my 
"  country,  of  which  I  have  appeared  a  conftant 
"  lover;  to  the  laws,  under  whofe  proteiftioil  I 
"  have  fo  long  lived ;  and  to  the  liberty  of  my 
"  country,  more  dear  to  me  than  life,  of  which  £ 
"  have  now  for  forty  years  been  a  conftant  af- 
"  fertor,  &c.  I  look  upon  it  as  my  duty,  I  fay, 
"  to  do — you  (hall  fee  what — to  pull  the  lion's 
"  Ikin  from  this  little  afs,  which  popular  error  has 
"  thrown  round  him;  and  to  fhow  that  this  au- 
"  thor,  who  has  beea  lately  fo  much  in  vogue, 
"  has  neither  fcnfe  in  his  thoughts,  nor  Englilh  in 
•'  his  exprcfllons."  Dennis'  Rem.  on  Horn.  Pref- 
p.  2.  91,  &c. 

Befides  thefe  public  fpirited  reafons,  Mr.  D.  had 
a  private  one  ;  which,  by  his  manner  of  exprefling 
it  in  p.  92,  aj)pears  to  have  been  equally  flrong. 
He  was  even  in  bodily  fear  of  his  life  from  the 
machinations  of  the  faid  Mr.  P.  "  The  flory 
"  (fays  he)  is  too  long  to  be  told,  but  who  would 
"  be  acquainted  with  it,  may  hear  it  from  Mr. 
"  Curll,  my  bookfeller. — However,  what  my  rea- 
"  fon  has  fuggefled  to  me,  that  I  have,  with  a 
"  juft  confidence  faid,  in  defiance  of  his  two  clan- 
"  deftine  weapons,  his  flander  and  his  poifon." 
Which  laft  words  of  his  book  plainly  difcovcr  Mr. 
D.'s  fufpicion  was  that  of  being  poifoned,  in  like 
manner  as  Mr.  Curll  had  been  before  him  :  of 
which  faiSt,  fee  a  full  and  true  account  of  the  hor- 
rid and  barbarous  revenge,  by  poifon,  on  the  body 
of  Edmund  Cu'll,  printed  in  1716..  the  year  an- 
tecedent to  that  wherein  thefe  Remarks  of  Mr. 
Dennis  were  publifhed.  But  what  puts  it  btyond 
all  queftion,  is  a  paffage  in  a  very  warm  treatife, 
in  which  Mr.  D.  was  alfo  concerned,  price  two- 
pence, called  a  Truv  charafter  of  Mr.  Pope  and 
his  Writings,  printed  for  S  Popping,  1716  ;  in  the; 
tenth  page  whereof  he  is  faid  "  to  have  infulteA 
"  people  in  thofe  calatBities  and  difeafes  which  he 
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Now  (Jhame  to  Fortune  !)  an  ill  run  at  play 
Bbnk'd  his  bold  vifage,  and  a  thin  third  day : 


REMARKS. 

•'  himfclf  gave  them,  by  adminlftering  poifon  to 
*'  them  :"  and  is  called  (p.  4.)  a  lurking  way- 
"  laying  coward,  and  a  ftabber  in  the  dark." 
Which  (with  many  other  things  moft  lively  fet 
^orth  in  that  piece)  muft  have  rendered  him  a  ter- 
ror, not  to  Mr.  Dennis  only,  but  to  all  Chriftian 
people.  This  charitable  warning  only  provoked 
our  incorrigible  poet  to  write  the  foUowmg  epi- 
gram : 

Should  Dennis  publilh  you  had  ftabb'd  your  bro- 
ther, [ther  : 
OLampoon'd  your  monarch,  or  debauch'd  your  mo- 
Say,  what  revenge  on  Dennis  can  be  had  i 
Too  dull  for  laughter,  for  reply  too  mad  : 
On  one  fo  poor  you  cannot  take  the  law  ; 
On  one  fo  old  your  fword  you  fcorn  to  draw  : 
XJncag'd  then  let  the  harmlefs  monfter  rage, 
Secure  in  dulnefs,  madnels,  want,  and  age. 

For  the  reft ;  Mr.  John  Dennis  was  the  fon  of  a 
faddler  in  London,  born  in  1657.  He  paid  court 
to  Mr.  Drydcn ;  and  having  obtained  fome  cor- 
refpondence  with  Mr.  Wycheriey  and  Mr  Con- 
grcve,  he  immediately  obliged  tlic  public  with  their 
letters.  He  made  himfelf  known  to  the  Govern- 
ment by  many  admirable  fchcmes  and  proje(fts; 
which  the  Miniftry,  for  reafons  befl  known  to 
themfelves,  conftantly  kept  private.  For  his  cha- 
ta<Ser,  as  a  writer,  it  is  given  us  as  follows  :  "  Mr. 
"  Dennis  is  excellent  at  Pindaric  writings,  per- 
"  fc(5kly  regular  in  all  his  performances,  and  a  per- 
•'  fon  of  found  learning.  That  he  is  mafter  of  a 
•'  great  deal  of  penetfation  and  judgment,  his  cri- 
"  ticifms  (particularly  on  Prince  Arthur)  do  fuf- 
*'  ficiently  demonftrate,"  From  the  fame  account 
it  alfo  appears  that  he  writ  plays  "  more  to  get 
reputation  than  money."  Dennis  of  himfelf.  Sec 
Giles  Jacob's  Lives  of  Dramatic  Poets,  p.  68,  6y, 
compared  with  p.  z86. 

Ver.  109.  Bays,  form'd  by»Nature,  &c.]  It  is 
hoped  the  poet  here  hath  done  full  juftice  to  his 
hero's  charadler,  which  it  were  a  great  miftake  to 
imagine  was  wholly  funk  in  ftupidity  :  he  is  al- 
lowed to  have  fupported  it  with  a  wonderful 
mixture  of  vivacity.  This  charaifter  is  heightened 
according  to  his  own  defire,  in  a  letter  he  wrote 
to  our  author.  "  Pert  and  dull  at  ieaft  )  ou  might 
"  have  allowed  me.  What !  am  I  only  to  be  dull, 
"  and  dull  flill,  and  again,  and  for  ever  ?"  He 
then  folemnly  appealed  to  his  own  confcience,  that 
*•  he  could  not  think  himfelf  fo,  nor  believe  that 
"  our  poet  did ;  but  that  he  fpake  worfe  of  him 
"  than  he  could  poflibly  think ;  and  concluded  it 
"  muft  be  merely  to  Ihow  his  wit,  or  for  fome 
"  profit  or  lucre  to  himfelf"  Life  of  C-  C.  chap. 
I'  vii.  and  letter  to  Mr.  P.  pa'^e  15,  40,  jj.  and 
to  fliow  his  claim  to  what  the  poet  was  lo  unwil- 
ling to  allow  him,  of  being  pert  as  well  u^  uuil, 
he  declares  he  will  have  the  laft  word  i  which  oc- 
ca&oxicd  tb«  ioUowing  cpigrsun  ; 


Swearing  fcd  fupperlcfs the  hero  fate, 
Blafphem'd  his  gods,  the  dice,  and  damn'd  his  fafeJ 
Then  gnaw'd  his  pen,  then  dafh'd  it  to  the  ground^; 
Sinking  from  thought  to  thought,  a  vaft  profound  I 
Plung'd  for  his  fenfe,  but  found  no  bottom  there. 
Yet  wrote  and  flounder'd  on  in  mcredefpair.  I  ad 
Round  him  much  embryo,  much  Abortion  lay, 
Much  future  Ode,  and  abdicated  Play  ; 
Nonfenfe  precipitate,  like  running  lead, 
'  That  flip'd  through  crags  and  zig-zags  of  the 

dead  : 
All  that  on  Folly  Frenzy  could  beget. 
Fruits  of  dull  heat,  and  footerkins  of  wit. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  121.  Round  him  much  embryo,  &c  ]  In  the 
former  editions,  thui. 

He  roU'd  his  eyes  that  witnefs'd  huge  difmay, 
Where  yet  unpawn'd  much  learned  lumber  lay  f 
Volumes,  whofe  fi2e  the  fpace  exactly  fJH'd, 
Or  which  fond  authors  were  fo  good  to  gild. 
Or  where,  by  fculpture  made  forever  known, 
The  page  admires  new  beauties  not  its  owa. 
Here  fwells  the  Ihelf,  &c. 

REl^ARKS. 

Quoth  Gibber  to  Pope,  "  Though  in  vcrfe  yorf: 
foreclofe,  [profe." 

"  rU  have  the  1  aft  word ;  for,  by  G — ,  I'll  write 
Poor  Cclly,  thy  reafoning  is  none  of  the  ftrongeft. 
For  know,  the  laft  word  is  the  word  that  lafb 
lorrgeft. 

Ver.  I  rj .  fupperlefs  the  hef o  fate.]  It  is  amaz- 
ing how  the  fenfe  of  this  hath  been  miftaken  by- 
all  the  former  commentators,  who  moft  idly  fup- 
pofe  it  to  imply  that  the  hero  of  the  poem  wanted 
a  fupper.  In  truth  a  great  abfitirdity  !  Not  that 
we  are  ignorant  that  the  hero  of  Homer's  Odyf- 
fey  is  frequently  in  that  circumftance,  and  there- 
fore it  can  no  way  derogate  from  the  grandeur  of 
epic  poem  to  reprefent  fuch  hero  under  a  calamity, 
to  which  the  greateft,not  only  of  critics  and  poets, 
but  of  kings  and  warriors,  have  been  fubjedl.  But 
much  more  refined,  I  will  venture  to  fay,  is  the 
meaning  of  our  author  :  It  was  to  give  u*  oblique- 
ly a  curious  precept,  or  what  Boffu  callsa  difguifed 
fentence,  that  "  Temperance  is  the  life  of  Study." 
The  language  of  pbefy  brings  all  hito  adion ;  and 
to  reprefent  a  critic  encompafTed  with  books  bub 
without  a  fupper,  is  a  picflure  which  lively  expref-- 
feth  how  much  the  true  critic  prefers  the  diet  of 
the  mind-  to  that  of  the  body,  one  of  which  he  al- 
ways caftigates,  and  often  totally  neglecfts,  for  the 
greater  improvement  of  the  other.  Scribl. 

But  Cncc  the  difcovery  of  the  true  hero  of  the 
poem,  may  we  not  add,  that  nothing  was  fo  natu- 
ral, after  fo  great  a  lofs  of  money  at  dice,  or  of  re- 
putation by  his  play,  as  that  the  poet  ftioUld  have 
no  great  ftomach  to  eat  a  fupper  .'  Befides,  how 
well  has  the  poet  confultcd  his  heroic  character,  ia 
adding  that  he  fwore  all  the  time.'  Bentl. 

Ver.  131.  poor  Fletcher's  half-eat  fcenes.]  A 
great  cumber  of  them  uken  out  to  patth  up  hiv 
playj. 


THE    DUNCIAD. 
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Ne^wt  o'er  his  books  his  eyes  began  to  roll, 
h\  pleafing  memory  of  all  he  ftole, 
How  here  he  fip'd,  how  there  he  plunder'd  fnug. 
And  fuck'd  all  o'er,  like  an  induftrious  bug.     130 
Here  lay  poof  Fletcher's  half-eat  fceucs,  and  here 
The  frippery  of  criicity'd  Moliere  : 
There  haplefs  Shakfpeare,  yet  of  Tibbald  fore, 
Wifh'd  he  had  blotted  for  himfelf  before. 
Ihe  reft  on  cutfide  merit  but  prefume, 
Or  ferve  (like  other  fools)  to  fill  a  room  ; 
Sdch  with  their  Ihelves  as  due  proportion  hold. 
Or  their  fond  parents  dreft  in  red  and  gold ; 
Or  where  the  pidlures  for  the  page  atone, 
And  Quarles  is  fav'd  for  beauties  not  his  own.  140 
Here  fwells  the  fhclf  with  Ogilby  the  great ; 
There,  ftamp'd  with  arms,  Newcallle  ftiines  com- 
plete : 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  I3e.  The  frippery]  "  When  I  fitted  up  an 
"  old  play,  it  was  as  good  a  houfewife  will  mend 
"  old  linen,  when  (he  has  net  better  employment." 
Life,  p.  ai7,  ocStavo. 

Ver.  133.  haplefs  Shakfpeare,  &c.]  It  is  not 
to  be  doubted  but  Bays  was  a  fubfcriber  to  Tib- 
bald's  Shakfpeare.  He  was  frequently  liberal  in 
this  way  ;  and  as  he  tells  us,  "  fubfcribed  to  Mr. 
"  Pope's  Homer,  out  of  pure  generollty  and  civi- 
"  lity;  but  when  Mr.  Pope  didfo  to  his  Nonju- 
"  ror,he  concluded  it  could  be  nothing  but  a  joke." 
Letter  to  Mr.  P.  p.  24. 

This  Tibbald,  or  Theobald,  publiflied  an  edition 
cf  Shakfpeare,  of  which  he  was  fo  proud  himfelf 
as  to  fay,  in  one  of  Mift's  Journals,  June  ?, 
*'  That  to  expofe  any  errors  in  it  was  impravStica- 
**  ble."  And  in  another,  April  27,  "  Thatwhat- 
•'  ever  care  might  for  the  future  be  taken  by  any 
•'  other  editor,  he  would  ftill  give  abov«vfive  hun- 
"  dred  emendations,  that  fnall  efcape  them  all." 

Ver.  134.  Wilh'd  he  had  blotted]  It  was  a  ridi- 
culous praife  which  the  players  gave  to  Shakfpeare, 
*'  that  he  never  blotted  a  line."  Ben  Jonfon  ho- 
reftly  wifhed  he  had  blotted  a  thoufand ;  and 
Shakfpeare  would  certainly  have  wifhed  the  fame, 
if  he  had  lived  to  fee  thofe  alterations  in  his  works, 
which,  not  the  aiStors  only  (and  efpecially  the  da- 
ring hero  of  this  poem)  have  made  on  the  ftage, 
but  the  prefumptuous  critics  of  our  days  iiTtheir 
editions. 

Ver.  135.  The  reflon  outfide  merit,  &c.]  This 
library  is  divided  into  three  parts :  The  firlt  con- 
lifts  of  thofe  authors  from  whom  he  ftole,  and 
whofe  works  he  mangled ;  the  fecond  of  fuch  a? 
fitted  the  fhelves,  or  were  gilded  for  (how,  or 
adorned  with  pidtures:  the  third  clafs  our  author 
calls  folid  learning,  old  bodies  of  divinity,  old 
commentaries,  old  Englilh  printers,  or  old  Englifh 
tfanflations  :  all  very  voluminous,  and  fit  to  ere<Sl 
altars  to  Dulnefs. 

Ver.  141.  Ogilby  the  great.]  "  John  Ogilby  was 
*'  one,  who,  from  a  late  initiation  into  literature, 
"  made  fuch  a  progrefs  as  might  well.ftyle  him  the 
"  prodigy  of  his  time,  fendmg  into  the  world  fo 
•'  many  iargc  volumes ;  His  tranflations  of  Homer 

Vol.  Vlli. 


Here  all  his  fufTering  brotherhood  retire, 

And  'fcapc  the  martyrdom  of  jakes  and  fire  : 

A  Gothic  library  '.  of  Greece  and  Rome 

Well  purg'd,  and  worthy  Settle,  Banks, and  Broome* 

But  high  above,  more  folid  learning  (hone. 
The  clafTics  of  an  age  that  heard  if  none; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  X45   in  the  firft  edit  it  was 
A  Gothic  Vatican  !  of  Greece  and  Rome 
Well  purg'd,  and  worthy  W — y,  W — s,  and  HI — , 

And  in  the  following  altered  to  Withers,  Quarles, 
and  Blome,  on  which  was  the  following  note. 

It  was  printed  in  the  furreptitjous  editions, 
W — ly,  W — s,  who  were  perfons  eminent  for  good 
life  ;  the  one  writ  the  Life  of  Chrift  in  verfe,  the 
other  fome  valuable  pieces  in  the  lyric  kmd,  on 
pious  fub}e(Ss.  The  line  is  here  reftored  according 
to  its  orriginal. 

"  George  Withers  was  a  great  pretender  to  poe- 
"  tical  zeal  againft  the  vices  of  the  times,  and 
"  abufed  the  grcatell  perfonages  in  power,  which 
"  brought  ti'ptjn  him  frequent  corredlion.  The 
"  Marlhalfea  and  Mewgate  were  no  ftrangers  to 
"  him."  WiNSTANLY. — Quarles  was  as  dull  a 
writer,  but  an  honcll  dall  man.  Blonie's  books 
are  remarkable  for  their  cuts. 

REMARKS. 

"  and  Virgil  done  to  the  life,  and  with  fuch  excel- 
"  lent  fculptures :  And  (what  added  great  grace 
''  to  his  works)  he  printed  them  all  on  fpecial  good 
"  paper,  and  in  a  very  good  letter." 

WlNSTANLY,  Z/wj  o/"Parf.f. 

Ver.  i4'i-  There,  ftamp'd  with  arms,  Newcaflle 
(bines  complete.]  "  The  Duche!s  of  Newcaftle 
"  was  one  who  buficd  herfelf  in  the  ravifhing  de- 
"  lights  of  poetry  ;  leaving  to  pofterity,  in  print, 
"  three  ample  volumes  of  her  ftudious  endea- 
"  vours."  WiNSTANLT.  ibid. — Langbaine  reckons 
up  eight  folios  of  her  Grace's  ;  which  were  ufually 
adorned  with  gilded  covers,  and  had  her  coat  of 
arms  upon  them. 

Ver.  146.  WorthyCBettle,  Banks,  and  Broome.} 
The  poet  has  mentioned  thefe  three  authors  in  par- 
ticular, as  they  are  parallel  to  our  hero  in  his  three 
capacities;  I.  Settle  was  his  brother  laureat ;  only, 
indeed,  upon  half  pay,  for  the  city  inftead  of  the 
court  ;  but  equally  famous  tor  unintelbgible  flights 
in  his  poems  on  public  occafions,  fuch  as  fhowsj, 
birth-days,  &c.  i.  Banks  wa.>  his  rival  in  tragedy 
(though  more  fuccefsful)  in  one  of  his  tragedies, 
the  Earl  of  Eflex,  which  is  yet  alive  :  Anna  Bo- 
leyn,  the  Queen  of  Scots,  and  Cyrus  the  Great,  are 
dead  and  gone.  Thtfe  he  dreft  in  a  fort  of  beg- 
gar's velvet,  or  a  happy  mixture  nf  the  thick  fuftiai^ 
and  thin  profaic  ;  exactly  imitated  in  Perolla  and 
Ifidora,  Csefar  in  Egypt,  and  the  Heroic  Daughter. 
3.  Broome  wa's  a  I'trving-man  of  Ben.  Joiinion, 
who  once  picked  up  a  comedy  from  his  betters, 
or  from  fome  caft  fctnes  of  his  mafter,  not  Entirely 
contemptible. 

Ver.  I47.  Mor^  folid  learning]  Some  ha*e  ob- 
iefled,  th?,t  books  of  this  fort,  iuk  not  fo  well  the 
N 
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There  Caxton  fleptjwith-  Wynkyn  at  his  Cdc,  149 

One  clafp'd  in  wood,  and  one  in  ftrong;  cow-hide  ; 

There,  fav'd  by  fpice,  like  mummies,  many  a  year, 

Dry  bodies  of  divinity  appear  : 

Dc  Lyra  fhere  a  dreadful  front  extends, 

And  here  the  groaning  (helves  Philemon  bends. 

Of  thefe  twelve  volumes,  twelve  of  amplefl  fize, 
Redecm'd  from  tapers  and  defrauded  pies, 
Infpir'd  he  feizes  :  Thefe  an  altar  raife  : 
An  hecatomb  of  pure  unfully'd  lays 
That  altar  crowns  :   A  folio  common-place.      I59 
Founds  the  whole  pile,  of  all  his  works  the  bafe  : 
Quartos,  acSlavos,  (hape  the  leffening  pyre  ; 
A  twifled  birth-day  ode  completes  the  fpire. 
Then  he  :   Great  Tamer  of  all  human  art ! 
Firft  in  my  caje,  and  ever  at  my  heart ; 
Duluefs!  whofe  good  old  caufe  I  yet  defend. 
With  whom  my  mufe  began,  with  whom  {hallend, 
IJ'er  fince  Sir  Fopling's  periwig  was  praife, 
To  the  laft  honours  of  the  Butt  and  Bays  : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  15a.  Old  bodies  of  philofophy  appear. 

Ver.  l6z.  A  twilled,  &c  ]   In  the  former  edit. 
And  laft,  a  little  Ajax  tips  the  fpire. 

Var.  A  little  Ajax.]    In  izrno,  tranflated  from 
Sophocles,  by  Tibbald. 

Ver.  167,  168.  Not  in  the  firft  editions. 

REMARKS. 

library  of  our  Bays,  which  they  imagined  conCued 
of  novels,  plays,  and  obfccne  books  ;  but  they  are 
to  confider,  that  he  furnilhcd  his  flielves  only  for 
ornament,  and  read  thefe  books  no  more  than  the 
dry  bodies  of  divinity,  which,  no  doubt,  v.'ere  pur- 
chafed  by  his  father  v/hen  he  defigned  him  for  the 
gown.  See  the  note  on  ver.  aso. 

Ver.  149.  Caxton.]  A  printer  in  the  time  of 
Edw.  IV.  Rich.  III.  and  Hen.  VII. ;  Wynkyn  de 
Word,  his  fucceflbr,  in  that  of  Hen.VlI.  and  VIII. 
The  former  tranflated  intoprofe  Virgil' s^JEntis,  as 
;i  hiftoty  ;  of  which  he  fpeaks,  in  his  proeme,  in  a 
very  fingular  manner,  as  of  a  book  hardly  known. 
I'ibbald  quotes  a  rare  pailag^rom  him  in  Mift's 
journal  of  March  16.  1728,  concerning  a  ftraunge 
and  marvaylloufe  beafte,  called  Sagittayre,  whictr 
he  would  have  Shahfpeare  to  mean  rather  than 
Teucer,  the  archer  celebrated  by  Homer. 

Ver.  153.  Nicb.  de  Lyra,  or  Harpsfield,  a  very 
voluminous  commentator;  whofe  work*,  in  five 
vaft  folios,  were  printed  in  147a. 

Ver.  154.  Philemon  Holland,  dofior  in  phyfic] 
"  He  tranflated  fo  many  books,  that  a  man  would 
"  think  he  had  done  nothing  elfc  ;  infumuch  that 
"  he  might  be  called  tranflator-gciieral  of  his  age. 
"  The  bookn  alone  of  his  turning  into  Englift),  are 
"  fufficient  to  make  a  country  gentleman  a  com- 
'*  pUte  library."  Winstanlv. 

Ver.  167.  E'er  finfe  Sir Fopling'f^pcriwig.]  The 
firft  vifiblc  caufe  of  the  pafiion  of  the  town  for  aur 
hero,  was  a  fair  flaxen  fuli-botromed  periwig, 
which  he  telh  us  he  wore  in  his  firft  play  of  the 
Fool  in  Fafliion.  It  atiradtcd,in  a  particular  man- 
ner, the  friendftiip  of  Ccl.  Brett,  who  wanted  to 


O  thou  1  of  bufinefs  the  diretSing  foul '. 

To  this  our  head  Uke  bias  to  the  bowl,  I  }o 

Which,  as  more  ponderous,  made  its  aim  more 

true, 
Obliquely  waddling  to  the  mark  in  view  s 
O  !  ever  gj"Rcious  to  perplex'd  mankind. 
Still  fpread  a  healing  mift;  before  the  mind; 
And  left  we  err  by  wit's  wild  dancing  light. 
Secure  us  kindly  in  our  native  night. 
Ur  if  to  wit  a  coxcomb  make  pretence. 
Guard  the  lure  barrier  between  that  and  fenfc  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  170.  To  human  heads,  &c.  ^ 

Ver.  171.  Makes  their  aim. 
Ver    177.  Or  if  to  wit,&c.]  In  the  former  edit. 
Ah  !  ftill  o'er  Britain  ftretch  that  peaceful  wand. 
Which  lulls  th'  Helvetian  and  Batavian  land ; 
Where  rebel  to  th'y  throne  if  Science  rife. 
She  does  but  fhow  her  coward  face,  and  dies  : 
There  thy  good  fcholiafts  with  unwearied  pains 
Make  Horace  flat,  and  humble  Maro's  ftrains^: 
Here  ftudious  I  unlucky  moderns  fave, 
Nor  fleeps  one  error  in  its  father's  grave, 
Olfi  puns  reilore,  loft  blunders  nicely  feck, 
And  crucify  poor  bhakfpeare  once  a  week. 
For  thee  I  dim  thefe  eyes,  and  fluff  this  head. 
With  all  fuch  leadmg  as  was  never  read ; 
For  thee  fupplylng,  in  the  worft  of  days. 
Notes  to  dull  bookstand  prologues  to  dull  plays j 
For  thte  explain  a  thisg  till  all  men  doubt  it. 
And  write  about  it,  gcddefs,  and  about  it, 
So  fpins  the  {Ilk-worm  fmall  its  flender  ftore, 

And  labours,  till  it  clouds  itfclf  all  o'er. 

Not  that  my  quill  to  critics  was  confin'd. 

My  verfe  gave  ampler  leflbr.s  to  mankind  ; 

So  graveft  precepts  may  fuccelsful  prove. 

Bat  fad  examples  never  fail  to  move. 

As  forc'd  from  wind-guns,  &c. 

Var.  Novsr  fleeps  one  error — Old  puns  reftorc 
loft  blunders,  &c.]  As  where  he  (Tibbald)  labour- 
ed to  prove  Shakfpeare  guilty  of  terrible  anachro- 
nifms,  or  low  conundrums,  which  time  had  cover- 
ed ;  and  converfant  in  fuch  authors  as  Caxton  and 
Wynkyn,  rather  than  in  Homer  or  Chaucer.  Nay, 
fo  far  had  he  loft  his  reverence  to  this  incompara- 
ble author,  as  to  lay  in  print,  he  defcrved  to  be 
whipt.  An  infolence  which  nothing  fure  can  pa- 
rallel I  but  that  of  Dennis,  who  can  be  proved  to 
have  declared  before  company,  that  Shakfpeare 
was  a  rafcal.     0  tempora  !  0  mores  ! 

Var.  And  crucify  poor  Shakfpeare  one  a  week.^ 
For  fome  time,  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  he  print- 
ed in  Mift's  Journal,  a  fingle  remark,  or  poor  con- 
jedure,  on  fome  word  or  pointing  of  Sh.ikfpearc, 
either  in  his  own  name,  or  in  letters  to  himfelf,  as 
from  others,  without  name.  Upon  thefe,  fomebo- 
dy  made  this  epigram  : 

"  'Tis  generous,  Tibbald  !  in  thee  and  ^hy  bro- 

"  thers, 
"  To  help  us  thus  to  read  the  works  of  others  : 
"  Never  for  this  can  juft  returns  be  fhown  ; 
"  for  who  will  help  us  e'er  to  read  thy  own  .'" 


THE    DUN  CI  AD. 


tn 


Or  quite  unravel  all  the  reai'nlng  thread, 

And  hang  fome  curious  cobweb  in  its  ftead  I    l8o 

As  forc'd  from  winJ-giins,  lead  itfelf  can  fly, 

And  ponderous  flugs  cut  fwiftly  through  the  flcy  ; 

As  clocks  to  Weight  their  nimble  motion  owe, 

The  wheels  above  urg'd  by  the  load  below  : 

Me  Emptinefs  and  Dulncls  could  infpire, 

And  were  my  eiafticiry  and  fire. 

Some  daemon  dole  my  pen  (forgive  th'  offence) 

And  once  betray 'd  me  into  common  fenfe  : 

Elfe  all  my  prcfe  and  -^erfc  were  much  the  fame  ; 

This,  profe  on  fiilts;  that,  poetry  fall'n  lame.  190 

Did  on  the  ftage  my  fops  appear  confin'd  I 

My  life  gave  ampler  lefibns  to  mankind. 

l)id  the  dead  letter  unfuccefsful  prove  ? 

The  briik  example  never  fail'd  to  move. 

Yet  fare  had  Heaven  decreed  to  fave  the  ftate, 

Heaven  had  decreed  thefe  works  a  longer  date. 


VARIATIONS. 

Var.  Notes  to  dull  books,  and  prologues  to  dull 
plays.]  As  to  Cook's  Hsfiod,  where  fometimes  a 
note,  and  fometimes  even  half  a  note,  are  careful- 
ly owned  by  him  :  And  to  Moore's  comedy  of  the 
Rival  Mudes,  and  othrr  authors  of  the  fame  rank  : 
Thefe  were  people  who  writ  about  the  year  1726^ 

V^er.  195.  Yet  fure,  had  Heaven,  &c.]    in  the 
former  edit. 
Had  Heaven  decreed  fuch  works  a  longer  date. 
Heaven  had  decreed  to  fpare  theGrub-Ureet  flate. 
But  fee  great  Settle  to  the  duft  defcend. 
And  all  thy  caufe  and  empire  at  an  end  ! 
Could  Troy  be  fav'd,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

purch?.fe  it.  "  Whatever  contempt  (fays  he)  philo- 
"  fophers  may  have  for  a  fine  perivi'ig,  my  friend, 
"  who  was  not  to  defpife  the  world,  but  live  in  it, 
♦'  knew  very  well  that  fo  material  an  article  of 
"  drefs  upon  the  head  of  a  man  of  fenfe,  if  it  be- 
"  came  him,  could  never  fail  of  drawing  to  him  a 
"  more  partial  regard  and  benevolence,  than  conld 
*'  poffibly  be  hoped  for  in  an  ill-madc^one.  This, 
••  perhaps,  may  foften  the  grave  cenfiire,  which  fo 
"  youthful  a  purchafe  might  otherwife  have  laid 
"  upon  him.  In  a  worJ,  he  made  his  attack  upon 
"  this  periwig,  as  your  young  fellows  generally  do 
"  upon  a  lady  of  pleafiire  ;  tirft  by  a  few  familiar 
"  praifes  of  her  perfon,  and  then  a.civil  inquiry  in- 
"  to  the  price  of  it  ;  and  we  fiftifhed  oijr  bar-'ain 
•'  that  night  over  a  bottle."  This  remarkable  pe- 
riwig ufually  made  its  entrance  upon  the  flage  in 
a  fedan,  brought  in  by  two  chairmen,  with  ^nfi- 
jiite  approbation  of  the  aiidieiice. 

Ver,  178,  179.  Guard  the  fure  barrier — Or 
quite  unravel,  &c.]  For  Wit  or  Reafoning  are  ne- 
ver greatly  hurtful  to  Dulnefs,  but  when  the  firft 
\%  founded  in  truth,  and  the  other  in  ufefulnefs. 

Ver.  i8l.  As  forc'd  iibm  wind-guns,  &c.]  The 
thought  of  thefe  four  verfes  is  founded  in  a  poem 
of  our  author's,  of  3  very  early  date  (namely  wri^ 
ten  at  fourteen  years  old,  and  foon  after  printed^ 
to  the  author  of  a  poem  called  S«ct<;ffiv). 


Could  Troy  be  fav'd  by  any  fingle  hand, 

This  gray-goofe  weapon  mufi  have  made  her  {land. 

WJiat  can  1  now  ?  my  Hetcher  caft  afide. 

Take  up  the  Bible,  once  my  better  guide  ?       ac© 

Or  tread  the  path  by  venturous  heroes  trod. 

This  box  my  rhunder,  this  right  hand  my  God  ? 

(Jr  chair'd  at  White's  amidft  the  docSlors  fit, 

Teach  oaths  to  gamefters,  and  to  nobles  wit  ? 

Or  hidft  thou  rather  party  to  embrace  ? 

(A  friend  to  party  thou,  and  all  her  race; 

'  ris  tiie  fame  rope  at  different  ends  they  twifl ; 

To  Dulnefs  Ridpath  is  as  dear  as  Milt. 

Shall  1,  like  Curtius,  defperate  in  niy  zeal,        %c<) 

O'er  head  and  ears  plunge  for  the  commonweal  ? 


V.ARI.iTlONS. 

Infte.nd  of  ver.  ^oo — 246.  in  ihe  former  edits. 
Take  up  th'  attorney's  (once  my  better)  guide  i 
Or  rob  the  Roman  geefe  of  all  their  glories. 
And  fay.e  the  flats  by  cackUng  to  the  Tories. 
Yes,  to"  my  country  I  my  pen  confign, 
Yes,  from  this  moment,  mighty  Mill  !  am  thine. 
And  rival,  Curtius  !  of  thy  lame  and  zeal. 
O'er  head  and  ears  plunge  for  tlic  public  weal. 
Adieu,  my  children  1  better  thus  expire 
Unftall'd,  unfold ;  thus  glorious  mount  in  fire, 
Fair  without  fpot ;  than  greas'd  by  grocers  hands. 
Or  fliip'd  with  Ward  to  Apc-aud-monkey  lands. 
Or  wafting  ginger,  round  the  flreets  to  run. 
And  vifit  ale-houfe,  where  ye  firft  begun. 
With  that  he  lifted  thrice  the  fparlding  brand, 
And  thrice  he  dropp'd  it,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  19S. — gray  goole  weapon.}  Alluding  to 
the  old  Jingliih  weapon,  the  arrow  of  the  ion^ 
bow,  which  was  flctched  with  the  feathers  of  the 
gray-goofe. 

Ver.  199.  My  Fletcher.]  A  familiar  manner  of 
fpeaking,  ufed  by  modern  critics,  of  a  favourite 
author.  Bays  might  as  jullly  fpeak  this  of  Fletcher, 
as  a  Frepch  wit  did  of  Tully,  feeing  his  works  in 
a  library  ;  "  Ah  I  mon  cher  Ciceron  !  je  le  connoij 
"  bien ;  c'efl  le  meni«  que  MsTc  Tu'.le  !'  But  he 
had  a  better  title  to  call  Fletcher  his  ov/n,  having 
maiie  fo  f;  ee  with  hint. 

Ver.  200.  Take  up  the  Bible,  once  my  better 
guide  ?]  When,  according  to  his  father 's  intentionj 
he  had  been  a  clergyman,  or  (-^s  he  thinks  him- 
felf)  a  biHiop  qf  the  Church  of  England.  Hear 
his  own  words  :  "At  the  time  that  the  fate  of 
"  K.  James,  the  Prince  of  Orange,  and  myfclf, 
"  were  on  the  anvil,  Providence  thought  fit  to 

■       IMITATIONS 

.  Ver.  197, 198.  Could  Troy  be  fav'd — This  gray., 
goofe  weapon.] 

"■ Si  Pergama  dcxtra 

"  Defendi  poltent,  etiam  hac  defenfa  fuifTent," 

ViRG.  ib. 
,    Ver.  202.  This  box  my  thunder,  this  right  haiwi 
my  God.] 

"  Dextra  mihi  Deus,  et  telum  quod  miffile  U=> 

bro," ^-'Vg-'V,  o/the  Gild!  o/Mcrffiti"!,  .  , 

Nij 


Jt^g 


THE    WORKS    OF    POPE, 


Or  rob  Rome's  ancient  geefe  of  all  their  glories, 
And  cackling  fave  the  monarchy  of  rori&a  ? 


REMARKS. 

"  poftpone  mine,  till  thciis  were  determined  :  But 
••  had  my  father  carried  me  a  month  iooiier  to  the 
•♦  UniverGty,  who  knows  but  that  purer  fountain 
"  might  have  waflied  my  imperfedlions  into  a  ca- 
"  pacity  of  writing,  inflead  of  plays  and  annual 
"  odes,  fermons,  and  paftoral  !etteis>  ?" 

Apology  far  bis  Life,  chap  iii. 
Ver.  203.  At  White's,  amidft  the  doiStors.] 
Thefc  dndors  had  a  nvodcft  and  upright  appear- 
ance, no  air  of  overbearing ;  but,  like  true  Maf- 
ters  of  Arts,  were  only  habited  in  black  and  white: 
They  were  juftly  ftyled  fubtiles  and  graves,  but 
not  always  irrefragabiles,  being  fometimes  examin- 
ed, and,  by  a  nice  diflindtion,  divided  and  laid 


open. 


ScRlBL. 


This  learned  critic  is  to  be  underftood  allegori- 
cally  :  The  dodlors  in  this  place  mean  no  more 
than  falfe  dice  ;  a  cant  phrafe  ufed  among  game- 
0ers.  So  the  meaning  of  thefe  four  fonorous  lines 
is  only  this,  "  Shall  I  play  fair  or  foul  ?" 

Ver.  208.  Ridpath — Mill.]  George  Ridpath, 
author  of  a  Whig  paper,  called  the  Flying  Poll  ; 
Kathaniel  Mift,  of  a  famou"!  Tory  Journal. 

Ver  211.  Or  rob  Rome's  ancient  geefe  of  all 
their  glories  ]  Relates  to  the  well  known  ftory  of 
the  geefe  that  faved  the  capitol ;  of  which  Virgil, 
JEn.  viii. 

•*  Atque  hie  auratis  volitans  argenteus  anfer 
**  Porticibus,  Gallos  in  limitie  addcfle  cancbat." 

&  paCTage  I  have  always  fufpeiSted.  Who  l^es  not 
the  antithefis  of  auratis  and  argenteus  to  be  unwor- 
thy the  Virgilian  Majefly  ?  And  what  abfurdity 
tb  fay  a  goofe  fings  ?  canebat.  Virgil  gives  a  con- 
trary charafter  of  the  voice  of  this  filly  bird,  in 
£cl.  ir. 

" argutes  inter  ftrepere  anfef  olores." 

Rekd  it,  therefore,  addeffe  ftrepebat.  And  why 
auratis  porticibus  ?  does  not  the  very  verle  preced- 
ing this  inform  us, 

"  Romuleoque  recens  horrebat  regia  culmo." 

!<.  this  thatch  in  one  line,  and  gold  in  another,  con- 
fillent?  I  fcruple  not  (rcpugnantibus  omnibus  ma- 
iMifcriptis)  to  corredl  it  auritis.  Horace  ufes  the 
(ame  epithet  in  the  fame  fenfe, 

" Auritas  fidibus  canoris 

"  Ducere  quercus." 

And  to  fay  that  walls  hav£  ears  is  common  even 
to  a  proverb.  Scribl. 

Ver.  212.  And  cackling  fave  the  monarchy  of 
Tories  ]  N  ot  out  of  any  preference  or  allvtdtion 
to  the  Tories.  For  what  Hcbbes  fo  ingenioufly 
cunfciFes  of  himfelf,  is  true  of  all  miniileriul  wri- 


Hold to  the  minifter  I  more  incline  • 

To  ferve  his  caufe,  O  queen  1  is  ferving  thine. 
And  fee  I  thy  very  gazetteer.*  give  o'er. 
Ev'n  Ralph  repents,  and  Henley  writes  no  more, 
V^'hat  then  remains  ?  Ourfelf.  Si  ill,  flill  remain 
Cibberian  forehead,  and  Cibbcrian  brain. 
This  brazen  brighrnefs,  to  the  'fquire  fo  dear; 
This  polifti'd  hardnels,that  refledls  the  peer  •  22* 
This  arch  ablurd,  that  wit  and  fool  delights; 
Thr?  mefs,  tofs'd  up  of  Hockley-hole  aid  White's ; 
Where   dukes  and   butchers  join  to  wreathe  my 

crown ; 
At  orice  the  bear  and  fiddle  of  the  town. 

O  bom  in  fin,  and  forth  in  folly  brought  I 
Works  damn'd,  or  to  be  damn'd  :  (your  father'e 

fault) 
Go,  purify'd  by  flames,  afcend  the  Iky, 
My  better  and  more  Chriilian  progeny  I 
Unftain'd,  untouch'd,  and  yet  in  maiden  flieets  ; 
While  all  your  fmutty  fillers  walk  the  ftreets.  a3» 


REMARKS. 

ters  whatfoever:  "  That  he  defends  the  fupreme 
"  power*,  as  the  geefe  by  their  cackling  defended 
"  the  Romans,  who  held  the  Capitol ;  for  they  fa- 
"  voured  them  no  more  than  the  Gauls,  their  ene- 
"  mies,  but  were  as  ready  to  have  defended  the 
"  Gauls,  if  they  had  been  poffeffed  of  the  Capi- 
"  tol." Epijl.  Dedic.  to  the  Leviathan. 

Ver  215.  Gazetteers  ]  A  band  of  minifterial 
writers,  hired  at  the  price  mentioned  in  ine  note 
on  book  ii.  ver.  316,  who,  on  the  very  day  their 
patron  quitted  his  poll,  laid  down  their  paper, 
and  declared  they  would  never  more  meddle  in 
politics. 

Ver  218  Cibberian  forehead]  So  indeed  all  the 
MSS.  read,  but  I'  make  no  fcruple  to  pronounce 
them  all  wrong,  the  laureat  being  elfewhere  cele- 
brated by  our  poet  for  his  great  modefty — modeft 
Gibber — read,  therefore,  at  my  peril,  Cerberian 
forehead.  This  is  perfeftly  clafTical,  and  what  is 
more,  Homerical ;  the  dog  was  the  ancients  *■>  the 
bitch  is  the  modern  fymbol  of  impudence  •  Kuvaj 
cfx/jio^r  'ix'^v,  fays  Achilles  to  Agamemnon)  which, 
when  in  a  fuperlative  degree,  may  well  be  deno- 
minated from  Cerberus,  the  dog  with  three  heads. 
But  as  to  the  latter  part  of  this  verfe,  Cibbetian 
brain,  that  is  certainly  the  genuine  reading 

Bentl. 

Ver.  225.  O  born  in  fin,  &c.]  This  is  ^  tender 
and  pafllonate  apoftrophe  to  his  own  works,  which 
he  is  going  to  facrifice,  agreeable  to  the  nature  of 
man  in  great  afHidtion  ;  and  refleding,  like  a  pa- 
rent, on  the  many  miferable  fates  to  which  they 
Would  otherwife  be  fubjeS. 

Ver.  2i8'.  My  better  and  more  Chriftian  pro- 
geny !]  *'  It  may  be  obfervable,  that  my  niufe  and 
"  my  fpoufe  were  equally  prolific  ;  that  the  one 
*'  was  feldora  the  mother  of  a  child,  but  in  the 
"  fame  year  the  other  made  me  the  ftither  of  a 
"  play.  I  think  we  had  a  dozen  of  each  fort  be- 
"  tween  us ;  of  both  which  kinds  fome  died  in 
"  their  infancy,"  &c.  Life  of  C. C  p.  ai7-  8vo 
edit.  3 


THE  DU 

Ye  IhSlI  not  beg,  like  gratis-given  Bland, 

Sent  with  a  pafs,  and  vagrant  through  the  land  ;     j 

Nor  fail  with  Ward,  to  ape-and-monkey  climes. 

Where  vile  Vlundungus  trucks  for  viler  rhymes; 

Not,  fulphur-tijic,  emblaze  an  ale-houfe  fire  ; 

N<ir  wrap  up  oranges  to  pelt  your  fire ! 

O  !  pafs  more  innocent,  in  infant  ftate, 

To  the  mild  limbo  of  our  father  Tate  i 

Or  .peaceably  forgot,  at  once  be  bleft 

In  Shadwell's  bofom  with  eternal  rejft!  240 

Soon  to  the  mafs  of  Nonfenfe  to  return,        [born. 

Where  things  deftroy'd  are  fwept  to  things  on- 

With  that,  a  tear  (portentous  fign  of  grice  !) 
Stole  from  the  mafker  of  the  feven-fold  face  : 
And  thrice  he  lifted  high  the  birth-day  brand. 
And  thrice  he  dropt  it  from  his  quivering  hand ; 
Then  lights  the  ftru(5lure,  with  averted  eyes  : 
The  rolling  fmokes  involve  the  facrifice. 
The  opening  clouds  difclofe  each  work  by  turns. 
Now  fianies  the  Cid,  and  now  Perolia  boms ;  ajo 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  250.  Now  flames  the  Cid,  &c.]  In  the  for- 
mer edit. 
Now  flames  old  Memnon,  now  Rodrigobums, 
In  one  quick  flafli  fee  Proferpine  ex;;ire. 
And  laft,  his  own  cold  ^fchylus  rook  fire. 
Then  gufli"'d  the  tears,  as  from  the  Trojan's  eyes, 
When  the  laft  blaze,  &c. 

Var    Now  flames  old  Memnon,  »ow  Rodrigo 
burns, 

In  one  quick  flafli  fee  Proferpine  expire.] 
Memnon,  a  hero  in  the  Pcrfian  Princefs,  very  apt 

REMARKS. 

Ver  231.  gratis-given  Bland,— Sent  with  a 
pafs  ]  It  was  a  pradtice  fo  to  give  the  Daily  Ga- 
zer-eer  and  minifterial  pamphlets  (in  which  this 
B.  was  a  writer  J  ajjd  to  fend  them  pofl-free  to  all 
the  towns  in  the  kingdom. 

Ver.  2^^ — with  Ward,  to  Ape-and-monkey 
dimes,]  "  Edward  Ward,  a  very  voluminous  poet 
"  in  Hudibraftic  verfe,  but  befl,  known  by  the 
"  London  Spy,  in  profe.  He  has  of  late  years 
',•'  kept  a  public  houfe  in  the  city  (but  in  a  genteel 
*'  way),  and  with  his  wit,  liumour,  and  good  li- 
.  "  quor  (ale),  afforded  his  guefts  a  plcafurable  en 
"  tertainment,  efpecially  thofe  of  the  high-church 
"  party."  Jacob,  Lives  ©f  Poets,  voL  ii.  p.  225. 
Great  number  of  his  works  were  yearly  fold  into 
the  plantations.— Ward,  in  a  book  called  Apollo's 
Maggot,  declared  this  account  to  be  a  great  falfity, 
protefting  thai;  his  public  houfe  was  not  in  the 
city,  but  in  Moorfields. 

Ver.  2?8,  240.  I'ate — Shadwell]  Two  of  his 
predecf  fl"ors  in  the  laurel. 

Ver.  2JO.  Now  flames  the  Cid,  &c.]  In  the  firft 
notes  on  the  Dunciad  it  was  faid,  that  this  author 
v/as  p'articularly  excellent  at  tragedy.  "  This 
*'  (fays  he)  is  as  unjuft  as  to  fay  I  could  not  dance 
«'  on  a  rope."  But  certain  it  is  that  he  had  at- 
tempted to  dance  on  this  rope,  and  fell  moft. 
fhamefully,  having  produced  no  lefs  than  four 
tragedies  j^ihc  names  .of  wh>ich  the  poet  prel'erves 


NCIA».  tpl 

Great  Ca3far  roar§,  and  hiffes  in  the  fires; 
King  John  in  filence  mode  Hy  expires  : 
No  merit  now  the  dear  Nonjuror  ciaims, 
Moliere's  old  ftubble  in  a  moment  flames. 
Tears  gufh'd  again,  as  from  pale  Priam's  eye*, 
When  the  I  alt  blaze  fent  llion  to  the  Ikies. 
Rous'd  by  the  light,  old  Dulnefs  heav'd  the 
head, 
Then  fnatch'd  a  Ihcet  of  Thulc  from  her  bed ; 


Tariations. 
to  take  fire,  as  appears  by  thefe  lines,  ■with  which 
he  begins  the  play, 

"  By  heaven  !  it  fires  my  frozen  blood  with  rsgc, 
"  And  makes  it  fcald  my  aged  trunk." 

Rodrigo,  the  chief  perfonac>e  of  the  Perfidious 
Brother  (a  play  written  between  Theobald  and  a 
watch-maker).  The  Rape  of  Proferpine,  one  of 
the  farces  of  this  author  in  which  Ceres,  fetting 
fire  to  a  corn-field,  endangered  the  burning  of  the 
play-houfe. 

Var.  And  laft,  his  own  cold  JEfchylus  toak  fire,] 
He  had  been  (to  ufe  an  exprefiion  of  our  poet; 
ab  ut  jEfchylus  for  ten  years,  and  had  received 
fubfcriptions  for  the  fame  ;  but  then  went  abouE 
oi^her  books.  The  chara«£ler  of  this  tragic  poet,  is 
fire  and  boldnefs  in  a  high  degree  ,  but  our  author 
fuppofes  it  very  much  cooled  by  the  tranflation  : 
upon  fight  of  a  fpecimen  of  which,  was  maue  this 
epigram, 

"  Alas,  poor  iEfchylus !  unlucky  dog  ! 

"  Whom  once  a  lobfter  kill'd,  and  now  a  log  [" 

But  this  is  a  grievous  error ;  for  ^fchylus  was  nof 
flain  by  the  fall  of  a  lobfter  on  hi»  head,  but  of  a 
tortoife,  te/it  Fal.  Mix.  I.  ix.  cap.  12.  ^CRIBL. 

REMARKS 

in  thefe  few  lines) ;  the  three  firft  of  them  were 
fairly  printed, adte<l,  and  damned;  the  fourth  fup- 
preffed  in  fear  of  the  like  treatment. 

Ver.  253  the  dear  Nonjuror — Moliere's  old 
ftubble]  A  Comedy  threihed  out  of  Moliere's 
Tartuffe  and  fo  much  the  tranflator's  favourite, 
that  he  allures  us  all  ovr  author's  diflike  to  it  cojild 
only  arife  from  difaffedlion  to  the  governrnent. 
He  afl"ures  us,  that  ''  when  he  had  the  honour  to 
"  kifs  his  Majefly's  hand  upon  prefenting  hiis 
"  dedication  of  it,  he  was  gracioufly  pleafed,  out 
"  of  his  royal  bounty,  to  order  him  two  hundred 
"  pounds  for  it.  And  this  he  doubts  not  grieved 
«  Mr.  P." 

Ver.  258.  Thule]  An  unfiniflied  poem  of  that 
name,  of  which  one  flieet  was  printed  many  years, 
ago,  by  Ambrofe  Philips,  a  northern  author.  It 
is  an  ufaal  metliod  of  putting  out  a  fire,  to  caft 
wet  flieets  upon  it  Some  critics  have  been  of 
opinion  that  this  fheet  was  of  the  nature  of  the 
Afbeftos,  which  cannot  be  confumed  by  fire :  but 
I  rather  think  it  an  allegorical  aliufion  to  the  cold.^ 
nefs  and  heavinefs  of  the  writing. 
?T  iy 
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Sudden  flie  flies,  and  whelms  it  o'er  the  pyre  ; 
Down  fink  the  flames,  and  with  a  hiis  expire.  260 

Her  am;jle  prefence  fills  up  all  the  place ; 
A  veil  of  foj;s  dilates  her  awful  face  :         [mayors 
Great  in  her  charms  I  as  when   on   furieves  and 
She  looks,  and  breathes  herfelf  into  their  airs. 
She  bids  hiip  wait  her  to  her  facred  dome  : 
Well  pleas'd  he  enter'd,  and  confcfs'd  his  home- 
So,  fpirits  ending  their  terreftrial  race, 
Afcend,  and  recognife  their  native  place. 
This  the  great  mother  dearer  held  than  all.     269 
The  clubs  of  quidnuncs;  or  her  own  Guildhall  : 
Here  fiood  her  opium,  here  {he  nnrs'd  her  owls. 
And  here  flie  plann'd  th'  Imperial  feat  of  fools. 

Here  t<>  her  chofen  all  her  works  ftie  fiiows ; 
Profe  fwell'd  to  verfe,  verfe  loitering  into  profe  : 
How  random  thoughts  now  meaning  chance  to 
Now  leave  all  memory  of  fenfe  behind  :     -   [find. 
How  prologues  into  prefaces  decay, 
And  thefe  to  notes  are  fritter 'd  quite  av/ay  : 
How  index-learning  turns  no  ftudent  pale, 
Yet  holds  the  eel  of  fcicnce  by  the  tail :  2S0 

How,  with  lefs  reading  than  makes  felons  'fcapc, 
Lefs  human  genius  than  God  gives  an  ape, 
Shall  thunks  to  France,  and  none  to  Rome   or 

Greece, 
A  paft,  vamp'd,  future,  old,  reviv'd,  new  piece, 
'Tv/ixt  Plautus,   Fletcher,  Shakfpeare,  and   Cor- 
Can  make  a  Gibber,  Tibbald,  or  Ozell.      [neille. 


VARIATI0K5. 

After  ver.  268.  in  the   former  Ed.    follov-'ed 
thefe  two  lines, 
Raptur'd,  he  gazes  round  the  dear  retreat, 
And  in  fweet  numbers  celebrates  the  feat. 

Var.  And  in  fweet  numbers  celebrates  the  feat.] 
Tibbald  writ  a  poem  called  the  Cave  of  Poverty, 
•which  concludes  with  a  very  extraordinary  wifh, 
"  That  fume  great  genius,  or  man  of  diftinguifiied 
"  merit,  may  be  ftjrved,  in  order  to  celebrate  her 
"  power,  and  defcribe  her  cave."  It  was  printed 
in  oiSavo,  1 7 15. 
Ver.  a86.  Can  make  a  Citber,  Johnfon,  or  Ozell. 

REMARKS.  , 

Ver.  269  Great  mother]  Magna  mater,  here 
applied  to  j^ulnefs.  The  Quidnuncs,  a  name  given 
to  the  ancient  members  of  certain  political  club.s, 
who  were  conftantly  inquiring  Quid  nunc  ?  What 
news  ? 

Ver.  a86.  Tibbald,]  Lewis  Tibbald,  as  pro- 
rouDced)  or  Theobald  (as  written)  was  bred  an 
attorney,  and  fon  to  an  attorney  (fays  Mr.  Jacob) 
of  Sittenburn  in  Kent.  He  was  author  of  fome 
forgotten  plays,  tranflations,  and  other  pieces.  He 
was  concerned  in  a  paper  called  the  Cenfor,  and 
a  tranflation  of  Ovid.  "  There  is  a  notorious  idiot, 
*'  onehigbt  Wachuni,  v/ho,  from  an  under-fpur- 
"  leather  to  the  law,  is  become  an  under-fl rapper 
*'  to  the  play-houfe,  who  hath  lately  burlefqued 
*'  the  Metamorphofesof  Ovid  by  a  vile  tranflation, 
*'  &c.  This  fellow  is  concerned  in  an  impertinent 
"  paper  called  the  Cenfor."  Dennis,  Rem.  on 
';'■  Pope's  Horn.  p.  n,  10. 


The  Goddcfs  then,  o'er  his  anointed  head, 
With  myflic  words,  the  facred  opium  fhed. 
And  lo  :   her  bird  (a  monfter  of  a  fowl. 
Something  betwixt  a  heideggcr  and  owl)  29© 

Perch'd  on  his  crown.  «  All  hail !  and  hall  again, 
My  fon  !   the  promis'd  land  expecfts  thy  reign. 
Know,  Eufden  thirfts  no  more  for  fack  or  praife  ; 
He  lleeps  among  the  dull  of  ancient  days ; 


VARIATION'S. 

Ver.  893,  Know,  Eufden,  &c.]  In  the  former  Ed. 
Know,  Settle,  cloy'd  with  cuflard  and  with  praife, 
Is  gather'd  to  the  dull  of  ancient  days. 
Safe  where  no  critics  damn,  no  duns  moleft, 
Where  Gildon, Banks,  and  high-born  Howard,  reH. 
I  fee  a  king !  who  leads  my  chofen  fons 
To  lands  that  fl^ow  with  clenches  and  with  puns; 
Till  each  fam'd  theatre  my  empire^  own  ; 
Till  Albion,  as  Hibernia,  blefs  my  throne.' 
I  fee  !  I  fee  1 — Then  rapt  fhe  fpcke  no  more, 
God  fave  king  Tibbald  !  Grubftrcet  alleys  roar. 
So  when  Jove's  block,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

Ibid.  Ozell]  "  Mr.  John  Qzcll  (if  we  credit 
"  Mr.  Jacob)  did  go  to  fchool  in  Leicefterfhire, 
"  where  fomebody  left  him  fomething  to  live  on, 
"  when  he  fiiall  retire  from  bufinefs.  He  was  de. 
"  figned  to  be  fent  to  Cambridge,  in  order  for 
"  priefthood  ;  bat  he  chefe  rather  to  be  placed  in 
"  an  office  of  accounts,  in  the  city,  being  qualified 
"  for  the  fame  by  his  (kill  in  arithmetic,  and  wri- 
"  ting  the  neceffary  hands.  He  has  obliged  the 
"  world  with  niany  tranflations  of  French  plays." 
Jacob,  Lives  of  Dram.  Poets,  p  19  g. 

Mr  Jacob's  charailer  of  Mr.  Ozell  leems  vaftly 
fhort  of  his  merits,  and  he  ought  to  have  further  \ 
juftice  done  hiiti,  having  fince  fully  confuted  all 
farcaims  on  his  learning  and  genius,  by  an  adver-. 
tifement  of  Sept.  2«,  1729,  in  a  paper  called  the 
Weekly  Medley,  <Scc.  '?  As  to  my  learning,  this 
"  envious  wretch  knew,  and  every  body  knows, 
*'  that  the  whole  bench  of  bifhops,  not  long  ago, 
"  were  pleafed  to  give  me  a  purfe  of  guineas,  for 
"  difcovering  the  erroneous  tranflations  of  the 
"  Conmion-prayer  in  Portuguefe,  Spanifh,  Frenchji 
"  Italian,  &c.  As  for  my  genius,  let  Mr.  Cleland 
"  fliow  better  verfes  in  all  Pope's  works,  than 
"  Ozell's  verfion  of  Boileau's  Lutrin,  which  the 
<'  late  Lord  ^alifax  was  h  pleafed  with,  that  he 
"  complimented  him  with  leave  to  dedicate  it  to 
"  him,  &c.  Let  him  Ihow  better  and  truer  poetry  - 
'•  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  than  in  Ozell's  Rape 
"of  the  Bucket  (la  Secchia  rapin).  And  Mr. 
"  Toland  and  Mr.  Gildon  publicly  declared  Ozell's 
"  tranflation  of  Homer  to  be,  as  it  was  prior,  fo 
"  likewife  fuperior  toPope's. — Surcly,furely, every 
"  man   is  free  to  deferve  well  of  his  country  !" 

John  Ozell. 
We  cannot  but  fubfcribe  to  fuch  reverend  tefti- 
monies,  as  thofe  of  the  bench  of  Bifliops,  Mr.  To- 
land, and  Mr.  Gildon. 

Ver.  290.  a  Heidegger]  A  flrange  bird  from 
Switzerland,  and  not  (as  feme  have  fuppofed)  ths 
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Safe,  where  no  critics  damn,  nn  (luns  moleft, 
Where   wretched    Withers,    Ward,    and   Gildon 

reft, 
And  high-born  Howard,  more  majefiic  fire, 
With  Fool  of  Qnality  completes  the  quire. 
Thou,  C'lbber  !   thou,  his  laurel  fhalt  fiipport. 
Folly,  my  fon,  has  ftlU  a  friend  at  Court.  300 

Lift  up  your  gate.i,  ye  princes,  fee  him  come  '. 
Sound,  found  ye  viols,  be  the  cat-call  dumb  '. 
Bring,  bring  the  madding  bay,  tiie  drunken  vine  ; 
The  creeping',  dirty,  courtly  ivy  join, 
And  thou  !  his  aid-de-camp,  lead  on  my  fons, 
Light-arui'd  with  points,  antithcfes,  and  puns. 
IjCt  Bawdry,  Biilingfgatc,.my  daughters  dear, 
Support  his  front,  and  oaths  bring  up  the  rear  : 
Ani  under  his,  and  under  Archer's  wing,         309 
(Jaming  and  Grub-ftreet  fkulk  behind  the  king. 

O  1  when  fhall  rife  a  monarch  all  our  own, 
And  I,  a  nurfing  mother,  rock  the  throne  ; 
' Twixt  prince  and  people 'clofe  the  curtain  draw, 
Shade  him  from,  light,  and  cover  him  from  law; 
Fatten  the  courtier,  flarve  the  learned  band. 
And  fackle  armies,  and  dry-nurfe  the  land  : 


REMARKS. 

name  of  an  eminent  perfon  who  was  a  man  of 
parts,  and,  as  was  faid  of  Pctronius,  Arbitsr  Ele- 
gantiarum. 

Ver.  496.  Withers,]  See  on  ver.  146. 

Ver.  296.  Gildon]  Charl^rs  Gildon,  a  writer  of 
criticifms  and  libels  in  the  lafl  age,  bred  at  St. 
Omer's  with  the  Jefuits  ;  but  renouncing  popery, 
he  publifhed  Blount's  books  againft  the  Divinity 
of  Chrift,  the  Oracles  of  Reafon,  Sec.  He  figna- 
lized  himfelf  as  a  critic,  having  written  fome  very 
bad  plays ;  abufed  Mr.  P.  very  fcandaloufiy  in  an 
anonymous  pamphlet  of  the  Life  of  Mr.  Wycher- 
ley,  printed  by  CurJl ;  in  another,  called  the  New 
Rehcarfal,  printed  in  1714  ;  in  a  third,  intituled 
the  Complete  Art  of  Englifh  Poetry,  in  two  vo- 
lumes ;  and  others. 

Ver.  497.  Howard,]  Hon.  Edward  Howard, 
atvthor  of  the  Britiili  Princes,  and  a  great  number 
oftwonderfiil  pieces,  celebrated  by  the  late  Earls  of 
Dorfet  and  Rochefter,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  Mr. 
Waller,  &c. 

Ver.  309, 310.  under  Archer's  wing, — Gaming, 
&c.]  When  the  ftatute  againft  gaming  was  drawn 
up,  it  was  reprefenred,  that  the  king,  by  ancient 
cuftom,  plays  at  hazard  one  night  in  the  year  ;  and 
tkereforea  claufe  was  inferted,  withan-exemption 
as  to  that  particular.  Under  this  pretence,  the 
groom  porter  had  a  room  appropriated  to  gaming 
all  the  fumraer  the  court  was  at  Keniington,  which 
his  m.'ijefly  accidentally  being  acquainted  with, 
Wth  a  juft  indignaiion,  prohibited.  It  is  reported 
the  fame  pradlice  is  yet  continued  wherever  the 
court  refides,  and  the  hazard  table  there  open  to 
all  the  profefled  gamefters  in  town. 
"  Greateft  and  juftcft  .Sovereign  ;  know  you  this; 
"  Alas !  no  more,  than  Thames  calm  head  can 
"  know,  ,  [o'erflow." 

".Whofe  meads  his  arm?  drown,  or  whofe  corn 
DoNKE  to  Q^ccc  ii'lz. 
6 


Till  fenates  nod  to  Lullabies  divine. 
And  all  be  fleep,  as  at  an  ode  of  thine. 

She  ceas'd.  Then  fwells  the  chapel-royal  throat : 
God  fave  king  Cibber!  mounts  in  every  note.  320 
Familiar  White's,  God  fave  king  CoUey  I  cries ; 
God  fave  king  Coliey  !    Drury-lane  replies  : 
To  Needham's  quick  the  voice  triumphal  rode, 
But  pious  Needham  dropt  the  name  of  God ; 
Back  to  the  devil  the  laft  echoes  roll. 
And  Coll  1  each  butcher  roars  at  Hocklcy-hale. 

So  when  Jove's  block  defcended  from  on  high 
(As  fings  thy  great  forefather  Ogilby) 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  319.  Chapel-royal]  The  voices  andlnftru- 
ments  ufed  iu  the  fervice  of  the  Chapel-royal 
being  alfo  employed  in  the.  performance  of  the 
Birth- day,  and  New-year  odes. 

Ver.  324.  But  pious  Needham]  a  matron  of 
great  fame,  and  very  religious  in  her  way  ;  whofe 
conftant  prayer  it  was,  that  fhe  might  "  get  enough 
"  by  her  profefTion  to  leave  it  off  in  time,  and 
"  make  her  peace  with  God."  But  her  fate  was 
"  not  fo  happy ;  for  being  convidted,  and  let  in 
the  pillory,  flie  was  '  to  the  lafling  fhame  of  all 
her  great  friends  and  votaries)  fo  ill  ufed  by  the 
populace,  that  it  put  an  end  to  her  days." 

Ver.  325  Back  to  the  Devil]  The  Devil  Tavern 
in  Fleet-flreet,  where  thefe  odes  are  ufually  re- 
hearfed  before  they  are  performed  at  Court.  Up- 
on which  a  wit  of  thofa  times  made  this  epigram : 
"  When  laureates  make  odes,  do  you  alk  of  what 
fort? 

*'  Do  you  aik  if  they're  good,  or  are  evil  ? 
"  You  may  judge — From  the  Devil  they  come  to 

"  the  Court, 
"  And  go  from  the  Court  to  the  Devil." 

Ver.  328 — Ogilby) — God  fave  King  Log  I]  ."?ee 
Ggilby's  ^fop's  Fables,  where,  in  the  floryof  the 
frogs  and  their  king,  this  excellent  hemiftich  is  to 
be  found. 

Our  author  manifefts  here,  and  elfewhere,  a 
prodigious  tendernefs  ifor  the  bad  writers  We 
fee  he  feleils  thie  only  good  paffage,  perhaps,  in 
ail  that  ever  Ogilby  writ !  which  fliows  how  can- 
did and  patient  a  reader  he  rauft  have  been  What 
can  be  more  kind  and  afFedlionate  than  the  words 
in  the  preface  to  his  poems,  where  he  labours  to 
call  up  all  our  humanity  and  forgivenefs  toWard 
thefe  unlucky  men,  by  the  moft  moderate  repre- 
fentation  of  their  cafe,  that  has  ever  been  given 
by  any  author  } 

But  how  much  all  indulgence  is  loft  upon  thefe 
people  may  appear  from  the  juft  reflexion  made 
on  their  conftant  condu6t  and  conftant  fate,  in  the 
following  epigram : 

"  Ye  little  v^its,  that  gleam'd  a-whiie, 

"  When  Pope  vouchfaf  'd  a  ray, 
"  Alas  I   depriv'd  of  his  kind  fmile, 

"  How  foon  ye  fade  away  ! 

"  To  compafs  Phoebus'  car  about, 
"  Thus  empty  vapours  rife, 

N  iiij 
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Loud  thunder  to  its  bottom  fhook  the  bog,  Or  that  where  on  her  Curlls  the  public  pouts,. 


And  the  hoarfe  nation  croak'd,  God  lave  king  Log! 


remark;. 
•'  Each  lends  his  cloud  to  put  him  out, 
"  That  rear'd  him  to  the  fkies. 

"  Alas  1  thofe  flcies  are  not  your  fphere ; 

"  There  he  fliall  ever  burn  : 
"  Weep,  weep,  and  fall  I  for  earth  ye  were, 

"  And  muft  to  earth  return." 


BOOK     II. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  king  being  proclaimed,  the  folemnity  is  gra- 
ced with  public  games  and  fpnrts  of  various 
kinds;  not  inflituted  by  the  hero,  as  by  ^neas 
in  Virgij,  but  for  greater  honour  by  the  god- 
defs  in  perfon  (in  like  manner  as  the  games 
Pythia,  Iflhmia,  Sic.  were  anciently  faid  to  be 
ordained  by  the  Gods,  and  as  Thetis  herfelf  ap- 
pearing, according  to  Homer,  OdylT.  xxiv.  pro- 
pofed  the  prizes  in  honour  of  herfon  Achilles). 
Hither  flock  the  poets  and  critics,  attended,  as 
is  but  juft,  with  their  patrons  and  bookfellers. 
The  goddefs  is  firft  pleated,  for  her  dilport,  to 
propofe  games  to  the  bookfellers,  and  fetteth 
Tip  the  phantom  of  a  poet,  which  they  contend 
to  overtake.  The  races  defcribed,  with  their 
divers  accidents.  Next,  the  game  for  a  poetefs. 
Then  follow  the  exercifes  for  the  poets,  of  tick- 
ling, vociferating,  diving  .  The  firft  holds  forth 
the  arts  and  pradices  of  dedicatsrs,  the  fecond 
of  difputants  and  fufiian  poets,  the  third  of  pro- 
fauxid,  dark,  and  dirty  party-writers.  Laftly, 
<or  the  critics,  the  goddefs  propofes  (with  great 
propriety)  an  exercife,  not  of  their  parts,  but 
their  patience,  in  hearing  the  works  of  two  vo- 
Ijiminoas  authors,  pne  in  verfe,  and  the  other 
in  profe,  deliberately  regd,  without  flceping  : 
The  various  effcAs  of  which,  with  the  feveral 
degrees  and  manners  of  their  operation,  are 
here  fet  forth  ;  till  the  whole  nutriber,  not  of 
*.riiics  only,  but  of  fpe^aators,  a^Siors,  and  all 
prefent,  fall  faft  afleep  ;  which  naturally  and 
iiecelTarily  ends  the  gBmes, 

iaiGH  on  a  gorgeous  feat,  that  far  out-(hone 
Henley's  gilt  tub,  or  Fleckno's  lri{b  throne. 


REMARKS- 

Two  things  there  are,  upon  the  fuppofition  of 
which  the  very  bafis  of  all  verbal  criticifm  is  found- 
ed and  fuppoiicd:  '1  he  |irft,  that  an  author  could 
uever  fail  to  ufe  the  beft  wrd  on  every  occafion  ; 
the  lecond,  that  a  critic  cannot  choofe  but  know 
which  that  is.  1  his  being  gfapied,  whenever  any 
woiddoch  no-  i'  y  content  us,  we  take  upon  u,s  to 
conclude,  firft,  that  the  auifhor  could  ney;r  have 
viild  it ;  and.  fecondly.  that  he  nnift  have  ufed  that 
yery  one,  which  we  comttaure,  in  its  fltad. 


All  bounteous,  fragrant  grains  and  golden  ihowers, 
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We  cannot  therefore,  enough  admire  the  learn- 
ed Scriblerus  for  his  alteration  of  the  text  in  the 
two  laft  verfes  of  the  preceding  book,  which  in  all 
the  former  editions  ftood  thus  : 

Hoarfe  thunder  to  its  bottom  (hook  the  bog, 
And  the  loud  nation  cfoak'd,  God  fave  king  Log. 

He  has,  with  great  judgment,  tranfpofed  thefe 
two  epithets;  putting  hoarfe  to  the  nation,  and 
loud  to  the  thunder  :  And  this  being  evidently  the 
true  reading,  he  vouchfafed  not  fo  much  as  t* 
mention  the  former ;  for  which  affertion  of  the 
juft  right  of  a  critic  he  merits  the  acknowledge- 
ment of  all  found  commentators. 

Ver.  a.  Henley's  gilt  tub,]  The  pulpit  of  a  dif= 
fenter  is  ufually  called  a  tub ;  but  that  of  Mr.  Ora- 
tor Henley  was  covered  with  velvet,  and  adorned 
with  gold.  He  had  alfo  a  fair  altar,  and  over  it 
this  extraordinary  infcription,  '  The  Primitive 
Eucharift.'  See  the  hiftory  of  this  perfon,  book 
iii. 

Ver.  2.  or  Fleckno's  Irifli  throne,]  Richard 
Fleckno  was  an  Irifh  prieft,  but  had  laid  afide  (as 
himfelf  exprefled  it)  the  mechanic  part  of  prieft- 
hood.  He  printed  fomc  plays,  poems,  letters,  and 
travels.  1  doubt  not,  our  author  took  occafion  tq 
mention  him  in  refpecl  to  the  poem  of  Mr  Dry- 
den,  to  which  this  bears  fome  refemblance,  though 
of  a  charadter  more  different  from  it  than  that  of 
the  iEneidfrom  tlie  Iliad,  or  the  Lutrip  of  Boileau 
from  the  Defait  de  Bouts  rimees  of  Sarazin. 

It  may  be  juft  worth  mentioning,  that  the  emi- 
nence from  whence  the  ancient  fophifts  entertain- 
ed their  auditors,  was  called  by  the  pompous 
name  of  a  throne.     Themiftius,  Orat.  i. 

Ver.  ;;.  Or  that  where  on  her  Curlls  the  public 
pours,]  Edmund  Curll  ftood  in  the  pillory  at  Cha- 
ring-ci-ofs,  in  March  1727-8.  "  This  (faith  Ed- 
"  mund  Curll)  is  a  falle  affertion — I  had  indeed 
"  the  corporal  punifhment  of  what  the  gentle- 
"  men  of  the  long  robe  are  pleafed  jocofely  to  call 
"  mounting  the  roftrum  for  one  hour  :  but  that 
"  fcene  of  aftion  vs^as  not  in  the  month  of  March, 
"  but  in  February."  [Curlliad,  lamo,  p.  19.] 
And  of  the  hiftory  of  his  being  toft  in  a  blanket, 
Jie  faith,  "  Here,  Scriblerus  thou  leefeft  in  what 
"  thou  afferteft  concerni.ig  the  blanket :  it  was 
"  not  a  blanket,  but  a  rug,"  p.  aj.  Much  in  the 
fame  manner  Mr.  Gibber  remopftrated,  that  his 
brother",  at  bedlam,  mentioned  Book  i.  were  not 
brazen,  but  blocks;  yet  our  authov  let  it  pafs  un- 
altered, as  a  trifle  j:hat  no  way  altered  xhe  relation- 
fliip. 

We  fti-iuld  think  (gentle  reader)  that  yve  bijt  ill 
performed  our  part,  if  we  corre<fled  not  as  well 
our  own  errors  novv,  as  fo/merly  thofe  of  the  print- 
er. Since  what  moved  us  to  this  work,  was  folely 
the  love  of  truth  not  iii  the  Jijatt  any  vain-glory, 
or  defire  to  contend  v/ith  gieat  authors.  And 
fartherj  owr  piillakes,  we  conceive,  vyjU  the  rathe^ 
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Great  (jibber  fate ;   The  proud  Parnaffian  fneer, 
The  confcious  fimper,  and  the  jealous  leer, 
Mix  on  his  look  :   All  eyes  diredl  their  rays 
On  him,  and  crowds  turn  coxcombs  as  they  gaze. 
His  peers  ftiine  round  him  with  refledted  grace, 
Mew  edge  their  dulnefs,  and  new   bronze  their 

face.  lo 

So  from  the  fun'»  broad  beam,  in  ihallow  urns, 
Heaven's  twinkling  fparks  draw  light,  and  point 

their  horns. 
Not  with  more  glee,  by  hands  Pontific  crown'd. 
"With  fcarlet  h*ts  wide-waving  circled  round, 
Rome  in  her  Capital  faw  Querno  flt, 
Thron'd  on  feven  hills,  the  Antichrift  of  Wit. 

And  now  the  queen,  to  glad  her  fons,  proclaims 
By  herald  hawkers,  high  heroic  games. 
They  fummon  all  her  race  :   An  endlefs  band 
Pours  forth,  and  leaves  unpeopled  half  the  land.  20 
A  motley  mixture  !   in  long  wigs,  in  bags, 
In  iilks,  in  crapes,  in  Garters,  and  in  rags. 
From  drawing-rooms,  from  colleges,  from  garrets, 
On  horfe,  on  foot,  in  hacks,  and  gilded  chariots ; 
All  who  true  Dunces  in  her  caufe  appear'd, 
And  all  ^ho  knew  tiiofp  Jounces  to  reward. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  s-  Great  Tibbald  nods. 
Ver.  8-  In  the  former  edit. 

On  him,  and  crowds  grow  foolifli  as  they  gaze. 

The  four  next  lines  are  added. 
Ver.  I  J. 

To  grace  this  honour'd  day,  the  queen  proclaims' 

Ver.  19-  She  fummons  all  her  fons,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

be  pardoned,  as  fcarce  poffible  to  be  avoided  in 
writing  of  fuch  perfons  and  works  as  do  ever  fhun 
the  light.  However,  that  we  may  not  any  way 
foftcn  or  extenuate  the  fame,  we  give  them  thee 
in  the  very  words  of  our  antagonifts  :  not  defend- 
ing, but  ratracSling  them  from  our  heart,  and  crav- 
ing excufe  of  the  parties  offended  :  For  furely  in 
this  work,  it  hath  been  above  all  things  our  dcfire 
to  provoke  no  man.  Scribl-. 

Ver.  15.  Rome  in  her  Capitol  faw  Qjierno  fit,] 
Camillo  Querno  was  of  Apulia,  who  hearing  the 
great  encouragement  which  Leo  X,  gave  to  poets, 
travelled  to  Rome  with  a  harp  in  his  hand,  and 
fung  to  it  twenty  thoufand  verfes  of  a  poem  called 
Alexias.  He  was  introduced  as  a  buffoon  to  Leo, 
and  promoted  to  the  honour  of  the  laurel ;  a  jeft 
which  the  Court  of  Rome  and  the  Pope  himfelf 
entered  into  fo  far,  as  to  caufe  him  to  ride  on  an 
elephant  to  the  Capitol,  and  to  hold  a  folemn  fefli- 
val  on  his  coronation  ;  at  which  it  is  recorded  the 
poet  himfelf  was  fo  tranfported  as  to  weep  for 
joy*^.  He  was  ever  after  a  conflant  frequenter  of 
the  Pope's  table,  drank  abundantly,  and  poured 
forth  verfes  without  number.  Paulus  Jovius,  Elog. 
Vir.  dod.  cap  Ixxxiii.  Some  idea  of  his  poetry 
is  given  by  Fam.  Strada,  in  his  Piolufions. 


J  See  life  of  C  C.  cbaf.  v/-/.  I49« 


Amid  that  area  wide  they  took  their  ftand. 
Where   the   tall   May-pole   once  o'erlook'd  the 

Strand, 
But  now  (fo  Anne  and  Piety  ordain) 
A  church  colle(9;s  the  faints  of  Drury-lane.         3^j 

With  authors,  ftationers  obey'd  the  call 
(The  field  of  glory  is  a  field  for  all). 
Glory  and  gain,  th'  induftrious  tribe  provoke ; 
And  gentle  Dulnefs  ever  loves  a  joke. 
A  poet's  form  (he  plac'd  before  their  eyes. 
And  bade  the  nimbleft  raeer  feize  the  prize ; 
No  meagre,  niufe-rid  mope,  aduft  and  thin. 
In  a  dun  night-gown  of  his  own  loofe  fkin  ; 
But  fuch  a  bulk  as  no  twelve  bards  could  raife. 
Twelve  ftarveling  bards  of  thefe  degenerate  days. 
All  as  a  partridge  plump,  full-fed  and  fair,        4s 
She  form'd  this  image  of  well-body'd  air; 
With  pert  flat  eyes fhe  window 'd  well  its  head; 
A  brain  of  feathers,  and  a  heart  of  lead  ; 
And  empty  words  (he  gave,  and  founding  ftrain. 
But  fenfelefs,  lifelefs  !  idol  pert  and  vain  '. 
Never  was  dafli'd  out  at  one  lucky  hit, 
A  fool,  fo  juft  a  copy  of  a  wit ; 
So  like,  that  critics  faid,  and  courtier^  fwore, 
A  wit  it  was,  and  call'd  the  phantom  More.     j« 
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Ver.  34.  And  gentle  Dulnefs  ever  loves  a  joke.] 
This  fpecies  of  mirth  called  a  joke,  arifing  from  a 
Malentendu,  may  be  well  fuppofed  to  be  the  delight 
of  Dulnefs. 

Ver.  4  7.  Never  was  dalh'd  out,  at  one  lucky  hit.] 
Our  author  here  feems  willing  to  give  fomc  account 
of  the  poffibility  of  Dulnefs  making  a  wit  (which 
could  be  done  no  other  way  than  by  chance). 
The  fiiftion  is  the  more  reconciled  to  probability 
by  the  known  flory  of  Apelles,  who  being  at  a 
lofs  to  exprefs  the  foam  of  Alexander's  horfe,  dalh- 
ed  his  pencil  in  defpair  at  the  pidure,  and  happen- 
ed to  do  it  by  that  fortunate  ftroke. 

Ver.  50.  and  call'd  the  phantom  More.]  Corll, 
in  his  Key  to  the  Dunciad,  affirmed  this  to  be 
James-Moore  Smith,  Efq. ;  and  it  is  probable  (con- 
fidering  what  is  faid  of  him  in  the  Teftimoniei) 
that  fome  might  fancy  our  author  obliged  to  re- 
prefent  this  gentleman  as,  a  plagiary,  or  to  pafs 
for  one  himfelf.  His  cafe  indeed  was  like  that 
of  a  man  I  have  heard  of,  who,  as  he  was  fitting 
in  company,  perceived  his  next  neighbour  had 
ftolen  his  handkerchief  :  "  Sir,"  (faid  the  thief, 
finding  himfelf  deteded)  "  do  not  expofe  me,  I 
"  did  it  for  mere  want ;  be  fo  good  as  take  it  pri- 
"  vately  out  of  my  pocket  again,  and  fay  nothing." 
The  honefl  man  did  fo,  but  the  other  cried  out, 
"  Sec,  gentlemen,  what  a  thief  we  have  among 
"  us  1  look,  he  is  flealing  my  handkerchief " 

Some  time  before,  he  had  borrowed  of  Dr.  Ar- 
bufhnot  a  paper  called  an  Hiftorico-  phyfical  ac- 
count of  the  South  Sea;  and  of  Mr  Pope  the  Me- 
moirs of  a  Parifh  Clerk,  which  for  two  years  he 
kept,  and  read  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Young ;  F.  Bil- 
lers,  Efq.  and  many  others,  as  his  own.  Being 
applied  to  for  them,  he  pretended  they  were  loft  ; 
but  there  happening  to  be  another  copy  of  the 
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All  gaze  with  ardour  :  fome  a  poet's  name, 
Others  a  fword-knot  and  lac'd  fuit  inflame. 
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letter,  it  came  out  iu  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcel- 
lanies.  Upon  thi«,  it  feems,  he  wa'<  fo  far  niif- 
takeo  as  to  confefs  his  proceeding'  by  an  endeavour 
to  hide  it  :  unsruardedly  printing  (in  the  Daily 
Journal  of  April  j,  1728.)  "  That  the  contempt 
**  which  he  and  others  had  for  thefe  pieces," 
(which  only  himfelf  had  fliown,  and  handed  a- 
Lout  as  his  own)  "  occafioned  their  being  loft,  and 
"  for  that  caufe  only  not  reyirned  "  A  fad,  of 
wliTch  as  none  but  he  could  be  confcious,  none  but 
Jie  cr.uld  be  the  publiftier  of  it.  The  plagiarlfms 
of  this  pcrfoQ  gave  occafion  to  the  following  Epi- 
gram : 

"  Moore  always  fmiles  whenever  he  recites ; 

•'  He  fmiles  (you  think)  approving  what  he  writes. 

"  And  yet  in  this  no  vanity  is  ihown ; 

•♦  A  modeft  man  may  like  what's  not  his  own." 

This  young  gentleman's  whole  misfortune  was 
too  inordinate  a  paffion  to  be  thought  a  wit.  Here 
is  a  very  flrong  inftance  attefted  by  Mr,  Savage, 
fon  of  the  late  Earl  Rivers;  who  having  fhown 
fome  verfes  of  his  in  manufcript  to  Mr.  Moore 
wherein  Mr.  Pope  was  called  firftofthe  tuneful  train, 
Mr.  Moore  the  next  morning  fent.  to  Mr.  Savage, 
to  give  thofe  verfes  another  turn,  to  wit,  "  That 
"  Pope  might  now  be  the  firft,  becaufe  Moore, 
*•  had  left  him  unrivalled,  in  turning  his  ftyle  to 
*'  Comedy."  This  was  during  the  rebearfal  of 
the  Rival  Modes,  his  firft  and  only  work ;  the 
town  condemned  it  in  the  aAion,  but  he  printed 
it  in  1726-7,  with  this  modeft  motto  : 

"  Hie  coeftus,  artemque  repono." 

The  fmaller  pieces  which  we  have  heard  attribut- 
ed to  this  author  arc  An  Epigram  on  the  Bridge 
at  Blenheim,  by  Dr.  Evans  :  Cofmelia,  by  Mr. 
Pit,  Mr.  Jones,  &c.  The  Mock  Marriage  of  a 
Wiad  Divine,  with  a  CI.  for  a  Parfon,  by  Dr.  W. 
The  Saw-pit,  a  Simile,  by  a  Fritnd  Certain 
Phyfical  works  on  Sir  James  Baker  ;  and  fome  un- 
owned Letters,  Advertifements.  and  Kpigrams  a- 
gaitift  our  author  in  the  Daily  Jounlal. 

Notwithftanding  what  is  here  colleAed  of  the 
p€rfon  imagined  by  Curll  to  be  meant  in  this  place, 
•we  cannot  be  of  that  opinion  ;  flnce  our  poet  had 
certainly  no  need  of  vindicating  half  a  dozen  of 
verfes  to  himfelf,  which  every  reader  has  done 
for  him;  fince  the  name  itfelf  is  not  fpelled  Moore, 
but  More ;  and,  laftly,  fince  the  learned  S^riblerus 
has  not  proved  the  contrary. 

Ver.  50.  the  phantom  More.]  ft  appears  from 
hence,  that  this  is  not  the  name  of  a  real  perfon, 
kut  fi.flitiou».  More  from  iiZij>^,  ftultus,  f/.a/ix, 
ilultitia,  to  reprefent  the  folly  of  a  plagiary.  Thus 
Erafmus,  "  Admonuit  me  Mori  cognomen  tibi, 
»•  quod  tarn  ad  Moriz  vocabulum  acccJit  quam  es 
(f  ipfe  a  re  alienus'"    Dedication  of  Muris  £uco. 


But  lofty  l^intot  in  the  circle  rofe  i 
"  This  prize  is  mine ;  who  tempt  it  are  my  foes; 
"   With  me  began  this  genius,  and  Ihnll  end." 
He  fpoke  :  and  who  with  Lintot  (hall  contend  ? 

Fear  held  them  mute.     Alone,  untaught  to  fear, 
Stood  dauntlefs  Curll ;  "  Behold  that  rival  here  ; 
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mium  on  Sir  Tho.  More ;  the  farewell  of  which 
may  be  our  author's  to  his  plagiary.  Vale  !  More  '. 
et  moriam  tuam  graviter  defende.  Adieu  !  More  '. 
and  be  fure  ftrongly  to  defend  thy  own  folly. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  53.  But  lofty  I.intot]  We  enter  here  up- 
on the  epif&de  of  the  bookfellers ;  perfons, 
whofe  names  being  more  known  and  famous  in 
the  learned  world  than  thofe  of  the  authors  in  this 
'poem,  do  therefore  need  lefs  explanation.  The 
atftion  of  Mr.  Lintot  here  imitates  that  of  Dare* 
in  Virgil,  rifing  juft  in  this  manner  to  lay  hold  on 
a  bull.  This  eminent  bookfeller  printed  the  Rival 
Modes  before  mentioned.  . 

Ver.  38.  Stood  dauntlefs  Curll;]  We  come  no\r 
to  a  charaflcr  of  much  rcfpe<fl,  that  of  Mr.  Ed- 
mund Curll.  As  a  plain  repetition  of  great  ac- 
tions is  the  beft  praife  of  them,  we  fball  only  fay 
of  this  eminent  man,  that  he  carried  the  trade  ma- 
ny lengths  beyond  what  it  had  ever  before  arriv- 
ed at ;  and  that  he  was  the  envy  and  admiration 
of  all  his  profeflion.  He  pofleficd  himfelf  a  com- 
mand over  all  authors  whatever  ;  he  caufed  them 
to  write  what  he  pleafed ;  they  could  net  call 
their  very  names  their  own  He  was  not  only 
famous  among  thefe  ;  he  was  taken  notice  of  by 
the  ftate,  the  church,  and  the  law,  and  received 
particular  marks  of  diftincSion  from  each. 

It  will  be  owned  thr.t  he  is  here  introduced  with 
all  poflible  dignity  :  He  fpeaks  like  the  intrepid 
Diomede  ;  he  runs  like  the  fwift-footed  Achilles; 
if  he  falls,  'tis  like  the  beloved  Nifua  ;  and  (what 
Homer  makes  to  be  the  chief  of  all  praifes)  he  is 
favoured  of  the  gods ;  he  fays  but  three  words, 
and  his  prayer  is  heard  ;  a  goddefs  conveys  it  to 
the  feat  of  Jupiter  :  Though  he  lofes  the  prize,  he 
gains  the  vitflory  ;  the  great  mother  comforts  him, 
flie  infpires  him  with  expedients,  (he  honours  him 
with  an  immortal  prefent  (  fuch  as  Achilles  re- 
ceives from  Thetis,  and  JEnea  from  Venus),  at 
once  inftruiftive  and  prophetical ;  after  this  he  is 
unrivalled  and  triuaiphanf. 

The  tribute  our  author  here  pays  him  is  a  grate- 
ful return  for  fcveral  unmqrited  obligations:  Ma- 
ny v/cighty  animadverfions  on  the  public  affairs, 
and  many  excellent  and  diverting  pieces  on  pri- 
vate perfons,  has  he  given  to  his  name.  If  ever 
he  ovved  two  veifes  to  any  other,  he  owed  Mr. 
Curll  fome  thoufands.  He  was  every  day  ex- 
tending his  fame,  and  enlarging  his  writings  ; 
Witiie'fs  innumerable  inftances;  but  it  fhall  fuf- 
fice  only  to  mention  the  Court  Poems,  which  he 
meant  to  publiih  as  the  w-ork  of  the  true  writer,  a 
lady  of  quality  ;  but  being  firft  threatened,  and 
afterwards  puniftied  for  it  by  Mr.  Pope,  he  gene- 
roufly  transferred  it  from  her  to  him,  and  ever 


THE  D 

"  The  race  by  vigour,  not  by  vaunts,  is  won  ; 
"  So  take  the  hindmoft,  hell,"  (he  faid)  and  run- 
Swift  as  a  bard  the  bailiff  leaves  behind,  6i 

He  left  huge  Lintot,  and  outftript  the  wind. 
As  when  a  dab-chick  waddles  through  the  copfe 
On  feet  and  wings,  and  flies,  and  wades,  and  hops; 
So  labouring  on,  with  fhouldeis, hands,  and  head. 
Wide  as  a  windmill  all  his  figure  fpread. 
With  arms  expanded  Bernard  row*  hjs  ftate, 
And  left-legg'd  Jacob  fcems  to  emulate. 
Full  in  the  middle  way  there  flood  a  Jake, 
Which  Curll's  Corinna  chanc'd  that  morn  to  make: 
(Such  was  her  wont,  at  early  dawn  to  drop         71 
Her  evening  cates  before  his  neighbour's  (hop) 
Here  fortun'd  Curll  to  Aide  ;  loud  fhout  the  band, 
And    Bernard  !    Bernard !    rings  through  all  the 

Strand. 
Obfcene  with  filth  the  mifcreant  lies  bewray'd, 
Fall'n  in  the  plafii  his  wickednefs  had  laid : 
Then  firfl  (if  poets  aught  of  truth  declare) 
I'he  caitiff  Vaticide  coHceiv'd  a  prayer. 

Hear,  Jove  !  whofe  name  my  bards  and  I  adore, 
As  much  at  lead  as  any  god's,  or  more  ;  70 

And  him  and  his,  if  more  devotion  warms, 
Down  with  the  Bible,  up  with  the  Pope's  arms. 

A  place  there  is,  betwixt  earth,  air,  and  feas, 
WherCj  from  ambroSa,  Jove  retires  fc-i-  eafe. 
There  in  his  fate  two  fpacious  vents  appear. 
On  this  he  fits,  to  that  he  leans  his  ear, 
And  hears  the  various  vows  of  fund  mankind  ; 
Some  beg  an  eafteni,  fome  a  weftern  wind  ; 
AH  vain  petitions,  mounting  to  the  fky, 
With  reams  abundaiit  this  abode  fupply  ;  90 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  67. 
With  legs  expanded,  Bernard  urg'd  the  race, 
And  feem'd  to  emulate  great  Jacob's  pace. 

REMARKS. 

Cnce  printed  it  in  his  name.  The  fingle  tim.e 
that  ever  he  fpoke  to  C.  was  on  that  affair,  and 
to  that  happy  incident  he  owed  all  the  favour  fince 
received  fiom  him  :  So  true  is  the  faying  of  Dr. 
Sydenham,  "  that  any  one  fiiall  be,  at  fome  time 
"  or  other,  the  better  or  the  worfe,  for  having 
"  but  feen  or  fpoken  to  a  good  or  bad  man." 

Ver.  70.  Curll's  Corinna]  This  name,  it  feenis, 
was  taken  by  one  Mrs.  Thomas,  who  procured 
fome  private  letters  of  Mr.  Pope,  while  almoft  a 
boy,  to  Mr.  Cromwell,  and  fold  them  without 
the  confent  of  either  thofe  gentlemen  to  Curll,  who 
printed  them  in  lamo,  1727.  He  difcovered  her 
to  be  the  publifher,  in  his  Key,  p.  la.  We  only 
take  this  opportunity  of  mentioning  the  manner 
in  which  thofe  letters  got  abroad,  which  the  au- 
thor was  aftiamed  of  as  very  trivial  things,  full, 
not  only  of  levities,  but  of  wrong  judgments  of 
men  and  books,  and  only  excufeable  from  the 
youth  and  inexperience  of  the  writer. 

Ver.  8a.  Down  with  the  Bible,  up  with  the 
Pope's  arms  ]  The  Bible,  Curll's  fign  :  the  Cfofs- 
Jteys,  LiiKot'j. 


UNCI  AD.  «0| 

Amus'd  he  reads,  and  then  rettlrns  the  bills 
Sign'd  with  that  Ichor  which  from  gods  dillils. 

In  office  here  fair  Cioacina  {lands. 
And  minifters  to  Jove  with  pureft  hands. 
Forth  from  the  heap  file  pick'd  her  vot'ry's  prayer. 
And  plac'd  it  next  him,  a  difliridlion  rare  I 
Oft  had  the  goddefs  heard  her  fervant's  call, 
From  her  black  grottos  near  the  TempIe-walJ, 
Liftcning  delighted  to  the  jeft  unclean 
Of  link-boys  vile,  and  watermen  obfcene;         109 
Where  as  he  fifli'd  her  nether  realms  for  wit. 
She  oft  had  favour'd  him,  and  favours  yet. 
Renewal  by  ordure's  fympathetic  force. 
As  oil'd  with  magic  juices  for  the  courfe. 
Vigorous  he  rifes;  from  the  eftluvia  flrong. 
Imbibes  new  life,  andfcoursand  ftinks  along; 
Repaffes  Lintot,  vindicates  the  race. 
Nor  heeds  the  brown  diflionours  of  his  face. 

And  now  the  vidlor  ftretch'd  his  eager  hanJ 
Where  the  tail  nothing  flood,  or  feem'd  to  fland; 
A  fhapelefs  fhade,  it  melted  from  his  fight,       IIC 
Like  forms  in  clouds,  or  vifions  of  the  night. 
To  feize  his  papers,  Curll,  was  next  thy  care  ; 
His  papers,  light,  ffy  diverfe,  tofl  in  air; 
Songs,  fonnets,  epigrams,  the  winds  uplift. 
And  whift:  them  back  to  Evans,  Young,  and  SwiFt. 
Th'  embroider'd  fuit  at  leaft  he  deem'd  his  prey. 
That  fuit  an  unpay'd  taylor  fiiatch'd  away. 
No  rag,  no  fcrap,  of  all  the  beau  or  wit. 
That  once  fo  flatter'd,  and  that  once  fo  writ  las^ 

Heaven  rings  with  laughter  :  Of  the  laughter 
vain, 
Dulnefs,  good  queen,  repeats  the  jeft  again. 
Three  wjcked  imps,  of  her  own  Grub-flreet  cholr^ 
She  deck'd  like  Congreve,  Addifon,  and  Prior : 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  99. — io>t.   In  former  edit,  tbus; 
(Oft  as  he  fi(b'd  her  nether  realms  for  wit. 
The  goddefs  favour'd  him,  and  favours  yet} 

REMARK*. 

Ver.  loi.  Where,  as  he  fifb'd,  Sec]  See  tbe 
preface  to  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcellanies. 

Ver.  116.  Evans,  Young,  and  Swift]  Some  of 
thofe  perfons,  whofe  writings,  epigrams,  or  jefts 
he  had  owntd.     See  note  on  ver.  50. 

Ver,  118.  an  unpay'd  taylor]  This  line  has  been 
loudly  complained  of  in  Mifl,  June  8,  Dedic.  t» 
Sawney,  and  others,  as  a  moft  inhuman  fatire  on 
the  poverty  of  poets  :  But  it  is  thought  our  author 
will  be  acquitted  by  a  jury  of  Taylors.  To  mc 
this  inftance  feems  unluckily  chofen  ;  if  it  be  a  fa- 
tire  on  any  body,  it  mud  on  a  bad  paymafter, 
fince  the  perfon  to  whom  they  have  here  applied 
it,  was  a  man  of  fortune.  Not  but  poets  may  wel! 
be  jealous  of  fo  great  a  prerogative  as  non-pay- 
ment ;  which  Mr.  Dennis  fo  far  afferts,  as  boldly 
to  pronounce,  that  "  if  Homer  himfelf  was  not 
"  in  debt,  it  was  becaufe  nobody  would  trull 
"  him."  Prcf.  to  Rem.  on  the  Rape  of  the  Lock, 
P-  15. 

Ver,  124.  like  Congreve,  Addifon,  and  Prior;] 
Thefe  authors  being  fuch  whofe  names  will  xeacK 
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JWeers,  Warner,  Wilklns,  run  :  del'ufivc  thought ! 
Breval,  Bond,  Befaleel,  the  varlets  caught. 
Curll  ftretches  after  Gay,  but  Gay  is  gone, 
He  grafps  an  empty  Jofeph  for  a  John  : 
So  Proteus  hunted  in  a  nobler  fhape, 
JBecame,  when  feiz'd,  a  puppy,  or  an  ape.         1 30 
To  him  the  goddefs  :  fon  .   thy  grief  lay  down 
And  turn  this  whole  illufion  on  the  town  : 
As  the  fage  dame,  experienc'd  in  her  trade, 
JSy  names  of  toafts  retails  each  batter'd  jade  ; 
(Whence    haplefs  Monfieur  much  complains  at 

Paris 
Of  wro  gs  from  Ducheffes  and  Lady  Maries ;) 
Be  thine,  my  Stationer  !  this  magic  gift ; 
Cook  Ihall  be  Prior;  and  Concanen,  Swift : 
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poftcrity,  we  fliall  not  give  any  account  of  them, 
lot  .proceed  to  thofe  of  whom  it  is  neceflary. — 
Befaleel  Morris  was  author  of  fome  fatires  oq 
the  tranflators  of  Homer,  with  many  other 
things  printed  in  news-papers. — "  Bond  writ  a  fa- 
•'  tire  againft  Mr.  P. — .  Capt.  Breval  was  au- 
*•  thorof  The  Confederates,  an  ingenioBs  drama- 
*•  tic  performance  to  expofe  Mr.  P  Mr.  Gay,  Dr. 
*•  Arb.  and  fome  ladies  of  <|uality,"  fays,  CwsLi, 
Key,  p.  IT. 

Ver.  125.  Mears,  Warner,  Wilkins]  Bookfellers, 
and  printers  of  much  anonymous  ftuff. 

Ver.  iz6.  Breval,  Bund,  Befaleel,]  I  forefee  it 
will  be  objecfted  from  this  line,  that  we  were  in 
an  error  in  our  affertion  on  ver.  50.  of  this  book, 
that  More  was  a  fidlitious  name,  fince  thofe  per- 
fons'are  equally  reprefcnted  by  the  poet  as  phan- 
toms. So. at  firft  fight  it  maybefeen;  but  be 
aot  deceived,  reader ;  thefe  alfo  are  not  real  per- 
fons.  'Tis  true,  CurJl  declares  JBreval,  a  captain, 
author  of  a  piece  called  the  Confederates  ;  but  the 
fame  Curll  firft  faid  it  was  written  by  Jofeph  Gay: 
Is  his  fecond  affertion  to  be  credited  any  more 
than  his  firft  ?  He  likewife  affirms  Bond  to  be 
one  who  writ  a  fatire  on  our  poet :  But  where  is 
fuch  a  fatire  to  be  found  ?  where  was  fuch  a  wri- 
ter ever  heard  of?  As  for  Befaleel,  it  carries 
ifirgery  in  the  very  name  ;  nor  is  it  as  the  others 
are,  a  furname.  Thou  may'ft  depend  upon  it,  no 
fuch  authors  ever  lived  ;  all  phantoms.      Scr.iBi,. 

Ver.  izi.  Jofeph  Gay,  a  fictitious  name  put  by 
Curl!  before  feveral  pamphlets,  which  made  them 
pafs  with  many  for  Mr.  Gay's. — The  ambiguity  of 
the  word  Jofeph,  which  likewife  fignifies  a  loofe 
upper-coat,  gives  much  pleafantry  to  the  idea. 

Ver.  13a.  And  turn  this  whole  illufion  on  the 
town:  ]  It  was  a  common  pradilice  of  this  book- 
feller  to  publifli  vile  pieces  of  obfcure  hands  un- 
der the  names  of  eminent  authors, 

Ver.  138.  Cook  (hall  be  Prior,]  The  man  here 
fpecified  writ  a  thing  called  I'he  Battle  of  the 
Poets,  in  which  Philips  and  Welfted  were  the  he- 
roes, and  Swift  and  Pope  utterly  routed.  He  al- 
fo publiftied  fome  malevolent  things  in  the  Britilh, 
London,  and  Daily  Journals :  and  at  the  fame 
tjine  wrote  letters  to  ivir.  Pope,  protefting  his  in- 
jiocence.    His  chief  work  was  a  tranflajicn  of 


So  ftiall  each  hoftile  name  fcecome  our  own, 
And  we  too  boaft  our  Garth  and  Addifon.       I4A 
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Hefiod,  to  which  Theobald  writ  notes  and  half 
notes  which  he  carefully  owned. 

Ver.  138  and  Concanen,  Swift :]  In  the  firft 
edition  of  this  poem  there  were  only  afteriflcs  in 
this  place,  but  the  names  were  fince  infetted,  mere- 
ly to  fill  the  verfe,  and  give  eafe  to  the  reader. 

Ver  140.  And  we  too  boaft  our  Garth  and  Ad- 
difon.] Nuthing  is  more  remarkable  than  our  au- 
thor's love  of  praifing  good  writers.  He  has  in 
this  very  poem  celebrated  Mr.  Lixkc,  Sir  Ifaac 
Newton,  Dr.  Barrow,  Dr  Atterbury,  Mr.  Dry- 
den,  Mr.  Congreve,  Dr.  Garth,  Mr.  Addifon  ;  in 
a  word,  almoft  every  man  of  his  time  that  de- 
ferved  it ;  even  CibbtT  hinifelf  (;.refuming  him 
to  be  the  author  of  the  Carelels  Hufband).  It 
was  very  difficult  to  have  that  pleafure  in  a  poem 
on  this  fubjeft,  yet  he  has  found  means  to  infert 
their  panegyric,  and  ha>  made  even  Dulnefs  out 
of  her  own  mouth  to  prn ounce  it.  It  muft  have 
been  particularly  agreeable  to  him  to  celebrate  Dr. 
Garth ;  both  as  hisconftanf  friend,  and  as  he  was  his 
predecefFor'in  this  kind  of  fatire  The  Difpenfary 
attacked  the  whole  body  of  Apothecaries,  a  much 
more  uleful  one  undoubtedly  than  that  of  the  bad 
pwets;  if  in  truth  this  can  be  a  body,  of  which  no  two 
members  ever  agreed.  It  alfo  did,  what  Mr. 
Theobald  fays  is  unpardonable,  draw  in  parts  of 
private  character,  and  introductd  perfons  inde- 
pendent of  his  iobiecfl  Much  more  would  Boi- 
leau  have  hicurred  his  cenfure,  who  left  a!'  fub- 
jedts  whatever,  oq  all  occafions  to  fall  upon  the 
bad  poets  (^which,  it  is  to  be  feared,  would  have 
been  more  immediately  his  concern.)  But  cer- 
tainly next  to  commending  good  writers,  the  great- 
eft  fervice  to  learning  Mi'io  expofe  the  bad,  who 
can  only  that  way  be  ttiade  of  any  ufe  to  it.  Thi» 
truth  is  very  well  fet  forth  in  thefe  lines  addreffed 
to  our  author. 

"  The  craven  root,  and  pert  jack-daw, 
"   (Though  neither  birds  ot  moral  kind) 

"  Yet  ferve,  if  hang'd,  and  ftuff  d  with  ftraw, 
"  To  fliow  us  which  way  blows  the  wind. 

"  Thus  dirty  knaves,  or  chattering  fools, 

"   Strung  up  by  dozens  in  thy  lay, 
"  Teach  more  by  half  than  Dennis'  rules, 

"  And  point  inftruftion  every  way. 

«'   With  Egypt's  art  thy  pen  may'ftrive  ; 

"  One  potent  drop  let  this  but  fbed, 
"  And  every  rogue  that  flunk  alive, 

"  Becomes  a  precious  mummy  dead." 

Ver  I4Z.  rueful  length  of  face]  "  The  decre- 
"  pid  perfon  or  figure  of  a  man  are  no  refledtions 
"  upon  his  genius :  An  honeft  mind  will  love 
"  and  eftetm  a  man  of  worth,  though  he  be 
"  deformed  or  pi)or.  Yet  the  author  of  the 
"  Punciad  hath  libeUed  a.  perfon  for  his  rueful 


'  With  tliat  flie  gaye  him  (piteous  of  his  cafe. 
Yet  fmiling  at  his  rueful  length  of  face) 
A  fliiggy  tapeftry,  worthy  to  be  fpread, 
On  Codrus'  old,  or  Dunton's  modern  bed  ; 
Inftrudive  work !    whofe  wry-mouth'd  portraiture 
Difplay'd  the  faces  her  confeffors  endure 
Eariefs  on  high,  ftood  unabafti'd  De  Foe, 
And  Tutcbin  flajjrantfrom  the  fcourge  below 
There  Ridpath,  Roper,  cudgell'd  might  you  view, 
The  very  worded  tlill  look'd  black  ^nd  blue.   IJO 
Himfelf  among  the  ftory'd  chiefs  he  fpies. 
As,  from  the  blanket  high  ie  air  he  flies. 
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"  length  of  face  I"  Mill's- Journal,  June  8.  The 
genius  and  man  of  wor'h,  whom  an  honcft  miud 
fnould  love,  is  Mr.  Curll.  T-^ue  it  is,  he  ftood 
on  the  pillory,  an  incident  which  will  lengthen 
the  face  of  any  man,  though  it  were  ever  fo  come- 
ly, therefore  is  no  refletftion  on  the  natural  beau- 
ty of  Mr.  Curll.  But  as  to  refledtion  on  any 
man's  face  or  figure,  Mr.  Dennis  faith  exccUent- 
tly  ;  "  Natural  deformity  comes  not  by  our  fault ;. 
"  it  is  often  occafioned  by  calamities  and  difcafes, 
"  which  a  man  can  no  more  help  than  a  monfter 
•'  can  his  deformity.  There  is  ne  one  misfortune, 
"  and  no  one  difeafe,  but  what  all  mankind  are 
"  fubie(£t  to. —  But  the  deformity  of  this  author  is 
"  vifible,  prefent,  lafting.  unalterable,  and  pecu- 
"  liar  to,  himfelf.  ' Tis  the  mark  of  God  and  Na- 
"  ture  upon  him,  to  give  us  warning  that  we 
"  fhouid  hold  no  fociety  with  him,,  as  a  creature 
"  not  of  our  original,  nor  of  our  fpecies  :  and 
"  they  who  have  ref^ed  to  take  this  warning, 
"  which  God  and  Nature  has  given  them,  and 
"  have,  in  fpite  of  it,  by  a  fenfelefs  prefumption 
•'  ventured  to  be  familiar  with  him,  have  feverely 
"  Altered.  &c.  It  is  certain  hi*  original  is  not 
"from  Adam,  but  from  the  devil."  &c. Den- 
nis, CharaSier  of  Mr.  P.  8vo.  I716. 

Admirably  it  is  obferved  by  Mr.  Dennis  againft 
Mr.  Law,  p.  3  J.  "  That  the  language  of  Billingf- 
"  gate  can  never  be  the  language  of  charity,  nor 
*'.  confequently  of  Chriftianity.'  I  fhouid  elfe  be 
tempted  to  ufe  the  language  of  a  critic  ;  for  what 
is  more  provoking  to  a  commentator  than  to  be- 
hold his  amhoir  thus  pourtray'd  .'  Yet  I  confider 
it  really  hurts  not  him  !  whereas  to  call  fome 
others  dull,  might  do  them  prejudice  with  a  world 
too  apt  to  believe  it :  Therefore,  thougjji  Mr.  D. 
may  call  another  a  little  afs  or  a  young  toad,  far 
be  it  from  us  to  call  him  a  toothlefs  lion  or  an  old 
ierpent.  Indeed,  had  I  written  thefe  notes  (as 
was  once  my  intent)  in  the  learned  language,  I 
might  have  given  him  the  appellations  of  baiatro, 
calceatum  caput,  fcurra  ii)  triviis,  being  phrafes  in 
good  efteem  and  frecj.jent  ufage  among  the  bell 
learned ,  But  in  our  mother-tongue,  were  I  to 
tax  any  gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad.  furely  it  fhouid 
be  in  words  not  to  the  vulgar  intelligible  ;  where- 
by Chriftian  charity,  decency,  and  good  accord 
among  authors,  might  be  preferved  Scribl. 

The  good  Scriblerus  here,  as  on  all  cccafions, 
tmisently  ihows-  his  hamanity.     But  it  was  far 


THE   DUNCIAI>.  m^ 

And  oh'   (he  cry'd)  what  ftrcet,  what  lane,  but 

knows 
Our  purgings,  pumpings,  blanketings,  and  blows  t 
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otherw:ife  withythc  gentleman  of  the  Dunciad, 
whofe  fcurrilitiei  were  always  perfonal,  and  of  that 
nature  which  provoked  every  honeft  man  but  Mr> 
Pope ;  yet  never  to  be  lamented,  fincc  they  occa^. 
Honed  the  following  amiable  verfes  : 

"  While  malice,  Pope,  denies  thy  page 

"   Its  own  celeftial  fire  ; 
•'  While  critics,  and  while  bards  In  rage, 

"  Admiring,  won't  admire  : 

"  While  wayward  pens  thy  worth  affail, 

"  And  envious  tongues  decry  ; 
"  Thefe  times  though  many  a  friendbewai^ 

"  Thefe  times  bewail  not  I. 

"  But  when  the  world's  loud  praife  is  thtn^ 
"   And  fpleen  no  more  fhall  blame, 

"  When  with  thy  Homer  thou  fhalt  ftiinc 
"  In  one  eftablifh'd  fame  : 

"  When  none  fhall  rail,  and  every  lay 

"  Devote  a  wreath  to  thee ; 
"  That  day  (for  come  it  will)  that  day 

"  Shall  1  lament  to  fee  " 

Ver.  143.  A  fhaggy  tapeftry,]  A  forry  kind  of 
tapeftry  frequent  in  old  inns,  made  of  worfted  or 
fome  coarfer  fluff;  like  that  which  is  fpoken  of  by 
I^onne.  Faces  as  frightful  as  theirs  who  whipt 
Chrift  in  old  hangings.  This  imagery  woven  iq 
It  alludes  to  the  mantle  of  Cloanthus,  in  .ffin,  v. 

Ver  144.  John  Dunton  was  a  broken  bookfel- 
ler,  and  abufivc  fcribbler;  he  writ  Neck  or  No- 
thing, a  violent  fatircon  fome  minifters  of  flate; 
a  libel  on  the  Duke  of  Devoufhire  and  the  Bifhop 
of  Peterborough,  &c. 

Ver  148-  And  Tutchin  flagrant  from  the 
fcourge]  John  Tutchin,  author  of  fome  vile  ver- 
fes, and  of  a  weekly  paper  called  the  Obfervator  :. 
He  was  fenienced  to  be  whipped  through  feveral 
towns  in  the  weft  of  England,  upon  which  he  pe- 
titioned King  James  II.  to  be  hdnged.  V/hen  that 
prince  died  in  exile,  he  wrote  an  invedtive  againfL 
his  memory,  occafioned  by  fome  humane  elegies 
on  his  death.  He  lived  to  the  time  of  Queen  Anne,. 

Ver.  149.  There  Ridpath,  Roper,]  Authors  of 
the  Flying-Poft  and  Poft-Boy,  two  Icandalous  pa- 
pers on  different  fides,  for  which  they  equally  and 
alternately  deferved  to  be  cudgelled,  and  were  fo. 

Ver.  151.  Himfelf  among  the  ftory'd  chiefs  he 
fpies,]  The  hiftory  of  Curll's  being  tolTed  in  a 
blanket,  and  whipped  by  the  fchobrs  of  Weft- 
minfter,  is  well  known.  Of  his  purging  and  vo- 
miting, fee  A  full  and  true  account  of  a  horrid 
Revenge  on  the  body  of  Edmund  Curll,  &c.  in 
Swift  and  Po;e's  Mifcellanies. 

Ver.  157.  See  in  the  circle  next  Eliza  plac'd,]_ 
In  this  game  is  expofed,  in  the  aiaft  coatemptiious 
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In  every  loom  our  labours  fliall  be  feen, 
And  the  frefli  vomit  run  for  ever  preen  ! 

See  in  the  circle  next,  Eliza  plac'd, 
Two  babes  of  love  clofe  clinging  to  her  waift ; 
Fair  as  before  her  works  (be  ftands  c-onfefs'd,  159 
In  flowers  and  pearls  by  bounteous  Kirkall  drefs'd. 
The  goddefs  then  :  *'  Who  beft  can  feed  on  high 
••-  The  falient  fpout,  far  ftreaming  to  the  Iky; 
•'  His  be  yon  Juno  of  majeftic  fize, 
•*  With  cow-like  udders,  and  with  ox-like  eyes. 
••  This  China  Jordan  let  the  chief  o'crcomc 
•*  Replenilh,  not  inglorioufly,  at  home." 

Ofborne  and  Curll  accept  the  glorious  ftrife, 
(Though  this  his  fon  diffuades,  and  that  his  wife,) 


REMARKS. 

manner,  the  profligate  licentioufnefs  of  thofe 
Ihamelefs  fcribblers  (for  the  moft  part  of  that  fex 
which  ought  leaft  to  be  capable  of  fuch  malice  or 
impudence}  who,  in  Lbellous  memoirs  and  novels, 
reveal  the  faults  or  misfortunes  of  both  feses,  to 
the  ruin  of  public  fame,  or  difturbances  of  private 
happinefs.  Our  good  poet,  (by  the  whole  caft  of 
his  work  being  obliged  not  to  take  off  the  irony) 
where  he  could  not  fhow  his  indignation,  hath 
ihown  his  contempt,  as  much  as  poffible;  having 
lere  drawn  aJ  vile  a  pidure  as  tonld  be  reprefent- 
ed  in  the  colours  of  epic  poefy.  Scribl. 

Ibid.  Eliza  Haywood ;  this  woman  was  autho- 
rets  of  thofe  moft  fcandalous  books  called  the 
Court  of  Carimania,  and  the  New  Utopia.  For 
the  two  babes  of  love,  fee  Curll,  Key,  p.  22.  But 
whatever  refieSion  he  is  plcafed  to  throw  upon 
this  lady,  furcly  it  was  what  from  him  ftie  little 
<leferved,  who  had  celebrated  Curll's  undertakings 
for  reformation  of  manners,  and  declared  herfelf 
•*  to  be  fo  perfedlly  acquainted  with  the  fweetnefs 
"  of  bis  difpofition,  and  that  tendernefs  with 
**  which  he  confidcred  the  errors  of  his  fellow- 
••  creatures  ;  that,  though  fhe  fhould  find  the  little 
**  inadvertencies  of  her  own  li.*"e  recorded  in  his 
*'  papers,  Oie  was  certain  it  would  be  done  in  fuch 
"  3  manner  as  flie  could  not  but  approve."  Mrs. 
Haywood,  Hill,  of  Clar.  printed  in  the  Female 
Duncjad,  p.  iS. 

Ver.  1 6c.  Kirkall,]  the  name  of  an  engraver. 
Some  of  this  lady's  works  were  printed  in  four 
•volumes  in  lamo,  with  her  pidure  thus  dreflcd 
np  before  them. 

Ver.  167.  Ofborne,  Thomas]  A  bookfeller  in 
Gray's  Inn,  very  well  quahfied  by  his  impudence 
to  aiS  this  part ;  therefore  placed  here  inftead  of 
a  lefs  deferving  predeceflor.  [Chapma*,  the  pub- 
iifher  of  Mrs.  Haywood's  New  Utopia,  &c.]  This 
man  publilhed  advertifcments  for  a  year  together, 
pretending  to  fell  Mr.  Pope's  Subfctiption  books 
ef  Homer's  Iliad  at  half  thj  price :  Of  which  book 
he  had  none,  but  cut  to  the  fize  of  them  (which 
was  quarto)  the  common  books  in  folio,  without 
copper-plates,  on  a  worfe  paper,  an  J  never  above 
half  the  value. 

Upon  this  advertifcmcnt  the  Gazetteer  ha- 
rangued thus,  July  6,  1739,  "  How  melancholy 
«♦  aa«ft  it  be  to  a  wiiter  to  he  fo  ■or.happy  asto  .(■.; 


One  on  his  manly  confidence  relies, 
One  on  his  vigour  and  fuperior  fize.  1 70 

Fiift  Ofborne  lean'd  againfl  his  letter'd  pofi  : 
It  rofe,  and  labour'd  te  a  curve  at  moft. 
So  Jove's  bright  bow  difplays  its  watery  round 
(Sure  fign  that  no  fpedator  fliall  be  drown'd). 
A  fccond  effort  brought  but  new  difgrace. 
The  wild  Meander  wafti'd  the  artilVs  face  : 
Thus  the  fmall  jet,  which  hafty  hands  unlock. 
Spirts  in  the  gardener's  eyes  who  turns  the  cock. 
Not  fo  from  fliamelefs  Curll ;  impetuous  fpread 
The  ftream,  and  fmoking  flourift.'d  o'er  his  head. 
So  (fam'd  like  thee  for  turbulence  and  horns)  i8i 
)  Eridanus  his  humble  fountain  fcorns  ; 
Through  half  the  heavens  he  pours  th*  exalted 

urn ; 
His  rapid  waters  in  their  paflage  burn. 
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*'  his  works  hawked  for  fale  in  a  manner  fo  fatal 
"  to  his  fame  !  How,  with  honour  to  yourfclf, 
"  and  juflice  to  your  fubfcribers,  can  this  be  done  ! 
"  What  an  ingratitude  to  be  charged  on  the  only 
"  honeft  poet  that  lived  in  1 738  !  and  than  whom 
'•  virtue  has  not  had  a  ftiriller  trumpeter  for  ma- 
"  ny  ages!  That  you  were  once  generally  admired 
"  and  efteemed,  can  be  denied  by  none;  but  that 
'•  you  and  your  works  are  now  defpifed,  is  veri- 
"  fied  by  this  fadl :"  which  being  utterly  falfe, 
did  not  indeed  much  humble  the  author,  but 
drew  this  juft  chaftifement  on  the  bookfeller. 

Ver.  183.  Through  half  the  heavens  he  pours 
th'  exalted  urn;]  In  amanufcript  Dunciad  (where 
are  fonie  marginal  coneftions  of  fome  gentlemen 
fome  time  deceafed)  I  have  found  another  reading 
of  thefe  lines :  thus, 

"  And  lifts  his  urn,  through  half  the  heavens  to 

"  flow ; 
"  His  rapid  waters  in  their  paffage  glowv'* 

This  I  cannot  but  think  the  right :  For,  firft, 
though  the  difference  between  burn  and  glow 
may  feem  not  very  material  to  others,  to  me  I 
confefs  the  latter  has  an  elegance,  a  je  ne  f^ay 
quoy,  which  is  much  eafier  to  be  conceived  than 
explained.  Secondly,  every  reader  of  our  poet 
muft  have  obferved  how  frequently  he  ufes  this 
word  glow  in  other  parts  of  his  works  :  To  in- 
ftance  only  in  his  Homer ; 

(i.)  Iliad  ix.  ver.  726.  With  one  fefentment  glows, 

(2.)   Iliad  xi.  ver.  926.  There  the  battle  glows. 

(3  )  Ibid.  ver.  985.  Fhe  doling  flefli  that  inftant 
ceas'd  to  glow. 

(4.)  Iliad  xii.  ver.  45.  Encompafs'd  Hedtor  glows. 

(5.)  Ibid.  ver.  475.  His  beating  breaft  with  ge- 
nerous ardour  glows. 

(6  )  Iliad  xvii.  ver.  J91.  Another  part  glow'd 
with  refulgent  arms. 

(7.)  Ibid,  ver  654.  And  curl'd  on  filvcr  props  ia 
order  gluw. 

I  sm  afraid  of  growing  too  luxuriant  in  exani«\ 
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Swift  as  it  moitnts,  all  follow  with  their  eyes : 
Still  happy  impudence  obt'dins  the  prize. 
Ihou  triumph'ft,  viClor  of  the  high-wrought  day, 
And  the  pleas'd  dame,  foftl'miliug,  lead'ft  away. 
Ofborne,  through  perfeifl  modcfty  o'ercomc, 
Crown'd  with  the  Jordan,  walks  contented  home. 

But  now  for  authors  nobler  palms  remain;  191 
Room  for  ray  lord  !  three  jockeys  in  his  train  ; 
Six  huntfmen  with  a  (hout  precede  his  chair  : 
He  grins,  and  looks  broad  nonfenfe  with  a  flare. 
His  honour's  meaning  Dulnefsthns  expreft, 
"  He  wins  this  patron  who  can  tickle  befl." 

He  chinks  his  purfe,  and  takes  his  feat  of  ftate  : 
'W'ith  ready  quills  the  dedicators  wait ; 
Now  at  his  head  the  dextrous  talk  commence. 
And,  indant,  fancy  feels  th'  imputed  fenfe  ;      ZOO 
Now  gentle  touches  wanton  o'er  his  face, 
He  ftruts  Adonis,  and  affecfts  grimace ; 
Rolli  the  feather  to  his  ear  conveys, 
Then  his  nice  tafle  diredts  our  operas  : 
Bentley  his  mouth  with  claflic  flattery  opes, 
And  the  puff'd  orator  burfts  out  in  tropes. 
But  Welfted  moft  the  poet's  healing  balm 
Strives  to  extra;S  from  his  foft,  giving  palm  ; 
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Var.  2*5.  In  former  edit.  Welded, 
Ver.  207.  In  the  firftedit. 

But  Oldmixon  the  poet's  healing  balm,  &c. 

And  again  in  ver.  209.     Unlucky  Oldmixon  ! 

REMARKS. 

pies,  or  1  could  flretch  this  catalogue  to  a  great 
extent ;  but  thcfe  are  enough  to  prove  his  fondnefs 
for  this  beautiful  word,  v/hich,  therefore  let  all 
future  editions  replace  here. 

I  am  aware,  after  all,  that  burn  is  the  proper 
word  to  convey  an  idea  of  what  v»ras  faid  to  be  Mr. 
Curil's  condition  at  this  time  :  But  from  that  very 
reafon  I  infer  the  direifl  contrary.  For  iurely 
every  lover  of  our  author  will  conclude  he  had 
more  humanity  than  to  infult  a  man  on  fuch  a 
misfortune  or  calamity,  which  could  never  befal 
him  purely  by  his  own  fault,  but  from  an  unhap- 
py communication  with  another.  This  note  is  half 
Mr.  Theobald,  half  Scribl. 

Ver.  203.  Paolo  Antonio  Rolli,]  an  Italian  po- 
et, and  writer  of  many  operas  in  that  language, 
■which,  partly  by  the  help  of  his  genius,  prevailed 
inrEngland  near  twenty  years.  He  taught  Italian 
to  fome  fine  gentlemen,  who  affe<fled  to  direft  the 
operas. 

Ver.  205.  Bentley  his  month,  &c.]  Not  fpoken 
of  the  famous  Dr.  Richard  Bentley,  but  of  one 
Thomas  Bentley,  a  fmall  critic,  who  aped  his  uncle 
in  a  little  Horace.  The  great  one  was  intended 
to  be  dedicated  to  the  Lord  Halifax,  but  (on  a 
change  of  the  minlftry)  was  given  to  the  Earl  of 
Oxford  ;  fior  which  reafun  the  Uttle  one  was  dedi- 
cated to  his  f.>n  the  Lord  H.irley. 

Ver.  207.  Welded]  Leonard  VVelfled,  author 
«f  the  Tniimvirate,  or  a  letter  in  vcrfe  kom  Pala- 


Unlucky  Welfled!  thy  unfeeling  mafter. 

The  more  thou  ticklcft, gripes  his  fift  the  fafter  210 

While  thus  each  hand  promotes  the  plcafing  paiij. 
And  quick  fenfarions  fkip  from  vein  to  vein  ; 
A  youth  unknown  to  Phoebus,  in  defpair, 
Pats  his  laft  refuge  all  in  heaven  and  prayer. 
What  force  have  pious  vows!    The  queen  of  love 
Her  filler  fends,  her  votarefs,  from  above, 
As,  taught  by  Venus,  Paris  learnt  the  art 
To  touch  Achilles'  only  tender  part ; 
Secure,  through  her,  the  noble  prize  to  carry. 
He  marches' off,  his  grace's  fecrctary.  220 

Now  turn  to  different  fports  (the  goddefs  cries) 
And  learn,  my  fons,  the  wondrous  power  of  noiiie. 
To  move,  to  raife,  to  ravifh  every  heart. 
With  Shakfpearc's  nature,  or  with  Jonfon's  art. 
Let  others  aim  :  'Tis  yours  to  fhake  the  foul 
With  thunder  rumbling  from  the  muflard-bowl, 
With  horns  and  trumpets  now  to  madnefs  fwell, 
Now  fink  in  forrows  with  a  tolling  bell! 
Such  happy  arts  attention  can  command, 
When  fancy  flags,  and  lenfc  is  at  a  (land.  430 

Improve  we  thefe.     Three  cat-calls  be  the  bribe 
Of  him,  whole  chattering  fhames  tlie  monke}' 

tribe  : 
And  his  this  drum,  vvhofe  hoarfe  heroic  bafs. 
Drowns  the  loud  clarion  of  the  braying  afs. 

Now  thonfaiid  tongues  are  heard  in  one  loud 
din : 
The  monkey-mimics  rufh  difcordanl  in; 
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mon  to  Celia  at  Bath,  which  was  meant  for  a  fa- 
tire  on  Mr.  P.  and  fome  of  his  friends  about  the 
year  1718.  [He  writ  other  things  which  we  can- 
not remember.  Smedley,  in  his  Metamorphofis  of 
Scriblerus,  mentions  one,  the  hymn  of  a  gentle- 
man to  his  Creator :  And  there  was  another  in 
praife  either  of  a  cellar,  or  a  garret.  L.  W.  cha- 
ratSierifcd  in  the  Utpi  Baias,  or  the  Art  of  Sinking, 
as  a  didappcr,  and  after  as  an  eel,  is  faid  to  be  this 
perfon,  by  Dennis,  Daily  Journal  of  May  il, 
1728.  He  was  alfo  charadlerifed  under  another 
animal,  a  mole,  by  the  author  of  the  enl'uing  fimile, 
which  was  handed  about  at  the  fame  time  :^ 

"  Dear  Welfled,  mark,  in  dirty  hole, 
"  That  painful  animal,  a  mole  : 
"  Above  ground  never  born  to  grow  ; 
"   What  mighty  llir  it  keeps  below  ! 
"  To  make  a  mole-hill  all  his  ftrife! 
"  It  digs,  pokes,  undermines  for  life. 
"  How  proud  a  little  dirt  to  fpread ; 
"  Confcious  of  nothing  o'er  its  head  '. 
"  Till,  labouring  on  for  want  of  eyes, 
"  It  blunders  into  light  and  dies."] 

You  have  him  again  in  book  iii.  ver.  169. 

Ver.  326.  With  thunder  rumbling  from  the" 
muflard-bowl,]  The  old  way  of  making  thunder 
and  muftard  were  the  fame  '.  but  fince,  it  is  more 
advantageoufly  performed  by  troughs  of  wood 
with  Hops  in  them.  Whether  Mr.  Dennis  was 
the  inventor  c£  that  improvement,!  know  not; 
but  it  is  certain,  that  being  once  at  »  tragedy  of  a 
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'Twas  chattering,  grinning,  mouthing,  jabbering 

all. 
And  Noife  and  Norton,  Brangling  and  Breval, 
Dennis  and  Diffunance,  and  captious  Art, 
And  Snip-fnap  (hort,  and  Interruption  fmart,  240 
And  Demonftra  ion  thin,  and   f'hefes  thick. 
And  Major,  Minor,  and  Conclufion  quick. 
Hold  (cry'd  the  queen)  ;   A  cai-call  each  Ihall  win; 
Equal  your  merits  !  equal  is  your  din  : 
But  that  this  well-difputed  game  may  end, 
Sound  forth,  my  brayers,  and  the  welkin  rend. 
As  when  the  long-ear 'd  milky  mothers  wait 
At  fome  fick  mifer's  triple-bolted  gate, 
Jor  their  defrauded,  abfent  foals  they  make 
A  moan  fo  loud,  that  all  the  Guild  awake  !       ajo 
€ore  fighs  Sir  Gilbert,  ftarting  at  the  bray, 
Prom  dreams  of  millions,  and  three  groats  to  pay : 
So  fwells  each  wind  pipe  :  afs  intones  to  afs, 
Harmonic  twang  !  of  leather,  horn,  and  brafs ; 
Such  as  from  labouring  lungs  th"  enthufiaft  blows, 
High  founds,  attemper'd  to  the  vocal  nofe  ; 
Or  fuch  as  bellow  from  the  deep  divine ;      [thine. 
There,"  Webfter  !  peal'd  thy  voice,  and  Whitfieldl 
But  far  o'er  all  fonorous  Blackmore's  ftraki ; 
"Walls,  fleeple',  Ikies,  bray  back  to  him  again.  a6» 
In  Tottenham  fields,  the  brethren,  with  amaze. 
Prick  all  their  ears  up,  and  forget  to  graze ! 
Xong  Chancery-lane  retentive  rolls  the  f<yind, 
And  courts  to  courts  return  it  round  and  roiind ; 
Thames  wafts  it  thence  to  Rufus'  roaring  hall. 
And  Hungerford  re-echoes  bawl  for  bawl. 
All  hail  him  vidor  in  both  gifts  of  fong, 
jWho  lings  fo  loudly,  and  who  fings  fo  long. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  241,  144.  added  Cnce  the  firft  edition. 
"Ver.  2J7,  3 J  8.     This  couplet  is  an  addition. 

REMARKS. 

»ew  author,  he  fell  into  a  great  paSion  at  hearing 
fome,  and  cried,  "  'Sdeath  !  that  is  my  thunder." 

Ver.  438.  Norton,]  See  ver.  417.  J.  Durant 
Breval,  author  of  a  very  extraordiaary  book  of 
travels,  and  fome  poems.  See  before,  note  on 
•ver.  126. 

Ver.  258.  Webfter— and  Whitfield]  [Tlie  one 
the  writer  of  a  newfpaper  called  the  Weekly  Mif- 
cellany,  the  other  a  field  preacher.  This  thought 
the  only  means  of  advancing  religion  was  by  the 
new-birth  of  fpiritual  madnefs :  That  by  the  old 
ilcath  of  fire  and  faggot :  and  therefore  they  a- 
greed  in  this,  though  in  no  ether  earthly  thing,  to 
abufe  all  the  fober  clergy.  From  the  fmall  fuccefs 
•f  thefe  two  extraordinary  perfons,  we  may  learn 
how  little  hurtful  bigotry  and  enthufiafm  are, 
■while  the  civil  magiftrate  prudently  forbears  to 
lend  his  power  to  the  one,  in  order  to  the  employ- 
ing it  againft  the  other.] 

Ver.  263.  Long  Chancery-lane]  The  place 
where  the  offices  of  Chancery  are  kept.  The 
long  detention  of  clients  in  that  court,  and  the  dif- 
^culty  of  getting  out,  is  humouroufly  allegorized 
in  thefe  lines. 

Ver,  268.  Who  fings  fo  loudly,  and  who  fings 


This  labour  paft,  by  Bridewell  all  defcend, 
(As  morning-prayers  and  flagellation  end)      a  70 


fo  long.]  A  juft  chara(£ler  of  Sir  Richard  Black- 
more,  Knt.  who  (as  Mr.  Dryden  exprefleth  it) 

"  Writ  to  the  rumbling  of  his  coach's  wheels ;" 

and  whofe  indefatigable  mufe  produced  no  lefs 
than  fix  epic  poems  :  Prince  and  King  Arthur, 
twenty  books  ;  Eliza,  ten,  Alfred,  twelve  ;  the  Re- 
deemer, fix  ;  befidesjob,  in  folio;  the  whole  book 
of  Pfalnis;  the  Creation,  feven  books-,  Nature  of 
Man,  three  books;  and  many  more.  It  is  in  this 
fenfe  he  is  ftyled  afterwards  the  everlafting  Black- 
more.  Notwithftanding  all  which,  Mr.  Gildon 
feems  affured,  "  that  this  admirable  author  did 
"  not  think  himfelf  upon  the  fame  foot  with  Hc- 
"  nier."     Comp.  Art  of  Poetry,  vol.  i.  p.  108. 

But  how  different  is  the  judgment  of  the  author 
of  CharacSers  of  the  Times  .'  p.  25.  nvHo  fays, 
"  Sir  Richard  Blackmore  is  unfortunate  in  hap- 
"  pening  to  miftake  his  proper  talents;  and  that 
"  he  has  not  for  many  years  been  to  much  as 
"  named,  or  even  thought  of  among  writers."-— 
Even  Mr.  Dennis  differs  greatly  from  his  friend 
Mr.  Gildon :  "  Blackmore's  adlion  (faith  he)  has 
'*  neither  unity,  nor  integrity,  nor  rnorality,  nor 
"  univerfality ;  and  confequently  he  can  have  no 
''  fable,  and  no  heroic  poem  :  His  narration  is 
"  neither  probable,  delightful,  nor  wonderful ; 
"  his  characters  have  none  of  the  neceffary  quali- 
"  fications;  the  things  contained  in  his  narration 
"  are  neither  in  their  own  nature  delightful,  nor 
"  numerous  enough,  nor  rightly  difpofed,  nor 
"  furprifing,  nor  pathetic."  Nay,  he  proceeds  fo 
far  as  to  iay  Sir  Richard  has  no  genius ;  firft  lay- 
ing down,  that  "  genius  is  caufed  by  a  furious  joy 
"  and  pridr  of  foul,  on  the  conception  of  an  ex- 
"  traordinary  hint.  Many  men  (fays  he)  have 
"  their  hints,  without  theie  motions  of  fury  and 
"  pride  of  foul,  becaufe  they  want  fire  enough  to 
"  agitate  their  fpirits;  and  thefe  we  call  cold 
"  writers.  Others  who  have  a  great  deal  of  fire, 
"  but  have  not  excellent  organs,  feel  the  forQ- 
"  mentioned  notions,  without  the  extraordinary 
"  hints;  and  thefe  we  call  fuflian  writers.  But 
"  he  declares  that  Sir  Richard  had  neither  the 
"  hints  nor  the  motions."  Remarks  on  Prince 
Arthur,  otftavo,  1696.     Preface. 

This  gentleman  in  his  firft  works  abofed  the 
charadler  of  Mr.  Dryden  ;  and  in  his  laft,  of  Mr. 
Pope,  accufing  him  in  very  high  terms  of  profane- 
nefs  and  immorality  (Effay  on  Polite  Writing, 
vol.  ii.  p.  270.)  on  a  mere  report  from  Edm. 
Curll,that  he  was  author  of  a  traveftie  on  the  firft 
pfalm.  Mr.  Dennis  took  up  the  fame  report,  but 
with  the  addition  of  what  Sir  Richard  had  ne» 
gledted,  an  argument  to  prove  it ;  which  being 
very  curious,  we  fhall  here  tranfcribe.  "  It  was 
♦'  he  who  burlefqued  the  Pfalms  of  David.  It  is 
"  apparent  to  me  that  pfalm  was  burlefqued  by  a 
"  Popifli  rhymefter.  Let  rhyming  perlons  who 
"  have  been  brought  up  Proteftants  be  otherwife 
"  what  they  will,  let  them  be  lakes,  let  them  be 


The  dunciad. 


'iA^ 


To  where  Fleet-ditch  with  difeinboguinp  ftreams 
Bolls  the  l^rge-  tribute  of  dead  dogs  to   I'hames, 
The  king  of  dikes  !   than  whom  no  fluice  of  mud 
"Wirh  deeper  fable  blots  the  filver  flood. 
"  Here  ilrip,  my  children  !  here  at  once  leap  in, 
**  Here  prove  -wlio  bell  can  dafh  through  thick  and 

"  thill, 
"  And  who  the  moft  in  love  of  dirt  excel, 
"  Or  dark  dexterity  of  groping  well. 
•'  Who  flings  moft  filth,  and  wide  pollutes  around 
"  The  ftreani,  be  his  the  weekly  journals  bound  ; 
*'  A  pig  of  lead  tii  him  who  dives  the  beft  ;      a8l 
*♦  A  peck  of  c<ials  a-piece  Ihall  glad  the  refl..** 

In  naked  majefty  Oldmixon  ftands. 
And,  Miio-like,  furveys  his  arms  and  hands  ; 


VARIATION. 

Ver  283.  In  former  edit. 
" great  Dennis  (lands. 

REMARKS. 

•'  fcoundrels,  let  them  be  atheifts,  yet  cdircation 
"  has  made  an  invincible  impreffion  on  them  in  be- 
**  half  of  the  facred  writings.  But  a  Popilh  rhyme- 
*'  fter  has  been  brought  up  with  a  contempt  for 
**  thofe  i'acred  writings  ;  now  fhow  me  another  Po- 
"  pifh  rhyniefter  but  he."  This  manner  of  argu- 
mentation is  ufual  with  Mr.  Dennis  ;  he  has  em- 
ployed the  fame  againfl  Sir  Richard  himfelf,  in  a 
like  charge  of  impiety  and  irreligion.  *'  All  Mr. 
•'  Blackmore's  celeftial  machines,  as  they  cannot 
"  be  defended  fo  much  as  by  common  received 
"  opinion,  fo  are  they  diredlly  contrary  to  the 
"  doilnnc  of  the  Church  of  England;  for  the  vi- 
"  fible  dcfcent  of  an  angel  muft  be  a  miracle.  Now 
•'  it  is  the  dodlrine  of  the  Church  of  England,  that 
*•  miracles  had  c^^afcd  a  long  time  before  Prince 
*'  Arthur  came  into  the  world.  Now,  if  the  doc- 
"  trine  of  the  Church  of  England  be  true,  as  we 
"  are  «bliged  to  believe,  then  are  all  the  celeftial 
"  machines  in  Prince  Arthur  unfuiFerable,  as  want- 
*'  ing  not  only  human,  but  divine  probability.  But 
"  if  the  machines  are  fufFerable,  that  is,  if  they 
*'  have  fo  much  as  divine  probability,  then  it  fo!- 
•*  lows  of  neceffity,  rhat  the  docflrine  of  theChi'.rch 
•*  id  falfe.     So  I  leave  it  to  every  impartial  clergy- 

"  man  to  confider,"  &c. Preface  to  the  Remarks 

on  Prince  Arthur. 

Vtr.  %-]o  (As  morning  prayer  and  flagellation 
end)j  It  is  between  eleven  and  twelve  in  the  morn- 
ing, after  chu.'ch  fervice,  that  the  criminal-;  are 
whipt  in  Bridewell. — This  is  to  mark  puncflually 
the  time  of  the  day  :  Homer  does  it  by  the  cir- 
cumftance  of  the  judges  rifing  from  court,  or  of 
the  labourers  dinner  :  our  author  by  one  very  pro- 
per, both  to  the  perfons,  and  the  fcene  of  his  po- 
em, which  we  may  remember  commenced  in  the 
evening  of  the  Lord  Mayor's  day  ;  The  firft  book 
paflcd  in  that  night;  the  next  marning  the  games 
feegtn  in  the  Strand,  thence  along  Fleet-ftreet  (pla- 
ces inhabited  by  bookfellers),  then  they  proceed 
by  Bridewell,  toward  Fleet-ditch;  and  laftly, 
tlirough  Ludgate,  to  the  cit^  and  the  temple  of 
^e  goddefs. 

VpL.  VI If, 


Then  fighing  thus,  "  And  am    I  now  threefcore  ? 
"  Ah,  why,  ye  gods  :  fliouid  two  and  two  make 

"  four  i"' 
H<  fa  id,  and  climb'i  a  ftranded  lighter's  height, 
t-hot  to  the  black  abyfs,  and  plung'd  downright. 
The  fenior's  judgment  ail  the  crowd  admire. 
Who   but  to  fink  the  deeper,  rofe  the  higher,  ap® 
Next  Smedley  div'd;  flow  circles  dimpled  o'er 
The  quaking  mud,  that  clos'd  and  op'd  no  more. 
All  look,  all  figh,  and  call  on  Smedley  lofl ; 
Smedley  in  vain  refounds  through  all  the  coafl:. 

Then  >•'  *  efiay'd  ;  fcarce  vanifli'd  out  of  fight, 
tte  buoys  up  inftant,  and  returns  to  light : 

VARIATION. 

Ver.  295.  in  former  edit. 
Then  *  *  try'd,  but  hardly  fnatch'd  from  fight. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  280.  The  weekly  journals  ]  Papers  of  news 
and  fcandal,  intermixed,  on  diflerei:t  fides  and  par- 
tics,  and  frequently  fhifting  from  <  ne  fiie  to  the 
other,  called  the  I.ond  n  Journal,  Britilh  Journal, 
Daily  Journal,  &c.  the  concealed  writers  of  which, 
for  fome  time,  were  Oldmixon,  Roomf,  Arnall, 
Concaiien,  and  others ;  perfons  never  feen  by  our 
author, 

Ver.  %%%.  In  naked  majefty  Oldmixon  ftands.] 
Mr.  John  Oldmixon,  next  to  Mr.  Dennis,  the  moil 
ancient  critic  of  our  nation  ;  an  unjuft  cenfurer  of 
Mr.  Addifon,  in  his  profe  Effayon  Ciiricifm,  whom 
alfo  in  his  imitation  of  Bouhour'!  (called  the  .Arts 
of  Logic  and  Rhetoric)  he  mifreprefents  in  plain 
matter  of  faA  ;  for  in  p.  45.  he  cites  the  Spectator 
as  abufing  Dr.  Swtft  by  name,  where  there  is  not 
tlie  leaft  hint  of  it ;  and  in  p.  304.  is  fo  injurious 
as  to  fuggeft  that  Mr.  Addifon  himfelf  writ  that 
Tatler,  No.  43.  ;  which  fays  of  his  own  fimile, 
that  "  Tis  as  great  as  ever  entered  into  the  mind 
"  of  man."  *'  In  poetry  he  was  not  fo  happy  as 
"  laborious,  and  therefore  charadlerifed  by  the  Tat- 
"  ler.  No.  6a.  by  the  name  of  Omicron  the  unborn 
"  poet."  Curll,  Key,  p.  13  ^  He  writ  dramatic 
"  works,  and  a  volume  of  poetry,  confifting  of  he- 
"  roic  epiftles,  &c.  ibme  whereof  were  very  well 
"  done,"  faid  that  great  iudge,  Mr.  Jacob,  in  his 
Lives  of  Poets,  vol.  ii.  p.  303. 

In  his  EfQiy  on  Criticifm,  and  the  Arts  of  Logic 
and  Rhetoi  ic,  he  frequently  refledls  on  our  author. 
But  the  top  of  his  chara<St:er  was  a  perverter  of 
hiftory,  in  that  fcandaious  one  of  the  Stuarts,  in 
folio,  and  his  Critical  Hiftory  of  England,  two  vo- 
lumes, 8vo.  Being  employed  by  Bifliop  Kennet  ia 
publifliing  the  hillorians  in  his  coUedlion,  he  falfi- 
fied  Daniel's  Chronitile  in  numberlefs  places.  Yet 
this  very  man,  in  the  preface  to  the  firft  of  thefc 
books,  advanced  a  particular  fadl,  to  charge  three 
eminent  perfons  of  falfifying  the  Lord  Clarendon's 
Hiftory  ;  which  fadl  has  been  difproved  by  Dr.  At-, 
terbury,  late  Biftiop  of  Rochefter,  then  the  only 
furvivor  of  them  ;  and  the  particular  part  he  pre. 
tended  to  be  falfified,  produced  fince,  after  almoft 
ninety  years,  in  that  noble  author's  original  ma- 
nufcript.  He  wai  ail  his  life  a  virulent  party-wri- 
ter for  hire,  and  received  his  reward  iii  a  jGaiaii 
place,  which  he  enjoyed  to  his  death. 


■f  HE  WORKS   OF  POPE. 


tie 

He  bears  no  tokens  of  the  fabler  ftreams, 

And  mounts  far  off  among  the  fwans  of  Thames. 

True  to  the  bottom,  fee  Concanen  creep, 
A  cold,  long-winded,  native  of  the  deep  :  300 

If  perfeverance  gain  the  diver's  prize, 
Not  evcrlafling  Blackmore  this  denies  : 
No  noife,  Jio  ftir,  no  motion  canft  thou  make, 
Th'  unconfcious  ftream  fleeps  o'er  thee  like;  a  lake. 

Next  plung'd  a  feeble,  but  a  defperate  pack. 
With  each  a  fickly  brother  at  his  back  : 
Sons  of  a  day  I  juft  buoyant  on  the  flood, 
Then  number'd  with  the  puppies  in  the  mud. 


VARIATIONS. 

After  ver.  298.  in  the  firftedit.  followed  thefe  : 
For  worfe  unhappy  D— — -r  fucceeds, 
iie  fearch'd  for  coral,  but  he  gather'd  weeds. 

Ver.  305. — 314.  Not  in  former  edit. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  551.  Next  Smedley  div'd.]  In  the  furrep- 
tltious  editions,  this  whole  epifode  was  applied  to 
an  initial  letter  E — ,  by  whom,  if  they  meant  the 
laureat,  nothing  was  more  abfurd,  no  part  agree- 
ing with  his  charafter.  The  allegory  evidently 
demands  a  perfon  dipped  in  fcandal,  and  deeply 
immerfed  in  dirty  work ;  whereas  Mr.  Eufden's 
writings  rarely  offended  but  by  their  length  and 
multitude ;  and  accordingly  are  taxed  of  nothing 
elfe  in  book  i.  rer  loj.  But  the  perfon  here  men- 
tioned, an  Irilhman,  was  author  and  publiflier  of 
many  fcurrilous  pieces,  a  weekly  Whitehall  Jour- 
nal, in  the  year  1722,  in  the  name  of  Sir  James 
Baker ;  and  particularly  whole  volumes  of  Billingf- 
gate  againft  Dr.  Swift  and  Mr.  Pope,  called  Gulli- 
veriana  and  Alexandriana,  printed  in  8vo,  1728. 

Ver.  295.  Then  *  *  effay'd.]  A  gentleman  of 
genius  and  fpirit,  who  was  fecretly  dipt  in  fome 
papers  of  this  kind,  on  whom  our  poet  beftows  a 
panegyric  inftead  of  a  fatire,  as  deferving  to  be  bet- 
ter employed  than  in  party-quarrels,  and  perfonal 
inveiSives. 

■  Ver.  299.  Concanen.]  Matthew  Concanen,  an 
Irifliman,  bred  to  the  law.  Smedley  (one  of  his 
brethren  in  enmity  to  Swift)  in  his  Metamorpho- 
iis  of  Scriblerus,  p.  7.  accufes  him  of  *'  having 
*•  boafted  of  what  he  had  not  written,  but  others 
'*  had  revifcd  and  done  for  him."  He  was  author 
ef  feveral  dull  and  dead  fcurrilitics  in  the  Britilh 
and  LoRdon  Journals,  and  in  a  paper  called  the 
Speculatift.  In  a  pamphlet,  called  a  Supplement  to 
the  Profound,  he  dealt  very  unfairly  with  our 
poet,  not  only  frequently  imputing  to  him  Mr. 
Broome's  verfes  (for  which  he  might  indeed  feem 
in  fome  degree  accountable,  having  corrected  what 
that  gentleman  did)  but  thofe  of  the  Duke  of  Buck- 
ingham and  others  :  To  this  rare  piece  fomebody 
humoroufly  canled  him  to  take  for  his  motto, 
V  De  profundis  clamavi."  He  was  fince  a  hired 
fcribler  in  the  Daily  Courant,  where  he  poured 
forth  much  Biliingfgate  againft  the  Lord  Boling- 
brokc,  and  others ;  after  which  this  man  was  fur- 
prifingly  promoted  to  adminifter  jafticc  and  law 
in  Jamaica^ 


Aflc  ye  their  names  I  I  could  as  foon  difclofe 

The  names  of  thefe  blind  puppies  as  of  thofe  310 

Faft  by,  like  Niobe  (her  children  gone) 

Sits  Mother  Ofborne,  flupify'd  to  llone  I 

And  monumental  brafs  this  record  bears, 

"'  Thefe  are — ah  no  '.  thefe  were  the  gazetteers  '." 

Not  fo,  bold  Arnall ;  with  a  weight  of  Ikull, 
Furious  he  dives,  precipitately  dull. 
Whirlpools  and  ftorms  his  circling  arm  inveft, 
With  all  the  might  of  gravitation  bleft. 
No  crab  more  acSlive  in  the  dirty  dance,  319 

Downward  to  climb,  and  backward  to  advance. 


VARIATIONS, 

Ver.  315.  In  firft  edit. 
Not  Welfted  fo  :  drawn  endlong  by  his  fcuU, 
Furioufly  he  finks,  percipitately  dull. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  3©6,  307,  With  each  a  fickly  brother  at 
his  back — Sons  of  a  day,  &c.]  Thefe  were  daily 
papers,  a  number  of  which,  to  leffen  the  expence, 
were  printed  one  on  the  back  of  another. 

Ver.  312.  Ofborne.]  A  name  affiimed  by  the 
eldefl  and  graveft  of  thefe  writers,  who  at  laft  be- 
ing afhamed  of  his  pupils,  gave  his  paper  over,  and 
in  his  age  remained  filent. 

Ver.  314.  Gazetteers.]  We  ought  not  to  fup- 
pofe  that  a  modern  critic  here  taxeth  the  poe^ 
with  an  anachronifm,  affirming  thefe  gazetteers 
not  to  have  lived  within  the  time  of  his  poem, 
and  challenging  us  to  produce  any  fuch  paper  of 
that  date.  But  we  may  with  equal  affurance  affert 
thefe  gazetteers  not  to  have  lived  fince,  and  chal- 
lenge all  the  learned  world  to  produce  one  fuch 
paper  at  this  day.  Surely,  therefore,  where  the 
point  i»  fo  obfcure,  our  author  ought  not  to  be 
cenfured  too  rafhly.  -  Scribl. 

N^twithftandina;  this  affefted  ignorance  of  the 
good  Scriblerus,  the  Daily  Gazetteer  was  a  title 
given  very  properly  to  certain  papers,  each  of 
which  lafled  but  a  day.  Into  this,  as  a  common 
fink,  was  received  all  the  traA),  which  had  been 
before  difperfed  in  feveral  journals,  and  circulated 
at  the  public  expence  of  the  nation.  The  authors 
were  the  fame  obfcure  men  :  though  fometimes 
relieved  by  occalional  effays  from  tatefmen,  cour- 
tiers, bifhop',  deans,  and  dotftors.  The  meaner 
fort  were  rewarded  with  money;  other*  with 
places  or  benefices,  from  an  hundred  to  a  thoufand 
a-year.  It  appears  frtim  the  report  of  the  fecret 
committee  for  inquiring  into  the  conduft  of  |R. 
Earl  of  O.  "  That  no  lefs  than  fifty  thoufand 
"  feventy-feven  pounds  eighteen  ftiillings,  were 
"  paid  to  authors  and  printers  of  newfpapers,  fuch 
"  as  Free  Britons,  Daily  Courants,  Corn  Cutter's 
"  Journals,  Gazetteer?,  and  other  political  paper.', 
"  between  Feb.  xo,  1731,  and  Feb.  10,  1 741." 
Which  fhows  the  benevolence  of  one  minilltr,  to 
have  expended,  for  the  current  dulnefs  of  ten  years 
in  Britain,  double  the  funi  which  gained  Louis 
XIV.  fo  much  honour,  in  annual  penfions  to  learn- 
ed  men  all  over  Europe.  In  which,  and  in  a 
much  longer  time,  not  a  penfion  at  court,  Aor  pre» 


THE   DUNCIAD. 


IX  r 


He  brings  up  half  the  bottom  on  his  head. 
And  loudly  claims  the  journals  and  the  lead. 

The  plunging  pnlate,  and  his  ponderous  grace, 
With  holy  envy  gave  one  layman  plaa;. 
When  lo!  a  burft  of  thunder  (hook  the  flood, 
Slow  rofe  a  form,  in  majefty  of  mud ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  323- — 326.  (n  firft  edit,  thus  : 
Sudden  a  burft  of  thunder  (hook  the  flood, 
Lo,  Smedley  rofe  iu  majcfly  of  mud. 

REMARKS. 

ferment  in  the  church  or  univerlities,  of  any  con- 
fideration,  was  beftowed  on  any  man  diftinguilhed 
for  his  learning  feparately  from  party  merit,  or 
pamphlet-writing. 

It  is  worth  a  reflexion,  that  of  all  the  panegy- 
rics beftowed  by  thefe  writers  on  this  great  minif- 
ter,  not  one  is  at  this  day  extant  or  remembered, 
not  even  fo  much  credit  done  to  his  perfonal  cha- 
radter  by  all  they  have  written,  as  by  one  fliort  oc- 
calional  compliment  of  our  author; 

"  Seen  him  I  have ;  but  in  his  happier  hour 
"  Of  focial  pleafure,  ill  exchang'd  for  power  I 
•'  Seen  him,  uncumbcr'd  by  the  venal  tribe, 
*'  Smile  without  art,  and  win  without  a  bribe." 

Ver.  315  Arnall]  William  ARNALL,bred  an 
attorney,  was  a  perfedt  genius  in  this  fort  of  work. 
He  began  under  twenty  with  furious  party  papers ; 
then  fucceeded  Concanen  in  the  Britilh  Journal. 
At  the  firft  publication  of  the  Dunciad,  he  pre- 
vailed on  the  author  not  to  give  him  his  due  place 
in  it,  by  a  letter  profefTing  his  deteftation  of  fuch 
practices  as  his  predeceffors.  But  fince,  by  the 
moft  unexampled  infolence,  and  perfonal  abufe  of 
feveral  great  men,  the  poet's  particular  friends,  he 
moft  amply  deferved  a  niche  in  the  Temple  of 
Infamy  •  witnefs  a  paper,  called  the  Free  Briton, 
a  dedication  intituled.  To  the  Genuine  Blunderer, 
173a,  and  many  otliers.  He  writ  for  hire,  and 
valued  himfeif  upon  it ;  not  indeed  without  caufe, 
it  appearing  by  the  aforefaid  Report,  that  he 
received  "  for  Free  Britons,  and  other  writings,  in 
"  the  fpace  of  four  years,  no  lefs  than  ten  thoufand 
"  nine  hundred  and  ninety-feven  pounds  fix  (hil- 
*'  lings  and  eight-pence,  out  of  the.  freafury." 
But  frequently,  through  his  fury  .>r  folly,  he  ex- 
ceeded all  the  bouud.^  ol  his  commifiion,  and  obli- 
ged his  honourable  patron  to  difavow  his  fcurrili- 
ties. 

Ver.  323.  The  plunging  prelate,  &c.]  It  having 
been  invidioufly  infmuatcd  that  by  this  title  was 
meant  a  truly  great  prelate,  as  refpedlable  for  his 
defence  of  the  prefent  balance  of  power  in  the  civil 
conftitution,  as  for  his  oppofuion  to  the  fcheme  of 
no  power  at  all,  in  the  religious ;  (  owe  fo  much  to 
the  memory  of  my  decealed  friend  as  to  declare, 
that  when,  a  little  before  his  death,  I  informed 
bim  of  this  infmuation,  he  called  it  vile  and  mali- 
cious, as  any  candid  man,  he  faid,  might  under- 
ftand,  by  his  having  paid  a  willing  compliment  to 
this  very  prelate  ia  another  part  of  the  poeixi. 


j  Shaking  the  horrors  of  his  fable  brows, 
I  And  each  ferocious  feature  grim  with  ooze, 
^  Greater  he  look»,  and  more  than  mortal  ftares; 
Then  thus  the  wonders  of  the  deep  declares  :  330 
Firft  he  relates,  how  finking  to  the  chin,      [in  : 
Smit  with  his  mien,  the  mud  nymphs  fuck'd  him 
Hov  young  Lutetia,  fofter  than  the  down, 
Nigrina  black,  and  Merdamante  brown, 
Vy'd  for  his  love  in  jetty  bowers  below. 
As  Hylas  fair  was  ravifh'd  long  ago  [maids, 

Then  fung,  how,  fhown  him  by  the  nut-brown 
A  branch  of  ijtyx  here  rifcs  from  the  fhades; 
That  timStur'd  as  it  runs  with  Lethe's  ftreams. 
And  wafting  vapours  from  the  land  of  dreams  34© 
(As  under  leas  Alplieus'  fecret  fluice 
Bears  Pila's  offering  to  his  Arethufe), 
Pours  into  Thames    and  hence  the  mingled  wave 
Intoxicates  the  pert,  and  lulls  the  grave  : 
Here  briiker  vapours  o'er  the  temple  creep. 
There  all,  from  Paul's  to  Aldgate,  drink  and  fleep. 
Thence  to  the  banks  where  reverend  bards  re- 
pofe. 
They  led  him  foft ;  each  reverend  bard  arofe; 
And  Milbourne  chief,  deputed  by  the  reft. 
Gave  hmi  the  caffock,  furcingle,  and  veft.         350 
"  Receive  (he  faid),  thefe  robes  which  once  were 

"  mine, 
"  Dulnefs  is  facred  in  a  found  divine." 

He  ceas'd,  andfpread  the  robe ;  thti  crowd  confefa 
The  reverend  flamen  in  his  lengthen'd  drefs. 
Around  him  wide  a  fable  army  ftand, 
A  low-born,  cell-bred,  fclfifli,  fervile  band, 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  343. — 351.  In  fi.ft  edit,  thus  : 
Pours  into  Thames  :   each  city  bowl  is  full 
Of  ;he  mixt  wave,  and  all  who  drink  grow  dull. 
Here  to  the  banks,  where  bards  depaiied  dofe. 
They  led  him  foft ;  here  all  the  bards  arofe  ; 
Taylor,  fweet  bird  of  Thames,  majeftic  bows, 
And  Shadwell  nods  the  poppy  on  hi.-,  brows; 
V/hile  Milbourne  there,  deputed  by  the  reft, 
Gave  him  the  caffock,  furcingle,  and  veft ; 
And  '■  Take"  (he  faid),  &c. 

.  Ver  is^. — 362.  Not  in  the  firft  edit,  where, 
inftead  of  ver.  365.-367.  were  origitiaily  thefe 
lines  : 

Slow  moves  the  goddefs  from  the  fable  flood, 
( Her  prifft  preceding)  through  the  gates  of  Lud. 
Her  critics  there  ftie  fummons,  and  proclaims 
A  gentler  exercile  to  dofc  the  ^ames. 
Here  you,  in  whofe  grave  heads,  &c. 

REMARKS. 

Ver,  349  And  Milbourne]  Luke  Milbourne,  a. 
clergyman,  the  faireil  of  critics ;  who,  when  he 
wrote  againft  Mr.  Dryden's  Virgil,  did  hiin  juf- 
tice  in  printing  at  the  fame  time  his  own  tranfla* 
tions  of  him,  which  were  intolerable.  His  manner 
of  writing  has  a  great  refeniblance  with  that  of 
the  gentlemen  of  the  ("Hinciad  againt  our  author, 
as  will  be  feen  in  the  paralkl  of  Mr.  Dryden  sod 
hua.  Append. 

Oij 


THE   WORKS    OF  POPE. 


Prompt  or  to  guard  or  fta^,  to  faint  or  datrn, 
Heaven's  Swifs.  who  fight  for  any  God,  or  man. 

Through  l.ud's  fani'd   gates,  along  the  well- 
known  Fleet,  359 
Rolls  the  black  troop,  and  ovei  (had.e=  the  ftreet, 
•  Till  fhowers  of  fermons,  charafters,  tlTays, 
In  circling  fleeces  whiten  all  the  ways  : 
So  clouds,  replenifh'd  from  forae  bog  below. 
Mount  in  dark  volumes,  and  defcend  in  fnow. 
Here  ftopt  the  goddefs;  and  in  pomp  proclaims 
A  gentler  exerciie  toclofe  the  games. 

*'  Ye  critics '.  in  whofe  heads,  as  equal  fcales, 
"  I  weigh  what  author's  heavinefs  prevails  : 
•'  Which  moft  conduce  to  footh  the  foul  in  {lumbers, 
"  My  Henley's  petiods,  or  my  Blackraore's  num- 
"  ber8,  370 

"  Attend  the  trial  we  propofe  to  make  : 
"  If  there  be  man,  who  o'er  fuch  works  can  wake, 
"  Sleep's  all-fubduing  charms  who  dares  defy, 
"  And  boafts  Ulyffes'  ear  with  Argus'  eye  ; 
"  To  him  we  grant  our  ampleft  powers,  to  fit 
*'  Jui^gc  of  all  prefcnt,  pad,  and  future  wit ; 
"  To  cavil,  cenfure,  ditftate,  right  or  wrong, 
*^  Full  and  eternal  privilege  of  tongue." 

Three   college  fophs  and  three  pert  templars 
came,  379 

The  fame  their  talents,  and  their  taiVes  the  fame  ; 
Each  prompt  to  query,  anfwer,  and  debate, 
And  fmit  with  love  of  poefy  and  prate. 
The  ponderous  books  two  gentle  readers  bring  ! 
The  heroes  fit,  the  vulgar  form  a  ring. 
The  clamorous  crowd  is  hufh'dwith  mugs  of  mum. 
Till  all,  tun'd  equal,  fend  a  general  hum. 
Then  mount  the  clerks,  and  in  one  lazy  tone 
Through  the  long,  heavy,  painful  page  drawl  on  ; 
Soft  crcepmg  words  on  words,  the  fenfc  compofe. 
At  every  line  they  ftretch,  they  yawn,  they  dofe. 
As  to  foft  gale.-i  top-heavy  pines  bow  low  39I 

'J'heir  heads,  and  lifi  thtm  as  they  ceafe  to  blow; 
Thus  oft  they  rear,  and  oft  the  head  decline. 
As  breathe,  or  paufe  by  fits,  the  airs  divine. 

VARl.\rJON. 

Ver.  379.  Tn  firfl.  edit. 
T'hice  Cambridge  fophs. 

BEIMARKS. 

Ver.  255.  Around  him  wide,  &c.]  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  fatire  in  thefe  lines  will  be  under- 
llood  in  the  confined  fenfe  in  which  the  author 
meant  it,  of  fuch  only  of  the  clergy,  who,  though 
lolemnly  engaged  in  the  fervice  of  relij^ion,  dedi- 
cate themfelves  for  venal  and  corrupt  ends  to  that 
vi  minillers  or  fadlions ;  and  though  educated 
under  an  entire  ignorance  of  the  world,  afpire  to 
interfere  in  the  government  of  it,  and  confequently 
to  diflurb  and  diforder  it ;  in  which  they  fall  ihort 
ot  their  predcvtirors  only  by  being  invciled  with 
muth  lefs  of  thnt  power  iiid  authority,  which  they 
employed  indifferently  (as  is  hinted  at  in  the  lines 
above)  either  in  fupporting  arbitrary  power,  or  in 
cxLitingrebeliion ;  in  canonizing  the  viccsof  tyrants, 
or  in  blackening  the  virtues  of  patriots ;  in  corrupt- 
irg  leligion  by  fuperftition,  or  betraying' it  by 
Jibertiniim,  as  cither  was  thought  belt  to  fcrve  the 
ends  of  policy,  or  flutter  the  folliet  of  the  gre£t. 


And  now  to  this  fide,  now  to  that  they  nod, 
As  verfe,  or  profc,  infufe  the  drowfy  god. 
Thrice  Budgel  aim'd  to  Ipeak,  but  thrice  fuppreft 
By  potent  Arthur,  knock'd  his  chin  and  breaft. 
Toland  and  Tindal,  prompt  at  pricfts  to  jeer,  399 
Yet  filent  bow'd  to  "  Chrift^s  No  kingdom  here." 
V.''ho  fat  the  neareft,  by  the  words  o'ercome. 
Slept  firil,  the  dittant  nodded  to  the  hum.        [lies 
Then  down  are  roil'd  the  books;  ftretch'd  o'er  them 
Each  gentle  clerk,  and  muttering  feaU  his  eyes. 
As  what  a  Dutchman  plumps  into  the  lakes, 
One  circle  firft,  and  then  a  fecond  makes  ; 
What  Dulnffs  dropt  among  her  fonsimpreft, 
Like  motion  from  one  circle  to  the  reft  ; 
So  from  the  midmoft  the  nutation  fpreads,       409 
Round  and  more  round,  o'er  all  the  fea  of  heads. 
At  laft  Centlivre  felt  her  voice  to  fail, 
Motteux  himfelf  unfinifh'd  left  his  tale, 
Boyer  the  flate,  and  Law  the  flage  gave  o'er, 
Morgan  and  Mandevil  could  prate  no  more  ; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  399.  in  the  firft  edit,  it  was, 
Collins  and  Tindal,  prompt  at  priefts  to  jeer. 

Ver.  41  z.  In  firft  edit. 
Old  James  himfelf. 

Ver.  413.  in  the  firfl  edit,  it  was, 
T — s  and  T —  the  church  and  ftate  gave  o'er. 
Nor  *  *  *  talk'd,  nor  S —  whifper'd  more. 

In  the  fecond, 
Boyer  the  ftate,  and  Law  the  ftage  gave  o'er. 
Nor  Motteux  talk'd,  nor  Nalo  whifper'd  more. 

KEMARKS. 

Ver  397.  Thrice  Budgei  aim'd  to  fpeak,]  Fa- 
mous for  his  fpeeches  on  many  occafions  about  the 
South  Sea  fcheme,  &c.  "  He  ii  a  very  ingenious 
"  gentleman,  and  hath  wriueti  fome  excellent  epi- 
"  logues  to  plays,  and  one  fmall  piece  on  Love, 
"  which  is  very  pretty."  Jacob,  Lives  of  Poets, 
vol.  ii.  p.  289.  But  this  gentleman  fince  made 
himfelf  much  more  eminent,  and  perfonally  well 
known  to  the  greateft  ftatefmcn  of  all  parties,  as 
well  as  to  all  the  courts  of  law  in  this  nation. 

Ver.  399.  Toland  and  Tindal,]  Two  perfons 
not  fa  happy  as  to  be  obfcurc,  who  writ  againfl 
the  religion  of  their  country.  Toland,  the  author 
of  the  Atlieift's  Liturgy,  called  Pantheifticon,  wat 
a  fpy,  in  pay  to  Lord  O.xford.  Tindal  was  author 
of  the  rights  of  the  Chriftian  Church,  and  Chrifti- 
anity  as  old  as  the  Creation.  He  alf»  wrote  an 
abufive  pamphlet  againft  Earl  S —  which  wasfup- 
prefied  while  yet  in  MS.  by  an  eminent  perlbn, 
then  out  of  the  miniftry,  to  whom  he  fhowed  it, 
expedting  his  approbation  :  ThisDodlor  afterwards 
publifhed  the  lame  piece,  mutatis  mutandis,  againft 
that  very  perfon. 

Ver.  4O0.  Chrift's  no  kingdom,  &c.]  This  is 
faid  by  Curll,  Key  to  Dune,  to  allude  to  a  fernion 
of  a  reverend  bifhop. 

Ver.  4 1 1.  Centlivre]  Mrs.  Sufanna  Centlivre, 
wife  to  Mr.  Centlivre,  yeoman  of  the  mouth  tof 
his  Majcfty.  She  writ  many  plays,  and  a  fong 
(fays  Mr.  Jacob,  vol.  i.  p.  32.)  before  ftc  was  fpi 


JiJorton,  from  Daniel  and  Oftraa  fprung, 
Blefs'dwith  his  father's  front,  and  mother's  tongue, 
Hung  iilent  down  his  never-blu'liin?  head  ; 
And  all  was  hufti'd,  as  Folly's  felf  lay  d.-^ad. 

Thus  the  foft  gifts  of  Sleep  conclude  the  day, 
And  ftretch'd  on  bulks,  as  ufual,  poets  lay.       4ZO 
Why  fliould  I  fing,  what  bards  the  nightly  mufc 
Did  {lumbering  vifit,  and  convey  to  ftt\vs; 
Who  prouder  march'd  with  magiftrates  in  date. 
To  fome  fam'd  round-lioufe,  ever  open  gate  : 
How  Henley  lay  infpir'd  befide  a  fink. 
Arid  to  mere  mortals  fcem'd  a  prieft  in  drink  : 
V/hilc  others,  timely,  to  the  neighbouring  Fleet 
(Haunt  of  the  mufes)  made  their  fafe  retreat. 


THE  DlTNCIAD.  4J3 

1      king  to  her  temv'le,  and  there  lays  him  to  flunti 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  425.  In  firft  edit. 
How  Laurus  lay,  Stc. 

REMARKS. 

ven  years  old.  She  alfo  writ  a  ballad  againfl  Mr. 
Pope's  Homer,  before  he  began  it. 

Ver.  413-  Boyer  the  ftate,  and  Law  the  llagc 
gave  o'er,]  A.  Boyer,  a  voluminous  compiler  of 
annals,  political  colledions,  &c. — William  Law, 
A.  M.  wrote  with  great  zeal  agaiuft;  the  ftage  ; 
Mr.  Dennis  anfwered  with  as  great :  Their  books 
were  printed  in  17^6.  The  fame  Mr.  Law  is  au- 
thor of  a  book,  intituled,  "  An  Appeal  to  all  that 
doubt  of,  or  dllbelieve  the  truth  of  the  Gofpel ;" 
in  which  he  has  detailed  a  fyftem  of  the  ranked 
fpinozifm,  for  the  nioa  exalted  theology;  and 
a'mongft  other  things  as  rare,  has  informed  us  of 
this,  that  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  Hole  the  principles  of 
his  philofophy  from  one  Jacob  Behmen,  a  German 
cobler.  . 

Ver.  4T4.  Morgan]  A  writer  againfl  religion, 
diftinguiihed  no  otherwilc  from  the  rabble  of  his 
tribe,  than  by  the  pompoufnefs  of  his  title  ;  for 
having  ftolen  his  morality  from  Tindal,  and  his 
philofouhy  from  Spinofa,  he  calls  himfelf,  by  the 
courtefy  of  England,  a  moral  philofopher. 

Ibid.  Mandcvil]  This  writer,  who  prided  him- 
felf in  the  reputation  of  an  immoral  philofopher, 
was  author  of  a  famous  book,  called  the  Fable  of 
the  Bees ;  written  to  prove  that  moral  virtue  is 
the.  invention  of  knaves,  and  Chriftian  virtue  the 
impofition  of  fools  ;  and  that  vice  is  ncceffary,  and 
alone  fufficient  to  render  fociety  flourifhiug  and 
happy-  . 

Ver.  415.  Norton,]  Norton  de  Foe,  offspring 
cf  the  famous  Daniel,  Fortes  cteanturfortibus.  One 
of  the  authors  of  the  Flying  P.jft,  in  which  well- 
bred  work  Mr.  P,  had  fome  time  the  honour  to  be 
abufed  with  his  betters  •,  and  of  many  hired  fcur- 
rilities  and  daily  papers,  to  which  he  never  fet  his 
name. 

Ver.  427.  Fleet.]  A  prifon  for  infolvent  debt- 
ors, on  the  bank  of  the  Ditch. 


ber  with  his  bend  on  her  lap  ;  a  pofition  of 
marvellous  virtue,  which  cau{eth  all  the  vifions 
of  wild  enthufiafts,  prcjcdlors,  politicians,  ina- 
moratos, caltlc  builders,  chemilts,  and  poets. 
He  is  immediately  carried  on  the  wings  of 
fancy,  and  led  by  a  mad  poetical  Sibyl,  to  the 
Elyfian  Ihade  ;  where,  on  the  banks  of  Lethe, 
the  fouls  of  the  dull  are  dipped  by  Baviu«,  be- 
fore their  entrance  into  this  world.  There  he 
is  met  by  the  ghoft  of  Settle,  and  by  him  made 
acquainted  with  the  wonders  of  the  place,  and 
with  thofe  which  he  himfelf  is  deftined  to  per- 
form. He  takes  him  to  a  mount  of  vifion.from 
whence  he  ftiows  him  the  pad  triumphs  of  the 
em!)ire  of  Dulnefs,  then  the  prefent,  and  laftly 
the  future  :  how  fmall  a  part  of  the  world  was 
ever  conquered  by  fcience,  how  foon  thofe  con- 
quefts  were  flopped,  and  thufc  very  natipn.s 
again  reduced  to  her  dominion.  Then  diftin- 
gtiifhing  the  ifland  of  Great  Britain,  fhows  by 
what  aids,  by  what  perfons,  and  by  what  de- 
grees, it  fliall  be  brought  to  her  empire.  Some 
of  the  perJons  he  taufes  to  pafs  in  review  before 
his  eyes,  defcribing  each  by  his  proper  figure, 
charafter,  and  qualifications.  On  a  fudden  the 
fcene  Ihifts,  and  a  vafl  number  of  miracles  and 
prodigies  appear,  utterly  furprifing  and  un- 
known to  the  king  himfelf,  till  they  are  ex- 
plained to  be  the  wonders  of  his  own  reign 
now  commencing.  On  this  fubjec?!:  Settle  bre.aks 
into  a  congratulation,  yet  not  unmixed  with 
concern,  that  his  own  times  were  but  the  types 
of  thefe.  He  prophefies  how  firfl  the  nation 
fliall  be  over-run  with  farces, operas,  and  fhows; 
how  the  throne  of  Dulnefs  fliall  be  advanced 
over  the  theatres,  and  fet  up  even  at  court  : 
then  how  her  fens  fhall  prefule  in  the  feats  of 
arts  and  fciences  :  giving  a  glimpfe,  or  Pifgah 
fight,  of  the  future  fulnefs  of  her  glory,  the  ac- 
complifhment  whereof  is  the  fHbje<a  of  the 
fourth  and  laft  Book. 

But  in  her  temple's  lail  recefs  endos'd, 
On  Dulnefs'  lap  th'  anointed  head  repos'd. 
Him  clofe  fhe  curtain?  round  with  vapours  blue, 
And  foft  befprinkles  with  Cimmerian  dew. 
Then  raptures  kigh  the  feat  of  fenfe  o'erflow, 
Which  only  heads  refiu'd  from  reafon  Jtnow. 


BOOK     III. 

ARGUMENT. 

After  the  other  perfons  are  difpofed  in  their  pro- 
per places  of  reft,  the  goddef*  tranfports  the 


KEMARKS. 

Ver.  5,  6,  &c.]  Hereby  is  intimated  that  the 
following  vifion  is  no  more  than  the  chimera  of 
the  dreamer's  brain,  and  not  a  real  or  intended  fa- 
tire  on  the  prefent  age,  doubtlefs  more  learned, 
more  enlightened,  and  more  abounding  with  great 
genuifes  in  divinity,  politico,  and  whatever  art* 
and  fciences,  than  all  the  preceding.  For  fear  of 
any  fuch  miftake  cf  our  poet's  honefl  meaning,  be 
hath  again,  at  the  end  of  the  vifion,  repeated  this 
moniiion,  laying  that  it  all  paffed  through  the 
ivory  gate,  which  (^according  to  the  ancients)  de- 
noteth  falfity.    '  Sckhl. 
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Hence,  from  the  firaw  where  Bedlam's  prophet 

nods, 
He  hears  loud  oracles,  and  talks  with  gods : 
Hence  the  fool's  paradilV,  the  ftatefman's  fcheme, 
•  The  air-built  caftle,  and  the  golden  dream,        lo 
The  maid's  romantic  wiih,  the  cheniift's  flame, 
And  poet's  vifion  of  eternal  fame, 

And  now,  on  Fancy's  eafy  wing  convey 'd, 
The  king  defcending,  views  th'  Elyfian  Ihade. 
A  flip-fhod  Sibyl  led  his  fteps  along, 
In  lofty  madnefs  meditating  fong  ; 
Her  trefles  flaring  from  poetic  dreams. 
And  never  wafli'd,  but  in  Caftalia's  ftreams, 
Taylor,  their  better  Charon,  lends  an  oar  [more). 
(Once  fwan  of  Thames,  though  now  he  fings  no 
Benlowes  propitious  ftill  te  blockheads,  bows ;  21 
And  Shadwcll  nods  the  poppy  on  his  brows. 
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Ver.  15- 


VARIATION. 

-2%.    Not  in  the  firft  ed. 


REMARKS. 

How  much  the  good  Smbierus  was  mifiaken, 
may  be  ieen  flora  the  fourth  Book,  which,  it  is 
plain  from  hence,  he  had  never  feen.  Bentl 

Ver.  15.   A  flip-fliod  Sibyl]  This  allegory  is  ex- 
tremely juft.  no  conformatif  n  of  the  mind  fomuch 
fubjedling  it  to  real  madnefs,  as  that  which  pro- 
.  duces  real  dulnefs.     Hence  wp  find   the  religious 
(as  well  as  the  poetical)  enthufialls  of  all  ages  were 
ever,  in  their  natural  flate,  moft  heavy  and  lumr- 
ifli  ,  but  on  the  leaft  application  of  heat,  they  run 
like  lead,  which  of  all  meuls  LUs  quickeft  into 
fufion      Whereas  fire  in  a  g-.nius  b  truly  Prome- 
thean, it  h'jr  s  rot  its  conftituent  parts,  but  only 
■£t<-  it  ;a-  it  does  well-tempered  fteel)  for  the  ne- 
ceflary  impreifion^  of  art      But  the  common  peo- 
ple have  been  taught     I  do  not   know  on  v/hat 
foundation)  to   regard  lunacy  as  a  mark  of  wit 
juft  as  the  Turk'  and  our  modern  Methodifls  do 
of  hojinefs.     But  if  the  caufe  of  madnefs  alligned 
ty  a  great  philofopher  be  true,  it  will  unavoidably 
faL  upon  the  dunce".     He  fuppofes  it  to  be  the 
dwelling  over   long  on  i.ne  objeft  or  idea  .  Now  | 
as  this  attention  is  occafioned  either  by  grief  or  ' 
fhidy,  it  will  be  fixed  by  dulnefs;  which  hath  not  | 
quicknef?  enough  to  comprehend  what  it   feeks,  j 
nor  force  and  vigour  enough  to  divert  the  imagi- 
nation  from  the  objed  it  laments. 

Ver.  19.  Taylor,]  John  Taylor,  the  "VVacer-poet, 
an  honeft  man,  who  owns  he  learned  not  io  r^uch 
as  the  accidence  :  A  rare  example  of  modefty  in 
a  Poet ! 

"  I  muft  confefs  I  do  want  eloquence, 

"  And  never  Icarce  did  learn  my  accidence  • 

•'  tor  having  got  from  poffum  to  poffet, 

*'  I  there  wa   gravell'd,  could  no  farther  get." 

He  wrote  fourfcore  books  in  the  reign  of  Jame< 
I.  and  Charles  I.  and  afterwards  (IJks  Edward 
Ward)  kept  an  alehoufe  in  Long- Acre.  He  died 
in  1654. 

Ver,  21.  Benlowes,]  A  country  gentleman,  fa- 
p>PHs  for  hi!  own  bs4  po?trjr,  and  for  patronizing 


Here  in  a  duflcy  vale  where  Lethe  roils, 

Old  Bavius  fits,  to  dip  poetic  fouls. 

And  blunt  the  fenfe,  and  fit  it  for  a  flcull 

Of  folid  proof,  impenetrably  dull  : 

Infiant,  when  dipt,  away  they  wing  their  flight, 

"Where  Bmwn  and  Meers  unbar  the  gates  of  light. 

Demand  nev/  bodies  and  in  calf's  array, 

Rufh  to  the  world,  impatient  for  the  da'y.  30 

Millions  and  millions  on  thefe  banks  he  views. 

Thick  as  the  ftars  of  night,  or  morning  dews, 

As  thick  as  bees  o'er  vernal  blolToms  fly. 

As  thick  as  eggs  at  Ward  and  Pillory. 


KEMARKS. 

bad  poets,  as  may  be  feen  from  many  dedication! 
of-Quarles  and  others  to  him.  Some  of  thefe 
anagramed  his  name  Benlowes  into  Benevo  hs  :  to 
verify  which,  he  fpent  his  whole  eftate  upon  them. 

Ver.  22.  And  Shadwell  nods  the  poppy,  &c.J 
Shac'well  to(.k  opium  for  mznv  years;  and  died  of 
too  large  a  dofe,  in  the  year  1692. 

Ver.  24.  Old  Bavius  fits,l  Bavius  was  an  ancient 
poet,  celebrated  by  Virgil  for  the  like  caufes  as 
Bays  by  our  author,  though  not  in  fo  Chriaian- 
hke  a  man:  er  :  For  heathenilhly  it  is  declared  by 
Virgil  of  Bavius,  rhat  he  ought  to  be  hated  and 
detefltd  for  his  evil  works;  Qui  Bavium  non  edit  • 
whereas  we  have  often  had  occafion  to  oblerve 
our  poet's  great  good-nature  and  mercifulnefs 
through  the  whole  courfe  of  this  poem. 

T,  o    T,  SCRIBI, 

Ver.  28.  Brown  and  Meers]  Bookfellers,  print 
ers  for  aBy  body.—The  allegory  of  the  fou!.  of 
}  the  dull  coming  f.rth  in  the  form  of  books.  drtlTed 

I  m  calf's  leather,  and  being  let  abroad  in  vail 
;  numbers  by  bookfellers,  is  fuffidently  intelligible 
I  Ver.  34.  Ward  in  Pillory.]  John  Ward  of 
I  Hackney,  Efq.  Member  of  Parliament,  bein^con- 
.  vided  of  forgeiy,  was  firft  expel/ed  the  Ho.fe 
,  and  then  fentenccd  to  the  pillory  on  the  17th  of 
j  February  1727.  JM^  Curll  (having  likewife  fiood 
'  there)  looks  upon  the  menrion  of  fuch   a  o-entle 

man  m  a  facire,  as  a  great  ad  of  barbarity,  Kev  to 
the  Dune.  3d  edit.  p.  16.  And  another  author 
I  realons  thus  upon  it.  Durgen,  gvo.  p.  ix  12 
[  "  How  unworthy  is  it  of  Chriftian  charity  to  ani-' 
"  mate  the  rabble  to  abufe  a  worthy  man  in  fuch 
•  a  fituation  ?  What  could  move  the  poet  thus  to 
'I  mention  a  brave  fuffcrer,  a  gallant  priA-ner,  eyl- 
•^'  poled  u,  the  view  ot  all  maiikind  I  It  was  laying 
"  afide  his  fen;*     it  was  committing  a  crime  for 

II  which  the  law  li  deficient  not  to  punilh  ..m  ! 
"  nay,  a  crime  which  man  can  fcarce  forgive,  or 
''  tane  efface  I  nothing  furely  could  have  indu'ccd 
"  him  to  It  but  being  bribed  b'-  a  great  lady  "  8ci 
(to  whom  this  brave,  honeft.  vorthy  gentleman 
was  guilty  of  no  ofiTence  but  iorgery,  proved  in 
open  court.).  But  it  is  evident,  this  verfe  could 
not  be  meant  of  him  ;  it  being  notorivus,  thar  no 
eggs  were  thrown  at  that  gentleman.     Perhaps 

IMITATION- 

Ver.  28.  unbar  the  gates  of  light,]  Anhemiflicb 
of  Milton,  ■' 


THE   DUNCIAD. 
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.   Wondering  he  gaz'd  :  When  io  :  a  fage  appear?, 
By  his  broad  (houWers  known,  and  length  of  ears, 
Known  by  the  band  and  fnit  which  Settle  wore 
(His  only  fuit)  for  twice  three  years  before  : 


REMARKS. 

therefore  it  might  be  intended  of  Mr.  Edward 
Ward  the  poet,  when  he  flood  there. 

Ver.  36,  and  length  of  ears  ]  This  is  a  fophifti- 
oated  reading.  1  think  I  may  venture  to  affirm  all 
the  copyifts  are  miftaken  here  :  1  believe  I  may 
fay  the  fame  of  the  critics;  Dennis,  Oldmixon, 
Welded,  have  paffed  it  in  filence.  I  have  alfo 
ftumbled  at  it,  and  wondered  how  an  error  fo 
manifeft  could  efcape  fuch  accurate  perfons.  I  dare 
affert,  it  proceedeth  originally  from  the  inadvert- 
tncy  of  fome  tranfcriber,  whcfe  head  ran  on  the 
pillory,  mentioned  two  lines  before  ;  it  is  there- 
fore amazing  that  Mr.  Curll  himfelf  ffiould  over- 
lookit  :  Yet  that  fcholiaft  takes  not  the  Icaft  no- 
ti^Kiereof.  That  the  learned  Mlft  alfo  read  it 
*IBBs,  is  plain  from  his  ranging  this  paffage  among 
thofe  in  which  «ur  author  was  blamed  forperfonal 
fatire  on  a  man's  face  (whereof  doubtlefs  he  might 
take  the  ear  to  be  a  part)  ;  fo  likewife  Concanen, 
Ralth,  the  Flying  Poft,  and  all  the  herd  of  commen- 
tators.—Tota  armcHta  feqxiuntur. 

A  very  little  fagacity  (which  all  thefe  gentlemen 
therefore  wanted)  will  reftore  to  us  the  true  fenfe 
of  the  poet  thus  : 

By  his  broad  ftoulders  known,  and  length  of  y^ars. 
See  how  cafy  a  change ;  of  one  fingle  letter  '.  That 
Mr.  Settle  was  old,  is  moft  certain  ;  but  he  was 
(happily)  a  flranger  to  the  pillory.  This  note 
partly  Mr.  Theobald's,  partly  Scribl. 

Ver,  37.  Settle]  Eikanah  Settle  was  once  a 
writer  in  vogue  as  well  as  Cibber,  both  for  dra- 
matic poetry  and  politics.  Mr.  Dennis  tells  us, 
that  "  he  was  a  formidable  rival  to  Mr.  Dryden, 
«  and  that  in  the  Univerfuy  of  Cambridge  ^there 
«  were  thofe  who  gave  him  the  preference."  Mr. 
Welfted  goes  yet  farther  in  his  behalf:  "  Poor 
•'  Settle  was  formerly  the  mighty  rival  of  Dryden  ; 
««  nay,  for  many  years,  bore  his  reputation  above 
«♦  him."  Pref.  to  his  Poems,  8vo.  p.  31.  And  Mr. 
Milbourn?  cried  out,  "  How  little  was  Dryden 
"  able,  even  when  his  blood  nm  high,  to  defend 
"  himfelf  agairift  Mr.  Settle  !"  Notes  on  Dryd 
Virg.  p.  175.  Thefe  are  comfortable  opinions; 
and  no  wonder  fome  authors  indulge  them. 

He  was  author  or  publiiher  of  many  noted 
pamphlets  in  the  time  of  King  Charles  II.  He 
anfwered  all  Dryden's  political  poems  I  and  being 
"cried  up  on  one  fide,  fucceeded  not  a  Kttle  in  his 
trage(iy  of  the  Emprefs  of  Morocco  [the  firft  that 
was  ever  printed  with  cuts].  "  Upon  this  he 
"  grew  infolent,  the  wits  writ  againft  his  play,  he 
«  replied,  and  the  towr-^udged  he  had  the  better, 
«  In  ftioit,  Settle  was  then  thought  a  very  formi- 
«  dable  rival  to  Mr.  Dryden ;  and  net  only  the 
"  town,  but  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge  was  di- 
"  vided  which  to  prefer  ;  and  in  both  places  the 
"  younger  fort  inclined  to  Eikanah."  Pennis, 
Fref.  to  Rem.  on  Horn. 
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All  as  the  veft,  appear'd  the  wearer's  frame, 
Old  in  new  flat e,  another  yet  the  fame.  40 

Bland  and  familiar  as  in  life,  begun 
Thus  the  great  father  to  the  greater  fon  : 

Oh  born  to  fee  what  none  can  fee  awake  ! 
Behold  the  wonders  of  th'  oblivious  lake. 
Thou,  yet  unborn,  hafl  touch'd  this  facrcd  fliore ; 
The  hand  of  Bavius  drench'd  thee  o'ei  and  o'er. 
But  blind  to  former,  as  to  future  fate. 
What  mortal  knows  his  preesiftent  ftate  ? 
Who  knows  hw  long  thy  tranfmigrating  foul 
Might  from  Bosotian  to  Boeotian  roll .  _     5« 

How  many  Dutchmen  fhe  vouchfaf'd  to  thrid  ? 
How  many  ftages  through  old  monks  fhe  rid  i 
And  all  who  fince,  in  wild  benighted  days, 
Mix'd  the  owl'.-  ivy  with  the  poet's  bays. 
As  man's  meanders  to  the  vital  fpring 
Roll  all  their  tides,  then  back  their  circles  bring  ; 
Or  whirligigs,  twirl'd  round  by  Ikilful  fwain, 
Suck  the  thread  in,  then  yield  it  out  again : 
All  nonfenfe  thus,  of  old  or  modern  date, 
Shall,  in  the  centre,  from  thee  circulate.  60 

For  this,  our  queen  unfolds  to  viiioii  true 
Thy  mental  eye,  for  thou  haft  much  to  view  : 
Old  fcenes  of  gh'ry,  times  long  caft  behind, 
Shall,  firft  recall'd.  rufti  forward  to  thy  mind  : 
Then  ftretch  thy  fight  o'er  all  her  rifmg  reign, 
And  let  the  paft  and  future  fire  thy  brain. 

Afcend  this  hill,  whofe  cl.mdy  point  commands 
Her  boundlefs  empire  over  feas  and  lands. 
See,  round  the  Poles  where  keener  fpangles  fliine. 
Where  fpices  fmoke  beneath  the  burning  line,^  70 
(Earth's  wide  extremes)  her  fable  flag  difplay'd. 
And  all  the  nations  cover'd  in  her  ftiade  ; 

Far  eaftward  caft  thine  eye,from  whence  the  fun 
And  orient  fcience  their  bright  courfe  begun: 
One  godlike  monarch  all  that  pride  confounds, 
He,  whofe  longwallthe  wandering  Tartar  bounds^ 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  73.  in  the  former  ed. 
Far  eaftward  caft  thine  eye,  from  whence  the  fun 
And  orient  fcience  at  a  birth  begun. 
But  as  this  was  thought  to  contradict  that  line  of 
the  introduiftion, 
In  eldeft  times,  ere  mortals  writ  or  fead, 

which  fuppofes  the  fun  and  fcience  did  not  fet  out 
together,  it  was  altered  to  "  their  bright  courfe. 
«  begun."  But  this  flip,  as  ufual,  cfcaped  the 
gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  50.  Might  from  Boeotian,  &c.]  BtsotialajP, 
under  the  ridicule  of  the  wits  formerly,  as  Ireland 
does  now  ;  though  it  produced  one  of  the  greateft 
poets,  and  one  of  the  greateft  general  of  Greece  : 

«  BoEotum  crafTo  jurares  acre  natum."       Hocat. 

Ver.  75.  Chi  Ho-am-ti  Emperor  of  China,  the 
fame  who  built  the  great  wall  between  China  and 
Tartary,  deftroyed  all  the  books  and  learned  mm 

of  that  empire. 
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Heavens  !  what  a  pile  :  whole  ages  perifli  there. 
And  one  bright  blaze  turns  Learnine  into  air. 

Thence  to  the  fouth  extend  thy  gladden'd  eyes  ; 
There  rival  flame-^  with  equal  glory  rife,  80 

From  fhelves  to  Ihelves  fee  greedy  Vulcan  roll, 
And  lick  up  all  their  phyfic  of  the  foul. 

How  little,  mark  !  that  portion  of  the  ball, 
Where,  faint  at  heft,  the  beams  of  fcicncc  fall : 
Soon  a>  they  dawn,  from  Hyperborean  fkies 
Embody'd  dark,  what  clouds  of  Vandals  rife  ! 
Lo  :  where  Mreotis  fleej>s,  and  hardly  flows 
The  freezinu;  Tana's  through  a  wafte  of  fnows. 
The  north  by  myriads  pours  her  mighry  fons, 
Great  nurfc  n{  Goths,  of  Alans  and  of  Huns  '.  90 
See  Alaric's  ftern  port  I   the  martial  frame 
Of  Genferic  ;  and  Attila's  dread  name  1 
See,  the  bold  Oftrogoths  on  Latium  fall ; 
See,  the  fierce  ViCgoths  on  Spain  and  Gaul  ? 
See,  where  the  morning  gilds  the  palmy  ftiore 
(The  f  lil  that  arts  and  infant  letters  bore) 
His  conquering  tribes  th'  Arabian  prophet  draws, 
And  favirg  Ignorance  enthrones  by  laws. 
See  Chriftians,  Jews,  one  heavy  Sabbath  keep, 
And  all  the  weilcrn  world  believe  and  Ueep.    100 
Lo  !  Rime  herfeif, -proud  minrefs  now  no  more 
Of  arts,  but  thundering  againft  heathen  lore  ; 
Her  gray-hair'd  fynods  damning  brooks  unread, 
And  Bacon  tremhiing  for  his  brazen  head. 
Padua,  with  fighs,  beholds  her  Livy  burnj 
And  even  th'  Antipodes  Virgilhis  mourn.' 
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REMARKS. 

Ver.  81,  Sa.  The  Caliph,  Omar  I.  having  con- 
quered Egypt,  caufed  his  general  to  burn  the  Pto- 
lomasan  library,  on  the  gates  of  which  was  this 
Jnfcnptu;n,  vtxhS  lATPElOxV,  the  phyfic  of  the 
foul. 

Ver.  96    (The  foil  that  arts  and  infant  letters 
~    bore)]  Phoenicia,  Syria,  ^cc.  where  letters  are  laid 
to  have  been  ihvent.'d.    In  thefe  countries  Maho- 
met  began  his  conquells. 

Ver.  102.  thundering  againft  heathen  lore;]  A 
ftronsx  mftance  of  this  pious  rage  is  placed  to  Pope 
Gregory's  account.  John  of  Salifoury  gives  a 
Tery  odd  encomium  of  this  pope,  at  the  fame  time 
that  he  mentions  one  of  the  ftranoeft  effedls  of  this 
excels  of  zeal  in  him  :  •'  Do(flor  fandiflimus  ille 
.  Gregorius,  qui  melleo  pr^dicatic.nis  imbre  totam 
•  ngavit  et  inebriavit  ecclefiam  ;  non  mode  Ma- 
ll thefin  juffit  ab  aula,  fed,  ut  traditur,  a  majoribus 
mcendio  dedit  probati3E  lecSlionis  fcripta,  Palati- 
"  nus  quKcunque  tenebat  Apollo."  And  in  ano- 
ther  place:  "  Fertur  beatus  Gregorius  bibliothe- 
I'  cam  combuffifTe  gentilcm  ;  quo  divinx  paging 
"  gratior  tffet  locus,  et  msjor  authoritas,  et  dili- 
•' gentia  ftudiofor."  Defiderius.  Archbifhop  of 
Vienna,  was  fliarply  reproved  by  him  for  teaching 
pammar  and  hterature,  and  t.vplaining  the  poets 
becaufe  (fays  this  Pope)  "  In  ui.o  fe  ore  cum  Jovis 
II  laudibus  Chrifti  laudes  non  capiunt  Jit  quam 
II  grave  nefandumque  fit  Epifcopiscanere  quod  nee 
'  Laico  reljgiofo  conveniat,  ipfe  confidera."  He 
i«  faid,  among  the  reft,  to  have  burned  Livy  • 
"*  Quia  in  fupcrftitionibus  ct  faaisRomanoruni 


See,  the  Cirque  falls,  th'  unpiliar'd  temple  tio&. 
Streets  pav'd  with  heroes,  Tyber  chok'd  with  gods: 
1  ill  Peter's  key.  fome  chriften'd  Jove  adorn, 
And  Pan  to  Mofes  lends  his  Pagan  horn;         no 
See  gracelefs  Venus  to  a  virgin  turn'd, 
Or  Phidias  broken,  and  Apellcs  burn'd. 

Behold  yon  ifle,  by  Palmers,  pilgrim's  trod. 
Men  bearded,  bald,  cowi'd,  uncowl'd,  fliod,  an- 

fhod. 
Peel'd,  patch'd,  and  pyebald,  linfey-wolfey  bro- 
'^"'^  rother*. 

Grave    mummers !  fleevelefs   fome,  and   ftiirtlefs 
I  hat  one  was  Britain—Happy  !  had  flie  feca 
No  fiercer  fons,  had  Eafter  never  been. 
Jn  peace,  great  goddefs.  ever  be  ador'd  ; 
How  keen  th«  war,  if  Dulnefs  draw  the  fword  ' 
Thus  vifit  not  thy  own  !   on  this  bleft  age        lai 
Oh  fpread  thy  influence,  but  reftrain  thy  rage. 

And  fee,  my  fon  :  the  hour  is  on  its  way. 
That  lifts  our  goddefs  to  imperial  fway ; 
This  favourite  ifle,  long  fever'd  from  he'r  reign, 
D  .ve-hke  flie  gathers  to  her  wings  again. 
Now  look  through  Fate  '.  behold  the  fcene  flic 

draws ! 
What  aids,  what  armies,  to  afl'ert  her  caufe  ! 
.See  all  her  progeny,  illuftrious  fight ! 
Behold,  and  count  them,  as  they  rife  to  light.  130 


REMARKS. 

"  perpetno  verfatur  "  The  fame  pope  is  accufed 
by  \  ofli.s,  and  others,  of  having  canfed  the  noble 
monument,  of  the  old  Roman  magnificence  to  be 
deitroyed,  left  thofe  who  came  to  Rome  ftiould 
g.ve  more  attention  to  triumphal  arches.  &c.  than 
to  holy  things.      Bayle,  Did. 

Ver   109.  Till  Peter's  keys  fome  chriften'd  Jove 
adorn,]  Alter  the  government  of  Rome  devolved 

n  d.moiiflaing  the  heathen  temples  and  ftatues,fo 
that  the  Goths  fcarce  deftroyed  more  monuments 
of  antiquity  out  of  rage,  than  thefe  out  of  d.vo- 
t»^n.  At  length  they  fpared  fome  of  the  temples 
by  converting  them  to  churches ;  and  fome  of  the* 
ftarues,by  modifying  them  into  images  of  faint.. 
In  much  later  times,  it  was  thought  neceflary  to 
change  the  ftatues  of  Apollo  and  Pabas.  on  the 
omb  of  Sannazanus.  into  David  and  Judith;  the 
yrc  eafily  became  a  harp,  and  the  Gorgon',  head 
turned  to  that  of  Holofernes. 

hJjn  w^-  "^-  ""PPy-  ^^^  ^^ft^"-  never 
been  Wars  in  England  anciently,  about  the 
right  time  of  celebrating  Eafter. 

fill^H"•;?^^■r^T■u''''  *"  gathers]  This  is  ful. 
tilled  in  the  fourth  book. 

Ver  ij8.  What  aids,  what  armies  to  affert  her 
caulej  ,  e.  Of  poets,  amiquarits,  critics,  divines 
free-thinkers.  But  as  this  revolution  is  only  heS 
fet  on  foot  by  the  firft  of  thefe  claffes,  the  poets, 
hey  only  are  here  particularly  celebrated,  and 
^cy  only  properiy  fall  under  the  care  and  review 
of  this  colleague  of  dulnefs,  the  laureat.  The 
others,  who  finilh  the  great  work,  are  relerved  for 
Int^tr):     '       "'  "^^  Goddefs herfelf appear.. 


THE  DUNCIAD. 


■asy 


As  Screcynthia,  while  her  offspring  vie 

In  homage  to  the  mother  of  the  flcy. 

Surveys  around  her,  in  the  bleft  abode. 

An  hundred  fons,  and  every  Tn  a  God : 

Not  with  lefs  glory  mighty  Dulnefs  crown'd 

Shall  take    through   Grub-ftreet  her  triumphant 

round ; 
And,  her  Parnaffus  glancing;  o'er  at  once, 
Behold  an  hundred  fon?,and  each  a  Dunce,  [place, 
Mark  firil  that  youth  who  takes  the  forenioft 
And  thrufts  his  perlon  full  into  your  face.       140 
With  all  thy  father's  virtues  bleft,  be  born  '. 
And  a  new  Cibber  ftiall  the  ftage  adorn. 

A  fecond  fee,  by  meeker  manners  known. 
And  modeft  as  the  maid  that  fips  alone; 
From  the  flrong  fate  of  drams  if  thou  get  free, 
Another  d'Urfey,  Ward    ftiall  fing  in  thee. 
Thee    fhall   each   alehoule,    thee   each   gillhoufe 

m'  urn, 
And  anfwering  gin-(hops  fonrer  fighs  return. 
Tscob,  the  fcourge  of  grammar,  mark  with  awe ; 
Mor  Icfs  revere  him,  blunderbufs  of  law.  I50 


VARIATIONS 

Ver.  149.  in  ^he  firft  edit,  it  was, 
Wool{lon,the  fcourge  «f  Scripture,  mark  with  awe! 
And  mighty  Jacob,  blunderbufs  of  law  1 

Ver.  151,  15a,   Lo,  P — p — le's  brow,  &c.]    In 
the  former  edit,  thus  ; 
L.0,  next  two  flip-lhod  mufes  traipfc  along, 
In  lofty  madnefs,  meditating  fong, 
With  treffcs  iiiaring  from  poetic  dreams, 
And  never  waih'd,  but  in  Caflalia's  ftreams. 
Haywood,  Ccntlivre,  glories  of  their  race, 
JLo,  Horneck's  fierce,  and  Roome's  funereal  face. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  149.  Jacob,  the  fcourge  of  Grammar, 
mark  with  awe  ;]  '  This  gentleman  is  fon  of  a 
'  confiderable  mailer  of  Romfey  in  Southampton- 
'  {hire,  and  bred  to  the  law  under  a  very  eminent 
'  attorney  :  Who,  between  his  more  laborious 
'  fludies,  has  diverted  himfelf  with  poetry.  He 
'  is  a  great  admirer  of  poets  and  their  works, 
*  which  has  occafioned  him  to  try  his  genius  that 
'  way.  He  has  writ  in  profe  the  Lives  of  the 
'  Poets,  Effays,  and  a  great  many  law  books,  the 
'  Accomplfflied  Conveyancer,  Modern  Juftice, 
'  &c.  Giles  Jacob  of  himfelf,  Lives  of  Poets, 
'  vol.  I."  He  very  grofsly,  and  unprovoked, 
abufed  in  that  book  the  author's  friend,  Mr.  Gay. 

Ver   149,  15©. 
Jacob,  the  fcourge  of  grammar,  mark  with  awe  ; 
Nor  lefs  revere  him,  blunderbufs  of  law.] 

There  may  feem  fome  error  in  thefe  verfes,  Mr. 
Jacob  having  proved  our  author  to  have  a  refpe6l 
for  him,  by  this  undeniable  argument.  "  He 
"  had  once  a  regard  for  my  judgment ;  otherwifc 
"  he  never  would  have  fubfcribed  two  guineas  to 
"  me,  for  one  fmall  book  in  odtavo."  Jacob's 
Letter  to  Dennis,  printed  in  Dennis's  Remarks  on 
the  Dunciad,  p.  49.  Therefore  I  fhould  think  the 
appellation  of  Blunderbufs  to  Mr.  Jacob,  like  that 


Lo,  P — p — le's  brow,  tremend'oui  to  the  town, 
Horneck's  fierce  eye,  and  Roome's  funereal  frown. 
Lo  fneering  Goodc,  half  malice  and  half  whim, 
A  fiind  in  glee,  ridiculoufly  grim. 
Each  Cygnet  fweet,of  Bath  and  Tunbridgc  race, 
Whofe  tuneful  v.'hiftling  makes  the  waters  pafg  : 
Each  fongfter,  riddler,  every  namelefs  name. 
All  crowd,who  foremoft  fhall  be  damn'd  to  Famc^ 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  155,  ^56,  are  added  fince  the  firft  edit, 
Ver.  157.  Each  fongflcr,  riddler,  &c.     In  the 

former  edit. 

Lo  Bond  and  Foxton,  every  namelefs  narne. 
After  ver.  158.  in  the  firft  edit   followed, 

How  proud,  how  pale,  how  earneft  all  appear  I 

How  rhymes  eternal  gingle  in  their  ear  ; 

REMARKS. 

of  Thunderbolt  to  Scipio,  was  meant  In  his  ho." 

nour. 

Mr.  Dennis  argues  tlie  fame  way.  "  My 
"  writings  have  made  great,  impreffion  on  the 
"  minds  of  all  fenfiblc  men,  Mr.  P.  repented,  and 
"  to  give  proof  of  his  repentance,  fubfcribed  to 
"  my  two  volumes  of  Letters."  Ibid,  p  8*.  We 
fhould  hence  believe,  the  name  of  Mr.  Dennis 
hath  alfo  crept  into  this  poem  by  fomc  miftake. 
But  from  hence,  gentle  reader  !  thou  may'ft  be- 
ware,  when  thou  giveft  thy  money  to  fuch  authors, 
not  to  flatter  thyfelf  that  thy  motives  are  good- 
nature, or  charity. 

Ver.  15a.  Horneck  and  Roome]  Thefe  two 
were  virulent  party-writers,  worthily  coupled  to- 
gether, and  one  would  think  prophetically,  fince, 
after  the  publifliing  of  this  piece,  the  former  dying, 
the  latter  fucceeded  him  in  honour  and  empley- 
ment.  The  firft  was  Philip  Horneck,  author  of 
a  Bllllngfgate  paper  called  the  High  German 
Docftor.  Edward  Roome  was  fon  of  an  underta- 
ker for  funerals  in  Fleet-ftreet,  and  writ  fome  of 
the  papers  called  Pafquin,  where,  by  malicious  in- 
uendoes,  he  endeavoured  to  reprefent  our  author 
guilty  of  malevolent  practices  with  a  great  man 
then  under  profecution  of  Parliament.  Of  this 
man  was  made  the  following  epigram  : 

"  You  afk  •whj  Roome  diverts  you  with  his 

jokes, 
"  Yet  if  he  writes,  as  dull  as  other  folks ! 
"  You  wonder  at  it — This,  Sir,  is  the  cafe, 
"  The  jefl  is  lofl  unlefs  he  prints  his  face." 

P — le  was  the  author  of  fome  vile  plays  and  pam- 
phlets. He  publiftied  abufes  on  our  author  in  a  pa- 
per called  the  Prompter. 

Ver.  153.  Goode,]  an  ill  natured  critic,  who 
writ  a  fatire  on  our  author,  called  The  Mock  JE- 
fop,  and  many  anonymous  libels  in  newfpapers  for 
hire. 

Ver.  156.  Whofe  tuneful  whiflllng  makes  the 
waters  pals:]  There  were  feveral  fucceflions  of 
thefe  forts  of  minor  poets  at  Tunbridge,  Bath,  &c. 
finging  the  praife  of  the  annals  flouriftiing  for 
that  feafon ;  whofe  names  indeed  would  be  name- 


^v& 


THi  wo  ft  Its  ot  Pope. 


Some  flrain  in  rhyme  ;  the  in«fes,on  their  racks, 
Scream  like  the  windingof  ten thoufand jacks!    i6o 
Some,  free  from  rhyme  or  reafon,  rule  or  check, 
Break  Prifcian's  head,  and  Pegafus's  neck ; 
t)own,  down  the  larum,  with  impetuous  whirl, 
The  Pindars  and  the  Miltons  of  a  Curll. 

Silence,  ye  wolves S    while  Ralph  to  Cynthia 

howls. 
And  makes  night  hideous — anfwer  him,  ye  owls ! 
Senfe,  fpeech,  and  meafure,  living  tongues  and 

dead, 
l,et  all  give  way,  and  Morris  may  be  read. 
How,  Welfted,  flow  !  like  thine  infpirer,  beer ; 
Though  flale,  not  ripe ;  though  thin,  yet  never 

clear; 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  1 6 1.    In  former  edit. — and  Durgen  may 
be  read. 

REMARKS. 

lefs,  and  therefore  the  poet  Ihuts  them  over  with 
ethers  in  general. 

Ver.  165.  Ralph]  James  Ralph,  a  name  infert- 
cd  after  the  firft  editions,  not  known  to  our  author 
till  he  writ  a  fwearing  piece  called  Sawney,  very 
abufive  of  Dr.  Swift,  Mr.  Gay,  and  himfelf.  Thefe 
lines  allude  to  a  thing  of  his,  intituled  Night,  a 
poem.  This  low  writer  attended  his  own  works 
with  panegyrics  in  the  Journals,  and  once  in  par- 
ticular praifcd  himfelf  highly  above  Mr.  Addifon, 
in  wretched  remarks  upon  that  author's  Account 
«f  Englifh  Poets,  printed  in  a  London  Journal, 
Sept.  17*8.  He  was  wholly  illiterate,  and  knew 
BO  language,  not  even  French.  Being  advifed  to 
lead  the  rules  of  dramatic  poetry  before  he  began 
a  play,  he  fmiled  and  replied,  "  Shakefpeare  writ 
•'  without  rules."  He  ended  at  laft  in  the  com- 
mon fink  of  all  fuch  writers,  a  political  newfpa- 
per,  to  which  he  was  recommended  by  his  friend 
Arnal,  and  received  a  fmall  pittance  for  pay. 

Ver.  168.  Morris,]  Befaleel,     See  book  ii. 

Ver.  169.  Flow,  Wclfled,  &c.]  Of  this  author 
lee  the  remark  on  book  ii.  v.  209.  But  (to  be 
impartial)  add  to  it  the  following  different  charac- 
ter of  him. 

Mr.  Welfted  had,  in  his  youth  raifed  fo  great 
eipe<Sat!ons  of  his  future  genius,  that  there  was  a 
lind  of  ftriiggle  between  the  mod  eminent  of  the 
two  Univerfities,  which  fhould  have  the  honour  of 
his  education.  To  compound  this  he  (civilly) 
became  a  member  of  both,  and  after  having  paffed 
fome  time  at  the  one,  he  removed  to  the  other. 
From  thence  he  returned  to  town,  where  he  be- 
came the  darling  expedation  of  all  the  polite 
writers,  whofe  encouragement  he  acknowledged, 
in  his  occafional  poems,  in  a  manner  that  will 
make  no  fmall  part  of  the  fame  of  his  protedlprs. 
It  alfo  appears  from  his  works,  that  he  was  hap- 
py in  the  patrenage  of  the  moft  iliailrious  cha- 
radlers  of  the  prefent  age — Encouraged  by  fuch  a 
combination  in  his  favour,  he — publifhed  a  book 
of  poems,  fome  in  the  Ovidian,  fome  in  the  Ho- 
ratiac  manner  j  in  both  which  the  mo  A  ex^uiliie 


So  fweetly  mawkilR,  and  fo  fmoothly  dull ; 
Heady,  not  flrong;  o'erflowing,  though  not  full. 

Ah  Dennis  !   Gildon  ah  !  what  ill-ftarr'd  rage 
Divides  a  friendfliip  long  confirm'd  by  age  ? 
Blockheads  with  reafon  wicked  wits  abhor, 
But  fool  with  fool  is  barbarous  civil  war. 
Embrace,  embrace,  my  fons !  be  foes  no  more  ! 
Nor  glad  vile  poets  withtrue  critics  gore. 

Behold  yon  pair,  in  ftrid  embraces  join'd ; 
How  like  in  manners,  and  how  like  in  mind;  180 


VARL-VTION. 

After  ver.  180.  in  many  editions,  flood, 

Fain'd  for  good-nature,  Burnet,  and  for  truth; 
Ducket  for  pious  palllon  to  the  youth. 

REMARKS. 

judges  pronounce  he  even  rivalled  his  ma^Jers-T— 
His  love-verfes  have  refcued  that  way  of  writing 
from  contempt — In  his  tranflations,  he  has  given 
us  the  very  foul  and  fpirit  of  his  author.  His 
Ode — his  Epiftle — his  Verfe^ — his  Love-tale — all, 
are  the  mofi  perfe<S  things  in  all  poetry  Welfted 
of  himfelf,  char,  of  the  Times,  8vo,  1728,  page 
33,  14.  It  fhould  not  be  forgot  for  his  honour, 
tliat  he  received  at  one  time  the  fum  of  five  hun- 
dred pounds  for  fecret  fervice,  among  the  other  ex- 
cellent authors  hired  to  write  anonymouflyfor  the 
miniftry.  See  Report  of  the  Secret  Committe*, 
Sec.  in  1742. 

Ver.  173.  Ah  Dennis!  Gildon  ah!]  Thefc 
men  became  the  public  fcorn  by  a  mere  miftake 
of  their  talents.  They  would  needs  turn  critics 
of  their  own  country  writers  (juft  as  Ariftotle  and 
Longinus  did  of  theirs)  and  difcourfe  upon  tlie 
beauties  and  defeiSs  of  compofition  : 

How  parts  relate  to  parts,  and  they  to  whole ; 
The  body's  harmony,  the  beaming  foul. 
Whereas  had  they  followed  the  example  rf  thofe 
microfcopes  of  wit,  Kufter,  Burman,  and  their  fol- 
lowers, in  verbal  criticifm  on  the  learned  lan- 
guages, their  acutenefs  and  induftry  might  have 
raifed  them  a  name  equal  to  the  moft  famous  of 
the  fcholiafts.  We  cannot  therefore  but  lament 
the  late  apoftacy  of  the  Prebendary  of  Roci.efter,' 
who  beginning  in  fo  good  a  train,  has  now  turned 
ftiort  to  write  comments  on  the  Fire-fide,  and 
Drtatns  upon  Shakefpeare;  where  we  find  the  ' 
fpirit  of  Oldmixon,  Gildon,  and  Denni*,  all  re- 
vived in  his  belaboured  obfervations.  Scribl. 
Here  Scriblerus,  in  this  affair  of  the  Fire-fide,  I 
want  thy  ufual  candour.  It  is  true,  Mr  Upton  did 
write  notes  upon  it,  but  with  all  the  honour  and 
good  faith  in  the  world.  He  took  it  to  be  a  pane- 
gyric on  his  patron.  This  it  is  to  have  to  do  with 
wits ;  a  commerce  unworthy  a  fcholiaft  of  fo  folid' 
learning.  Arist. 
Ver.  173,  Ah,  Dennis,  &c,]  The  reader,  who 
has  fcen,  through  the  courfe  of  thefe  notes,  what  a 
conftant  attendance  Mr.  Dennis  paid  to  cur  author  , 
and  all  his  works,  may  perhaps  wcndar  he  frould 
be  mentic  ned  but  twice,  and  fo  flightly  touched, 
in  this  poem.    Sut  in  tfuth  be  looked  upon  hija' 


THE  DtJNClAD. 


ftTjl 


Equal  in  wit,  ard  eq'jally  polif  e, 
Shall  this  a  Pafquin,  that  a  Grumbler  write; 
Like  are  their  merit-,  like  renarU  thejr  (hare, 
That  fliines  a  C'mful,  this  Cormiidioncr. 

"   But  who  is  he,  in  clofet  clofe  y-pent, 
"  Of  fober  face,  with  learned  f'uO  b-^fprent  ?" 
Ri.vht  well  mine  eyf-s  aiede  the  myfter  wight, 
On  parchment  fcraps  y-fed,  and  Wormius  hight. 


RTMARKS. 

with  fome  efteem,  for  having  (more  generoufly 
than  all  ^he  reft)  fet  his  name  to  fuch  writings. 
H-'  was  aifo  a  very  Id  man  at  this  time.  By  his 
own  accDunt  of  himfelf,  in  Mr.  Jacob's  Lives,  he 
muft  have  been  above  threefcore,and  happily  lived 
many  years  after.  So  that  he  wa-  fenior  to  Mr. 
d'Urfey,  who  hitherto  of  all  our  poets  enjoyed 
the  longed  bodily  life. 

Vsr.  179.  B-hold  yon  pair,  &C.J  One  of  thefe 
was  anthor  of  a  weekly  paper  called  the  Grumb- 
ler, 3"  the  other  wa'-  concerned  m  another  called 
Pafquin,  in  which  Mr.  Pope  ■-"  as  abufed  with  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Bifhop  of  Rochsfter. 
They  alfo  joined  in  a  piece  againft  his  firft  under- 
taking to  tsanflate  the  Iliad,  intituled,  Homeridcs, 
by  Sir  Iliad  Doggrel,  printed  1715. 

Of  the  other    works  of    thefe  gentlemen  the 
world   has  hesrd  n^  rrore    than  it  would  of   Mr. 
Pope's,  had  their  united  laudable  endeavours  dif- 
couraged  him    from  pnrfuing  his  ftudies.     How 
few  good  wiirks  had  ever  appeared  (Cnce  men  of  1 
true  merit  are  always  the  leaft  prefuming)  had  ■ 
there  been  always  fuch  champions  to  flifle  them  in  ' 
their  conception  I  And  were  it  not  better  for  the 
public,  that  a  million  of  monfter';  fhould  come  in- 
to the  world,  which  are  fure  to  die  as  foon  as  born, 
than  that  the  ferpents  fhould  ftracgle  one  Hercules 
in  his  cradle? 

I  he  union  of  thefe  two  authors  gave  occafion 
to  this  epigram  : 

♦'  Burnet  and  Ducket,  friends  in  fpite, 

'    Came  hifling  out  in  verfe  ; 
"  Bo  h  were  fo  forward,  each  would  write, 

"  So  dull,  each  hang  an  a . 

"   Thus  Amphifboena  (I  have  read) 

"   At  either  crd  affails; 
"  None  knows  which  leads  or  which  is  led, 

•■  For  both  heads  are  but  tails." 

After  many  editions  of  this  poem,  the  author 
thought  fit  to  omit  the  names  of  thefe  two  per- 
fons,  whofc  injury  to  him  was  of  fo  old  a  date. 

Ver.  184.  That  fhines  a  C<  nful,  this  Commif- 
Coner.]  Such  places  were  given  at  this  time  to 
fuch  fort  of  writers. 

Ver.  187   my  ter  wight,]  Uncouth  mortal. 

Vcr  188  VVcrmius  hight.]  Let  not  this  name, 
purely  fiditious,  be  conceited  to  mean  the  learned 
Olaus  Wormius ;  much  iefs  (as  it  was  unwar- 
rantably foifted  into  the  furreptitious  editions)  our 
own  antiquary,  Mr.  Thomus  Herirne.wh'  h^d  no 
^^y  aggrieved  our  poet,  but  en  the  cont-  \  y  pub- 
liihed  many  curio  i»  jraA»  which  he  hath  to  bis 
great  (ontcatment  perufed^ 


fo  future  ages  may  thy  dulnefs  laA, 

A«  thou  preferv^ft  the  dulnefs  of  the  pad !        19^ 

There,  dim    in   clouds,  the    poring  fcholiaft* 
mark, 
Wits,  who,  like  owls,  fee  only  in  the  dark, 
A  lumberhoufe  of  books  in  every  head. 
For  ever  reading,  never  to  be  read  ? 

But,  where  each  Science  lifts  iti  modern  type, 
Hiftory  her  pot,  Divinity  her  pipe. 
While  proud  Philofophy  repines  to  fliow, 
Diftioneft  fight !  his  breeches  rent  below  : 
Imbrown'd  with  native  bronze,  lo !   Henley  ftandi, 
1  uning  his  voice,  and  balancing  his  hands.        aoo 


VARIAT10.13. 
Ver.  197   in  the  firfl  edit,  it  was. 
And  proud  Phih.fophy  with  breeches  tore. 
And  Enjjlifh  Mufic  with  a  difraal  fcorc. 
Fad  by  iu  darktiefs  palpable  inflirin'd 
W — s,  E — r,  M — n,  all  the  poring  kind. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  191.  Wits,  who,  like  owls,  &c.]  Thefe 
few  lines  exailly  defcribe  the  right  verbal  critic  ; 
the  darker  his  author  is,  the  better  he  is  pieafed; 
like  the  famous  quack  do<ftor,  who  put  up  in  his 
bills,  he  delighted  in  matters  of  difficulty.  Some- 
body faid  well  of  thefe  men,  that  their  heads  were 
libraries  out  of  order. 

Ver.  199  lo  !  Henley  ftands,  &c.]  J.  Henley 
the  orator ;  he  preached  on  the  Sundays  upoa 
Theological  matters,  and  on  the  Wednefdays  upon 
all  other  fciences.  Each  auditor  paid  one  Ihilling. 
He  declaimed  fome  years  againft  the  greateft  per- 
fons,  and  occafionally  did  our  author  that  honour. 
We  £,  ST  ED,  in  Oratory  Tranfa&icns,  N.  I.  pub- 
lifhed  by  Henley  himfelf,  gives  the  following  ac- 
count of  him  •  "  He  was  born  at  Melton-Mow- 
"  bray  in  Leiccfterfhire.  From  his  own  parifh 
"  fchool  he  went  to  St.  John's  College  in  Cam- 
"  bridge.  He  began  there  to  be  uneafy ;  for  it 
"  (hocked  him  to  find  he  was  commanded  to  be- 
"  lieve  againft  his  own  judgment  in  points  of  re- 
"  ligion,  philofophy,  &c.  for  his  genius  leading 
"  him  freely  to  difpute  all  propofitions,  and  call  all 
"  points  to  account,  he  was  impatient  under  thofc 
"  fetters  of  the  free-born  mind. — Being  admitted 
"  to  Prieft's  orders,  he  found  the  Ciaminatioo 
"  very  (hort  and  fuperScial,  and  that  it  was  not 
"  necefTary  to  conform  to  the  Chriftian  religion^ 
"  in  order  cither  to  deaconfhip  or  priefthood." 
He  came  to  town,  and,  after  having  for  fome 
years  been  a  writer  for  bookfellcrs,  he  had  an 
ambition  to  be  fo  for  miniders  of  date.  The 
only  reafon  he  did  not  rife  in  the  church,  we  are 
told,  "  was  the  envy  of  other?,  and  a  difrelifh  en- 
"  tertained  of  him,  becaufe  he  was  not  qualified 
"  to  be  a  complete  Spaniel."  However,  he  offer- 
ed the  fervice  of  his  pen  to  two  great  men,  of 
opinions  and  interefts  dircdtly  oppofite  ;  by  both 
of  whom  being  rejeAed,  he  fet  up  a  new  proje<ft, 
and  dyled  himfelf  the  Redorer  of  ancient  iilo- 
qurDct  He  thought  ''  it  as  lawful  to  take  a  li- 
"  cenfe  from  the  king  and  parliament  in  oncplatcy 


«2« 

How  fluent  nonfenfc  Irkkles  from  his  tongue 
How  fw;et  the  periods,  neither  faid,  aor  fong  '. 
Still  break  the  benches,  Henley!  with  thy  ftrain, 
While  Sherlock,  Hare,  and  Gibfon,  preach  in  vaia. 
Oh  great  reftorer  of  the  good  old  ftage. 
Preacher  at  once,  and  Zany  of  thy  age  1 
Oh  worthy  thou  of  Egypt's  wife  abodes, 
A  decent  prieft,  where  monkeys  were  the  gods  ! 
But  Fate  with  butchers  plac'd  thy  prieftly  llall. 
Meek  modern  faith  to  murder,hack,andmawl;  aio 
And  bade  thee  live,  to  crown  Britannia's  praife, 
In  Toland's  Tindal's,  and  in  Woolfton's  days. 

Yet  oh,  my  fon,  a  father's  words  attend  : 
(So  may  the  fates  prefcrve  the  years  you  lend) 


VARIATIONJ. 

Ver.  a04.  In  former  ed. 

While  K**,  B**,  W**,  preach  in  vain. 

After  ver.  iiz.  followed  in  former  ed. 

Here  too,  great  Woolfton  1  here  exalt  thy  throne, 
And  prove,  no  miracles  can  match  thy  own. 

REMARKS. 

**  39  another ;  at  Hickes's  Hall,  as  at  Dodlor's 
"  Commons;  fo  fet  up  his  oratory  in  Newport- 
••  market,  Butcher-row.  There  (fays  his  friend) 
**  he  had  the  alTurance  to  form  a  plan,  which  no 
"  mortal  ever  thought  of;  he  had  fuccefs  againft 
"  all  oppoGtion  ;  challenged  his  adverfaries  tc  fair 
•'  difputations,  and  none  would  difpute  with  him  ; 
•*  writ,  read,  and  ftudied  twelve  hours  a  day  ; 
"  compofed  three  differtations  a-week  on  ail  fub- 
*  jedls ;  undertook  to  teach  in  one  year  what 
••  fchools  and  univerfities  teach  in  five;  was  not 
*•  terrified  by  menaces,  infults,  or  fatires,  but  flill 
*'  proceeded,  matured  his  bold  fchemc,  and  put  the 
"  church,  and  all  that  in  danger."  Welsted, 
Narrative  in  Orat.  Tranfad.  N.  I. 

After  having  ftood  fome  prolecutions,  he  turned 
his  rhetoric  to  bufi"oonry  upon  all  public  and  pri- 
vate occurrences.  All  this  paffed  in  the  fame 
room ;  where  fometimes  he  broke  jefts,  and 
fometimes  that  bread  which  he  called  the  Primi- 
tive Eucharift. — This  wonderful  perfon  flruck 
medals,  which  he  difperfed  as  tickets  to  his  fub- 
fcribers  :  the  device  a  ftar  nfing  to  the  meridian, 
with  this  motto,  ad  svmma;  and  below  inveni- 
AM  viAM  Avr  FACiAM.  Tkis  man  had  an  hun- 
dred pounds  a-year  given  him  for  the  fecret  fcrvice 
«f  a  weekly  paper  of  unintelligible  noufenfe,  cal- 
led the  Hyp-Dorflor. 

Ver.  204.  Sherlock,  Hare,  Gibfon,]  biihops  of 
Salifbury,  Chichcfter,  and  London;  whofefermons 
and  paftoral  letters  did  honour  to  their  country  as 
Well  as  ftations. 

Ver.  ai2.  Of  Toland,  and  Tindal,  fee  Book  ii. 
Tho.  Woolfton  was  an  impious  madman,  who 
wrote  injj  moft  infolent  ftyle  againft  the  miracles 
of  the  Gofpel,  in  the  year  x  726,  &c. 

Ver.  213.  Yet  oh,  my  fons,  &c.]  The  caution 
againft  blafphemy  here  given  by  a  departed  ion  of 
Dulncfs  to  his  yet  exifting  brethren,  is,  as  the  poet 
rightly  intimates,  not  out  of  tcndernefs  to  the  ears 
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'Tis  yours,  a  Bacon  or  a  Locke  to  blame, 

A  Newton's  genius,  or  a  Milton's  flams  : 

But  oh  :   with  One,  immortal  One,  difpenfe. 

The  fource  of  Newton's  lifjht,  of  Bacon's  fenfe. 

Content  each  emanation  of  his  fires 

That  beams  on  earth,  each  virtue  he  infpires,    azo 

Each  art  he  prompts, each  charm  he  can  create, 

Whate'er  he  gives,  are  given  for  you  to  hate. 

Perfift,  by  all  divine  in  man  unaw'd. 

But,  "  Learn,  ye  Dunces :  not  to  fcorn  your  God." 


VARIATION, 

Ver.  216.  la  former  ed. — ar  a  feraph's  flame. 

REMA7.KS. 

of  Others,  but  their  own.  And  fo  we  fee  that 
when  that  danger  is  removed,  on  the  open  efta- 
blifhment  of  the  Goddefs  in  the  fourth  B»ok,  fhe 
encourages  her  fons,  and  they  beg  aluftance  to 
pollute  the  fource  of  light  itfelf,  with  tiie  fame  viru- 
lence they  had  before  done  the  pureft  emanations 
from  it. 

Ver.  aij.  'Tis  yours,  a  Bacon  or  a  Locke  to 
blame,  [fiame  :] 

A  Newton's  genius,  or  a  Milton's 
Thankfully  received,  and  freely  uled,  is  this  gra- 
cious iicenf;:  by  the  beloved  difciple  of  that  prince 
of  Cabaliftic  dunces,  the  tremendous  Hutchinfon, 
Hear  with  what  honeft  plainnefs  he  treateth  our 
great  Geometer.  "  As  to  mathematical  demon- 
"  ftration  (faith  he),  founded  upon  the  proportions 
"  cf  lines  and  circles  to  each  other,  and  the  ring- 
"  ing  of  changes  upon  figures,  thefe  have  no  more 
"  to  do  with  the  greateft  part  of  philolbphy,  than 
"  they  have  with  the  Man  in  the  Moon.  Indeed, 
"  the  zeal  for  this  fort  of  gibberifli  [mathematical 
"  principles]  is  greatly  abated  of  late  :  and  though 
"  it  is  now  upwards  of  twenty  years  that  the  Di- 
"  gon  of  modern  philofophers.  Sir  Isaac  New- 
"  TON,  has  lain  with  his  face  upon  the  ground 
"  before  the  ark  of  God,  Scripture  philofophy ; 
"  for  fo  long  Moses's  PRiNciPiAhave  been  pub- 
"  liihed ;  and  the  Treatifc  of  Power  Effential  and 
"  Mechanical,  in  whicli  Sir  Ifaac  Newton's  phiio- 
"  fophy  is  treated  with  the  ut.most  Contempt, 
"  has  been  publiihed  a  dozen  years  ;  yet  is  there 
"  not  one  of  the  whole  fociety  who  hath  had  the 
"  Courage  to  attempt  to  raiie  him  up.  And  fo 
"let  him  lie." — The,  philofophical  principles  of 
Mofes  afferted,  &c.  p.  2.  by  Julius  Bate.  A  M. 
Chaplain  to  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of 
Harrington.     London,  1744,  otSlavo.         Scribl. 

Ver.  2Z4.  But,  "  Learn  ye  Dunces!  not  to 
fcorn  your  God."]  The  hardeft  leffon  a  dunce  can 
learn.  For  being  bred  to  fcorn  what  he  does  not 
underftand,  that  which  he  underftands  leall  he 
will  be  apt  to  fcorn  moft.  Of  which,  to  the  dil- 
grace  of  all  government,  and  (in  tlie  poet's  opi- 
nion) even  of  that  of  Dulnfss  herfclf,  we  have 
had  a  late  example  in  a  book  intituled,  Philofophi- 
cal Effays  concerning  liuman  Underftanding. 

Ver.  2a4.-:-not  to  ("corn  your  God."]  Sec  thi» 
fubjed  purfued  in  Book  iv.  3 


THE  DUNCIAD. 
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Thus  he,  for  flien  a  ray  of  reafon  dole 
Half  through  the  folid  darkncfs  of  his  foul ; 
Eut  foon  the  cloud  return'd — and  thus  the  fire : 
See  now,  what  Dulnefs  and  her  fons  admire  '. 
See  what  the  charms,  that  fmite  the  fimple  heart 
Not  touch'd  by  nature,  and  not  reach'd  by  art.  230 

His  never-blufhing  head  he  turn'd  afide 
(Not  half  fo  pleas'd  when  Goodman  prephefy'd); 
And  look'd,  and  faw  a  fable  forcerer  rife. 
Swift  to  whofe  hand  a  winged  volume  flies: 
All  fudden,  gorgons  hifs,  and  dragons  glare. 
And  ten-horn'd  fiends  and  giants  rufh  to  war. 
Hell  rifes,  heaven  defcends,  and  dance  on  earth  : 
pods,  imps,  and  mnnftcrs,  mufic,  rage  and  mirth, 
A  fire,  a  jig,  a  battle,  and  a  bail, 
Till  one  wide  conflagration  fwallows  all.  340 

Thence  a  new  world,  to  nature's  laws  unknown, 
Breaks  out  refulgent,  with  a  heaven  its  own ; 
Another  Cynthia  her  new  journey  runs. 
And  other  planets  circle  other  funs. 
The  forefts  dance,  the  rivers  upward  rif-^ 
Whales  fport  in  woods,  and  dolphins  in  the  Ikies ; 
Andlaft,  to  give  the  whole  creation  grace,       i 
Lio !  one  vaft  egg  produces  human  race. 

Joy  fills  his  foul,  joy  innocent  of  thought ; 
What  power,  he  cries,  what  power  thefe  wonders 
wrought  ?  159 

Son;  what  thou  feek'fl  is  in  thee  I  Look, and  find 
Each  monfter  meets  his  likenefs  in  thy  mind. 
Yet  would'ft  thou  more  !   In  yonder  cloud  behold, 
Whofe  farfenet  flcirts  are  edg'd  with  flamy  gold, 
A  matchlefs  youth '.  his  nod  chcfe  worlds  controuls, 
Wings  the  red  lightning,  and  the  thunder  rolls. 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.   23 r,   232.    Added   when  the  hero  lyas 
changed. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  232.  (Not  half  fo  pleas'd,  when  Goodman 
prophefy'd.)]  Mr.  Gibber  tells  us,  in  his  Life,  p. 
149.  that  Goodman  being  at  the  rehearfal  of  a 
play,  in  y/hich  he  had  a  part,  clapped  him  on  the 
fhoulder,  and  cried,  "  If  he  does  not  make  a  good 
♦'  adlor,  I'll  be  d — d.— And  (fays  Mr.  Gibber)  I 
"  make  it  a  queftion,  whether  Alexander  himfelf, 
"  or  Charles  the  twelfth  of  Sweden,  when  at  the 
"  head  of  their  firfl  victorious  armies,  could  feel  a 
"  greater  tranfport  in  their  bofoms  than  I  did  in 
•'  mine." 

Ver.  233.  a  fable  forcerer]  Dr.  Fauflus,  the 
fubjeA  of  a  fet  of  Farces,  which  lafled  in  vogue 
two  or  three  feafons,  in  which  both  playhoufes 
ftrove  to  outdo  each  other  for  fome  years.  All 
the  extravagancies  in  the  fixteen  lines  following 
■were  introduced  on  the  flage,  and  frequented  by 
perfons  of  the  firft  quality  in  England,  to  the 
twentieth  and  thirtieth  time. 

Ver.  237.  Hell  rifes.  Heaven  defcends,  and 
dance  on  earth ;]  This  monftrous  abfurdity  was 
adlually  reprefented  in  Tibbald's  Rape  of  Profer- 
pine. 

Ver.  248.  Lo!  one  vaft  egg]  In  another  of 
thefe  Farces  Harlequin  i»  hatched  ujon  the  flage, 
out  of  a  large  es:?. 


Angel  of  Dulnefs,  fent  to  fcattcr  round 
Her  magic  charms  o'er  all  unclafTic  ground  : 
Yon  flars.yon  funs,  he  rears  at  pleafurc  higher. 
Illumes  their  light,  and  fets  their  flames  on  fire.  i6qt 
Immortal  Rich  !  how  calm  he  fits  at  eafe 
'Midft  fnows  of  paper,  and  fierce  hail  of  peafe  j 
And,  proud  his  miftrefs'  orders  to  perform, 
Rides  in  the  whirlwind,  and  dire(5ls  the  ilorm. 

But  lo  1   to  dark  encounter  in  mid  air. 
New  wizards  rife  ;  I  fee  my  Gibber  there  '. 
Booth  in  his  cloudy  tabernacle  Ihrin'd 
On  grinning  dragons  thou  flialt  mount  the  wind. 
Dire  is  the  confli<S,  difmal  is  the  din,  26^ 

Here  fhouts  all  Drury,  there  all  Lincoln's-Inn  j 
Contending  Theatres  our  empire  raife. 
Alike  their  laboturs,  and  alike  their  pralfe. 


TARIATIONS. 

Ver.  266.  In  the  former  edit. 

New  wizards  rife  :  here  Booth,  and  Gibber  there* 

Ver.  268.  — Gibber  mounts  the  wind. 

After  ver.  274.  in  the  former  edit.  foUowedj 

For  works  like  thefe  let  deathlefs  Journals  tell, 
"  None  but  thyfelf  can  be  thy  parallel." 

Var.  None  but  thyfelf  can  be  thy  parallel.]  A 
marvellous  line  of  Theobald  ;  unlefs  the  play  cal- 
led the  Double  Falfehood  (be  as  he  would  have 
it  believed)  Shakfpeare's  :  But  whether  thii  line 
be  his  or  not,  he  proves  Shakfpeare  to  have  writ- 
ten as  bad  (which  methinks  in  an  author,  for 
whom  he  has  a  veneration  almoft  rifing  to  idola- 
try, might  have  been  concealed)  ;  as  for  exam- 
ple : 

"  Try  what  repentance  can  :  what  can  It  not  J 
"  But  what  can  it,  when  one  cannot  repent  2 

"  — For  cogitation 
"  Refides  not  in  the  man  who  does  sot  think," 
&c.  Mux's  JOURK. 

It  is  granted  they  are  all  of  a  piece,  and  no  mas 
doubts  but  herein  he  is  able  to  imitate  Shak~ 
fpeare. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  261.  Immortal  Rich '.]  Mr.  John  Ricbj 
mailer  of  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Govent  Garden, 
was  the  firft  that  excelled  this  way. 

Ver.  266.  I  fee  my  Gibber  there  1]  The  hlftory 
of  the  foregoing  abfurdities  is  verified  by  himfelf, 
in  thefe  words  (Life,  chap.xv.)  "  Then  fprung  forth 
"  that  fucceffion of  monftrous  medleys  thathavefw 
"  long  jnfefted  the  flage,  which  arofe  upon  one  ano- 
"  ther  alternately  at  both  houfes,  outvying  each 
"  other  in  expence."  He  then  proceeds  to  ex- 
cufe  his  own  part  of  them,  as  follows  :  "  If  I  am 
"  afked  why  1  aflented  ?  I  have  no  better  excufe 
"  for  my  error  than  to  conlcfs  I  did  it  againfl  my 
"  confcience,  and  had  not  virtue  enough  to  ftarve. 
"  Had  Henry  IV.  of  France  a  better  for  changing 
1  "  his  religion  .'  I  was  flill  in  my  heart,  as  much 
!  "  as  he  could  be,  ou  the  ii<ls  of  truth  aiid  fcalc; 
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And  are  thefe  wonders,  fon,  to  thee  unknown  ? 
Unknown  to  thee  ?  Thefe  wonders  are  thy  own. 
Thefe  Fate  referv'd  to  grace  thy  reign  divine, 
Forefeen  by  me,  but  ah  :  with-held  from  mine. 
In  Lud's  old  walls  though  long  I  rul'd  renown'd 
Far  as  loud  Bow's  ftupenduous  bells  refoun'd  ; 
Though  my  own  Aldermen  conferr'd  the  bays, 
Tome  committing  their  eternal  praife.  a8o 

Their  full-fed  heroes,  their  pacific  mayors, 
Their  annual  trophies,  and  their  monthly  wars  : 
Though  long  my  party  built  on  me  their  hopes, 
For  writing  Pamphlets,  and  for  roafting  Popes : 
Yet  lo  !  in  me  what  authors  have  to  brag  on  '. 
Reduc'd  at  laft  to  hifs  in  my  own  dragon. 
Avert  it,  heaven  :  that  thou  my  Gibber,  e'er 
Should'ft  wag  a  ferpent-tail  in  Smithfield  fair  ! 
Like  the  vile  ftraw  that's  blown  about  the  ftreets, 
'Tbt  needj  poet  flicks  to  all  he  meets,  290 
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V.tRIATIOK'S. 

After  ver.  284.  in  the  former  edit,  followed, 

Different  our  parties,  but  with  equal  grace 
The  goddefs  fmiles  on  Whig  and  Tory  race. 
'Tis  the  fame  Tope  of  feveral  ends  they  twift; 
To  Dulnefs,  Ridpath  is  as  dear  as  Mift. 

Ver.  ago.  In  the  former  edit. 

In  the  dog's  tail  his  progrefs  ends  at  laft. 

REMARKS. 

**  but  with  this  difference,  that  I  had  their  leave 
•*  to  quit  them  when  ihey  could  not  fupport  me. 
•'  But  let  the  queftion  go  which  way  it  will,  Har- 
**  ry  IV.  has  always  been  allowed  a  great  man." 
This  mud  be  confefled  a  full  anfwer;  only  the 
queflion  flill  feems  to  be,  1.  How  the  doing  a 
thing  againft  once's  confcience  is  an  excufe  for  it  ? 
and,  idly.  It  will  be  hard  to  prove  how  he  got 
the  leave  of  Truth  and  Senfe  to  quit  their  fervice, 
nnlefs  he  can  produce  a  certificate  that  he  ever  was 
in  it. 

Ver.  266.  267  Bo'^th  and  Gibber  were  joint  ma- 
nagers of  the  I  heatre  in  Drury-lane. 

Ver.  268.  On  grinning  drago  sthou  Ihalt  mount 
the  wind.]  In  his  letter  to  Mr.  P.  Mr.  C.  folemn- 
ly  declares  this  not  to  be  literally  true.  We  hope 
therefore  the  reader  will  underftand  it  allegori- 
cally  only. 

Ver.  282.  Annual  trophies  on  the  Lord  May- 
or's day ;  and  monthly  wars  in  the  Artillery 
ground. 

Ver.  283.  Though  long  my  party]  Settle,  like 
moft  party-writers,  was  very  uncertain  in  his  po 
litical  princ'ples.  He  was  employed  to  hold  the 
pen  in  the  charaiSer  of  a  popifh  fueceffor,  but  af- 
terwards printed  his  narrative  on  the  other  fide. 
He  had  managed  the  ceremony  of  a  famous  pope- 
burning  on  November  17,  1680.  then  became  a 
trooper  in  King  James's  army,  at  Hounflov-heath. 
After  the  Revolution  he  kept  a  booth  at  Bartho- 
lomew-fair, where,  in  the  droll  called  St.  George 
for  England,  he  acSed  in  his  old  age  in  a  Dragon 
«■  green  leather  of  hie  owo  invention  j  he  was  at 


Coach'd,  carted,  trod  upon,  now  loofe,  nbw  faft» 

And  carried  off  m  fome  dog's  tail  at  laft. 

Happier  thy  fortunes  !  like  a  rolhng  ftone. 

Thy  giddy  dulncf-  ftill  (hall  lumber  on, 

Safe  in  its  heavinefs,  (hall  never  ftray. 

But  Lck  up  every  blockhead  in  the  way. 

Thee  ftiall  the  patriot,  thee  the  courtier  tafte. 

And  every  year  be  duller  than  the  laft. 

Till  rais'd  from  booths,  to  theatre,  to  court, 

Her  fcat  imperial  Dulnefs  (hall  tranfpoit.         300 

Already  Opera  prepares  the  way, 

The  fure  fi>rrunnner  of  her  gentle  fway  ; 

Let  her  thy  heart,  next  drabs  and  dice  engage, 

The  third  mad  paffion  of  thy  doating  age. 

Teach  thou  the  warbling  Pol/pheme  to  roar. 

And  fcrcam  thyfelf  as  none  e'er  fcream'd  before  I 

To  aid  our  caufe,  if  Heaven  thou  canft  not  bend, 

Hell  thou  flialt  move  .  for  Fauftus  is  our  friend  : 

Pluto  with  Cato  thou  for  this  (halt  join. 

And  link  the  Mourning  gride  to  Proferpine.  310 


VARIATIONS 

Ver.  295.  Safe  in  iti  heavinefs,  &c.]  In  thefof'. 
mer  edit. 

Too  fafe  in  inborn  heavinefs  to  ftray ; 
And  lick  up  every  blockhead  in  the  way, 
Thy  dragons,  magiRrates,  and  peers  ihall  taftc, 
And  from  each  fhow  rife  duller  than  the  laft. 
Till  rais'd  from  booths,  &c. 

Ver.  303, — 306.   Added  with  the  new  hero. 

REMARKS. 

laft  taken  into  the  QKarter-houfe,  and  there  died, 
aged  fixty  years. 

Ver.  297.  Thee  (hall  the  patriot,  thee  the  cour- 
tier tafte,]  It  ftood  in  the  firft  edition  with  blanks, 
*  *  and  *  *.  Concanen  was  fure  *'  they  muft 
"  needs  mean  no  body  but  King  GEORGE  and 
"  Queen  CAROLINE  ;  and  faid  he  would  mfift 
'  it  was  fo,  till  the  poet  cleared  himfelf  by  fil- 
"  ling  up  the  blanks  otherwife,  agreeably  to  the 
"  contexr,  and  confiilentwith  his  allegiance."  Pref. 
to  a  Colledlion  of  verfes,  effays,  letters,  &c.  againft 
Mr   P.  printed  for  A.  Moore,  p.  6. 

Ver.  305  Polypheme]  He  tranflated  the  Ita- 
lian opera  of  Polifemo ;  but  unfortunately  loft 
the  whole  jeft  of  the  ftory.  The  Cyclop- alk-iUlyfles 
his  name,  who  tells  him  his  name  1=  Noman:  After 
hiseye  is  put  out,  he  roars  and  call*  the  brother  Cy- 
clops to  his  aid  :  They  inquire  who  has  hurt  him? 
he  anfwers  Noman  :  whereupon  they  all  go  away 
again.  Our  ingenious  tranflatcr  made  Ulyffes  an- 
fwer, I  take  no  name;  whereby  all  that  followed 
became  unintelligible.  Hence  it  appears  that  Mr. 
Gibber  (who  values  himfelf  on  fub.'cribing  to  the 
Engl.lh  tranflations  of  Homcr'^  Iliad)  had  not 
that  merit  with  refptcS  to  the  Odyffey,  or  he 
might  have  been  better  inftruded  in  the  Greek 
Punnology. 

Ver  :o8,  309.  Fauftus,  Pluto,  &c  ]  Names  of 
miferable  farces,  which  it  was  the  cullom  to  adl 
at  the  end  of  the  beft  tragedies,  to  fpoil  the  diges- 
tion of  the  audiencCt 


THE   DUNGIAD. 


%i% 


<7rulftreef: !  thy  fall  fliould  mea  and  gods  con- 

fpire. 
Thy  ftage  fliall  ftand,  enfure  it  but  from  fire. 
Another  TEfchylus  appears!  prepare 
For  new  abortions,  all  ye  pregnant  fair  I 
In  flames,  like  Semele's,  be  brought  to  bed, 
While  opening  hell  fpouts  wild-fire  at  your  head. 

Now,  Bavius,  take  the  poppy  from  thy  brow, 
And  place  it  here  I  here,  all  ye  heroes,  bow  1 

This,  this  is  he,  forptold  by  ancient  rhymes  : 
Th'  Auguftus  born  to  bring  Saturnian  times,  32© 
Signs  following  figns  lead  on  the  mighty  year, 
See  !  the  dull  flars  roll  round  and  re-appear. 
See,  fee,  our  own  true  Phoebus  wears  thy  bays  I 
Our  Midas  fits  I^ofd  Chancellor  of  plays  ! 
On  poets'  tombs  fee  Benfon's  titles  writ  I 
J-.0  ;  Ambrofc  Philips  is  preferr'd  for  wit  I 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  323.  See,  fee,  our  own,  &c.]  In  the  for- 
mer edit. 

Beneath  his  reign,  (hall  Eufden  wear  the  bays, 
Cibber  prefide  Lord  Chancellor  of  plays, 
Becfon  fole  judge  of  Architediure  fir, 
And  Namby  Pamby  be  preferr'd  for  wit ! 
I  fee  th'  unfinifli'd  Dormitory  wall, 
I  fee  the  Savoy  totter  to  her  fall ; 
Hibernian  politics,  O  Swift !  thy  doom. 
And  Pope's  tranflating  three  whole  years  with 

Broome. 
Proceed,  great  days ! 

Ver.  331.  in  the  former  edit,  thus, 

—  O  Swift !   thy  doom,  * 

And    Pope's    tranflating   ten  whole   years  with 
Broome. 

On  which  was  the  following  note  :  "  He  con- 
"  dudes  his  irony  with  a  ftroke  upon  himfelf  :  for 
♦'  whoever  imagines  this  a  larcafm  on  the  other 
"  ingenious  perfon,  is  furely  millaken.  The  opl- 
"  nion  our  author  had  of  him  was  fufficiently 
*'  fliown  by  his  joining  him  in  the  undertaking  of 
*'  the  Odyfley;  in  which  Mr.  Broome,  having 
"  engaged  without  any  previous  agreement,  dif- 
"  charged  his  part  fo  much  to  Mr.  Pope's  fatis- 
•'  faclion,  that  he  gsatitied  him  with  the  full  fum 
"  <5f  five  hundred  pounds,  and  a  prefent  of  all 
i'  thofe  books  for  which  his  own  intereft  could 
*'  procure  him  lubfcribers,  to  the  value  of  one  hun- 
"  dred  more.  The  author  only  feems  to  lament, 
*•  that  he  was  employed  in  tranflation  at  all." 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  312.  enfure  it  but  from  fire.]  In  Tibbald's 
farce  of  Proferpine,  a  corn  field  was  fet  on  fire  : 
•whereupon  the  other  playhoufe  had  a  barn  burnt 
down  for  the  recreation  of  the  fpeilators.  They 
alfo  rivalled  each  othir  in  fliowing  the  burnings  of 
hell-fire,  in  Dr.  Fauftus. 

Ver.  313.  Another  ..ffifchylus  appears!]  It  is  re- 
ported of  ^fchylus,  that  when  his  tragedy  of  the 
Furies  was  a6led,  the  audience  were  fo  terrified, 
that  the  children  fell  into  fits,  and  the  big-bellied 
Women  mifcarried. 


See  under  Ripley  rife  a  new  White-hall, 
While  Jones'  and  Boyle's  united  labours  fall ; 
While  Wren  with  forrow  to  the  grave  defccnds. 
Gay  dies  unpenfion'd  with  a  hundred  friends;  330 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  325,  On  poets  tombs  fee  Benfon's  titlo 
writ :]  W — m.  Benfon  ("Mirveyor  of  the  buildings 
to  his  Majefty  King  George  I.)  gave  in  a  report 
to  the  lords,  that  their  houfe  and  the  Painted- 
chamber  adjoining  were  in  immediate  danger  of 
falling.  Whereupon  the  lords  met  in  a  commit- 
tee to  appoint  fome  other  place  to  fit  in,  while 
the  houfe  ftiould  be  taken  down.  Bur  i'  being 
propofed  to  caufe  fome  other  builders  firft  to  in- 
fpedl  it,  they  found  it  in  very  good  condition. 
The  lords,  upon  this,  were  going  upon  an  addrefs 
to  the  king  againft  Benfon,  for  fuch  3  mifrepro- 
fentation  ;  but  the  Earl  of  bunderland,  then  fe- 
cretary,  gave  them  afl"urance  that  his  Majefty 
would  remove  him,  which  was  done  accordingly. 
In  favour  of  this  man,  the  famous  Sir  Chriftopher 
Wren,  vvho  had  been  architeift  to  the  Crown  for 
above  fifty  years,  who  built  moft  of  the  churches 
in  London,  laid  the  firft  ftone  of  St.  Paul's,  and 
lived  ts  finilh  it,  had  been  difplaced  from  hi* 
employment  at  the  age  of  near  ninety  years. 

Ver.  3^6.  Ambrofe  Philips.]  "  He  was  (faitii 
"  Mr.  Jacob)  one  of  the  Wts  at  Button's,  and  « 
"  juftice  of  the  peace  :"  But  he  hath  fmce  met 
with  higher  preferment  in  Ireland  :  and  a  much 
greater  charader  we  have  of  him  in  Mr.  Gildon's 
Complete  Art  of  Poetry,  vol.  i  p.  it 7.  "  Indeed, 
"  he  confeffes,  he  dares  not  fet  him  quite  on  the 
"  fame  foot  with  Virgil,  left  it  fliould  feem  flatte- 
"  ry;  but  he  is  much  miftaken  if  pofterity  does 
"  not  aiford  him  a  greater  efteem  than  he  at  prc- 
"  fcnt  enjoys."  He  endeavoured  to  create  fome 
mifunderltanding  between  our  author  and  Mr. 
Addifon,  whom  alfo,  foon  after,  he  abufedas  much« 
His  conftant  cry  was,  that  Mr.  P.  was  an  enemy 
to  the  government  and  in  particular,  he  was  the 
avowed  author  of  a  report  very  induftriouflf 
fpread,  that  he  had  a  hand  in  a  party  paper,  call- 
ed the  Examiner;  a  falfehood  well  known  ta 
thofe  yet  living,  who  had  the  dircdion  and  publi- 
cation of  it. 

Ver.  328.  While  Jones'  and  Boyle's  united  It. 
hours  fall.]  At  the  time  when  this  poem  was  writ- 
ten, the  banquetting-houfc  of  Whitehall,  the 
church  and  pia25*  of  Covent-garden,  and  the  pa- 
lace and  chapel  of  Somerfet-houfe,  the  works  of 
the  famous  Inigo  Jones,  had  been  for  many  yeai» 
fo  negle<i1ed,  as  to  be  in  daiiger  of  ruin.  The  por- 
tico of  Covent-garden  church  had  been  juft  thea 
reftored  and  beautified  at  the  expence  of  the  Earl 
of  Burlington  ;  who,  ar  the  fame  time,  by  his  pub- 
lication of  the  defigns  of  that  great  mafter  and 
Palladio,  as  well  as  oy  many  noble  buildings  of 
his  own,  revived  the  true  tafte  of  archicedure  ia 
this  kingdom. 

Ver  330.  Gay  dies  unpenfion'd,  &c.]    See  Mr.    ' 
Gay's  fable  of  the  Hare  and  many  Friends.    This 
gentleman  was  early  in  the  friendfliip  of  ©ur  au. 
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THE   WORKS    OF  POPE. 


Hibernian  ^oKtlcs,  O  Swift !  thy  fate  ;  i 

And  Pope's,  ten  years  to  commeDt  and  tranflate.   I 

Proceed,  great  days!    till  learning  fly  the  ftore, 
Till  Birch  (hall  blufli  with  noble  blood  no  more, 
Till  Thames  fee  Eaton's  fons  for  ever  play, 
Tilt  Wcftminfter's  whole  year  be  holiday, 
1'ill  Ifis'  elders  reel,  their  pupils  fport, 
And  Alma  Mater  lie  dilTolv'd  in  Port  i 


VAKIATIONS. 

After  vcr.  338.  in  a  former  edit,  were  the  fol- 
lowing lines ; 

Signs  following  figns  lead  on  the  mighty  year ; 
See,  the  dull  ftars  roll  round  and  re-appear. 
She  comes  1  the  cloud-compelling  power,  behold  ! 
With  Night  primeval,  and  with  Chaos  old. 
3Lo  I  the  great  anarch's  ancient  reign  reftor'd, 
I^ight  dies  before  her  uncreating  word. 
As  one  by  one,  at  dread  Medea's  ftrain, 
Thefickening  ftars  fade  offth'  xcherial  plain  ; 
As  Argus'  eyes,  by  Hermes'  wand  oppreft, 
Clos'd  one  by  one  to  everlafting  reft  ; 
Thus  at  her  felt  approach,  and  fecret  might. 
Art  after  Art  goes  out,  and  all  is  night. 
See  fculking  Truth  in  her  old  craven  lie, 
Secur'd  by  mountains  of  heap'd  cafuiftry  : 
yhilofophy,  that  touch'd  the  heavens  before. 
Shrinks  to  her  hidden  caufe,  and  is  no  more; 
See  Phyfic  beg  the  Stagyrites  defence  ! 
See  MetaphyCc  call  for  aid  on  Senfe  1 
See  Myftery  to  Mathematics  fly  ! 
In  vain  they  gaze,  turn  giddy,  rave,  and  die. 
Thy  hand,  great  Dulnefs  lets  the  curtain  fall. 
And  univerfal  darknefs  buries  all. 

REMARXS. 

thor,  which  continued  to  his  death.  He  wrote  fe- 
veral  works  of  humour,  with  great  fuccefs  ;  the 
Shepherd's  Week,  Trivia,  the  What  d'ye  call  it, 
Fables;  and  laftly,  the  celebrated  Beggar's  Ope- 
ra ;  a  piece  of  fatire  which  hit  all  taftes  and  de- 
grees of  men,  from  thofe  of  the  highcft  quality  to 
the  very  rabble  :  that  verfe  of  Horace  : 

"  Primores  populi  arripuit,  populumque  tribu- 
tum," 

could  never  be  fo  juftly  applied  as  to  this.  The  vaft 
fuccefs  of  it  was  unprecedented,  and  almoft  incre- 
dible :  what  is  related  of  the  wonderful  cfife(fts  of 
the  ancient  mufic  or  tragedy,  hardly  came  up  to 
it :  Sophocles  and  Euripides  were  lefs  followed  and 
fimoiiJ.  It  was  atfted  in  London  fixty-three  days, 
uninterrupted  ;  and  renewed  the  next  feafon  with 
equal  applaufes.  It  fpread  into  all  the  great  towns 
of  England ;  was  played  in  many  plates  to  the 
thirtieth  and  fortieth  time,  and  at  Bath  and  Brif- 
tol  fifty,  &c.  It  made  its  pro^refs  into  Wales, 
Scotland,  and  Ireland,  where  it  was  performed 
twenty-four  days  together :  it  was  laft  acfted  in 
Minorca.  The  fame  of  it  was  not  confined  to  the 
author ;  the  ladies  carried  about  with  them  the  fa- 
Voiuritc  fongs  of  it  in  fans ;  and  houfes  were  fur- 
sUbc^  with  it  to  £;rcco(.    The  perfoa  who  at^ed 


Enough!  enough!  the  raptur'd  Monarch  criet  J 
And  through  the  ivory  gate  the  vifion  flies. 


REM.^ItKS 

Polly,  till  then  obfcnre,  became  all  at  once  the  fa- 
vourite of  the  town;  her  pictures  were  engraved, 
and  fold  in  great  numbers;  her  life  written; 
books  of  letters  and  verfes  to  her  publilhed  ;  and 
pamphlets  made  even  of  her  fayings  and  jefts. 

Furthermore,  it  drove  out  ■  f  England,  for  that 
feafon,  the  Italian  opera,  which  had  carried  all  be- 
fore it  for  ten  years.  That  idol  of  the  nobility  and 
people,  which  the  great  critic,  Mr  Dennis,  by  the 
labours  and  outcries  of  a  wrhole  lite  could  not  over- 
throw, was  demoliftied  by  a  Cngle  ftroke  "f  this 
gentleman's  pen.  This  happened  in  the  year  1728. 
Yet  fo  great  was  his  modelly,  that  he  conftantly 
prefixed  to  all  the  editions  of  it  this  motto,  "  No» 
haec  novimus  efie  nihil." 

Ver.  33 z.  And  Pope's  ten  years  to  comment  and 
tranflate.]  The  author  here  plainly  laments  that 
he  was  fo  long  employed  in  tranflating  and  com- 
menting. He  began  the  Uiad  in  1 7 13  and  finifli- 
ed  it  in  1719.  The  edition  of  Shakfpeare  (which 
he  undertook  merely  becaufe  no  body  elfe  would) 
took  up  near  two  years  more  in  the  drudgery  of 
comparing  impreffions,  redtifyingthe  fcenery,&c.; 
and  the  tranflation  of  half  the  Odyflcy  employed 
him  from  that  time  to  1725. 

Ver.  333.  Proceed,  great  days!  &c.]  It  may 
perhaps  feem  iticredible,  that  fo  great  a  revolution 
in  learning, as  is  here  propht-fied,{hould  be  brought 
about  by  fuch  weak  inftruments  as  have  been  [hi- 
therto] defcri'ijed  in  cur  poem  :  But  do  not  thou, 
gentle  reader,  reft  too  fecure  in  thy  contempt  of 
thefe  inftruments.  Remember  what  the  Dutch 
ftories  fomewhere  rela'e,  that  a  great  part  of  their 
provinces  was  once  overflo^^ed,  by  a  fmall opening 
ma'le  in  one  of  thei%  dykes  by  a  fingle  water-rat. 

However,  that  fuch  i*  not  ferioufly  the  judg^ 
ment  of  our  poet,  but  that  he  conceiveth  better 
hopes  from  the  diligence  r.f  our  fchooU,  from  the 
regularity  of  our  univerfities,  the  difcernment  of 
our  great  men,  the  accompliftiments  of  our  nobi- 
lity, the  encouragement  of  our  patrons,  and  the 
genius  of  our  writers  of  all  kinds  (notwithftanding 
fome  few  exceptions  in  each),  may  plainly  be  feen 
from  his  conclufioii ;  where,  caufirig  all  this  vifioa 
to  pafs  through  the  ivory  gate,  he  exprel'sly,  in  the 
language  of  poefy,  declares  all  fuch  imaginations 
to  be  wild,  ungrounded,  and  fiditious.     Scribl, 


BOOK      IV. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  poet  being,  in  this  book,  to  declare  the  com- 
pletion of  the  prophecies  mentioned  at  the  end 
of  the  former,  niahes  a  new  invocation  ;  as  the 
greater  poets  are  wont,  when  fome  high  and 
worthy  matter  is  to  be  fung.  He  ftiows  the  god- 
defs  coming  in  her  niajelly,  to  deftroy  Order  and 
Science,  aad  tg  fubftituic  the  kingdom  of  th9 


THE  DDNCIAD. 


'its 


S'.ill  iiprJn  fdrth.  How  flie  lerids  captive  the 
Sciences,  and  filences  the  Mules;  an  J  what  they 
bfrwho  fiicceed'in  their  ftead.  Ail  her  children, 
by  a  wonderful  attraflion,  are  drawn  ab-mt  her; 
and  bear  along  with  them  divtrs  others,  who 
promote  her  empire  by  connivance,  weak  re- 
fiftance,  or  difouragement  of  arts;  i'vch  as  half 
wits,  taflelefs  admirers,  vain  pretenders,  the  flat- 
terers of  dunces,  or  the  patrons  of  them.  All 
thefc  crowd  round  her  ;  one  of  theni  offering  to 
approach  her,  is  driven  back  by  a  rival,  but  Cue 
comniL-nds  and  encourages  both.  Tiic  iirll  who 
fpeak  in  form,  are  the  geniufes  of  the  fchools, 
vho  alTure  her  of  their  care  to  advance  lier 
caufe,  by  confining  youth  to  wards,  and  keep- 
ing them  out  of  the  way  of  real  knowledge. 
Their  addrefs,  and  her  gracious  anfwer;  with 
her  charge  to  them  and  the  univerfities.  The 
uaiverfities  appear  by  their  proper  deputies ; 
and  affure  her  that  the  fame  method  is  obferved 
in  the  progrefs  of  educdtio;i.  The  fpeech  of 
Ariftarchus  on  thisfubjetft.  They  are  driven  off 
by  a  band  of  young  gentlemen  returned  from 
travel  with  their  tutors ;  one  of  whom  delivers 
to  the  goddefs  in  a  polite  oration,  an  account  of 
the  whole  conduift  and  frui's  of  their  travels  : 
prefenting  tn  her  at  the  fame  time  a  young  no- 
lileman  perfedtly  accompliibed.  She  receives 
him  gracioufiy.  and  endues  him  with  the  happy 
quality  of  want  of  fliame.  bhc  fees  loitering 
about  her  a  number  of  indolent  perfons  aband- 
oning all  bufinefs  and  duty,  and  dying  with  la- 
zinels  :  to  thefe  approaches  the  antiquary  An- 
nius,  entreating  her  to  make  them  virtuofos, 
and  alfign  them  over  to  him  :  but  Mummius, 
another  antiquary,  complaining  of  his  fraudu- 
lent proceeding,  (he  finds  a  method  to  recon- 
cile their  difference.  Then  enter  a  troop  of  peo- 
ple fantaflically  adorned,  offering  her  flrange 
and  exotic  prefents  :  among  them,  one  flands 
forth  and  demands  juftice  on  another,  who  had 
deprived  him  of  one  of  the  greateft  curiofitics 
in  nature  ;  but  he  juftifies  himfelf  fo  well,  that 
the  goddefs  gives  thesp  both  her  approbation. 
She  recommends  to  them  to  find  proper  em- 
ployment for  the  indolents  before-mentioned, 
ill  the  fludy  of  butterflies,  fhells,  birds  nefts, 
Ricf^,  &c.  but  with  particular  caution,  not  to 
proceed  beyond  trifles,  to  any  ufcful  or  exten- 
live  views  of  nature,  or  of  the  Author  of  nature. 
Againft  the  laft  of  thefe  apprehenfions,  fhe  is 
fecured  by  a  hearty  addrefs  from  the  minute 
philofophers  and  free -thinkers,  one  of  whom 
("peaks  in  the  name  of  the  refl.  The  youth, 
thus  inftrudled  and  principled,  are  delivered  to 
her  in  a  body,  by  the  hands  of  S'^enus;  acd 
then  admitted  to  tade  the  cup  of  the  Magus 
her  highprieR,  which  caufes  a  total  oblivion  of 
Bil  obligations,  divine,  civd,  moral,  or  rational 
To  thefe  her  adepts  flie  fends  priefls,  attend- 
ants, and  comforters,  <<f  various  kirds ;  confers 
on  them  orders  and  degrees;  and  then  difmif- 
fing  them  with  a  fpeech,  confirming  to  each  his 
privilege?,  and  telling  what  ilie  expecfls  from 
each,  concludes  v¥:tb  a  yawn  of  extraordinary 
VuL.  Vltl,  « 


virtue  :  the  progrefs  and  effedb^  whereof  on  all 
-orders  of    men,  and  the  confumation  of  all,  iii 
the  rclloration  of  Night  and  Chaos,  conclude  the 
poem. 

Yet,  yet  a  moment,  one  dim  ray  of  light 
Indulge,  dread  Chaos,  and  eternal  Night  I 
Of  darknefs  vilible  fo  tftuch  be  lent, 
As  half  to  (how,  half  veil  the  deep  intent. 
Ye  powers  '.  whofe  myfteries  reftor'd  I  fl.^g, 
To  whom  Time  bears  me  on  his  rapid  wing'j 
Suipend  a  v/hik  your  force  inertly  Itrong, 
Then  take  at  once  the  poet  and  the  f  >ng. 

Now  fiam'd  the  dog-flar's  unpropitious  ray. 
Smote  every  brain,  and  wither'd  every  bay  ;       10 
Sick  was  the  fun,  tlie  owl  forfook  h'u  bower. 
The  moon-llruck  prophet  felt  the  madding  hour  : 
Then  role  the  feed  of  Chaos,  and  of  Night, 
Td  blot  out  Order,  and  exttnguifn  Light, 
0(  dull  and  venai  a  new  world  to  moid, 
And  bring  -)aturnian  days  of  lead  and  gold. 

She  mounts  the  throne;  her  head  a  cloud  con-* 
ccal'd, 
In  broad  effulgence  all  below  reVeal'd^ 


REM'\RK3. 

The  Duneiid,  B wk  IV.]  This  book  may  pro- 
perly be  difUnguilbed  fi'om  the  former,  by  the 
name  of  the  Greater  Dunciady  not  {o  indeed  in 
fize,  but  in  fubjedl ;  and  fo  far  contrary  to  the 
diftindlion  anciently  inade  of  the  Grea-er  and  Lef- 
fer  Iliad.  But  much  are  they  miftaken  who  ima- 
gine this  work  in  anywife  inferior  to  the  firmer, 
or  of  any  other  hand  than  of  our  poet ;  of  which 
1  am  much  more  certain  than  that  the  Iliad  itfelf 
was  the  work  of  Solomon,  or  tlie  Batrachoihuo- 
machia  of  Homer,  as  Barnes  hath  aiHrmed. 

BXMT. 

Ver.  I,  &c.]  This  is  an  invocation  of  much  pi- 
ety. The  poet,  willing  to  approve  himfelf  a  ge- 
nuine Ion,  beginneth  by  fliowing  (what  is  e*er 
agreeable  to  Dulnefs)  his  high  refpedl  for  antiqui- 
ty and  a  great  family,  how  dead  or  dark  foever  : 
Next  declareth  his  paffion  for  explaining  myfte- 
ries ;  and,  laftly,  his  impatience  to  be  re-united  to 
her.  SCR18I.. 

Ver  a,  dread  Chaos,  and  eternal  Night:}  In- 
voked, as  the  reftoration  of  their  empire  is  the  ac- 
tion of  the  poem. 

Ver.  14.  To  blot  out  order  and  extinguifli  light,] 
The  two  great  ends  of  her  million ;  the  one  irt 
quality  of  daughter  of  Chaos,  the  other  as  daugh^ 
ter  of  Night.  Order  here  is  to  be  underflood  ez- 
renfively,  both  as  civil  and  moral ;  the  dillinclion 
between  high  and  low  in  fociety,  and  true  andfalfe 
in  individuals :  i-ight  as  intelleiflual  only,  Wit, 
Science,  Arts. 

Ver.  15  Of  dull  and  venal]  The  allegory  con- 
tinued; dull  referring  to  the  extincflion  of  iight 
or  fcience  ;  venal  to  the  dellrmftion  of  order,  and 
the  truth  of  things. 

•  bid.  a  new  world]  In  allufion  to  the  Epica- 
rean  opinion,  that  frcm  the  dillolution  of  the  na- 
tural world  ints  iiigkt  and  chaos,  a  new  one  fliould 


n%6 


THE   WORKS  OF   POPE. 


*(Tis  thus  afpiring  Dulnefs  CTer  fhines) 
Soft  on  her  lap  her  laureate  fon  recline*.  ao 

Beneath  her  foot-ftool.  Science  groans  in  chains, 
And  Wit  dreads  exile,  penalties,  and  pains. 


REMARKS. 

arlfe  ;  this  the  pr>et  alluding  to,  in  the  produ6lion 
of  a  new  moral  world,  makes  it  partake  of  its  ori- 
ginal principles. 

Ver    l6.  Lead  and  gold]  i.  e.  dsll  and  venal 

Ver  ao  her  laureate  fon  reclines.]  With  great 
judgment  it  is  imagined  by  the  poet,  that  fuch  a 
colleague  as  Dulnefs  had  ele<fted,  fhould  fleep  on 
the  throne,  and  have  very  little  Ihare  in  the  adion 
of  the  poem.  Accordingly  he  hath  done  little  or 
nothing  from  the  day  of  his  anointing  ;  having 
paft  through  the  fecond  booh  without  taking  part 
in  any  thing  that  was  tranfadled  about  him  ;  and 
through  the  third  in  profound  lleep.  Nor  ought 
this,  well  confidered.  to  feem  ftronge  In  our  days, 
when  fo  many  kings  conforts  have  done  the  like. 

ScniBL. 

This  verfe  our  excellent  laureate  took  fo  to 
heart,  that  he  appealed  to  all  mankind,  "  if  he 
*'  was  not  as  feldom  afleep  as  an"  fool  ■"  But  it 
is  hoped  the  pnet  hath  not  injured  him,  but  rather 
verified  his  prophecy  (p.  243  of  his  own  Life, 
8vo,  ch.  ix.j  where  he  fays,  "  the  reader  will  be 
•'  as  much  pleafed  to  find  me  a  dunce  in  my  old 
•'  age,  as  he  was  to  prove  me  a  brifk  blockhead  in 
"  my  youth."  Wherever  there  was  any  room 
for  briflcnefs,  or  alacrity  of  any  fort,  even  in  fink- 
ing, he  hath  had  it  allowed  ;  but  here,  where 
there  is  nothing  for  him  to  do  but  to  take  his  na- 
tural reft,  he  muft  permit  his  hiftorian  to  be  filent. 
It  is  from  their  a<ftions  only  that  princes  have 
their  charai5ter,  and  poets  from  their  works  :  And 
if  in  thofe  he  be  as  much  afiecp  as  any  fool,  the 
poet  muft  leave  him  and  them  to  fleep  to  all  cter- 
Isity.  Bentl. 

Ibid,  her  laureate]  "  When  1  find  my  name  in 
"  the  fatirical  works  of  this  P'.>et,  I  never  look  up 
"  on  it  as  any  malice  meant  to  me,  but  Profit  to 
"  himfelf.  For  he  coniiders  that  my  face  is  more 
•'  known  than  moft  in  the  nation  ;  and  therefore 
•'  a  lick  at  the  laureate  will  be  a  fure  bait  aJ  cap- 
"  taudum  'julgus,  to  catch  little  readers."  Life 
ef  Colly  Gibber,  ch  ii. 

Now,  if  it  be  certain,  that  the  works  of  our 
j)oet  have  owed  their  fuccefs  to  this  ingenious  expeJ 
dient,  we  hence  derive  an  unanfwerable  argument, 
that  this  Fourth  Dunciad,  as  well  as  the  former 
three,  hath  had  the  author's  laft  hand,  and  was 
by  him  intended  for  the  prefs  :  Or  elfe  to  what 
pur[  ofe  hath  he  crowned  it,  as  we  fee,  by  this  .fi- 
nifliing  ftrokc,  the  profitable  lick  at  the  laureate  ? 

Bentl 

Ver.  21,  22.  Beneath  her  foot-ftoo],  &c  ]  We 
are  next  prefented  with  the  piflures  of  thofe 
whom  the  goddeis  leads  in  captivity.  Science  is 
only  depreffed  and  confined  fo  as  to  be  rendered 
ufclefs;  but  Wit  or  Genius,  as  a  more  dangercus 
and  aiftive  enemy,  punilhed,  or  driven  away  : — 
Ulaef*  being  (»ftea  re«on«iikd  in  fome  degree 


There  foam'd  rebellious  Logic,  gagg'd  and  bound  ; 

There,ftript, fair  Rhetoric  la.'jguilh'd  on  v  e.  ground 

Hib  Islunted  arms  by  Sophiftry  are  borne, 

And  (hanielefs  Billingfgate  her  robes  adorn. 

Morahty,  by  her  falle  guardians  drawn, 

Chicane  in  furs,  and  Cafuiftry  in  lawn, 

Gafps,  as  rhey  ftraiten  at  each  end  the  cord, 

And  dies  when  Dulnefsgivesher  Page  the  word.  3* 

Mad  Marhefis  alone  was  uncon&n'd, 

Too  mad  for  mere  material  chains  to  bind, 

Now  to  pure  Space  lilts  her  ecftatic  ftare. 

Now  rui'.ning  round  the  circle,  finds  it  fquare* 

But  held  in  tenfold  bonds  the  mufes  lie, 

Watch'd  both  by  Envy's  and  by  Flattery's  eye  J. 

There  to  her  heart  fad  Tragedy  addreft 

The  dagger  wont  to  pierce  the  tyrant's  breaft  } 

But  fober  Hiftory  reftrain'd  her  rage. 

And  promis'd  vengeance  on  a  barbarous  age.     4*' 


REM.IKRS. 

with  Learning,  but  never  upon  any  terms  with 
Wit.  And  accordingly  it  will  be  feen  that  Ihe 
admits  fomething  like  each  Science,  as  Cafuiftry^ 
Sophiftry,  &c.  but  nothing  like  Wit,  Opera  alone 
fupplying  its  place. 

Ver.  30.  gives  her  Page  the  word.]  There  waj 
a  judge  of  this  name,  always  ready  to  hang  any 
man  that  came  before  him,  of  which  he  was  fuf- 
fered  to  give  a  iiuudred  miferable  examples,  du- 
ring a  long  life,  even  to  his  dotage.  Though  the 
candid  Scriblerus  imagined  Page  here  to  mean  n» 
more  than  a  page  or  mute,  and  to  allude  to  the 
cullom  of  firaiigiing  ftate  criminals  in  Turkey  by^ 
mutes  or  pages.  A  praflice  more  decent  than 
that  of  our  Page,  who,  before  he  hanged  any  one, 
loaded  him  with  repruachfu!  language. 

»  SCRIBI,. 

Ver.  39.  But  fober  Hiftory]  Hiftory  attends 
on  Fragedy,  Satire  on  Comedy,  as  their  fubfti- 
tutes  in  the  difchargc  of  their  diftiniSl  funcflions ; 
the  one  in  high  life,  recording  the  crimes  and  pu- 
nifliracnis  of  the  great ;  the  other  in  low,  expofing 
the  vices  or  follies  of  the  common  people.  But  it 
may  be  afked,  How  came  Hiftory  and  Satire  to  be 
admitted  wjch  impunity  to  minifter  cemfort  t« 
the  mufes,  even  in  the  prefence  of  the  goddcfs, 
and  in  the  midft  of  all  her  titumphs?  A  queltion, 
fays  Scribierus,  which  we  thus  rcfolve  :  Hiftory 
was  brought  up  in  her  infancy  by  Dulnefs  herfelf ; 
but  being  afterwards  efpoufed  into  a  noble  houfe, 
Ihe  forgot  (as  is  ufua!)  the  humility  of  her  birth, 
and  the  cares  of  her  early  friends.  This  occafion- 
ed  a  long  eftrangcment  between  her  and  Dulnefs. 
At  length,  in  procefs  of  time,  they  met  together 
in  a  monk's  cell,  were  reconciled,  and  became 
better  friends  than  ever.  After  this  they  had  a 
fecond  quarrel,  but  it  held  not  long,  and  are  now 
again  on  reafonable  terms,  and  fo  are  likely  t» 
continue.  This  accounts  for  the  connivance  fhown 
to  Hiftory  on  this  occafion.  But  the  boldnefs  of 
Satire  fprings  from  a  very  dififcrent  caufe  .  for  the 
reader  ought  to  know,  that  fhe  alone  of  all  the 
fifters  is  unconqaerable,  never  to  be  filenced 
wh»n  truly  iofpiied  and  anuxuted  (as  ihoald  fecoA 


There  funk  Tlialia,  nervelefs,  cold,  and  dead, 
iiad  not  her  fifter  Satire  held  her  head  ; 
Wor  could'ft  thou,  Cheilerfield  :  a  tear  refufe, 
Thou  wept'ft,  and  with  thee  wept  each  gentle 
niufe. 

When  lo !  a  harlot  form  foft  Aiding  by, 
With  mincing  ftep,  fmall  voice,  and  languid  eye  : 
Foreign  her  air,  her  robe's  difcordant  pride 
In  patch-wcrk  fluttering^, and  her  head  afidc; 
By  finging  peers  upheld  on  either  hand. 
She  trip'd  and  laugh'd,  too  pretty  much  to  {land  : 
Caft  on  the  proftrate  Nine  a  fcornful  look,         ^l 
Then  thus  in  quaint  recitative  fpoke. 

O  Cara  !   Cara  ;.  filence  all  that  train  : 
Joy  to  great  Chaos  1  let  Divifibn  reign  : 
Chropiatic  tortures  foon  (hail  drive  theni  hence, 
Break  all  their  nerves,  and  fritter  all  their  fenfe  : 
One  Prill  (hall  harmonife  joy,  grief,  and  rage, 
Wake  the  dull  Church,  and  lull  the  ranting  Stage : 


THE  DUMCIAtJ.  if) 

To  the  fame  notes  thy  fons  (hall  hiim,  or  fnore. 


•  REMARKS. 

{rem  above,  for  this  very  purpofe,  to  oppofe  the 
kingdom  of  Dulnefs  to  her  ld(l  breath. 

Ver.  43.  Nor  could'ft  thou,  &c.]  This  noble 
perfon  in  the  year  1737,  when  the  adt  aforefaid 
■was  brought  into  the  Houfe  of  Lords,  oppofed  it 
in  an  excellent  fpeech  (fays  Mr.  Gibber)  "  with 
"  a  lively  fpirit,  and  uncommon  eloquence." — 
This  fpeech  had  the  honour  to  be  anlwered  by 
the  faid  Mr.  Cibber,  with  a  lively  fpirit  alfo,  and 
in  a  manner  very^un<;ommon,  in  the  8th  Chapter 
of  his  Life  and  Manners.  And  here,  gentle  rea- 
der, would  I  gladly  infert  the  other  fpeech,  where- 
by thou  mighteft  judge  between  them;  but  I 
mud  defar  it  on  account  of  fome  differences  not 
yet  adjufted  between  the,  noble  author,  and  my- 
felf,  concerning  the  tfue  reading  of  certain  pafTages. 
,         ■        ■.  Bentl. 

:,  Ver.  45.  When  lo!  a  harlot  farm]  The  atti- 
tude given  to  this  phantom,  reprefents  the  nature 
and  genius  of  the  Italian  opera ;  its  affe(3ed  airs, 
its  effeminate  founds,  and  the  practice  of  patcliing 
up  thefe  operas  with  favourite  fongs,  incoherently 
put  together.  Thefe  things  were  fupported  by 
the  fubfcriptions  of  the  nobility.  This  circum- 
ilance,  that  Opera  (hould  prepare  for  the  opening 
of  the  grand  feffions,  was  prophefied  of  in  Book 
iii.  vcr.  304. 

"  Already  Opera  prepares  the  way, , 

"  The  fure  forferunncr  of  her  gentle  fway". 

Ver.  J4,  Let  Divifion  feign  ;]  Alluding  to  the 
falfe  tdfte  of  playing  tricks  in  muGc  with  number- 
lefs  divifions,  to  the  negled  of  that  harmony  which 
conforms  to  the  fenfe,  and  applies  to  the  paffious. 
Mr.  Handel  had  introduced  a  great  number  of 
hands,  and  moi-e  variety  of  inftruments  into  the 
orcheftra,  and  employed  even  drums  and  cannon  to 
make  a  fuller  chorus  ;  which  proved  fo  much  too 
taanly  for  the  fine  gentlemen  of  his  age,  that  he 
Was  obliged  to  remove  his  mufic  into  Ireland.  Af- 
ter which  they  were  reduced,  for  want  of  compo- 
fen,  te  pra^ifc  the  patcb-werjc  abovS'ineQtioned. 


And  all  thy  yawning  daughters  cry,  encore.       did 
Another  Phoebus,  thy  own  Phcebus,  reigns, 
Joys  in  my  jiggs,  and  dances  in  my  chain;. 
But  loon,  ah  foon,  Rebellion  will  com.nencc, 
If  Muiic  meanly  borrows  aid  from  Senfe  : 
Strong  in  new  arms,  lo  !   giant  Handel  (lands, 
Like  bold  Briareus,  with  a  hundred  hands  ; 
To  (lir,  to  roufe,  to  (hake  the  foul  he  comes, 
And  Jove's  own  thunders  follow  Mars's  drums. 
An  eft  him,  emprefs,  or  you  fleep  no  more — 
She  heard,and  drove  him  to  th'  Hibernian  fhore.  f6 

And  now  had  Fame's  pofterior  trumpet  blown, 
And  all  the  nations  I'umm  in'd  to  the  throne. 
The  ycung,  the  old,  who  feel  her  inward  fvvay, 
One  inftindl  feizes,  and  tranfports  away. 
None  need  a  guide,  by  fure  AttraAion  led, 
And  ftrong  impulfivc  gravity  of  head  : 
None  want  a  place,  for  all  their  centre  found. 
Hung  to  the  goddefs,  and  coher'd  around. 
Not  clofer  orb  in  orb,  conglob'd  are  feen 
The  buzzing  bees  about  their  dulky  queen.         S^ 

The  gathering  number,  as  it  moves  along, 
Involves  a  vaft  involuntary  throng, 
Who,  gently  drawn,  and  ilruggling  lefs  andlefs. 
Roll  in  her  vortex,  and  her  power  confefs. 
Not  thofe  alone  who  paflive  own  her  laws, 
But  v^ho,  weak  rebels,  more  advance  her  caufcs 
Whate'er  of  dunce  ill  college  or  in  towa 
Sneers  at  another,  in  toupee  or  gown  ; 
Whate'er  of  mungril  no  orie  clafs  admits, 
A  wit  with  dunces,  and  a  dunce  with  wits.         90 

Nor  abfent  they,  no  members  of  her  ftate. 
Who  ptay  her  homage  in  her  fons,  the  great ; 
Who,  falfe  to  Phoebus,  bow  the  knee  to  Baal; 
Or  impious,  preach  his  word  without  a  call, 
Patrons,  who  fncak  from  living  worth  to  dead, 
Withhold  the  penfion,  and  fet  up  t"he  head  ; 
Or  veil  dull  Flattery  in  the  facred  gown  ; 
Or  give  from  fool  to  fool  the  laurel  crown. 
And  (laft  and  worfe)  with  all  the  cant  of  wit. 
Without  the  foul,  the  mufes  Hypocrit  ic6 

I'here  march'd  the  bard  and  blockhead  fide  by 
fide. 
Who  rh'ym'd  for  hire,  and  ^atroniz'd  for  pride, 
Narciffus,  prais'd  with  all  a  parfon's  {)ower, 
Look'd  a  white  lily  funk  beneath  a  ftiower. 
There  mov'd  Montalto  with  fuperior  air  j 
His  ftretch'd-out  arm  difplay'd  a  volume  fair  ; 

I  t)»i^ 

Remarks. 
Vcr.  76  to  JOT.  U  ought  to  be  obfef'^ed  that 
here  are  three  clalTes  in  this  afferably.  The  firlt 
of  men  abfolutely  and  avowedly  dull,  who  natu- 
faily  adhere  to  the  goddefsj  and  are  imaged  iii 
the  firaile  of  the  bee*  about  their  queen.  The  fe«5 
cond  involuntarily  drawn  to  her,  though  not  ca«i 
ring  to  own  her  influence;  from  ver.  81  to  90.— 
The  third,  of  fuch  as,  though  not  members  of  her 
ftatp,  yet  advance  her  ferviceby  flattering  Dulnefs, 
cultivating  miftaken  talents,  patronifing  vile  fcrib-= 
biers,  difcouraging  living  merit,  or  fetting  up  idr 
wits,  and  men  of  tafte  in  arts  they  und^rftandnot  j 
fr«m  ver.  91  to  io£, 
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Courtiers  and  patriots  in  two  ranks  divide, 
Through  both  he  pafs'd,  and  bow'tl  from  fide  to 

fide: 
But  as  in  graceful  adt,  with  awful  eye, 
Compos'd  he  ftood,  bold  Benfon  thruft  hinnr  by  : 
On  two  unequal  crutches  propt  he  came.  III 

Milton's  OH  this,  on  that  one  Johnfton's  name. 
The  decent  knighr  retir'd  with  fober  rage, 
tyithdrew  his  hand,  and  clos'd  the  pompous  page. 
But  (happy  for  him  as  the  times  went  then) 
Appear'd  Apollo's  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
On  whom  three  hundred  gold-capt  youths  await. 
To  lug  the  ponderous  volume  off  in  ftate. 

When    Dulnefs  fmiling,    "  Thus  revive  the 
wits! 
But  murder  firft,  and  mince  them  all  to  bits ;  130 
As  erft  Medea  (cruel,  fo  to  fave  !) 
A  new  edition  of  old  JEfon  gave ; 
Let  flandard-authors,  thus,  like  trophies  borne. 
Appear  more  glorious,  as  more  hack'd  and  torn. 
And  you,  my  critics !  in  the  chequer'd  (hade, 
Admire  new  light  through  holes  yourfclves  have 
made. 

"  Lcavfe  not  a  foot  of  verfe,  a  foot  of  flone, 
A  P-ige,  a  Grave,  that  they  can  call  their  own ; 


vAjiiation. 
Ver.  114. 
What !    no  refpeit,  he    cried,  for  Sbakfpearc's 
page? 
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Ver.  I  op — bow'd  from  fiJc  to  {kle  ;]  As  being 
of  no  one  party. 

Ver.  110.  bold  Benfon]  This  mafi  endeavoured 
to  raife  himfelf  to  fame  by  eredting  momiments, 
ftriking  coins,  fetting  up  heads,  and  procuring 
trar.flations,  of  Milton  ;  and  afterwards  by  as 
f  reat  a  paflion  for  Arthur  J.'hnllon,  a  Scots  Phy- 
fician's  Verfion  of  the  Pfalms,  of  which  he  print- 
ed many  fine  editions.  Sec  m..re  of  him,  Book 
iii.  ver.  32J. 

Ver.  113.  The  decent  ktii^ht}  An  eminent 
perfon  who  was  about  to  publilh  a  very  pompous 
edition  of  a  great  author  at  his  own  expence, 

Ver.  1 1  J,  &.C.]  Thefc  four  lines  were  printed  in 
a  fcparate  leaf  by  Mr.  Pope  in  the  laft  edition, 
■which  he  himfelf  gave,  of  the  Dunciad,  with  di- 
rections to  the  printer,  to  put  this  leaf  into  its 
place  as  foon  as  Sir  T.  H.'s  Shakfpcarc  fhould  be 
publilhed. 

Ver.  IT9.  Thus  revive,  &-c  ]  The  goddefs  ap- 
plauds the  pradicc  of  tacking  the  obfcure  names  of 
perfons  not  eminent  in  any  branch  cf  learning,  to 
thofe  of  the  mod  diftinguifbed  writers;  either  by 
printing  editions  of  their  works,  with  impertinent 
alterations  of  their  text,  as  in  the  former  inftances; 
or  by  fetting  up  monuments  difgraced  with  their 
own  vile  names  and  infcriptinns,  as  in  the  latter. 

Ver.  128.  A  Page,  a  Grave.]  For  what  Icfsthan 
a  grave  can  be  granted  to  a  dead  author  ?  or  ivhat 
lefs  than  a  page  can  be  allowed  a  living  one  1 

Ver.  128.  A  Page.]  Pagina,  not  Pediflcquus.  A 
page  of  a-  bock,  not  a  i'crvant,  fcllovv^er,  or  attend 


But  fpread,  my  fons,  your  gTory  thin  or  thiclc. 
On  paffive  paper,  or  on  folid  brick.  IJ* 

So  by  each  bard,  an  alderman  fhall  fit, 
A  heavy  lord  (hall  hang  at  every  wit, 
And  while  on  Fame's  triumphal  car  they  ride, 
Some  flave  of  mine  be  pinion'd  to  their  fide" 
Now  crowds  on  crowds  around  the  Goddeft 
prefs. 
Each  eager  to  prefent  the  firft  addrefs. 
Dunce  Icorning  dunce  beholds  the  nc"  advance. 
But  fop  (hows  fop  fuperior  complaifance. 
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ant :  no  poet  having  had  a  page  fincc  the  death 
of  Mr,  Thomas  Durfey.  Sciu»i.. 

Ver.  131.  So  by  each  Bard  an  Alderman,  &c.] 
Vide  the  Tombs  of  the  Poets,  Editio  Weftmona- 
fterienfis. 

Ibid. — an  Alderman  fhall  fit,]  Alluding  to  the 
monument  ere<iled  for  Butler  by  Alderman  Barber. 

Ver.  I3i.  A  heavy  Lord  (hall  hang  at  every 
wit,]  How  unnatural  an  image,  and  how  ill  fup- 
ported  1  faith  Ariftarchiis.     Had  it  been, 

A  heavy  wit  fhall  hang  at  every  Lord, 

fomething  might  have  been  faid,in  an  age  fodiftiti- 
guifhed  for  well-judging  patrons.  For  Lord,  then, 
read  Load  ;  that  is,  of  debts  here,  and  of  commen- 
taries hereafter.  To  this  purpofe,  confpicuous  is 
the  cafe  of  the  poor  author  of  Hudibras,  whole  bo- 
dy, long  fince  weighed  down  to  the  grave,  by  a 
load  of  debts,  has  lately  had  aaiore  unmerciful 
load  of  commentaries  laid  upon  his  fpirit ;  wherein 
the  editor  has  atchieved  moie  than  Virgil  him- 
fcif,  when  he  turned  critic,  could  boaft  of,  which 
was  only,  that  he  had  j  icked  go-Id  out  cf  another 
man's  dung  ;  whereas  the  editor  has  picked  it  out 
of  his  own.  Scribl. 

Ariftarehus  thinks  the  common  reading  right  : 
and  that  the  author  himfelf  had  been  (truggling, 
and  but  juft  (hakcn  vS  his  load  when  he  wrote  the 
following  cj^'igram  : 

"  My  lord  complains,  that  Pope,  ftark  mad  with 

"  gardens, 
"  Has  lopt  three  trees,  the  value  of  three  farthingt: 
"  But  he's  my  neighbour,  cries  the  peer  polite, 
"  And  if  he'll  vilit  me,  I'll  wave  my  right. 
"  What .'  on  compullion  .'  and  againft  my  will, 
"  A  lord's  acquaintance  ?  Let  him  file  his  bill." 

Ver.  137,  138. 

Dunce  fcorning  Dunce  beholds  the  next  advance, 
But  Fop  (bows  Fop  fuperior  complaifance.] 

This  is  not  to  be  afcribed  fo  much  to  the  di(ferent 
manners  of  a  court  and  college,  as  to  the  different 
effc6tt  which  a  pretence  to  learning,  and  a  pre- 
tence to  wit,  have  on  blockhead^.  For  as  judgment 
confifts  in  finding  out  the  differences  in  things,  and 
wit  in  finding  out  their  likeneffes,  fo  the  Dunce 
is  all  difcord  and  diffenfion,  and  conftantly  bufied 
in  reproving,  examining,  confuting,  &.c.  while  the 
Fop  flourilhes  in  peace,  with  foiigs  awl  hymns  of 
praife,  addrcffes,  characters,  epithalamiums,  ice 
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When  lo  !  a  Xpc&re  refe,  whofc  index-hand 
Held  forth  by  virtue  of  the  dreadful  wand  ;     I40 
His  beaver'd  brow  a  birclien  garland  wears, 
Droppings  with  infant's  blood,  and  mother's  tears. 
O'er  every  vein  a  (huddering  horror  runs  ; 
Eaton  and  Winton  Ihake  through  all  their  fons. 
All  flelh  is  humbled,  Weftminfter's  bold  race 
Shrink,  and  confefs  the  Genius  of  the  place  : 
The  pale  Boy-Senator  yet  tingling  .ftands. 
And  holds  his  breeches  clofe  with  both  his  hands. 

Then  thus,  fincc  man  from  beafl  by  words  is 
known,  149 

Words  are  man's  province,  v^ords  we  teach  alone. 
When  Reafon  doubtful,  like  the  Samian  letter, 
Points  him  two  ways,  the  narrower  is  the  better. 
Plac'd  at  the  door  of  Learning,  youth  to  guide, 
We  never  fuifer  it  to  ftand  too  wide. 
To  aik,  to  guefs,  to  know,  as  they  commence, 
As  fancy  opens  the  quick  fprings  of  fenfe, 
We  ply  the  memory,  we  load  the  brain. 
Blind  rebel  Wit,  and  double  chain  on  chain. 
Confine  the  thought,  to  eiercife  the  breath; 
And  keep  them  in  th-e  pale  of  words  till  death.  1 60 
Whate'er  the  talents,  or  howe'er  defign'd, 
We  hang  one  jingling  padlock  on  the  mind  : 
A  poet  the  firft  day,  he  dips  his  quill ; 
And  what  the  laft  ?  a  very  poet  ftill. 
Pity !  the  charm  works  only  in  our  wall. 
Loft,  lofl  too  foon  in  yonder  houfe  or  hall. 
There  truant  Windham  every  raufe  gave  o'er. 
There  Talbot  funk,  and  was  a  wit  no  more  1 
How  fweet  an  Ovid,  Murray  was  our  boaft  '. 
How  many  martials  were  in  Pultency  loft !      170 
Elfe  fare  fome  bard,  to  our  eternal  praife, 
In  twice  ten  thoufand  rhyming  nights  and  days, 
Had  reach'd  the  work,  the  all  that  mortal  can  ; 
And  South  beheld  that  mafterpiece  of  man. 

Oh  {cry'd  the  Goddefs)  for  fome  pedant  reign  I 
Some  gentle  James,  to  blefs  the  land  again  ; 
To  ftick  the  Doctor's  chair  into  the  throne, 
Give  law  to  words,  or  war  with  words  alone, 
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Ver.  140.  the  dreadful  wand;]  A  cane  ufually 
borne  by  fchoolmafters,  which  drives  the  poor  fouls 
about  like  the  wand  of  Mercury.  Scrjbl. 

Ver.  151.  like  the  Samian  letter,]  The  letter  Y 
ufed  by  Pythagoras  as  an  emblem  of  xhe  different 
roads  of  virtue  and  vice. 

«'  Et  tibi  qu2  Samios  diduxit  litcra  ramos."   Perf. 

Ver.  174.  that  mafterpiece  of  man.]  Viz.  an 
epigram.  The  famous  Dr.  South  declared  a  per- 
fect epigram  to  be  as  difficult  a  performance  as  an 
epic  poem.  And  the  critics  fay,  "  An  epic  poem 
*'  is  the  greateil  work  human  nature  is  capable 
"  of." 

Ver.  176.  Some  gentle  James,  &c.]  Wilfon  tells 
us  that  this  king,  James  the  Firft,  took  upon  him- 
fclf  to  teach  the  Latin  tongue  to  Car,  Earl  of  So- 
merfet ;  and  that  Gondomar  the  Spanifli  Ambaffa- 
dor  would  fpeak  falfe  Latin  to  him,  on  purpofeto 
give  him  the  pleafure  of  correding  it,  whereby  he 
WT(.ught  himfclf  into  his  good  graces. 


UNCIAB.  ,«%f 

Senates  and  courts  with  Greek  and  Latin  rule. 
And  turn  the  council  to  a  Gramraar  School !   l8f 
For  fure,  if  D.ilnefs  fee*  a  grateful  day, 
'Tis  in  the  ftiade  of  arbitrary  fway. 
O  1  if  my  fons  may  learn  one  earthly  thing. 
Teach  but  that  one,  fufficient  for  a  king  ; 
That  which  my  priefts,  and  mine  alone,  maintain. 
Which,  as  it  dies,  or  lives,  we  fall,  or  reign  : 
May  vou,  my  Cam,  and  Tfis,  preach  it  long, 
«'  The  Right  Divine  of  Kings  to  govern  wrong." 

Prompt  at  the  call,  around  the  Goddefs  roll 
Broad  hats,  and  hoods,  and  caps,  afableflioal:  I9« 
Thick  and  more  thick  the  black  blockade  cxtendo, 
A  hundred  head  of  Ariftotle's  friends. 
Nor  wert  thou,  Ifis  !  wanting  to  the  day, 
[Though  Chrift  Church  long  kept  prudiflily  away.] 
Each  (launch  Polemic,  ftublsorn  as  a  rock, 
Each  fierce  Logician,  ftill  expelling  Locke, 
Came  whip  and  fpur,  and  dafh'd  through  thin  and 

thick 
On  German  Crouzaz,  and  Dutch  Bargerfdyck. 
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This  great  prince  was  the  firft  who  afTumed  the 
title  of  Sacred  Majefty,  which  his  loyal  clergy 
transferred  fr«m  God  to  him.  "  The  principle* 
"  of  paffive  obedience  and  non-refiftance  (fays  the 
*'  author  of  the  DiiTertation  on  Parties,  Letter  8), 
"  jvhich  before  his  time  had  Ikulked  perhaps  iti 
"  fome  old  homily,  were  talked,  written,  and 
"  preached  into  vogue  in  that  inglorious  reign." 

Ver.  194.  Though  Chrift  Church,  &c.]  This 
line  is  doubtlefs  fpurious,  and  foifted  in  by  the 
impertinence  of  the  editor;  and  accordingly  we 
have  put  it  in  between  Hooks.  For  1  affirm  this 
college  came  as  early  as  any  other,  by  its  proper 
deputies;  nor  did  any  college  pay  homag-e  to 
Duinrifs  in  its  whole  body.  Bentl. 

Ver.  196.  ftill  expelling  Locke,]  In  the  year 
1703  there  was  a  meeting  of  the  heads  of  the 
Univerfity  of  Oxford  to  cenfure  Mr.  Locke's  Ef^ 
fay  on  Human  Underftanding,  and  to  forbid  the 
reading  of  it.  Sec  his  Letters  on  the  laft  edit. 

Ver.  198.  On  German  Crouzaz,  and  Dutch 
Burgerfdyck  ]  There  feenis  to  be  an  improbabi- 
lity that  the  Dodlors  and  Heads  of  Houfes  Ihould 
ride  on  horfeback,  who  of  late  days,  being  gouty 
or  unwieldy,  have  kept  their  coaches.  But  thefe 
are  horfes  of  great  ftrength,  and  fit  to  carry  any 
weight,  as  their  German  and  Dutch  extradioB 
may  manifeft ;  and  very  famous  we  may  con- 
clude, being  honoured  with  names,  as  were  the 
horfes  Pegafus  and  Bucephalus.  Scribl, 

Though  I  have  the  greateft  deference  to  the 
penetration  of  this  eminent  fcholiaft,  and  nmft 
own  that  nothing  can  b";  more  natural  than  his 
interpretation,  or  jufter  than  that  rule  ef  criticifm, 
which  directs  us  to  keep  to  the  literal  fenfe,  whei| 
no  apparent  abfurdity  accompanies  it  (and  fure 
there  is  no  abiurdity  in  fuppofmg  a  Logician  on 
horfeback),  yet  ftill  1  muft  needs  think  the  hack- 
neys here  celebrated  wer^  not  real  horfes,  nor 
even  Centaurs,  which,  for  the  fake  of  the  learned 
ChiroD,  I  ihculd  rather  be  inclined  to  think,  if  I 
Piii 
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As  many  quit  the  ftreams  that  murmuring  fall 
'to  lull  the  fon»  of  Margaret  and  Clare-hall,   aco 
Where  Bentley  late  tcmpefluous  wont  to  fport 
In  troubltd  waters,  but  now  fleeps  in  port. 
Before  them  march'd  that  awful  Ariftarch  ; 
Plough'd  wa^  his  front  with  many  a  deep  femark, 
His  hat,  which  never  veil'd  to  human  pride, 
Walker  with  reverence  took,  and  laid  afide. 
Low  bow'd  the  reft  :   He,  kingly,  did  but  nod  ; 
So  upright  Quakers  pleafe  both  man  and  Got}, 
^iftrefs :  difmifs  that  rabble  from  your  throne  : 

Avau^t is  Ariftarchiis  yet  unknown  ?        aio 

The  mighty  Scholiaft,  whofe  unweary'd  pains 
Made  Horace  dull,  and  humbled  Milton's  ftrains. 
Turn  what  they  will  to  verfe,  theii'  toil  is  vain, 
Critics  like  me  fhsll  make  it  profe  again. 
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were  forced  to  find  them  four  legs,  but  downright 
plain  men,  though  Logicians  :  and  only  thus  me- 
tairorphnfed  by  a  rule  of  rhetoric,  of  which  Car- 
dinal Perron  gives  us  an  example,  where  he  calls 
Clavius,  "  Un  Efprit  pefant,  lourd,  fans  fubtilite, 
"  ni  gentillefle,  un  Grofs  Cheval  d'Allemagne." 

Here  1  profefs  to  go  oppofite  to  the  whole  ftream 
of  comnicntators.  I  think  the  poet  only  aimed, 
though  awkwardly,  at  an  elegant  Grzcifm  in  this 
reprefentation ;  for  in  that  language  the  W"rd 
hr^es  [horfe  was  often  prefixed  to  others,  to  de- 
note greatnefs  of  ftrength ;  as  (Vcr^XaTa^ov,  iirirc- 
yf.uaaot,  I'rvrtyafalpov.  and  particularly  innorNXl- 
MXIN,  a  grea'.  counoiffeur,  which  comes  neareft  to 
the  cafe  in  hand.  Scip.  Makf. 

Ver.  199.  the  ftreams]  The  river  Cam,  running 
by  the  walls  of  thefc  colleges,  which  a:re  particu- 
larly famous  for  their  flcill  in  difputation. 

Ver.  20Z.  fleeps  in  Port.]  viz.  "  Now  retired 
"  into  harbour,  after  the  tempefts  that  had  long 
•'  agitated  his  fociery."  So  Scriblerus.  But  the 
learned  Scipio  MafFei  underflands  it  of  a  certain 
wine  called  Port,  from  Oporto,  a  city  of  Portugal, 
of  which  this  proFeffor  invirtd  him  to  drink  abun- 
dantly. Sci?  Maff.  De  Compotationibus  Aca- 
^emicis.  [And  to  the  opinion  of  Maffei  inclineth 
the  fagacious.  Annotator  on  Dr.  King's  "  Advice 
*■  to  Horace."] 

Ver  a  I©.  Ariftarchus]  A  famous  Commentator 
and  Corncflor  of  Homer,  whofe  name  has  been 
freque'tly  ufed  to  fignify  a  complete  critic.  The 
ctniplimeni  paid  by  oiir  author  to  this  eminent 
profcffor,  in  applying  to  him  fo  great  a  name,  was 
the  reafon  that  he  hath  omitted  to  comment  on 
this  part  which  contains  his  own  praifes.  We 
Ihall  therefore  fupply  that  lofs  to  our'  beft  ability. 

ScEIBL. 

Ver.  214.  Critics  like  me — ]  Alluding  to  two 
famous  editions  of  Horace  and  Milton ;  whofe 
ficheft  veins  of  poetry  he  had  prodigally  reduced 
to  the  poorefl  and  moft  beggarly  profe.-^Vcrily 
the  learned  fcholiaft  is  grievoufly  miftaken.  Ari- 
ftarchus  is  not  boafting  here  of  the  wonders  of  his 
art  in  annihilating  the  fuhlime  ;  but  of  the  ufeful- 
Kiefs  of  it,  in  reducing  the  turgid  to  its  proper 
(fefs;  the  words  '■  nuke  it  prole  again,"  plainly 


Roman  and  Greek  grammariant '.    know  yow 

better : 
Author  or  fpmething  yet  more  great  than  letter; 
While  tow'ring  o'er  your  alphabet  like  Saul, 
Stands  our  Digamma,  and  o'ertops'  them  all. 
'Tis  true,  on  words  is  ftili  our  whole  debate, 
Difputes  of  Me  or  Te,  pr  Aut  or  At,  aac? 

To  found  or  fink  in  cano  O  or  A, 
Or  give  up  Cicero  to  C  or  K.- 
Let  friend  affecfl  to  fpeak  as  Terence  fpoke, 
And  Alfop  never  but  like  Horace  joke  : 
For  me,  what  Virgil,  PHny  ;tnay  deny, 
Manilius  ojr  Solinus  fliall  fupply  : 
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fhowing  that  profe  it  was,  though  afhamcd  of  its 
original,  and  therefore  to  profe  it  fhould  return^ 
Indeed,  much  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  Dulnefs 
doth  not  confine  her  critics  to  this  ufeful  talk; 
and  cpmmiflion  them  to  difmounc  what  Ariflo- 
phanes  calls  Vnftaf  Iztvo^ijuix,  all  profe  on  horfe- 
back.  ScRiBL, 

Ver.  216  Author  of  fomething  yet  more  great 
than  Letter.]  Alluding  to  thofe  grammarians,  fuch 
as  Palamedes  and  Simonides,  who  invented  fxngle 
letters.  But  Ariftarchus,  who  had  found  out  a 
double  onCj  was  therefore  worthy  of  double  hoi> 
nour.  ScRJBL. 

Ver.  217,  ai8.  While  towering  o'er  your  al- 
phabet, like  Saul, — Stands  our  Digamma,]  Alludes 
to  the  boafted  reftoration  of  the  iEnlic  Digamma, 
in  his  long  projedled  edition  of  Homer.  He  calls 
it  fomething  more  than  Letter,  from  the  enormous 
5gure  itwouldmake  among  the  other  letters,  being 
one  Gamma  fet  upon  the  Ihoulders  of  another. 

Ver.  2SO.  of  Me  or  Te,]  It  was  a  ferious  dif» 
pufe,  about  which  the  learned  were  much  divided, 
and  fome  trcatifes  written  :  had  it  been  about 
Meum  and  Tuum  it  could  not  be  more  contefted, 
than  whether  at  the  end  of  the  firft  Ode  of  Ho- 
race, to  read.  Me  do<Starum  hederae  pr^smia  fron- 
tium,  or,  Te  dodarum  hedera. — By  this  the  learn- 
ed fcholiaft  would  feem  to  infinuate  that  the  dif- 
pute  was  not  about  Meum  and  Tuum,  which  is  a 
miftake  :  for,  as  a  venerable  fage  obferveth,  Words 
are  the  counters  of  wifemen,  but  the  money  of 
fools ;  fo  that  we  fee  their  property  was  indeed 
concerned.     •  Scribl. 

Ver.  222.  Or  give  up  Cicero  to  C  or  K.] 
Grammatical  difputes  about  the  manner  of  pro- 
nouncing Cicero's  name  in  Greek.  It  is  a  dif- 
pute  whether  in  Latin  the  name  of  Hermagoras 
ftould  end  in  as  or  a.  Q^intilian  quotes  Cicero 
as  writing  it  Hermagora,  which  Bentley  rejeds, 
and  fayti  Quintilian  muft  be  miftaken,  Cicero 
could  not  write  it  fo,  and  that  in  this  cafe  he 
would  not  believe  Cicero  himfelf.  Thefe  are  his 
very  word? :  Ego  vero  Ciceroncm  ita  fcripfiffe  ne 
Ciceroni  quideni  affirmanti  crcdiderim, — Epift.  ad 
Mill,  in  fin.     Frag.  Menand.  et  Phil. 

Ver,   223,   2Z4.    Freind — Alfop]  Dr.    Robert 

Freind,  mafter  of  Weftminfter-fchool,  and  canoq 

of  Chrift  Church—  Dr.  Anthony  Alfop.  a  happy 

imitator  of  the  Horatian  ftyle.  , 

Ver.  326.'  Manilius  and  Solinusl  Some  critics 
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For  Attic  phrafe  in  Plato  let  them  feek, 

I  poach  inr  Siiidas  for  unUcL-ns'd  Greek. 

In  ancient  fenfe  if  any  needs  will  deal, 

Be  fure  I  give  them  fragments,  not  a  meal ;     ajo 

What  Gellius  or  Stobscus  hafh'd  before, 

Or  chew'd  by  blind  old  fcholiafts  o'er  and  o'er. 

The  critic  eye,  that  microfcope  of  wit, 

Sees  hairs  and  pores,  examines  bit  by  bit : 

How  parts  relate  to  parts,  or  they  to  whole ; 

The  body's  harmony,  the  beaming  foul, 

Are  things  which  Kufter,  Burman,  Wafle  (hall  fee, 

XVhen  man's  whole  frame  is  obvious  to  a  flea. 

Ah,  think  not,  miftrefs  '.  more  true  Dulnefs  lies 
In  Folly's  cap,  than  Wifdom's  grave  difguil'e.  240 
JLJke  buoys,  that  never  fink  into  the  flood, 
On  Learning  s  furface  we  but  lie  and  nod, 
Thine  is  the  t^enuine  head  of  many  a  houfe. 
And  much  divinity  without  a  Na,-. 
Nor  could  a  Barrow  work  on  every  block, 
N'T  has  one  Atterbury  fpoil'd  the  flock. 
See  1   ftill  thy  own,  the  heaw  Canon  roll. 
And  mctaphyfic  fmokcs  involve  the  Pole. 
For  thee  we  dim  the  eyes,  jnd  (l:uff  the  head 
With  all  fuch  reading  as  was  never  read  :         250 
For  thee  explain  a  thing  till  all  men  doubt  it, 
And  write  about  it,  Goddefs,  and  about  it  : 
So  fpins  the  filk-worm  fmall  its  flender  flore. 
And  labours,  till  it  clouds  itfelf  all  o'er. 
What  though  we  let  fome  better  fort  of  fool 
Thrid  cv'ry  fcience,  run  through  every  fchool  ? 
Never  by  tumbler  through  the  hoops  was  fhown 
Such  (kill  in  palling  all,  and  touching  none. 
He  may  indeed  (if  fober  all  this  time) 
Plague  with  Difpute,  or  perfecute  with  Rhyme. 
We  only  furnifh  what  he  cannot  ufe,  261 

Or  wed  to  whvit  he  muft  divorce,  a  mufe  ; 
Full  in  the  midft  of  Euclid  dip  at  once. 
And  petrify  a  Genius  to  a  Dunce  : 
Or  fct  on  mctaphyfic  ground  to  prance, 
Show  all  his  paces,  not  a  ftep  advance. 
With  the  fame  cement,  ever  fure  to  bind. 
We  bring  to  one  dead  level  every  mind. 
Then  take  him  to  develope  if  yor.  can. 
And  hew  the  block  oS,  and  get  out  the  man.  270 


iaving  had  it  in  their  choice  to  comment  either 
on  Virgil  or  Manilus,  Pliny  or  Sclinus,  have  cho- 
fen  the  worfe  author,  the  more  freely  to  difplay 
their  critical  capacity. 

Ver.  228,  &c.  Suidas,  Gellius,  StobsEus]  The 
firll  a  Didlionary  writer,  a  coUeiSor  of  imperti- 
nent fafts  and  barbarous  words  ;  thefecond  a  mi- 
nute critic ;  the  third  an  author,  who  gave  his 
common-place  book  to  the  public,  where  we  hap- 
pen to  find  much  mince-meat  of  old  books. 

Ver.  245,  246.  Barrow,  Atterbury]  Ifaac  Bar- 
row, Mafter  of  Trinity,  Francis  Atterbury,  Dean 
of  Chrifl  Church,  both  great  geniufes  and  elo- 
quent preachers  ;  one  more  converfant  in  the  fub- 
lime  geometry,  the  other  in  clafiical  learning ;  but 
who  equally  made  it  their  care  to  advance  the 
polite  arts  in  their  fcveral  Ibcietics. 
6 


But  wherefore  wafte  I  words  ?  I  fee  advance 
Wr,<  re,  Pupil,  and  lac'd  Governor,  from  France. 
Walker  !  our  hat — nor  more  he  deign'd  to  fay, 
But,  ftern  as  Ajax'  fpedlre,  ftrode  away. 

In  flow'd  at  once  a  gay  embroider'd  race. 
And  tittering  piifh'd  the  pedants  off  the  place  : 
Some   would   have   fpoken,  but   the   voice  wa» 

drown 'd 
By  the  French  horn,  or  by  the  openinji  hound, 
The  firll  catne  forwards,  with  as  eafy  mien. 
As  if  he  faw  St.  James's  and  the  Queen.  280 

When  thus  th'  attendant  orator  begun. 
Receive,  great  Emprefs  !  thy  accomplifli'd  Son  : 
Thine  from  the  birth,  and  facred  from  the  rod, 
A  dauntlefs  infant !  never  fcar'd  with  God. 
The  fire  faw.  one  by  one,  his  virtues  wake  ; 
The  mother  bcgg'd  the  bleffing  of  a  rake. 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  272.  lac'd  Governor]  Why  lac'd  ?  Becaufe 
gold  and  filver  are  necefTary  trimming  to  denote 
the  drefs  of  a  perfon  of  rank,  and  the  Governor 
mud  be  fuppofed  fo  in  foreign  countries,  to  be  ad- 
mitted into  courts  and  other  places  of  fair  recep- 
tion. But  how  comes  Ariftarchus  to  know  at 
Oght  that  this  Governor  came  from  France  ? 
Know  ?  Why,  by  the  laced  coat.  Scrjbl. 

Ibid.  Whore,  Pupil,  and  lac'd  Governor]  Some 
critics  have  objeded  to  the  order  here,  being  of 
opinion  that  the  Governor  fhould  have  the  prece- 
dence before  the  Whore,  if  not  before  the  Pupil, 
But  were  he  fo  placed,  it  might  he  thought  to  in- 
finuate  that  the  Governor  led  the  Pupil  to  the 
Whore  ;  and  were  the  Pupil  placed  firft,  he  might 
be  fuppofed  to  lead  the  Governor  to  her.  But 
our  impartial  poet,  as  he  is  drawing  their  piiSlure, 
reprefents  them  in  the  order  in  which  they  are 
generally  feen  ;  namely,  the  Pupil  between  the 
Whore  and  the  Governor;  but  placeth  the  Whore 
nrft,  as  flie  ufually  governs  both  the  other. 

Ver.  280.  As  if  he  faw  St.  James's]  Refle(fting 
on  the  difrefpedful  and  indecent  behaviour  of  fe- 
veral  forward  young  perfons  in  the  prefence,  fq> 
offenfive  to  all  ferious  men,  and  to  none  more  than 
the  good  Scriblerus. 

Ver  281.  th'  attendant  orator]  The  Governor 
above-faid.  The  poet  gives  him  no  particular 
name  ;  being  unwilling,  I  prefume,  to  offend  or  to 
do  injuftice  to  any,  by  celebrating  one  only  with 
whom  this  characSler  agrees,  in  preference  to  fp 
many  who  fo  equally  deferve  it.  Scribl. 

Ver.  284.  A  dauntlefs  infant  :  never  fcar'd  with 
God]  1.  e.  Brought  up  in  the  enlarged  principles 
of  modern  education  ;  whofc  great  point  is,  to 
keep  the  infant  mind  free  from  the  prejudices  o£ 
opinion,  and  the  growing  fpirit  unbroken  by  ter- 
rifying names.  Amongft  the  happy  confequences 
of  this  reformed  difcipUne,  it  is  not  the  leaft,  that 
we  have  never  afterwards  any  occafion  for  the 
prieft,  whofe  trade,  as  a  modern  wit  informs  m,  is 
only  to  finilh  what  the  nurfe  began.  Scribl. 

Ver.  286. — the  biefling  of  a  rake.]  Scriblerus  is 
here  much  at  a  lois  to  find  out  whair  this  blcffing 
ftiould  be.    He  is  foro^times  tempted  to  iaagin 
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Thou  gav'ft  that  r!psn*f«,  which  fo  foon  began, 
And  ccas'd  fo  foon,  he  ne'er  was  boy,  nor  man. 
Through  fchool  an'^  college,  thy  kind  cloud  o'e.-caft, 
^afe  and  unfeen  the  young  iEneas  pad  :  290 

Thence  burfiins:  gioriou«,  all  at  once  let  d«wn, 
Stunn'd  with  his  giddy  larum  half  the  town. 
Intrepid  then,  o'er  feas  and  lands  he  flew  : 
Europe  he  faw,  and  Europe  faw  hini  too. 
There  all  thy  gifrs  and  graces  we  difplay. 
Thou,  only  thou,  direfSing  all  our  way  i 
To  where  the  Seine,  obftquious  as  (he  runs, 
Pours  at  great  Bourbon's  feet  her  filken  fons  ; 
Or  Tyber,  now  no  Icnper  Roman,  rolls. 
Vain  of  Italian  arts,  Italian  fouls :  300 

To  happy  convents,  bofom'd  deep  in  vines, 
Where  Cun-iber  abbots,  purple  as  their  wines  : 
To  ifles  of  fragrance,  liiy-filver'd  vales, 
Diffufing  langoor  in  the  panting  gales : 
To  lands  of  iinging,  or  of  dancing  Saves,    [waves. 
Love-whifpering    woods,    and    lute-ref  uruing 
But  chief  her  ftirins  vi-here  naked  Venus  keeps, 
And  C'jpidp  ride  the  lion  of  the  deeps, 
Where,  cas'd  of  fieet",  the  Adriatic  main         309 
Wafts  the  fmocth  eunuch  and  enamour'd  fwain. 
Led  by  my  hand,  he  faunter'd  Europe  round. 
And  gather'J  every  vice  on  Chriilian  ground  ; 
Saw  every  court,  heard  ever)'  king  declare 
]His  royal  fenfe  of  operas,  or  the  fair ; 
The  flews  and  palace  equally  expior'd, 
Ii.trigued  with  glory,  and  with  fpirit  whor'd; 
Try'd  all  h:,rs  d'au-vrcs,  all  liqueurt  dcfiii'd, 
Judicious  drank,  and  greatly-daring  din'd ; 
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jt  might  be  the  marrying  a  great  fortune;  but 
this,  again,  for  the  vulgariry  of  it,  he  rejedts,  as 
fomething  uncomrnon  feemed  to  be  prayed  for. 
And  after  many  ftrange  conceits,  not  at  all  to  the 
h"nour  of  the  fair  fex,  he  at  leng  h  reffs  in  this, 
that  it  was,  that  her  fon  xr.ight  pafs  for  a  wit;  in 
which  opirinn  he  fortifies  himfelf  by  ver-  316. 
wiicrc  the  oratflr,  foeakicg  of  his  pupil,  fays,  that 
he 

Intrigued  with  glory,  and  with  fpirit  whor'd, 
which  fcems  to  InfMu^te  that  her  prayer  was 
heard.  Here  the  good  fcholiafl,  as  indeed,  every 
where  elfe,  lays  open  the  very  foal  of  modern 
criticifm.  while  he  makes  his  own  ignorance  of  a 
f'oeticai  expreirion  hold  open  the  door  to  much 
pruditirn  and  learrtd  conje(Sure  :  the  SlirfTing  of 
a  rake  fignifyine  no  more  than  that  he  might  be 
a  rake  ;  the  efTcfts  of  4  thing  for  the  thin?  i'felf, 
a  common  figure.  The  careful  .nofher  only  wifli- 
cd  her  fon  might  be  9  rake,  as  well  knowing  that 
its  attendant  b'e fiings  would  follow  of  cffurfe. 

Ver.  307.  But  chief,  A:c.]  Thefe  two  lines,  in 
jhtir  force  of  imagery  and  coloring,  emulate  and 
pquul  the  pencil  of  Rubens. 

Ver.  308.  .'\^nd  Cupids  ride  the  lion  of  the 
deeps.]  'i'he  winged  lio.n,  the  arms  of  Venice. 
Ihi.-  republic  heretofore  th?  moft  confiderable  in 
^-urcpe,  for  her  naval  force,  and  the  extent  of  her 
**'R'P?'^<:ei  now  illuflrious  for  her  carnivaij. 


Dropt  the  dull  Jumbcr  of  the  Latin  ftore,        3if 

Spoii'd  his  own  language,  and  scquir'd  nu  more  ; 

Ail  clalTic  learniiig  loft  on  clafTic  ground  ; 

And  laft  tum'd  air,  the  echo  cf  a  found  ; 

See  now,  half  cuc'd,  and  perfcdly  well-bred, 

With  nothing  but  a  folo  in  his  head  ; 

As  much  eftate,  and  principle,  and  wit, 

As  Janfen,  Fleetwood,  Gibber,  fhall  think  fit ; 

Stol'n  from  a  duel,  follow'd  by  a  nun. 

And,  if  a  borough  chof^fe  him,  not  undone  ! 

See,  to  my  country  happy  I  reftore  Jlf 

This  glorious  youth,  and  add  one  Venus  more. 

Her  too  receive  (for  her  my  foul  adore.s), 

So  may  the  fons  of  fons  of  fons  of  whores 

Prep  thine,  O  emprefs !  like  each  neighbour  throne. 

And  make  a  long  poftcrity  thy  own. 

Pleas'd,  Ihe  accepts  the  hero  and  the  dame. 

Wraps  in  her  veil,  and  frees  from  fenfe  or  ihamc. 

Then  looked,  and  faw  a  lazy,  lolling  fort, 
Unfeen  at  church,  at  fenate,  or  at  court, 
pf  ever-liftlefs  loiterers,  that  attend 
No  caufe,  no  trufl,  no  duty,  and  no  friend.         34* 
Thee  too,  my  Paridel !  fhe  mark'd  thee  there, 
Stretch'd,  on  the  ruck  of  a  too  eafy-chair. 
And  heard  thy  evcrlaftinjr  yawn  coufcfs 
'the  pains  and  penalties  of  idlenefs. 
one  pity'd!  but  her  pity  only  (hed 
Benigner  influence  on  thy  nodding  head. 

But  Anniu.-,  crafty  feer,  with  ebon  wand. 
And  well-difTembled  emerald  on  his  hand, 
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Ver.  318.  Greatly-daring  din'd.]  It  being  in* 
deed  no  fmall  rifk  to  eat  through  "thofe  extraor- 
dinary compofitions,  whofe  dilguifed  ingredient* 
are  generally  unknown  to  the  guefts,  and  highly 
inflammatory  and  unwholefome. 

Ver.  374.  With  nothing  but  a  folo  in  his  head  ;] 
With  nothing  but  a  fojo  .^  '.v'hy.if  It  be  a  (olo  how 
fhould  there  be  any  ;hing  e  fe  .'  Palpable  teutolo- 
gy  I  Read  boldly  an  opera,  whirb  is  enough  of 
confcience  for  fuch  a  head  as  has  loll  all  its  Latin. 

Bentl. 

Ver.  3j6.  Janfen,  Fleetwood,  Gibber.]  Three 
very  eminent  perfons,  all  manager-  of  plays  ;  wlio, 
though  riot  governors  by  profeilirn,  had,  each,  in 
his  way,  concerr.qd  themfclvcs  in  the  education  of 
youth  ;  and  regulated  their  wits,  their  moral*,  or 
their  finance.?,  at  that  period  of  their  age  which 
is  the  moft  important,  their  entrance  into  the  po- 
lite world.  Of  the  laft  of  the.'e,  and  his  talents  for 
this  end,  fee  Book  i.  ver.  199,  (S:c. 

Ver.  331.  Her  too  rfceivc,  &c.]  This  confirms 
whit  the  learned  Sciihleru-  advanced  in  his  nota 
on  ver.  271,  that  the  Governor,  as  well  as  the  Pu^; 
pil,  had  a  parcivular  intereft  in  this  kdy. 

Ver.  341.  'I'hce  too,  my  Paridel  1]  The  poet 
fccms  to  fpeak  of  this  young  gentleman  v/ith  great 
afi'edlipn.  The  name  ij  taken  from  Spenfer,  wh* 
giycp  it  to  a  wandering  courtly  'fquire,  that  tra- 
velled about  for  the  fame  r-afon  for  which  many 
young  Tqtnres  are  now  fond  of  travelling,  Aa4 
efpccially  to  PaiJs. 

Ver.  3^7.  Auinu6.1  The  name  tal^n  frpa^  4tt4  ; 
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Falfe  as  his  gems,  an(i  cankfr'd  Zi  his  coins, 
Came,  cramm'd  with  capon,  from  where  Pollio 

dines,  34'; 

Soft,  as  the  wily  for  is  feen  to  creep. 
Where  bade  on  funny  banks  the  fimple  flieep, 
Walk  round  and  round,  now  prying  here,  now 

there, 
.Jo  he;  but  pious,  whlfper'd  lirfl  his  prayer. 

Grant,  gracious  gjoddcfs !  grant  me  ftill  to  cheat, 
O  may  thy  cU)ud  ftill  cover  the  deceit  I 
Thy  choicer  miftscn  tliis  aflcmbly  flied. 
But  pour  them  thiclicft  on  the  noble  head. 
So  ftiall  each  youth,  aflifted  by  our  eyes, 
See  other  Cselars, other  Homers  rife;  360 

Through  twilight  ages  hunt  th'  Athenian  fowl, 
Which  Chalcis  god*,  and  mortals  call  an  owl, 
Kow  fee  an  Attys,  now  a  Cecrops  clear, 
Nay,  Mahomet !  the  pigeon  at  thine  car; 
Be  rich  in  ancient  brafs,  though  not  in  gold, 
And  keep  his  lares,  though  his  houfe  be  fold  ; 
To  headlefs  Phoebe  his  fair  bride  poftpone, 
Honour  a  Syrian  prince  above  his  own  ; 
Lord  of  an  Otho,  if  I  vouch  it  true ; 
Bleft  in  one  Niger,  till  he  knov/s  of  two.  370 

Mummius  o'erheard  him;  Mummius,  fool-re- 

nown'd,  'k 

Who  like  his  Cheops  ftlrks  above  the  ground, 
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plus,  the  monk  of  Viterbo.  famous  for  many  im- 

pofitioiis  and  foigerie*  of  ancient  manufcripts  and 

infer ipc  ou^,  which  he  was  promoted  to  by  mere 

^ji^'AliTfy  /  but  our   Vnnius  had  a  more  lubftantial 

'"'"** "Ver.  367,.  Attys  and  Cecrops.]  The  firft  king  of 
Athens,  of  whom  it  is  hard  to  fuppofe  any  coins 
are  extant ;  but  not  fo  improbable  a-  what  follows, 
that  there  ftiould  be  any  of  Mahomet,  who  forbad 
all  images ;  and  :he  ftory  of  whofe  pigeon  was  a 
monkifli  fable.  Neverth;icfs  one  of  thefe  Anni- 
ufes  made  a  counterfeit  medal  of  that  impollor, 
now  in  the  collection  of  a  learned  nobleman. 

Ver.  371  Mummius.]  This  nanie  is  not  merely 
an  ailufion  to  the  Mummius  he  was  fo  fond  of, 
but  probably  refsfred  to  the  Roman  general  of 
that  name,  who  burned  Corinth,  and  committed 
the  curious  ftatutes  to  the  captain  of  a  fliip,  aflur- 
ing  him,  "  that  if  any  vs^ere  loft  or  broken,  he 
"  ihould  procure  ofhers  to  be  made  in  their  flead;" 
by  which  it  fliould  feem  (whatever  may  be  pre- 
tended) that  Mummius  was  no  virtuofo. 

Ibid.  — Fool-renown'd.]  A  compound  epithet 
in  the  Greek  manner,  reiiown'd  by  fools,  or  re- 
nowned for  making  fools. 

Ver.  3  7  J.  Cheops]  A  king  of  Egypt,  whofe  bo- 
dy was  certainly  to  be  known,  as  being  buried  alone 
in  his  pyramid,  and  is  therefore  more  genuine  than 
any  of  the  Cleopatras.  This  royal  mummy,  bejng 
ftolen  by  a  wild  Arab,  was  purchafed  by  the  Con- 
ful  of  Alexandria,  and  tranfmitted  to  the  mufeum 
of  Mummius;  for  proof  of  which,  he  brings  a  paf- 
iage  in  Sandys's  Travels,  where  that  accurate  and 
karned  voyager  affures  us,  that  he  faw  the  fepul- 
^P  ejnpty ;  ^hisji  a^jrcss  c;^;i<^ly  ^fa;th  iif )  with 


Fierce  as  a  ftartled  adder,  fwell'd,  and  faid, 
Rattling  an  ancient  fiftfum  at  his  head : 

Speak'ft  thou  of  Syrian  princes  ?  traitor  bafel 
Mme,  Goddefs!   mine  is  all  the  horned  race. 
True,  he  had  wit,  to  make  their  value  rife  j 
From  foolifli  Greeks  to  Iteal  them,  was  as  wife  r 
More  glorious  yet,  from  barbarous  hanas  to  keep. 
When  Sallee  rovers  chas'd  him  on  the  deep.    38« 
Then  taught  by  Hermes,  and  divinely  bold, 
Down  his  own  throat  he  rifqu'd  the  Grecian  gold, 
Receiv'd  each  demi-god,  with  pious  care. 
Deep  in  his  entrails — I  rever'd  them  there, 
I  bought  them,  Ihrouded  in  that  living  Ihrine, 
And,  at  their  fecond  birth,  they  iffue  mine. 

Witnefs  great  Ammon  !  by  whofe  horns  I  fwore, 
(Reply'd  foff  Annius)  this  our  paunch  before 
Still  bears  them,  faithful ;  and  that  thus  I  eat, 
Is  to  refund  the  medals  with  the  meat.  jo* 

To  prove  me,  goddefs  '  clear  of  all  defign. 
Bid  me  with  Pollio  fup,  as  well  as  dine  : 
There  all  the  learn'd  (hall  at  the  labour  ftand. 
And  Douglas  lend  his  foft  obftetric  hand. 

The  Goddefs  fruiling  fecm'd  to  give  confent  • 
So  back  to  Pollio,  hand  in  hand,  they  went. 


the  time  of  the  theft  above  mentioned.  But  ho 
omits  to  obferve,  that  Herodotus  tells  the  fame 
thing  of  it  in  his  lime. 

Ver.  375,  bpeak'ft  thou  of  Syrian  pririces  .>  Ac  J 
The  Irrangc  fiory  following,  which  may  be  takea 
ft)r  a  fidion  of  the  poet,  is  juftified  by  a  true  rela- 
tion in  Spon's  Voyages.  VaiUant  (who  wrote  the 
Hiftory  of  the  Syrian  Kmgs,  as  it  is  to  be  found 
on  rnedals)  coming  from  the  Levant,  where  he  had 
been  coUeiSiing  various  coins  ,  and  being  purfued 
by  a  Corfair  of  Sallse,  fwallowed  down  twenty 
gold  medals.  A  fudden  Bourafque  freed  him  front 
the  rover ;  and  he  got  to  land  with  them  in  hia 
belly  On  his  road  to  Avignon,  he  met  two  phy- 
ficians,  of  whom  he  demanded  affiftance.  One  ad- 
vifed  purgations,  the  other  vomits.  In  this  uncer- 
tainty he  took  neither,  but  purfued  his  way  to  Ly- 
ons, where  he  found  his  ancient  friend,  the  famous 
phyfician  and  antiquary  Dufour,  to  whom  he  re 
lated  his  adventure.  Dufour,  without  flaying  to 
inquire  about  the  uneafy  fymptoms  of  the  burden 
he  carried,  firft  alked  him,  whether  the  medak 
were  of  the  higher  empire  .'  He  affured  him  they 
were.  Dufour  was  raviftied  with  the  hope  of  poC- 
felling  fo  rare  a  treafure  ;  he  bargained  with  him 
on  the  fpot  for  the  moft  curious  of  them,  and  ww 
to  recover  them  at  his  own  expencc. 

Ver.  387.  Witnefs  great  Ammon  ]  Jupiter  Aixu 
mon  is  called  to  witnels,  as  the  father  of  Alexan- 
der, to  whom  thofe  kings  fucceeded  in  the  divifioR. 
of  the  M^acedonian  empire,  and  whofe  horns  they 
wore  on  their  medals. 

Ver.  394.  Douglafs.]  A  phyfician  of  great  learn- 
ing and  no  lefs  tafte  ;  above  all,  curious  in  what 
related  to  Horace,  of  whom  he  colleded  every 
edition,  tranflation,  and  commcntj  to  tfee  numbct 
,  o{ l-fVfirai  l)«n,«lre4  vplui^jM, 
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Then  thick  as  locufts  blackening  all  the  ground, 
A  tribe,  with  weeds  and  fliclls  fantaftic  crown'd, 
£ach  with  fome  wond'rous  gift  approach'd  the 

power, 
A  neft,  a  toad,  a  fungus,  or  a  flower.  400 

But  far  the  foremoft,  two,  with  carneft  zeal, 
And  afpecft  ardent,  to  the  throne  appeal. 

The  firft  thus  <  pen'd  :  Hear  thy  fuppliant'scall, 
Great  queen,  and  common  mother  of  us  all ! 
Fair  from  its  humble  bed  I  rear'd  this  flower, 
£uckled  and  cheer'd  with  air,  and  fun,  and  ihower  : 
Soft  on  the  paper  ruff  its  leaves  1  fpread, 
Bright  with  the  gilded  button  ript  its  head. 
Then  thron'd  in  glafs,  and  narti'd  it  Caroline  :  409 
]^ach  maid  cried,  Chiarmmg !  and  each  youth  Divine ! 
Did  nature's  pencil  ever  ble'nd  Cuch  rays. 
Such  varied  light  in  one  promifcuous  blaze  ! 
How  proftrate  !  dead  :  behold  that  Caroline  : 
No  maid  crie.i.  Charming  !  and  no  youth,  Divine ! 
And  lo  the  wretch !  whofe  vile,  whofe  infeiit  luft 
Lay'd  this  gay  daughter  of  the  fpring  ih  dull. 
Oh,  punilh  him,  or  to  th'  Klyfian  ftlades 
Difmifs  my  foul,  where  no  carnation  fades  '. 
He  ceas'd,  and  wept.    With  innocence  of  mien 
Th'  accus'd  flood  forth,  and  thus  addrefs'd  the 
queen :  42° 

Of  all  th'  enamcU'd  race,  whofe  filvery  wing 
Waves  to  the  tepid  zfephyrs  of  the  fpring. 
Or  fwims  aljong  the  fluid  atmbfphere. 
Once  brighteft  (hin'd  this  child  of  heat  and  air. 
I  faw,  and  flatted  from  its  vernal  bower 
The  riling  game,  and  chas'd  from  flower  to  flower. 
It  fled,  I  foUow'd  ;  now  in  hope,  now  pain  ; 
St  ftopt,  I  ftop'd  ;  it  mov'd,  I  mov'd  again. 
At  laft  it  fixt,  'twas  on  what  plant  it  pleas'd,  429 
And  where  it  fixt,  the  beauteous  bird  I  fei^'d  : 
Rofe  or  carnation  was  belQW  my  care ; 
I  meddle,  Goddefs :  only  in  my  fpherc. 
1  tell  the  naked  fadl  without  diiguife, 
And,  to  excufe  it,  need  but  fliow  the  prize ; 
Whofe  fpoils  this  paper  oflfers  to  your  eye, 
fair  ev'n  in  death !  this  peerlefs  butterfly. 

My  fons !  (Ihe  anfwer'd)  both  have  done  year 
parts : 
Live  happy  both,  and  long  promote  our  arts. 
But  hear  a  mother,  when  (he  recommends 
To  your  fraternal  care  our  fleepiiig  friends.     44© 
The  common  foul,  of  Heaven's  more  frugal  make, 
"Serves  but  to  keep  fools  pert,  and  knaves  awake; 


VARIATIONS. 

Ver.  441.  The  common  foul,  &c.]     In  the  firft 
edit,  thus ; 
Of  fouls  the  greater  part,  heaven's  common  make, 
Serve  but  to  keep  fools  pert,  and  knaves  awake  ; 
And  mofl  but  find  that  centinel  of  God, 
A  drowfy  watch&ian  in  the  land  of  Nod. 

REMARKS. 

Ver.  409.  And  nam'd  it  Caroline:]  It  is  a  com- 
pliment which  the  florifts  ufually  pay  to  princes 
and  great  pcrions,  to  give  their  names  to  the  moft 
furious  flowers  of  their  raifing  :  Some  have  been 
ifcry  jealous  of  vindicating  this  houour ;  but  none 


A  drowfy  watchman,  that  jufl.  gives  a  knock. 
And  breaks  our  reft,  to  tell  us  w  hut's  a  clock.' 
Yet  by  fnmc  objeft  every  brain  is  ftirr'd  ; 
The  dull  may  wraken  to  a  humming-bird  ; 
The  moft  rechife,  difcreetly  open'd,  find 
Congenial  matter  in  the  cockle  kind  ; 
The  mind  in  metaphyfics  at  a  lofs, 
May  wander  in  a  wildernefs  of  mofs  ;  459 

The  head  that  tiirns  at  fiiperlunar  things, 
Pois'd  with  a  tail,  may  fteer  on  Wilkins'  wings. 

O,  would  the  fons  of  men  once  think  their  eyea 
And  reafon  giv'n  them  but  to  ftudy  flies ! 
See  nature  in  fome  partial  narrow  (hape, 
And  let  the  author  of  the  whole  efcape'; 
Learn  but  to  trifle;  or  who  muft  obferve, 
To  wonder  at  their  Maker,  not  to  ferve. 

Be  that  my  talk  (replies  a  gloorrjy  clerk, 
Sworn  foe  to  Myilery,yet  divinely  dark;        46^ 
Whofe  pious  hope  afpire.s  to  fee  the  day' 
When  moral  evidence  ftiall  quite  dec^y, 
And  damns  implicit  faith,  and  holy  lies. 
Prompt  to  impofe,  and  fond  to  dogmatife  :) 
Let  others  creep  by  timid  ftcps,  and  flow,  ' 
On  plain  Experience  lay  foundations  low. 
By  common  fenfe  to  common  knowledge  bred, 
■And  laft,  to  nature's  caufe  through  nature  led. 
All  feeing  in  thy  mifts,  we  want  no  guide, 
Mother  of  Arrogance,  and  fource  of  Pride  !      47^ 
We  nobly  take  the  high  priori  road. 
And  reafon  downward,  till  we  doubt  of  God  5 
Make  nature  ftiil  encroach  upon  his  plan  ; 
And  Ihove  him  ojT  as  far  as  e'er  we  can  : 
Thruft  fome  mechanic  caufe  into  his  placej 
Or  bind  in  matter,  or  diflufe  in  fpace. 
Or,  at  one  bound  o'erleaping  all  his  laws, 
Make  God  ihan's  image,  n>an  the  final  <;aufe« 


REMARKS. 

more  than  that  ambitious  gardener  at  Hammer- 
fmirh,  vvho  caufed  his  favourite  to' be  painted  on 
his  fij^n,  with  this  infcription,  "  This  is  my  Quce« 
"  Caroline." 

Ver.  45a.  Wilkins'  wings.]  One  of  the  firft  pr»- 
je^ors  of  the  Royal  Society,  who,  among  many- 
enlarged  and  lifeful  notions,  entertained  the  ex- 
travagant hope  of  a  poflibility  to  fly  to  the  moon  ; 
which  has  put  fome  volatile  geniufcs  upon  making 
wings  for  that  purpofe. 

Ver.  462.  When  moral  evidence  fliall  quite  de- 
cay.] Alluding  to  a  ridiculous  and  abfurd  way  of 
fome  mathematicians,  in  calculating  the  gradual 
decay  of  moral  evidence  by  mathematical  propor- 
tions :  according  to  which  calculation,  in  about 
fifty  years  it  will  be  no  longer  probable  that  Juli- 
us Cjefar  was  in  Qaul,  or  died  in  the  fenate-houfe. 
See  Craig's  Theologiap  Chriftianas  Principia  Ma- 
thematica.  But  as  it  Teems  evident,  that  fads  of. 
a  thoufand  ye'ars  old,  for  inftance,  are  now  as  pro- 
bable as  they  were  five  hund.'ed  years  ago ;  it  is 
plain,  that  if  in  fifty  more  they  quite  difappear,  it' 
muft  be  owing,  not  to  their  arguments,  but  to  the 
extraordinary  power  of  our  goddefs  ;  for  whofs 
help,  therefore,  they  have  rcjfon  to  pra/. 


THE  DONCIAB. 
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Find  Virtue  local,  all  relation  fcorn. 

See  all  in  felf,  and  but  for  felf  be  born  :  480 

Of  nought  fo  certain  as  our  reafon  ftill, 

Of  nought  fo  doubtful  as  of  foul  and  will. 

Or  hide  the  God  ftill  more  1  and  make  us  fee 

Such  as  Lucretius  drew,  a  God  like  thee  : 

Wrapt  up  in  felf,  a  God  without  a  thought, 

Regardlefs  of  our  merit  or  default. 

Or  that  bright  image  to  our  fancy  draw, 

Which  1  heocles  in  raptur'd  vifion  faw, 

Wild  through  poetic  fcenes  the  Genius  roves. 

Or  wanders  wild  in  academic  groves  ;  49O 

That  Natiire  our  fociety  adores. 

Where  Tindal  diftates,  and  Silenus  fpores 

Rous'd  at  his  name,  up  rofe  the  bowfy  fire, 
And  (hook  from  out  his  pipe  the  feeds  of  fire  ; 
Then  fnap'd  his  box,  and  ftrok'd  his  belly  dpwn, 
Rofy  and  reverend,  though  without  a  gown- 
Bland  and  fariiiliar  to  the  throne  he  came, 
JLed  up  the  youth,  and  call'd  the  goddefs  dame- 
*rhen  thus  :  From  prieftcraft  happily  fet  free, 
Lo  !  eVery  finiih'd  fon  returns  to  thee  :  3  DO 

firft  (lave  to  words,  then  vafTal  to  a  name. 
Then  dupe  to  party ;  chili  and  than  the  fame  ; 


Bounded  by  Nature,  narrow'd  ftill  by  Art, 
A  trifling  head,  and  a  contradled  heart. 
Thus  bred,  thus  taught,  how  many  have  I  feen. 
Smiling  on  all,  and  fmil'd  on  by  a  queen  ! 
Mark'd  out  for  honour,  honour'd  for  their  birth. 
To  thee  the  moft  rebellious  things  on  earth  : 
Now  to  thy  gentle  ftiadow  all  arc  ibrunk. 
All  melted  down  in  penfion,  or  in  punk !         jio 
So  K  *  ,  fo  B  *  *  ,  fneak'd  into  the  grave, 
A  monarch's  half,  and  half  a  harlot's  flave. 
Poor  W  *  *  ,  nipt  in  Folly's  broadcft  bloom. 
Who  praifes  now  ?  his  chaplain  on  his  tomb. 
Then  take  them  all,  oh  take  them  to  thy  brcaft! 
Thy  Magus,  goddefs  '.  ftiall  perform  the  reft. 

With  that  a  Wizard  old  his  cup  extends ; 
Which  wholo  taftcs,  forgets  his  former  friends. 
Sire,  anceftors,  himfelf.     One  cafts  his  eyes 
Up  to  a  ftar,  and  like  Endymion  dies ;  jaQ 

A  feather,  (hooting  from  another's  head, 
Extra(fts  his  brain  ;  and  principle  is  fled  ; 
Loft  is  his  God,  his  country,  evary  thing  ; 
And  nothing  left  but  homage  to  a  king  i 
The  vulgar  herd  turn  off  to  roll  with  hogs. 
To  run  with  horfes,  or  to  hunt  with  dogs; 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  49X.  Whert  Tindal  didates,  and  Silenus 
fno.es.]  It  cannot  be  denied  but  that  this  fine 
iftroke  of  fatire  againll  atheifm  was  well  intended. 
But  hew  muft  the  reader  fmile  at  our  author's  of- 
ficious zeal,  when  he  is  tol.d,  that  at  the  time  this 
was  written,  you  might  as  foon  have  found  a  wolf 
«n  England  afe  an  atheift  ?  The  truth  is,  the  whole 
fpecies  was  exterminated.  There  is  a  trifling  dif- 
ference, indeed,  concerning  the  author  of  the  At- 
chievement.  Some,  as  Dr.  Allienhurtt,  gave  it  to 
Bentley's  Boylean  Leisures.  And  he  fo  well  con- 
vinced that  great  man  of  the  truth,  that  whatever 
afterwards  he  found  atheift,  he  always  read  it  A 
Theift.  But,  in  fpite  of  a  claim  fo  well  made  out, 
«pthers  gave  the  honour  of  this  exploit  to  a  latter 
Jjoylean  leAurer.  A  judicious  apologift  for  Dr. 
Clarke,  againft  Mr.  Whifton,  fays,  with  no  lefs 
elegance  than  pofitivenefs  of  cxpreflion,  it  is  a  moft 
eenain  truth,  that  the  demonftration  of  the  being 
and  attributes  of  God,  has  extirpated  and  banifhed 
atheifm  out  of  the  Chriftian  world,  p.  18.  It  is 
much  to  be  lamented,  that  the  cleareft  truths  have 
ftill  their  dark  fide.  Here  we  fee  it  becomes  a 
duubt  wliich  of  the  two  Herculefes  was  the  moii- 
fter  qucller.  But  what  of  that  ?  Since  the  thing 
is  done,  and  the  proof  of  it  fo  certain,  there  i^  no 
•cqafion  for  fo  nice  a  canvaifing  of  circumftances. 

SCRIBL. 

Ibid,  Silenus  ]  Silenus  was  an  Epicurean  philofo- 
pher,  as  appears  from  Virgil,  Eel.  vi.  where  he 
Cngs  the  principles  of  that  philofophy  in  his  drink. 

Ver.  501.  Firft  flave  to  words,  &c.]  A  recapi- 
tulation of  the  whole  courfe  of  modern  education 
dcfcribed  in  this  book,  which  confines  youth  to  the 
fludy  of  words  only  in  fchools:  fubjecfts  them  to 
the  authority  of  fyftemis  in  the  uni.Mfities;  and 
deludes  them  with  the  names  of  party-diftindions 
ia  the  world.    AH  equally  concurring  te  narrow 


REMARKS. 

the  utiderftanding,  and  eftablifli  flavery  and  errar 
in  literature,  philofophy,  and  politics.  The  whole 
finifhed  in  modern  free-thinking  :  the  completioa 
of  whatever  is  vain,  wrong,  and  deftruiftive  to  the 
happinefs  of  mankind ;  as  it  eftabliiiics  felf -love  f«c 
the  fole  principle  of  a(S:ion. 

Ver.  506.  fmil'd  on  by  a  queen .']  ».  e.  Thic 
queen  or  goddefs  of  Dulnefs. 

Ver.  517.  With  that  a  wizard  old,  &C.3  Here 
beginneth  the  celebration  of  the  Greater  MyJ^ 
teries  of  the  goddefs,  which  the  poet,  ia  his  inv*.' 
cation,  ver.  5.  promifed  to  fing. 

Ver.  518  — forgets  his  former  friends,]  Surely 
there  little  needed  the  force  of  charms  or  magi* 
to  fet  afidc  an  vjfelefs  friend(hip  For  of  all  the 
accommodations  of  fafhionable  life,  as  there  arc 
none  more  reputable,  fo  there  are  none  of  fo  lit- 
tle charge  as  friend{hip.  It  fills  up  the  void  of  life 
with  a  name  of  dignity  and  refpeft  ;  and  at  the 
fame  time  is  ready  to  give  place  to  every  paflioK 
that  offers  to  difpute  poflcCTion  with  it. 

SCRlllL. 

Ver.  523,524.  Loft  is  his  God,  hie  country — 
And  nothing  left  but  homage  to  a  king  '.]  S* 
ftrange  as  this  may  feem  to  a  mere  £ngli(h  read- 
er, the  famous  Monf.  de  la  Bruyere  declares  it  t« 
be  the  charader  of  every  good  fubjeA  in  a  Mo- 
narchy :  "  Where  (fays  he)  there  is  no  fuch  thing 
"  as  love  of  f  ur  country,  the  intereft,  the  glory, 
"  and  fervice  of  the  prince,  fupply  its  place."  De 
la  RepiMique,  chap.  K. 

Of  thik  duty  another  celebrated  French  author 
fpeaks  indeed  a  little  more  difrefpedlfuUy  ;  whicK 
for  that  reafon,  we  (hall  not  tranflate,  but  give 
in  his  own  words,  "  L' Amour  de  la  Patrie.  Ic 
"  grand  motif  des  premiers  Heros,  n'eft  plus  re- 
"  garde  que  comme  une  Chimeere;  I'iiJee  du  Ser- 
"  vice  du  fiLoi,  etendije  jufqu'  4  I'ouljli  de  tout 
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But  fad  example  I  never  to  cfcape 
Their  infamy,  ftill  keep  the  human  (hape. 

But  Ihe,  good  goddefs,  fenl  to  every  child 
Jirm  Impudence,  or  Stupefa<5lion  mild  ;  J30 

And  ftrait  fucceeded,  leaving  fhame  no  room, 
Cjbberian  forehead,  or  Cimmerian  gloom. 

Kind  Self-conceit  to  fome  her  glafs  applies, 
Which  no  one  looks  in  with  another's  eyes ; 
But  as  the  flatterer  or  dependent  paint. 
Beholds  himfelf  a  patriot,  chief,  or  faint. 

On  others  intereft  her  gay  livery  flings, 
Intereft,  that  waves  on  party-colour'd  v/ings : 
Turn'd  to  the  fun,  flic  cafts  a  thoufand  dyes, 
And,  as  (he  turns,  the  colours  fall  or  rife.         540 

Others  the  fyren-fifters  -warble  round. 
And  empty  heads  confole  with  empty  found. 
Ko  more,  alas  '.  the  voice  of  Fame  they  hear. 
The  balm  of  Dulnefs  trickling  in  their  ear. 
Great  C**,H**,P**,R**,K*,^ 
Why  all  your  toils  ?  your  fons  have  learn'd  to 

fing. 
How  quick  Ambition  haftes  to  ridicule ! 
The  fire  is  made  a  peer,  the  fon  a  fool. 

On  fome,  a  pricft  fuccind  in  amice  white 
Attends;  all  flefli  is  nothing  in  his  fight !         SS'^ 
Beeves,  at  his  touch,  at  once  to  jelly  turn. 
And  the  huge  boar  is  flirunk  into  an  urn  : 
The  .board  with  fpecious  miracles  he  loads, 
Turns  hares  to  larks,  and  pigeons  into  toad$. 


KEMARKI. 

•*  autre  Principe,  tient  lieu  de  ce  qu'on  appelloit 
"  autrefois  Grandeur  d'Ame  et  Fidelite."  Boulain- 
mlliers  Hiji.  des  Anciens  ParlemcnU  de  France,  &c. 

Ver.  548.  ftill  keep  the  human  ftiape.]  The  ef- 
£e6ls  of  the  Magus's  Cup,  by  which  is  allegorifed 
a  total  corruption  of  heart,  are  juft  contrary  to 
that  of  Circe,  which  only  reprefents  the  fudden 
plunging  into  pleafures.  Her's,  therefore,  took 
away  the  fliapc,  and  left  the  human  mind ;  his 
takes  away  the  mind,  and  leaves  the  human  Ihape. 

Vcr.  529.  But  flic,  good  goddefs,  &.c.]  The  on- 
ly comfort  people  can  receive,  muft  be  owing  in 
fome  fliape  or  other  to  Dulnefs ;  which  makes 
fome  ft«pid,  others  impudent,  gives  felf-conceit  to 
fome,  upon  the  flatteries  of  their  dependents  pre- 
fents  the  falfc  colours  of  intereft  to  others,  and 
hufies  or  amufes  the  reft  with  idle  pleafures  or 
fenfuality,  till  they  become  eafy  under  any  infa- 
my. Each  of  which  fpecies  is  here  fhadowed  un- 
der allegorical  perfons. 

Ver.  53  a.  Cibberian  forehead,  or  Cimmerian 
gloom.]  ».  e.  She  communicates  to  them  of  her 
own  virtue,  or  of  her  royal  colleagues.  The  Cib- 
beiian  forehead  being  to  fie  them  for  felf-conceit, 
telf-intereft,  &c.  and  the  Cimmerian  gloom,  for 
the  pleafures  of  opera,  and  the  table.        Scribl. 

Ver.  553.  The  board  with  fpecious  miracles  he 
loads,  &c.]  Scriblerus  feems  at  a  lofs  in  this  place. 
Speciofa  miraculu  (fays  he)  according  to  Horace, 
where  the  monftrous  fables  of  the  Cyclops,  Lse- 
ftrygons,  Scylla,  &c.  What  relation  have  thefe 
to  transformation  cf  hares  into  larks,  or  of  pi- 
.  5;cons  itiio  toads  ?  .  I  fbali  teU.  thee.    The  Ljef- 


Another  (for  in  all  what  one  can  fliine  ?) 
Explains  the  feve  and  verdeur  of  the  vine. 
What  cannot  copious  facrifice  atone  ? 
Thy  treufles,  Perigord  i  thy  hams,  Bayonnc  ? 
With  French  libation,  and  Italian  ftrain. 
Wafh  Bladen  white,  and  expiate  Hay's  ftain.  ^(^^ 
Knight  lifts  the  head  :  for  what  are  crowds  un- 
done, 
To  three  effential  partridges  in  one  ? 
Gone  every  biufli,  and  filcnt  all  reproach, 
Cf>ntending  princes  mount  them  in  their  coach. 
Next,  bidding  all  draw  near  on  bended  kiiecf. 
The  queen  confers  her  titles  and  degrees. 
Her  children  firft  of  more  diftinguifh'd  fort, 
Wiio  ftudy  Shakfpeare  at  the  inus  of  court, 


REMARKS. 

trygons  fpitted  men  upon  fpears,  as  we  do  larlcg 
upon  fkewers;  and  the  fair  pigeon  turned  to  a 
toad,  is  (imilar  to  the  fair  virgin  Scylla  ending  in 
a  filthy  beaft.  But  here  is  the  difficulty,  why  pi- 
geons in  fo  fbocking  a  fnape  fhould  be  brought  to 
a  table. ,  Hares  indeed  might  be  cut  into  larks  at 
a  fccond  drefling,  out  of  frugality  :  Yet  thatfeems 
no  probable  motive,  when  we  conflder  the  extra- 
vagance before  mentioned,  of  dilTolving  whole  ox- 
en and  boars  into  a  fmall  vial  of  jelly;  nay,  it  it 
expiefsly  faid,  that  all  flefti  is  nothing  in  his  fight. 
I  have  fearched  Apicius,  Pliny,  and  the  feaft  of 
Trimalchip,  in  vain  ;  I  can  only  refolve  it  into 
fome.  r^yf&.rious  fuperftitious  rite,  as  it  is  faid  to 
be  t^'t  Ir/  A.  pricft,  a"d  foon  after  called  a  facri- 
fice, attciuLd  (as  all  ancient  facritices  were)  with 
libation  and  long.  Scribl. 

This  good  fcholiaft,  not  being  acquainted  with 
modern  luxary,  was  ignorant  that  thefe  were  on- 
ly the  miracles  of  French  cookery,  and  that  parti- 
cularly "  Pigeons  en  crapeau"  were  a  common 
difh. 

Ver.  556.  feve  and  verdeurj  French  terms  re- 
lating to  wines,  which  fignify  their  flavour  and 
poignancy. 

"  Et  je  gagerois  que  chez  le  commandeur 
"  Villandri  prifcioir  fa  Seve  et  fa  Verdeur." 

DefpreauK, 

St.  Evremont  has  a  very  pathetic  letter  to  a  noble- 
man in  difgrace,  advifing  him  to  feek  comfort  ia 
a  gO"d  tabic,  and  particularly  to  be  attentive  t» 
thefe  qualities  in  his  Champaigne. 

Ver.  560.  Bladen — Hays]  Names  of  gameftcrs. 
Bladen  is  a  black  man.  Robert  Knight,  cafhier 
of  the  South  Sea  Company,  who  fled  from  Eng- 
land in  I7i»  (afterwards  pardoned  in  174Z).— 
Thefe  lived  with  the  utmoft  magnificence  at  Pa- 
ris, and  kept  open  tables,  frequented  by  perfons 
of  the  firft]tjuality  of  England,  and  even  by  prince* 
of  the  blood  of  France. 

Ibid.  Bladen,  &c.]  The  former  note  of"  Bladen 
"  is  a  black  man,"  is  very  abfurd.  The  manuftript 
here  is  pa  .'y  obhterated,  and  doubtlefs  could 
only  have  been,  Wafli  blackmoors  white,  allud- 
ing to  a  known  proverb.    '  ScRiBt. 


THE  DUNCIA». 
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Impale  a  glow-worm,  or  Vertu  profcfs, 

Shine  in  the  dignity  of  F.  R.  S.  57O 

Slime,  deep  frcc-mafons,  join  the  filent  race 

Worthy  to  fill  Pythagoras's  place  : 

Some  botanifts,  or  florifts  at  the  Icaft, 

Or  ifiue  members  of  an  annual  feaft. 

Nor  pad  the  meancft  unregarded,  one 

Rofe  a  Gregorian,  one  a  Gormogon, 


REMARKS. 

Ver.  567.  Her  children  firll  of  more  diftinguifh'd 

fort,  [court] 

Who  flndy  Shakfpeare  at  the  inns  of 

III  would  that  fcholiaft  difcharge  his  duty,  who 
Ihould  negleiSl  to  honour  thofe  whom  Dulnefs  has 
dillingu idled ;  or  fuflfer  tliem  to  lie  forgotten, 
when  their  rare  modefiy  would  have  left  them 
namelefs.  Let  us  not,  therefore,  overlook  the 
fervices  which  have  been  done  her  caufe  by  one 
Mr.  Thomas  Edwards,  a  gentleman,  as  he  is 
pleafed  to  call  himfelf,  of  Lincoln's-lnn  ;  but,  in 
reality,  a  gentleman  only  of  the  Dmiciad ;  or,  to 
Ipcak  him  better,  in  the  plain  language  of  our  an- 
ceftors  to  fuch  mufhrooms,  a  gentleman  of  the  lafl 
edition  :  who,  nobly  eluding  the  folicitudc  of  his 
careful  father,  very  early  retained  himfelf  in  the 
caufe  of  Dulnefs  againft  Shakfpeare,  and  with  the 
wit  and  learning  of  his  anceftor  Tom  Thimble  in 
the  Rehearfal,  and  with  the  air  of  good  nature 
and  politenefs  of  Caliban  in  the  tempcft,  hath  now 
happily  finifiied  the  Dunce's  progrefs  in  perfonal 
abufc.  For  a  libeller  is  nothing  but  a  Grub-ftreet 
critic  run  to  feed. 

Lamentable  is  the  dulnefs  of  thefe  gentlemen  of 
the  Dunciad.  This  Fungofo  and  his  friends,  who 
are  all  gentlemen,  have  exclaimed  much  againil 
us  for  reflecfling  his  birth,  in  the  words,  "  a  gen- 
*'  tlemen  of  the  laft  edition,"  which  we  hereby 
declare  concern  not  his  birth,  but  his  adoption  on- 
ly :  and  mean  no  more  than  that  he  is  become  a 
gentleman  of  the  laft  edition  of  the  Dunciad. 
Since  gentlemen,  then,  are  fo  captious,  wc  think  it 
proper  to  declare  t4iit  Mr.  Thomas  Thimble, 
who  is  here  faid  to  be  Mr.  Thomas  Edwards's  an- 
ceftor, is  only  related  to  liim  by  the  mufe's  fide. 

ScRIBt.. 

This  tribe  of  men,  which  Scribkrus  has  here  fo 
well  exemplified,  our  poet  hatn  elfcwhere  admir- 
ably charaOlerifed  in  that  happy  line, 

"  A  brain  of  feathers,  and  a  heart  of  lead." 

For  the  fatire  extends  much  further  than  to  the 
perfon  who  occafioned  it,  and  take*  in  the  whole 
fpecies  of  tlaofe  on  whom  a  good  education  (to  fit 
them  for  fomc  ufeful  and  learned  profefilon)  has 
been  beftowed  in  vain.     That  worth  lefs  band 

"  Of  ever-liftlcfs  loiterers,  that  attend 

?'  No  cauf?,  uo  truft,  no  duty,  and  no  friend  ;" 

who,  with  an  underftanding  too  difiipaied  and  fu- 
tile for  the  offices  of  civil  life ;  and  a  heart  too 
limipilh,  narrow,  and  contrafted  for  thofe  of  fo- 
ciai,  become  fit  for  nothing  :    and  fo  turn  wits 


The  laft,  not  leaft  in  honour  or  applaufi?, 
Ifis  and  Cam  made  Doiftors  of  her  laws. 

Then  blefling  all,  Go,  children  of  my  care ! 
To  pradice  now  from  theory  repair.  58% 

All  my  commands  are  eafy,  ihort,  and  full : 
My  fons  1  be  proud,  be  felfifh,  and  be  dull. 
Guard  my  prerogative,  affert  my  throne  : 
This  nod  confirms  each  privilege  your  own. 
The  cap  and  fwitch  be  facred  to  his  Grace  ; 
With  ftaff  and  pumps  the  Marquis  leads  the  race; 
From  ftage  to  ftage  the  licens'd  Earl  may  run, 
Pair'd  with  his  fellow-charioteer  the  fun  ; 
The  learned  Baron  butterflies  defign, 
Or  draw  to  filk  Arachne's  fubtile  line  ;  59* 


REMARKS. 

and  critics,  where  fenfe  and  civility  are  fieitherre- 
quired  nor  expefted. 

Ver.  571.  Some,  deep  free-mafons,  join  the  fi- 
lent race]  The  poet  all  along  expreffes  a  very  par- 
ticular concern  for  this  filent  race  :  He  has  here 
provided,  that  in  cafe  they  will  not  waken  or 
open  (as  was  before  propofed)  to  a  humming 
bird  or  a  coctle,  yet  at  worft  they  may  be  made 
free-mafons ;  where  taciturnity  is  the  only  cffen- 
tial  qualification,  as  it  was  the  chief  of  the  dif^ 
ciples  of  Pythagoras, 

Ver.  576.  A  Gregorian,  one  a  Gormogon,]  A 
fort  of  lay-brothers,  flips  from  the  root  of  the 
free-mafons. 

Ver.  584.  each  privilege  your  own,  &c.]  Thig 
fpecch  of  Duliiefs  to  her  fons  at  parting  may  pof- 
fibly  fall  ihort  of  the  reader's  cxpesftations ;  wh» 
may  imagine  the  goddefs  might  give  them  a  charge 
of  more  confcfuence,  and,  from  fuch  a  theory  a» 
is  before  delivered,  incite  them  to  the  pradlce  of 
fomething  more  extraordinary,  than  to  perfonate 
running  footmen,  jockies,  ftage  coachmen,  &c. 

But  if  it  be  well  confidered,  that  whatever  in^ 
clination  they  might  have  to  do  mifchief,  her  fon» 
are  generally  rendered  harmlefs  by  their  inability; 
and  that  it  is  the  common  eSe£t  of  Dulnefs  (even 
in  her  greateft  efforts)  to  defeat  her  own  defign  ; 
the  poet,  I  amperfaaded,  will  be  juftified,  and  it 
will  be  allowed  that  thefe  worthy  perfons,  in  their 
feveral  ranks,  do  as  much  as  can  be  expefted  iram 
them. 

Ver.  5S5.  The  cap  and  fwitch,  &c  ]  The  god- 
.  defs's  political  balance  of  favour,  in  the  diftribu-- 
tion  of  her  rewards,  deferves  our  notice.  It  con» 
fifts  in  joining  with  thofe  honour.s  claimed  by  birth 
and  high  place,  others  more  adapted  to  the  ge- 
nius and  talents  of  the  candidates.  And  thus  her 
great  forerunner,  John  of  Lcyden,  king  of  Mun« 
fter,  entered  on  his  government,  by  making  hi» 
ancient  friend  and  companion,  Knipper-dollingi 
general  ^  his  horfe,  and  hangman.  And  had  but 
Fortune  feconded  his  great  fchemes  of  reformation, 
it  is  faid,  he  would  have  eftabliftied  his  whole 
houfehold  on  the  fame  reafonable  footing. 

SCRIBL. 

Ver.  590.  ^.rachne's  fubtile  line ;]  This  is  one 
of  the  moft  ingenious  employments  affigned,  ani 
therefore  recommended  only  to  peers  of  learning. 
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THE   WORKS   OF   POPE. 


The  Judge  to  dance  his  brother  ferjeant  call ; 
The  fenator  at  cricket  urge  the  half; 
The  bifhop  ftow  (pontific  luxury  ?) 
An  hundred  fouls  of  turkeys  in  a  pye  ; 
The  flurdy  'fquire  to  Gallic  mailers  ftoop, 
And  drown  his  lands  and  manors  in  a  foupe. 
Others  import  yet-nobler  arts  from  France, 
Teach  kings  to  fiddle,  and  make  fenates  dance. 
Perhaps  more  high  fome  daring  fon  may  foar,  , 
yroud  to  my  lift  to  add  one  monarch  more  r     6o6 
And,  nobly  confcious,  princes  are  but  things 
Born  for  firft  minifters,  as  flaves  for  kings. 
Tyrant  fupreme  !  Ihall  three  cftates  command,  > 
And  make  one  mighty  Dunciad  of  the  land!      [nods  : 
More  fhe  had  fpoke,  but  yawn'd — All  Nature 
What  mortal  can  refifl  the  yawn  of  gods  ? 
Churches  and  chapels  inftantly  it  reach'd  : 
(St.  James's  firft,  for  leaden  G preach'd) 


REMARKS. 

®f  weaving  {lockings  of  the  webs  of  fpiders,  fee 
the  Phil.  Tranf. 

Ver.  591.  The  judge  to  dance  his  brother  fer~ 
geant  call ;]  Alluding  perhaps  to  that  ancient  and 
folemn  dance,  intitled,  a  call  of  fergeants. 

Ver.  598.  Teach  kings  to  fiddle,]  An  ancient 
•mufement  of  fovereign  princes,  (viz.)  Achilles, 
Alexander,  Nero  ;  though  defpifed  by  Themifto- 
<fles,  who  was  a  republican — Make  fensltes  dance, 
either  after  their  prince,  or  to  JPontoife,  or  Siberia. 

Ver.  60';.  What  mortal  can  refift  the  yawn  of 
gods  ?]  This  verfe  is  truly  Homerical ;  as  is  the 
conclufion  of  the  aftion,  where  the  great  mother 
compofes  all,  in  the  fame  manner- as  Minerva  at 
the  period  of  the  Odyffey. — It  may  indeed  feem  a 
very  lingular  epitafis  of  the  poem,  to  end  as  this 
does,  with  a  great  yawn ;  but  we  muft  confider 
it  as  the  yawn  of  a  god,  and  of  powerful  effefts. 
It  is  not  out  of  nature,  moft  long  and  grave  coun- 
fcls  concluding  in  this  very  manner  :  Nor  without 
Authority,  the  incomparable  Spenfer  having  end- 
ed one  of  the  moft  confiderable  of  his  works  with 
a  roar;  but  then  it  is  the  roar  of^a  Honj  the  ef- 
feds  whereof  are  defcribed  as  the  cataftrophe  of 
the  poenj. 

Ver.  607.  Church  and  chapels,  &c.]  The  pro- 
grcfs  of  this  yawn  is  judicious  and  natural,  ind 
worthy  to  be  noted.  Firft  it  feizeth  the  churches 
and  chapels;  then  catcheth  the  fchools,  where, 
though  the  boys  be  unwilling  to  fleep,  the  matters 
are  not :  Next  Weftminfter-hall,  much  more  hard 
indeed  to  fubdue,  and  not  totally  put  to  filence 
even  by  the  goddefs :  Then  the  convocation, 
which,  though  extremely  defirous  to  fpeak,  yet 
cannot :  Even  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  juftly  cal- 
led the  fenfe  of  the  nation,  is  loft  (  that  is  to 
fay  t'ufpended)  during  the  yawn  ;  (far  be  it  from 
the  author  to  fuggeft  that  it  could  be  loft  any  long- 
er 1)  but  it  fpreadeth  at  large  over  all  the  reft  of 
the  kingdom,  to  fuch  a  degree,  that  Palinurus 
himfelf  (though  as  incapable  of  llceping  as  Jupi- 
ter) yet  noddeth  for  a  moment ;  the  effcvfl  of 
which,  though  ever  fo  momentary,  could  not  but 
caufe  fome  relaxation,  for  the  time,  in  all  public 
afiaira.  Sckibl. 


Then  catch 'd  the  fchools ;  the  hall  fcarce  fee'pt  a- 

wake ; 
The  convocation  gap'd,  but  could  not  fpeak  ;  6i« 
Loft  was  the  Nation's  fenfe,  nor  could  be  found. 
While  the  long  folemn  unifon  went  round  : 
Wide,  and  more  v?ide,  it  fpread  o'er  all  the  realm; 
Ev'n  Palinurus  nodded  at  the  helm  : 
The  vapour  mild  o'er  each  committee  crept; 
Unfinifh'd  treaties  in  each  office  flept ; 
And  chieflefs  armies  doz'd  out  the  campaign  \ 
And  navies  yawn'd  fpr  orders  on  the  main. 

O  M.ufe  !  relate  (for  you  can  tell  alone. 
Wits  have  fliort  memories,  and  dunces  none)    (iZ% 
Relate,  who  firft,  who  iaft  refign'd  to  reft  ; 
Whofe  heads  the  partly,  whofe  completely  bleft; 
What  charms  could  fadion,  what  ambition  lull, 
The  venal  quiet,  and  entrance  the  dull ; 


REMARKS.  f 

Ver.  610.  The  convocation  gap'd,  but  could 
not  fpeak;]  Implying  a  great  defire  fo  to  do,  as 
the  learned  fchoiiaft  on  the  place  rightly  obferves. 
Therefore  beware,  reader,  left  thou  take  this 
gape  for  a  yawn,  which  is  attended  with  no  de- 
fire but  to  go  to  reft  :  by  no  means  the  difpofition 
of  the  convocation  ;  whofe  melancholy  cafe  in 
fhort  is  this :  She  was,  as  is  reported,  infedlec^ 
with  the  general  influence  of  the  goddefs  ;  and 
while  fhe  was  yawning  carelefsiy  at  her  eafe,  a 
wanton  courtier  took  her  at  advantage,  and  in 
the  very  nick  dapp'd  a  gag  into  her  chops.  Well 
therefore  may  we  know  her  meaning  by  her  gap= 
irig  ;  and  this  diftrefsfut  pofture  our  poet  here  de- 
fcribes,  juft  ss  Ihe  ftaads  at  this  day,  a  fad  exam- 
ple of  the  efiecSs  of  Dulnefs  and  Malice  uncheck- 
ed, and  defpifed  Bentl. 

Ver.  61J, — 618.]  Thefe  verfes  were  writtea 
many  years  ago,  and  may  be  found  in  the  State 
Poems  of  that  time.  So  that  Scriblerus  is  mifta- 
ken,  or  whoever  clfc  have  imagined  this  poem  of 
a  frefli-er  date.    • 

Ver.  620.  Wits  have  fliort  memories,]  This 
feems  to  be  the  reafon  v/hy  the  poets,  when  they 
give  us  a.  catalogue,  conftantly  call  for  help  on  the 
mufes,  who,  as  the  daughters  of  Memory,  ar^ 
obliged  not  to  forget  any  thing.  So  Homer,  lliaj 
ii. 

QfvyXTi^iqy  fivtiretixd'        m 
And  Virgil,  JEn.  vH. 

"  Et  meminiftis  cnim,  Divx,  et  memorare  po- 

"  teftis : 
*'  Ad  nos  vix  tenuis  famx  perlabitur  aura." 

But  our  poet  had  yet  another  reafon  for  putting 
this  talk  npon  the  mufc,  that,  all  befides  being 
aflcep,  (he  only  could  relate  what  paffed.  Scribl. 
Vc-r.  624.  The  venal  quiet,  and,  &c.]  It  were  a 
problem  worthy  the  folutiun  oi  Mr.  Ralph  and  his 
patron,  who  had  lights  that  we  know  nothing  of/ 
--— Whrch  required  the  grealcft  effort  of  eiuf 


THE   DU 
Till  drawnM  was  fenfc,  and  fltame,  and  right, 

and  wrong 

O  fing,  and  hurti  the  nations  with  thy  fong ! 

In  vain,  in  vain,  the  ali-compoliii^  hour 
Refiftlefs  falls  :  the  mufe  obeys  the  power. 
She  comes '.  (he  comes  ;  the  fable  throne  behold 
Of  Night  primaeval,  and  of  Chaos  old  !  630 

Before  her,  Fancy's  gilded  clouds  decay, 
And  all  its  varying  rain -bows  die  away, 
Wit  (hoots  in  vain  its  momentai'y  firesj 
The  meteor  drops,  and  in  a  flalh  expires. 
As  one  by  one  at  dread  Medea'-;  ftrain, 
The  fickening  ftars  fade  off  th'  ethereal  p'ain  ; 
As  Argus'  eyes  by  Hermes'  wand  oppreft, 
Clos'd  one  by  one  to  everlafling  refl ; 
Thus  at  her  felt  approach,  and  fecret  might, 
Art  after  Art  tjoes  out,  and  all  is  night :  64O 

See  fculking  Truth  to  her  old  cavern  fled, 
JVIounwins  of  cafuiftfy  heap'd  o'er  her  head  I 
Philofophy,  that  Ican'd  on  heaven  before, 
Shrinks  to  her  fecond  caufe,  and  is  no  more. 


VARIATION. 

Ver.  643.  In  the  former  edit,  it  flood  thas : 

>hilofophy,  that  reach'd  the  heavens  before, 
Shrinks  to  her  hidden  caufe,  and  is  no  more. 

And  this  way  was  intended  as  a  cenfure  of  the 
Newtonian  philofophy.  For  the  poet  had  been 
wifled  by  the  prejudices  of  foreigners,  as  if  that 
|»hilofophy  had  recurred  to  the  occult  qualities  of 
Ariftotle.  This  was  the  idea  he  received  of  it 
from  a  man  educated  much  abroad,  who  had  read 
every  thing,  but  every  thing  fupetficially.  Had 
his  excellent  friend  Rr.  A.  been  confalted  in  this 
matter,  it  is  certain  that  fo  unjuft  a  refiedlion  had 
never  difcredited  fo  noble  a  fatire.  When  I  hint- 
ed to  him  how  he  had  been  impofed  upon,  he 
•hanged  (he  lines  with  great  pleafure  into  a  com- 
pliment  (as  they  now  ftand)  on  that  divine  ge- 
nius, and  a  fatire  on  the  folly  by  which  he  the 
f  oct  himfelf  had  been  mifled. 

REMARKS, 

goddelTes  power,  to  intrance  the  dull,  or  to  quiet 
ttie  venal.  For  though  the  venal  may  be  more 
unruly  than  the  dull,  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  it  de- 
mands a  much  greater  expeace  of  her  virtue  to 
intrance  than  barely  to  quiet.  Scribl. 

Ver.  6z9  She  conies  .  fhe  come?  I  &c.]  Here 
the  mufe,  like  Jove's  eagle,  after  a  fudden  ftoop  at 
ignoble  game,  foareth  again  to  the  (kies.  As  pro- 
phecy hath  ever  been  one  f'f  the  chief  provinces  of 
jpocfy,  our  poet  here  foretells  from  what  we  feel> 


NCI  AD,  S>f 

Phyfic  of  MetaphyHc  begs  defence, 

And  Metaphyfic  calls  for  aid  on  Senfe  1 

See  Myftery  to  Mathematics  fly  I 

In  vain !  they  gaze,  turn  giddy,  rave,  and  die. 

Religion  blufhing  veils  her  facred  fires. 

And  unawares  Morality  eipires.  (?j© 

Nor  public  flame,  nor  private  dares  to  fhine  : 

Nor  human  fpark  is  left,  nor  glimpfe  divine '. 

Lo     thy  dread  empire.  Chaos !  is  reftor'd. 

Light  dits  before  thy  uncreating  word  : 

Thy  hand,  great  Anarch  1  lets  the  curtain  fall  } 

And  UniverTal  Darkuefs  buries  All. 


REMABKS. 

what  vre  are  to  fear  ;  and  in  the  ftyle  of  other 
prophets,  hath  afed  the  future  tenfe  for  the  prete- 
rit ;  fince  what  he  fays  fhaH  be,  is  already  to  bci 
feen,  in  the  writings  of  fome  even  of  our  moflfc 
adorned  authors  in  divinity,  philofophy,  phyfics, 
metaphyfics,  &c.  who  are  too  go«d  indeed  to  he 
named  in  fuch  company. 

Ibid.  The  fable  throne  behold.]  The  fable 
thrones  of  night  and  chaos,  here  reprefented  as 
advancing  to  extinguifh  the  light  of  the  fciences, 
in  the  firfk  place  blot  out  the  colours  of  fancy, 
and  damp  the  fire  of  wit,  before  they  proceed  t« 
their  work. 

Ver.  641.  Truth  to  her  old  cavern  fled.]  Al- 
luding to  the  faying  of  Democritus,  that  truth  lay 
at  the  bottom  of  a  deep  well,  from  whence  he  had 
drawn  her  :  Though  Butler  fays,  he  firfl  put  her 
in,  before  he  drew  her  out. 

Ver.  649.  Religion  blufhing  veils  her  facred 
fires,]  Blufhing  as  well  at  the  memory  of  the  paft 
overflow  of  Dulnefs,  when  the  barbafous  learning 
of  fo  many  ages  was  wholly  employed  in  corrupt- 
ing the  fimplicity,  and  defiling  the  purity  of  reli- 
gion, as  at  the  view  of  thefe  her  falfe  fupports  la 
the  prefent ;  of  which  it  would  be  endlefs  to  re-» 
count  the  particulars.  However,  amidft  the  ex« 
tin(^i()n  of  all  other  lights,  fhe  is  faid  only  to  with- 
draw hers !  as  hers  alone  in  its  own  nature  is  un- 
e  tingui(hable  and  eternal. 

Ver.  650.  And  unSwares  Morality  expires  j  It 
appears  from  hence  that  our  Poet  was  of  very 
different  fentiments  from  the  Author  of  the  Cha- 
radteriftics,  who  has  written  a  formal  treatife  on 
Virtue,  to  prove  it  not  only  real  but  durable, 
without  the  fupport  of  religion.  The  word  Un- 
awares alludes  to  the  confidence  of  thofe  men, 
who  fuppofe  that  morality  would  flourilh  beft, 
without  it,  and  confequently  to  the  furprife  fuch 
would  be  in  (if  any  fuch  there  are)  who  indeed 
love  virtue,  and  yet  do  all  they  can  10  root  «U^ 
the  religion  of.  their  country. 
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St^rf^-*!,-^  A.  >>  Vi^-^J 


BY  THE  AUTHOR—A  DECLARATION. 

mr  HERE  AS  ctrtaln  haberdafliers  of  points  and  particles,  being  inflgafed  by  thefpirit  »/  pride,  and  af- 
fuming  U  themfelvet  the  name  o/"  critics  and  reftorcrs,  have  taken  upon  them  to  adulterate  the  common  and  cur- 
rent fenfe  of  our  glorious  anceftors,  poets  of  this  realm,  by  clipping,  coining,  defacing  the  images,  mixiitg  their 
ttvit  bafe  alloy,  tr  oiherivife  fulfifyifg  the  fame  ;  tvbicb  they  publifh,  utter,  and  vend  as  genuine  :  The  faidbd- 
ierdajbert  havin<r  no  right  thereto,  as  neither  heirs,  executors,  adminifrators,  affigns,  or  in  any  fort  related  /• 
fuch  poets,  to  all  or  any  of  them  :  Now,  We  having  carefd'ily  rev  fed  this  our  Dunciad,  *  b^ginning  with  the 
viords  the  mighty  mother,  and  ending  zvitb  the  ivords  buries  all,  containing  the  entire  fum  of  one  thoufand 
fevcn  hundred  and  fifty-four  verfes,  declare  every  -word  fgure  point,  and  somtna  of  this  impreffian  to  be  au- 
ibeHtit :  And  do  therefore  Jlrifily  enjoin  and  forbid  any  perfon  or  pifons  •u.<batfeever,  to  erafe,  reverfe,  put  be- 
tiveen  hooks,  or  by  any  other  means,  direBly  or  indirefily,  change  or  mangle  any  ofihem.  And  -we  do  bertby. 
earnefily  exhort  all  our  brethren  to  follo-w  this  our  example,  "which  -we  heartily  -wifb  our  great  predeceffot  s  had 
■heretofore  fet,  as  a  remedy  and  prevention  of  all  fuch  ahufes.  Provided  always,  that  nothing  in  this  declaration, 
(hall  be  eonjlrued  to  limit  the  laiiful  and  undoubted  right  of  every  fubje£i  of  this  realm,  to  judge,  eerfure,  or  ««- 
dimn  in  tbt  vibolt  or  in  part,  any  poem  tr  poet  •whatfoever. 

Given  under  our  hand  at  London,  thii  ^irddayoffanuary,  in  the  year  oftur  Ltrd  ont  thoufand fiven 
hundred  thirty  and  t-wo. 

Dedarat'  cor*  me,     "> 
John  Bamcr,  Mayor. 3 


*  Read  thus  confidently,  inflead  of  "  beginning  with  the  word  books,  and  ending  with  the 
♦*  word  flies,"  as  formerly  it  flood  :  Read  alfo,  "  containing  the  entire  fum  of  one  thoufand  feven 
"  hundred  and  fifty-four  verfes,"  inftead  of  "  one  thoufand  and  twelve  lines;"  fueh  being  the  initial 

-^and  final  words,  and  fuch  the  true  and  entire  contents  of  this  poem. 

Thou  art  to  know,  reader  :  that  the  firft  edition  thereof,  like  that  of  Milton,  was  never  feen  hj 
the  author  (though  living,  and  not  bhnd)  :  The  editor  himfelf  confeffed   as  much  in  his  preface  : 

-And  no  two  poems  were  ever  publifhed  in  fo  arbitrary  a  manner.  l"he  editor  of  this  had  as  boldly 
fupprelTed  whole  paffages,  yea  the  entire  laft  book,  as  the  editor  of  Paradife  i.oft,  added  and  aug- 
mented. Milton  himfelf  gave  but  ten  books,  his  editor  twelve ;  this  author  gave  four  books,  hi* 
editor  only  three.  But  wc  have  happily  done  juftice  to  both ;  and  prefumc  wc  Ihall  live,  in  this 
•ur  laft  laboor,  as  long  as  in  any  •{  our  others.  Btxi  j.^ 
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T, 

PREFACE 

Prefixed  to  the  Ji-ve  Jlrji  imperfeB  Editions  of  the 
I)U NC 1  AD,  in  three  Books , printed  at  Dublin 
a«(/Lo!«DON,  in  oSavo  and  duodecimo,  1727. 

THE  PUBLISHER  (a)  TO  THE  READER. 

It  will  be  found  a  true  obfervation,  though  fome- 
■what  furprifing,  that  when  any  fcandal  is  vented 
againft  a  man  of  the  higheft  dillindlion  and  charac- 
ter, either  in  the  ftate  or  literature,  the  public  in 


(a)  The  Publijher^  IVho  he  zuas  is  uncertain  ;  but 
Pdivard  Ward  tells  us,  in  his  Preface  to  Durgen,  "  that 
"  mofi  judges  are  of  opinion  this  preface  is  not  of  E>'g- 
"  lifh  extraSiion,  but  Hibernian"  \^c.  He  means  it 
-was  ivritten  by  Dr.  S-u'ift,  ivho,  luhether  publijher  or 
not,  may  be  faid  in  a  fort  to  be  author  of  the  poem. 
For  ivhen  he,  together  "with  Mr.  Pope  (for  reafonsfpe- 
cified  in  the  preface  to  their  Mifcellanies )  determined  to 
civn  the  mofl  trifling  pieces  in  ivhich  they  had  any  hand, 
and  to  dflroy  all  that  remained  in  their  po-wer  ;  thefirfl 
jketch  of  ihii  poem  luas  f Hatched  from  the  fire  b\j  Dr. 
S-wift,  "who  perfiiaded  his  friend  to  proceed  in  it,  and  to 
him  it  ivas  therefore  infcribed.  But  the  oceafion  of 
printing  it  ivas  as  folloivs  : 

There  -was  publifhed in  thofe   Mifcellanies,  a  Treat ife 
of  the  Bathos,,  or  Art  of  Sinking  in  Poetry,   in  -which 
ivas  a  chapter,    ivhcre  the  fpecies  of  bad  ivriters  ivere 
ranged  in   clafjes,  and  initial  letters  of  names  prefixed, 
for  the  mofl part  at  random.      But  fuch  ivas  the  num- 
ber of  poets   eminent  in  that  art,  tlMit  fime  one  or  other 
took  every  letter  to  himfelf.      All  fell  into  fo  -violent  a 
fury,  that  for  half  a  year,  or  more,  the  common  neivs- 
papers    (in   mofi  of  ivhich  they  had  f, me  property,   as 
being  hired  ivriters  J  -were  filled  ivith  the   mofi  ab  fine 
falfehoods  and  fcurrilities   tbey  could  pojfibly  de-uife ;    a 
liberty  no  -ways  to  be  ivondcred  at  in  thofe  people,  and  I 
in  thofe  papers,  that,  for  many  years,  during  the  uncon-  I 
trouUd  licenfe  of  the  prefs,   had  afperfed  almofi  all  the  | 
great  chara^ers   of  the   age  ;   and  this  -with   impunity,  i 
their   Mij/j  perfons  and  names   being  utterly  fecrct  and  I 
sbfcum  I  This  ga-ve  Mr.  Pope  the  thought,  that  he  had  \ 
toiv  fome   opportunity   of  doing  good,  by  dete5iin^  and  j 
dragging  into  light  ihefe  commnn  enemies   of  mankind ; 
fince  to    invalidate  this  univerfnl  fiander,  it  fiijficed  to 
Jho-w    ivhat  ccntemptiLle  men   ii-ere  the   authiis    of  it,  ■ 
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general  afford  it  a  moft  quiet  reception  :  and  the 
larger  part  accept  it  a'*  favourably  as  if  it  were 
fome  kindnefs  done  to  themfelves  :  whereas,  if  a 
known  fcoundrel  or  blockhead  bat  chanced  to  be 
touched  upon,  a  whole  legion  is  up  in  arms,  and 
it  becomes  the  common  caufe  of  all  fcribblers,  and 
printers  vi'hatfoever. 

Not  to  fearch  too  deeply  into  the  reafon  hereof, 
I  will  only  obferve  as  a  fait,  that  every  week  for 
thefe  two  months,  paft,  the  town  has  been  perfe- 
cutedivirh  {b)  pamphlets,  advertifements,  letters, 
and  weekly  effays,  not  only  againft  the  wk  and 
writings,  but  againft  the  charadler  and  perfon  of 
Mr.  Pope.  And  that  of  all  thofe  men  who  have 
received  pleafure  from  his  works,  which  by  modeft 
compulation  may  be  about  a  (c)  hundred  thoufand 
in  thefe  kingdoms  of  En;^'land  and  Ireland  (not  to 
mention  Jerfey,  Guernfey,  the  Orcades,  thofe  in 
the  new  world,  and  foreigners  who  have  tranflated 
him  into  their  languages);  of  all  this  number  not 
a  mSn  hath  flood  up  to  fay  one  word  in  his  de- 
fence. 

He  ivas  not  ivithout  hopes,  that  by  manifefiing  the  dul- 
nefs  of  thofe  ivho  had  only  malice  to  recommend  them  ; 
either  the  bookfellers  -would  not  find  their  account  in  em-' 
ploying  them,  or  the  men  themfelnes,  -when  difco-uered, 
-want  courage  to  proceed  in  fo  unlaivful  an  occupation. 
This  it  ivas  that  gane  birth  to  the  Duuciad ;  and  he 
thought  it  an  happinefs,  thai  by  the  late  fiood  offiander 
on  himfelf,  he  had  acquired  fuch  a  pculiar  right  ever 
their  names,  as  ivas  neceffary  to  his  Jcjign. 

(b)  Pamphlets,  advertifements,  i^c]  See  the  lifi  of 
thofe  anonymous  papers,  ivith  their  datet  and  authors 
annex ed,  inferted  before  the  poem. 

(t)  about  a  hundred  thoufand^  It  is  furprifing  -with 
ivhat fiupidity  this  preface,  ivhich  is  almofi  a  continued 
irony,  ivas  taken  by  thofe  authors.  All  fuch  paffages 
as  thefe  ivere  unaerfiood  by  Curll,  Cook,  Gibber,  and 
others,  to  be  ferious.  Hear  the  Laureate  {^Letter  to  Mr, 
Pope,  p.  q.)  "  Though  I  grant  the  Dunciad  a  better 
'"poem  of  its  kind  than  ever  -was  -writ;  yet,  ivhen  I 
"  read  it  ivith  thofe  vain-glorious  encumbrances  of  Notes 
"  and  Remarks  upon  it,  \^c. — it  is  amafing,  that  you, 
"  ivho  Live  ivrit  ivith  fuch  mafierly  ffi'it  upon  the 
"  ruling  pajfion.fiould  be  fo  blind  a  fiave  to  your  nvn, 
"  as  not  to  fee  how  far  a  loiv  avarice  of  praife,  '  Ufc, 
(taking  it  for  granted  that  the  notes  of  Scriblerut  ami 
others,  ivere  iht  author' t  e-tv/i.^ 
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The  only  exception  is  the  (d)  author  of  the  fol- 
towing  poem,  who  doubtlefs  had  either  a  better 
iniight  into  the  grounds  of  this  clamour,  or  a  bet- 
ter opinion  of  Mr.  Pope's  integrity,  joined  with  a 
greater  perfonal  love  for  him,  than  any  other  of 
his  numerous  friends  and  admirers. 

Farther,  that  he  was  in  his  peculiar  intimacy, 
appears  from  the  knowledge  he  nianifefts  of  the 
nioft  private  authors  of  all  the  anonymous  pieces 
againA  him,  and  from  his  having  in  this  poem  at- 
tacked (^)  no  man  living,  who  had  not  before 
printed,  or  publiflied  fome  fcandal  againfl  this  gen- 
tleman. 

How  1  came  poffeft  of  it,,  is  no  concern  to  the 
reader  :  but  it  would  have  been  a  wrong  to  him 
Jiad  I  detained  the  publication  ;  fince  thofe  names 
which  are  its  chief  ornaments  die  off  daily  fo  faft, 
as  muft  render  it  too  foon  unintelligible  If  it 
provoke  the  author  to  give  us  a  more  perfe(ft  edi- 
tion, I  have  my  end. 

Who  he  is  1  cannot  fay,  and  (v/hich  is  a  great 
pity)  there  is  certainly  (/)  nothing  in  his  flyle 
and  manner  of  writing,  which  can  diftinguifii  or 
difcover  him :  for  if  it  bears  any  refemblance  to 
that  of  Mr.  Pope,  it  is  not  improbable  but  it 
might  be  done  on  purpofe,  with  a  view  to  have  it 
pals  for  his.  But  by  the  frequency  of  his  allufions 
to  Virgil,  and  a  laboured  (not  to  fay  afFe(5led) 
Ihortnefs  in  imitation  of  him,  I  fliould  think  him 
jTiore  an  admirer  of  the  Roman  poet  than  of  the 
Grecian,  and  in  that  not  of  the  fame  tafte  with  his 
friend. 

I  have  been  well  informed,  that  this  work  was 
the  labour  of  full  (g)  fix  years  of  his  life,  and 
that  he  wholly  retijcd  himfelf  from  all  the  avoca- 

(i)  The  author  r,f  the followi/ig  poem,  iSfc."]  A  very 
plain  irony,  fpeaking  af  Mr.  Pope  himfelf. 

(f )  The  publifber  in  tbefe  vjcrds  'jueni  a  little  too  far  i 
hut  it  is  certain,  tuhatever  names  the  reader  finds  that 
are  unknoiun  to  him,  are  offuch  ;  and  the  exception  is 
»nly  of  tt»»  or  ihree^  iithofe  dulnefs,  impudent  fcurriliiy, 
trfelf-ienceit.,  all  mankind  agreed  to  have  jufily  entitled 
item  to  a  place  in  the  Duociad. 

(f)  'There  is  certainly  nothing  in  his  flyle,  iSfc."] 
This  irony  bad  finall  effeSl  in  concealing  the  author. 
The  Duneiad,  imperfeSi  as  it  ivas,  bad  not  been  pub- 
lifhei  two  days,  but  the  ivhole  tozvn  gave  it  to  JMr. 
F*pt 

(  g)  the  labour  of  full  fix  years,  t5"£.]  7his  alfo  tvas 
boneflly  and  ferioufly  helie-ved  iy  divers  gentlemen  of  the 
Duneiad.  y.  Ralph,  pref.  to  Saivney,  "  iVe  are  told 
"  it  "was  the  labour  of  fix  years ,  tvith  the  ulmofi  affidiity 
"  and  application  :  It  is  no  great  complimtnt  to  the 
"  author  I  fenfe,  to  have  employed  fo  large  a  part  of  his 
"  life,  \^c  "  So  alfo  IVard,  pref.  to  Durgen,  "  The 
"  Duneiad,  as  the  publifher  very  ivifely  confe^es,  cofl 
*'  the  author  fix  years  retirement  from  all  the  pltafures 
"  of  life ;  though  it  is  fomevihat  diff.cult  to  conceive, 
"  from  either  its  bulk  or  beauty,  that  it  could  be  fo  long 
"  in  hatching,  isfc.  But  the  length  of  time  and  cl^enefs 
"  of  application  ivere  mentioned,  to  prepojfefs  the  reader 
"  •u'itb  a  giiod  opinion  of  it." 

They  juji  at  well  underfltod  vibat  Scriblerut  faid  of 
ill  poem. 


tions  and  pleafures  of  tl>«  v/orld,  to  attend  dili* 
gently  to  its  corredlion  and  perfeAion  ;  and  fir 
years  more  he  intended  to  beftow  upon  it,  as  would 
feem  by  this  verfe  of  Statins,  which  was  cited  at 
the  head  of  his  manufcript  : 

"  Oh  mihi  biffcnos  multum  -vigllata  per  annos, 
"  Diincia  1  (Z>)" 

Hence  alfo  we  learn  the  true  title  of  the  poem: 
which  with  the  fame  certainty  as  we  call  that  of 
Homei  the  Iliad,  of  Virgil  the  .^neid,  of  Camoens 
the  Lufiad,  we  may  pronounce,  could  have  been, 
and  can  be,  no  other  than 

THE  DUNCIAD. 

It  is  ftyled  heroic,  as  being  doubly  fo  ;  not  only 
with  refpeift  to  its  nature,  which  according  to  the 
beft  rule-i  of  the  ancients,  and  ftrideft  ideas  of  the 
moderns,  is  critically  fuch;  but  alfo  with  regard 
to  the  heroical  difpoHtion  and  high  courage  of  the 
writer,  who  dared  to  Rir  up  fuch  a  formidable,  ir- 
ritable, and  implacable  race  of  mortals. 

There  may  arife  fome  obfcurity  in  chronology 
from  the  names  in  the  poem,  by  the  inevitable  re- 
moval of  fome  authors,  and  infertion  of  others  in 
their  niches.  For  whoever  will  confider  the  unity 
of  the  whole  defign,  will  be  fenfible,  that  the  poem 
was  not  made  for  thefe  authors,  but  thefe  authors 
for  the  poem.  I  Ihould  judge  that  they  were 
clapped  in  as  they  rofe,  frefh  and  frefh,  and  chan- 
ged from  day  to  day  ;  in  like  manner  as  when  the 
old  boughs  wither,  we  thruft  new  ones  into  a 
chimney. 

I  would  not  have  the  reader  too  much  troubled, 
or  anxious,  if  he  cannot  decypher  them  ;  fince 
when  he  (hall  have  found  them  out,  he  will  pro- 
bably knOw  no  more  of  the  perfons  than  before. 

Yet  we  judged  it  better  to  preferve  them  as 
they  are,  than  to  change  them  for  fidlitious  names ; 
by  which  the  fatire  would  only  be  multiplied,  and 
applied  to  many  in  Head  of  one.  Had  the  hero,  for 
iiiflance,  been  called  Codrus,  how  many  would 
have  affirmed  him  to  have  been  Mr.  T-  Mr.  E. 
Sir  R.  B.  &.C.  But  now  all  that  unjuft  fcandal  is 
faved  by  calling  him  by  a  name,  which,  by  good 
luck,  happens  to  be  that  of  a  real  perfon. 


n. 

A  LIST  OF  BOOKS,  PAPERS,  AND  VERSES, 

In  which  our  Author  tvat  abufed,  before  the  Publica- 
tion of  the  DuNClAD  ;  luith  the  true  Names  of 
the  Authors, 

Reflxctions  critical  and  fatirical  on  a  late 
Rhapfody,  called.  An  Effay  on  Criticifm.  By 
Mr.  Dennis,  printed  by  B.  Lintot,  price  6  d. 

(^h)  The  prefacer  to  Curll'e  i:ey,p.  3.  took  this  word 
to  be  really  in  Statius  :  "  £y  a  quibble  on  the  "word 
"■  Duncia,  the  Lunciad  is  formed."  Mr,  Ward  alf* 
follfws  him  in  the  famt  opinion. 
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A  New  ReheaiTal,  or  Says  the  younger  :  con- 
taining an  Examen  of  Mr.  Rovve's  plays,  and  a 
word  or  two  on  Mr.  Pope's  Rape  of  the  Lock, 
Anop,  [by  Charles  Gildon]  printed  for  J.Roberts, 
1714,  price  I  s. 

,  Homerides,  or  a  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,  occaGoned 
by  his  intended  tranllation  of  Homer.  By  Sir 
Iliad  Doggrel.  [  Tho.  Burnet  and  G.  Ducket 
Efquiresj  printed  for  \V.  Wilkins,  j  715,  price  9  d. 
^fop  at  the  Bear-garden  ;  a  Vifion,  in  imitation 
of  the  Temple  of  Fame,  by  Mr.  Preflon.  Sold  by 
John  Morphew,  1715,  price  6  d. 

rhe" Catholic  Poet, or  Proteftant  Barnaby's  Sor- 
rowful Lamentation;  a  Ballad  about  Homer's  Iliad. 
By  Mrs.  Centlivre  and  others,  1 7 15,  price  I  d. 

An  Epilogue  to  a  Puppet-fiiow  at  Bath,  con- 
cerning the  faid  Iliad.  By  George  Ducket,  Efq  , 
printed  by  E.  Curll. 

A  complete  Key  to  the  What-d'yc-caU-it.  Anon, 
[by  Griffin  a  Player,  fupervifed  by  Mr.  Th — •] 
printed  by  J.  P^oberts,  1715. 

A  true  character  of  Mr.  P.  an<l  his  writings,  in 
a  letter  to  a  friend.  Anon.  [Dennisj  printed  for 
S.  Popping,  1716,  price  3d. 

The  Confederates,  a  Farce.  By  Jofeph  Gay, 
[J.  D.  Breval]  printed  for  R,  Burleigh,  1717, 
price  Is., 

Remarks  ijpon  Mr.  Pope's  tranilation  of  Ho- 
mer ;  with  two  letters  concerning  the  Windfor 
Foreft,  and  the  Temple  of  Fame.  By  Mr.  Dennis, 
printed  for  £.  Curll,  171 7,  price  i  s.  6  d. 

Satires  on  the  Tranflators  of  Homer,  Mr.  P. 

and  Mr.  IJ.  Anon.  [Bck.  Morris]  1717,  price  6d. 

The  Triumvirate  :   or  a  Letter  from  Paloemon 

to  Celia  at  Bath.  Anon.  [Leonard  V/clfted]  17 11, 

folio,  price  i  s. 

The  Battle  of  Poets,  an  heroic  poem.  By  Tho. 
Cooke,  printed  for  J.  Roberts,  folio,  1725. 

Memoirs  of  Lilliput.  Anoji.  [Eliz.  Hcywood] 
8vo,  printed  in  1727. 

An  Effay  on  Ctiticifm,  in  profe.  By  the  author 
of  the  Critical  Hiftory  of  England  [J.  Oldmixon] 
Svo,  printed  1738. 

Gulliveriana  and  Alex?.ndiiana  ;  with  an  ample 
preface  and  critique  on  Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcel- 
lanies.  By  Jonathan  Smediey,  printed  by  J.- Ro- 
berts, Svo,  1728. 

Charadlers  of  the  Times ;  or  an  account  of  the 
writings,  charadlers,  3zc.  of  feveral  gentlemen  li- 
belled, by  S —  and  P — ,  in  a  late  Mifcellany,  Svo, 
I7a8. 

Remarks  on  Mr.  Pope's  Rape  of  the  Lock,  in 
letters  to  a  friend.  By  Mr.  Dennis ;  written  in 
1724,  though  not  printed  till  1728,  Svo. 

Vcrfcs^  Letters,  EJfays,  or  Advertifcmcnts ,  in  the publie 
Prints. 

Britifli  Journal,  Nov.  25,  1727.  A  letter  on 
Swift  and  Pope's  Mifcellanies.  [Writby  M.  Con- 
cannen.] 

Daily  Journal,  March  i3,  1728.  A  letter  by 
Philomauri.     James-AIoore  Smith. 

Daily  Journal,  March  29.  A  letter  about  j 
Therfites;  accufing  the  author  of  difaffeiflion  to  | 
the  Government,     By  Jamcs-Moore  Smith. 


Mill's  Weekly  Journal,  Mivrch  30.  An  Eifay 
on  the  Arts  of  a  Poet's  finking  in. reputation  ;  or, 
a  Supplement  to  the  Art  of  finking  ip  Poetry. 
[Suppofed  by  Mr.  Theobald.] 

Daily  Journal,  April  3.  A  I^etter  under  the 
name  of  Philo-ditto.      By  James-Moore  Smith. 

Flying  Poft,  April  4.  A  letter  againft  Gulliver 
and  Mr.  P.     [By  Mr,  Oldmixion.] 

Daily  Journal,  April  j.  An  AucStion  of  Goods 
at  Twickenham.     By  James  Moore  Smith. 

The  Flying  Poll,  April  6.  A  Fragment  of  3 
Treatife  upon  Swift  and  Pope.  By  Mr  OldmLson 

The  Senator,  April  9.  On  the  fame.  By  Ed- 
ward Rjomc. 

D;iiiy  Journal,  April  8.  Advertifement  by 
James- iVIoore  Smiih 

Flying  Poll,  April  13.  Verfes  againft  Dr.  Swift, 
and  ag;iinft  Mr.  P — 's  Homer.   By  J.  Oldmixon. 

Daily  J  lurnal,  April  23.  Letter  about  the  tranf- 
lation  of  the  charadler  of  rherilres  in  Homer.  By 
Thomas  Cooke,  &.c. 

Mill's  Weekly  Journal,  April  27.  A  Letter  of 
I.,ewi.s  Theobald. 

Daily  Journal,  May  ix.  A  Lettsr  againft  Mr. 
P.  at  large.     Anon.  [John  Dennis.] 

All  thefe  were  afterwards  reprinted,  in  a  pam- 
phlet, intituled,  A  CoilecSlion  of  all  the  Veries, 
Effiys,  Letters,  and  Advertifements  occafioned  by 
'Vlr.  Pope  and  Swift's  Mifcellanies,  prefaced  by 
Concanuen,  Anonymous,  8v0y  and  printed  for 
A.  Moore,  1728,  price  i  s.  Others  of  an  elder 
date,  having  lain  as  wade  paper  many  years,  were, 
upon  the  publication  of  the  Dunciad,  brought  out, 
and  their  authors  betrayed  by  the  n;ercenary  book- 
fellers  (in  hopes  of  fome  poffibility  of  vendino-  a 

few)  by  advertifmg  them  in  this  manner "  The 

"  Confederates,  a  Farce.  By  Capt  Breval  (for 
"  which  he  was  put  into  the  Dunciad).  An  Epi^" 
"  logue  to  Powell's  Puppet-lhow.  ByCol.  DuckeE 
"  (for  which  he  was  pur  into  the  Dunciad).  £f- 
"  fays,  &:c.  By  Sir  Richard  Blackmore.  (N.  B. 
"  It  was  for  a  paflage  of  this  book  that  Sir  Richard 
"  was  put  into  the  Dunciad,")    And  fo  of  others. 

After  the  DunciaJ,  I72-S. 

An  Effay  on  the  Dunciad,  Svo,  printed  for 
J.  Robert.s.  [In  this  book,  p.  9,  it  was  formally  0 
declared,  "  That  the  complaint  of  the  aforefaid 
"  libels  and  advertifements  was  forged  and  untrue  : 
"  that  all  mouths  had  been  filent,  except  in  Mr. 
"  Pope's  praife;  and  nothing  againft  him  publifh- 
"  ed,  but  by  Mr,  Theobald,"] 

Sawney;  in  bbnk  verfe,  occa^fioned  by  the  Dun-^ 
ciad  ;  with  a  critique  on  that  poem.  By  J.  Ralph 
[a  ptrfon  never  mentioned  in  it  at  firft,  but  infert- 
ed  after},  printed  for  J.  Roberts,  Svo. 

A  complete  Key  to  the  Dunciad.  By  E.  Curlier 
l2mo,  price  6d. 

A  fecond  and  third  edition  of  the  fame,  with 
additions,  i2mo. 

The  Popiad.  By  E.  Curll,  extradcd  from  J, 
Dennis,  Sir  Riehard  Blackmore,  &c,  i24no.  p^ice- 
6d. 

The  Curliad.     By  the  fame  E.  Curll. 

The  Fca-.ale  Dunciad.     Collected  by  the  fame 
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Mr.  Curll,  Ijmo.  price  6  d.  With  the  Metamor- 
phofis  of  P.  into  a  flinging  Nettle.  By  Mr.  Fox- 
ton,  I2mo. 

The  Metamorphofis  of  Scriblerus  info  Snarle- 
rus.  By.  J.  Smedley,  pointed  for  A.  Moore,  folio, 
price  6  d.  ' 

The  Dunciad  differed.  By  Curll  and  Mrs. 
Thomas,  ismo. 

An  Effay  on  the  Tafle  and  Writings  of  the  pre- 
fent  Times.  Said  to  be  writ  by  a  gentleman  of 
C.  C  C   Oxon,  printed  for  J.  Roberts,  8vo. 

The  Arts  of  Logic  and  Rhetoric,  partly  taken 
'  from  Bouhours,  with  new  Reflexions,  &c.  By 
John  Oldmixon,  8vo. 

Remarks  on  the  Dunciad.  By  Mr  Dennis,  de- 
dicated to  Theobald,  8vo. 

A  Supplement  to  the  Profund.  Anon,  by  Mat- 
thew Concannen,  8vo. 

Mifl's  Weekly  Journal,  June  8.  A  long  letter, 
figned  W.  A.  Writ  by  fome  or  other  of  the  club 
of  Theobald,  Dennis,  Moore,  Concannen,  Cooke, 
who  for  fome  time  held  coiiftant  weekly  meetings 
fur  thofe  kind  of  performances. 

Daily  Journal,  June  II.  A  letter  figned  Phi'o- 
fcriblerus,  on  the  name  of  Pope. — Letter  to  Mr. 
Theobald,  in  verfe,  figned  B.  M.  [Bczaleel  Mor- 
ris] agairift  Mr  P— .  Many  other  little  epigrams, 
about  this  time  in  the  fame  papers,  by  James 
Moore,  and  others. 

M;ft*s  Journal,  June  22.  A  letter  by  Lewis 
The  bald. 

Flying  Pod,  Augufl  8.  Letter  on  Pope  and 
Swirt 

Daily  Journal,  Auguft  8.  Letter  charging  the 
author  of  the  Dunciad  with  treafon. 

Durgen  :  A  plain  fatire  on  a  pompous  fatirift. 
ly  Jt-dward  Ward,  with  a  little  of  James  Moore. 

Apollo's  Maggot  in  his  cups.     By  E.  W  ard. 

Gulliveriana  Secunda.  Being  a  colleflion  of 
many  of  the  libels  in  the  newfpapers,  hke  the  for- 
mer volume,  under  the  fame  title,  by  Smedley. 
Advertifed  in  the  Craftfman,  Nov.  9.  1728,  with 
tliib  remarkable  promife,  that  "  any  thing  which 
•'  any  body  fliould  fend  as  Mr.  Pope's  or  Dr. 
"  Swift's,  fliould  be  infcrted  and  publiilicd  as 
"  theirs." 

%  Pope  Alexander's  fupremacy  and  infallibility 
examined,  &c.  By  George  Ducket  and  John  Den- 
nis, 4to. 

Dean  Jonathan's  Paraphrafe  on  the  fourth  chap- 
ter of  Genefis.  Writ  by  E.  Roome,  folio,  1729. 

Labeo  :  A  paper  of  verfes  by  Leonard  Welfted, 
which  after  came  into  one  epiflle,  and  Was  pub- 
Jiflied  by  James  Moore,  4to,  17.30.  Another  part 
of  it  came  out  in  Welfted's  own  name,  under  the 
juft  title  of  Dulnefs  and  Scandal,  folio,  1731. 
There  ha-ve  bsenftnce  puilifi:d, 

Verfes  on  the  imitator  of  Horace.  By  a  lady 
[or  between  a  lady,  a  lord,  and  a  court  'f(jaire] 
printer  for  J.  Roberts,  folio. 

An  epiftle  from  a  nobleman  to  a  dodlor  of  divi- 
nity, from  Hampton-court  [Lord  H — y.]  Printed 
for  J.  R»hcrts  alio,  folio. 

A  Letter  from  Mr.  Cibber  to  Mr.  Pope.  Print- 
cil  fwr  W.  Lewi*  in  Covent  garden,  8vo. 


III. 


ADVERTISEMENT 

Ta  the  jiiji  Edition  tvitb  Notes,  in  4to,  JJtg. 

It  will  be  fufScient  to  fay  of  this  edition,  that  the 
reader  has  here  a  much  more  correift  and  com- 
plete copy  of  the  Dunciad,  than  has  hitherto  ap- 
peared. I  cannot  anfwer  but  fome  miftakes  may 
have  Ilipt  into  it,  but  a  vaft  number  of  others  will 
be  prevenred  by  the  names  being  now  not  only 
fet  at  length,  but  juftified  by  the  authorities  and 
resifons  given.  I  make  no  doubt,  the  author's  own 
motive  to  ufe  real  rather  than  feigned  names,  was 
his  care  to  prcferve  the  innocent  from  any  falfe 
application ;  whereas,  in  the  former  editions,  which 
had  no  more  than  the  initial  letters,  he  was  made, 
by  keys  printed  here,  to  hurt  the  inoffenfive.  and 
(what  was  worfe)  to  abufe  his  friends,  by  an  im- 
preDTion  at  Dublin. 

The  commentary  which  attends  this  poem,  was 
fent  me  from  feveral  hands,  and  confequently  muft 
be  unequally  written  ;  yet  will  have  one  advan- 
tage over  mod  commentaries,  that  it  is  not  made 
upon  conjedlures,  or  at  a  remote  diftance  of  time  : 
and  the  reader  cannot  but  derive  one  pleafure  from 
the  very  obfcurity  of  the  perfons  it  treats  of,  that 
it  partakes  of  the  nature  of  a  fecret,  which  mofl 
people  love  to  be  let  into,  though  the  men  or  the 
things  be  ever  fo  inconfiderable  or  trivial. 

Of  the  perfons  it  was  judged  proper  to  give 
fome  account:  for  fince  it  is  only  in  this  monu- 
ment that  they  muft;  expeft  to  furvive  (and  here 
furvive  they  will,  as  long  as  the  Englifn  tongue 
fliall  remain  fuch  as  it  was  in  the  reigns  of  Queen 
Anne  and  King  George),  it  feemed  but  humanity 
to  bellow  a  word  or  two  upon  each,  jult  to  tell 
what  he  was,  what  he  writ,  when  he  lived,  and 
when  he  died. 

If  a  word  or  two  more  are  added  upon  the  chief 
offenders,  it  is  only  as  a  paper  pinned  upon  the 
breaft,  to  mark  the  enormities  for  which  they  fuf- 
fered  ;  Icfl  the  c<  rredlion  only  fhould  be  remem- 
bered, and  the  crime  forgotten. 

In  fome  articles  it  was  thought  fufScient,  barely 
to  trantcribe  fs-om  Jacob,  Curll,  and  other  writers 
of  th'eir  own  rank,  who  were  much  better  acquaint- 
ed with  them  than  any  of  the  authors  of  thi» 
comment  can  pretend  to  be.  Mofl  of  them  had 
drawn  each  other's  charadlers  on  certain  occafions; 
but  the  few  here  inferted,  are  all  that  could  be 
faved  from  the  general  deflrudlion  of  fuch  works. 

Of  the  part  of  Scriblerus  1  need  fay  nothing ; 
his  manner  is  well  enough  known,  and  approved 
by  all  but  thofe  who  are  too  much  concerned  to 
be  judges. 


IV. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To  the  f.rji  Edition  of  the  fourth  Book  of  the  Dunciad, 

when  frinted  feparately  in  the  Year  I742'- 

We  apprehend  it  can  be  deemed  no  injury  to  the 
author  of  the  tliree  firft  books  of  »be  Dunciad,  th»t 
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We  publifli  this  fourtli.  It  was  founrl  merely  by 
accident,  in  taking  a  furvey  nf  the  Ubrary  of  a  late 
eminent  nobleman  ;  but  in  fo  blotted  a  condition, 
and  in  fo  many  detached  pieces,  as  plainly  fliowed 
it  to  be  not  only  incorrecft,  but  unfinifhed.  That 
the  author  of  the  three  firfl  books  had  a  deri;);n  to 
extend  and  complete  his  poem  in  this  manner,  ap- 
pears from  the  difiertation  prefixed  to  it,  where  it 
is  faid,  that  the  deCgn  is  more  extenfive,  and  that 
we  may  expect  other  epifodes  to  complete  it  ,• 
And  from  the  declaration  in  the  argument  to  the 
third  book,  that  the  accomplifliment  of  the  pro- 
phecies therein  would  be  the  theme  hereafter  of  a 
greater  Dunciad.  But  whether  or  no  he  be  the 
author  of  this,  we  declare  ourfelves  ignorant.  If 
he  be,  we  are  no  more  to  be  blamed  for  the  pub- 
lication of  it,  than  Tucca  and  Varius  f.^r  that  of 
the  laft  fix  books  of  the  ^neid,  though  perhaps  in- 
ferior to  the  former. 

If  any  perfon  be  pofieffed  of  a  more  perfeft  co- 
py of  this  work,  or  of  any  other  fragments  of  it, 
and  will  communicate  them  to  the  publifher,  we 
fhall  make  the  next  edition  more  complete  :  In 
which  we  alfo  promife  to  infert  any  criticifms  that 
Ihall  be  publifhed  (if  at  all  to  the  purpofe)  with 
the  names  of  the  authors;  or  any  letters  fent  us 
(though  not  to  the  purpofe)  fliall  yet  be  printed 
under  the  title  of  "  Epiftolx  Obfcurorum  Viro- 
rum  ;"  which,  together  with  fomc  others  of  the 
fame  kind,  formerly  laid  by  for  that  end,  may 
make  no  unpleafant  addition  to  thi  future  impref- 
iions  of  this  poem. 


ADVERTISEMENT 
To  the  complete  Edition   of  l"]  ^1, 

\  HAV^  long  h'ld  a  defign  of  giving  fome  fort  of 
notes  on  the  works  of  this  poet.  Before  I  had  the 
happinefs  of  his  acquaintance,  I  had  written  a  com- 
mentary on  his  ElTay  on  Man,  and  have  fince  finifh  - 
ed  another  on  the  Effay  on  Criticifm.  There  was 
one  already  on  the  Dunciad,  which  had  met  with 
general  approbation :  But  I  ftill  Viiought  fome  ad- 


ditions were  wanting  (of  a  more  ferious  kind)  to 
the  humorous  notes  of  Scriblerus,  and  even  to 
thofe  written  by  Mr.  Cleland,  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and 
others.  I  had  lately  the  pleafure  to  pafs  fome 
months  with  the  author  in  the  country,  where  I 
prevailed  upon  him  to  do  what  I  had  long  defired, 
and  favour  me  with  his  explanation  of  feveral  paf- 
fages  in  his  works.  It  happened,  that  juft  at  that 
junAure  was  publifhed  a  ridiculous  book  againft 
him,  full  of  perfonal  refledions,  which  furnifhed 
him  with  a  lucky  opportunity  of  improving  this 
poem,  by  giving  it  the  only  thing  it  wanted,  a 
more  confiderable  hero.  He  was  always  fcnlible 
of  its  defe6l  in  that  particular,  and  owned  he  had 
let  it  pafs  with  the  hero  it  had,  purely  for  want  of 
a  better,  not  entertaining  the  leaft  expectation  that 
fuch  an  one  was  referved  for  this  poll,  as  has  fincc 
obtained  the  laurel  :  But  fince  that  had  happened, 
he  could  no  longer  deny  this  juftice  either  to  him 
or  the  Diinciad. 

And  yet  I  will  venture  to  fay,  there  was  another 
motive  which  had  flill  more  weight  with  our  au- 
thor :  This  perfon  was  one,  who  from  every  folly 
(not  to  fay  vice)  of  which  another  woul^  be 
alhivmed,  has  conftantly  derived  a  vanity  !  and 
therefore  was  the  man  in  the  world  who  would 
leaft  be  hurt  by  it.  W.  VV. 


vr. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Printed  in  the  "Journals^   I730»  • 

Whereas,  upon  occafion  of  certain  pieces  relat- 
ing to  the  gentlemen  of  the  Dunciad,  fome  have 
been  willing  to  fugged,  as  if  they  looked  upon 
them  as  an  abufe  :  We  can  do  no  lefs  than  own  it 
is  our  opinion,  that  to  call  thefe  gentlemen  bad 
authors  is  no  fort  of  abufe,  but  a  great  truth.  We 
cannot  alter  this  opinion  without  fome  reafon  ;  but 
we  promife  to  do  it  in  refpecS  to  every  perfon  who 
thinks  it  an  injury  to  be  reprefented  as  no  wit  or 
poet,  provided  he  procures  a  certificate  of  his  be- 
ing really  fuch,  from  any  three  of  his  companions 
in  the  Dunciad,  or  from  Mr.  Dennis,  fingly,  who 
is  efteenied  equal  to  any  three  of  the  number. 


VII. 

A    PARALLEL 

Of  the  CharaBers  of  Mb..  Dryden  and  Mr.  Pope, 
as  dr<i%un  by  certain  of  their  Contemporariei. 

Mr.  Dryden,  his  Politics,  Religion,  Morals. 

Mr  Dryden  is  a  mere  renegado  from  monr.rchy, 
poetry,  and  good  fenfe  (a).  A  true  republican  fon 
of  monarchical  church  (i).  A  republican  atheift  (^ ), 

(a)  Mil&ourr.eon  Dryden  s  Firgil,  S-yo,  ifipSjp,  6. 
(()  Pcge^t.  (f)  Page  1 9 3. 
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A    PARALLEL 

Of  the  Charailers  of  Mr.  Pope  and  Mr.  Dryden, 
as  draxin  by  certain  of  their  Contemporaries. 

Mr. Pope,  Us  Politics,  Religion,  Morals. 
Mr.   Pope  is  an  open   and   mortal  enemy  to  his 
country  and  the  commonwealth  of  learnmg  (a). 
Some  call  him  a  Popifli  whig,  which  is  dirediy 

{a)  D.rtnis,  Rem.   on.  the  Rape  of  the  Loche,  Prcf. 
p-  IZ. 
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THE  WORKS    OF    POPE. 


Dryden  was  from  the  beginning  an  iXXt^piexXXoSf 
and  I  doubt  hot  will  continue  lo  to  the  lafl  (</). 

In  the  poem  called  Abfalom  and  Achitophel, 
are  notorioufly  traduced  the  King,  the  Qneen,  the 
Lords  and  Gentlemen,  not  only  their  honourable 
yerfons  expofed,  but  the  whole  Nation  and  its  Re- 
prcfentatives  notorioufly  libelled.  It  is  fcandaluDi 
tnzgnatum,  yea.of  Majefty  itfelf  (f). 

He  looks  upon  God's  Gofpel  as  a  foolifh  fable, 
like  the  Pope,towhom  he  is  a  pitiful  purveyor(y"). 
His  very  Chriftjanity  may  be  queftioned  {g)-  He 
ought  to  expert  more  feverity  than  other  men, 
as  he  is  mofl  unmerciful  in  his  own  reflecflions  on 
others  (-6)  :  with  as  good  a  right  as  his  Holinefs, 
he  fets  up  for  poetical  infallibility  (/). 


Mi  Dryben  only  a  Vetffer. 

His  whole  libel  is  all  bad  master,  beautified 
(which  is  all  that  can  be  faid  of  it)  with  good 
metre  (i).  Mr.  Dryden's  genius  did  not  ajyicar 
in  any  thing  more  than  his  verfification,  and  whe- 
ther he  is  to  be  ennobled  for  that  only,  is  a  ^uef- 
tion  (/). 

M"  DrtdeK's  Virgil. 

Tonfon  calls  it  Dryden's  Virgil,  to  fhow  that 
this  is  not  that  Virgil  fo  admired  in  the  Aii^uf- 
tian  age;  but  a  Virgil  of  another  ftamp,  a  filly, 
impertinent,  nonfenfical  writer.  None  but  a  Ba- 
vius,  a  Ma:vius,  or  a  Bathyllus,  carped  at  Vir- 
gil (ct)  ;  and  none  but  fuch  unthinking  vermin 
admire  his  tranflator  («).  It  is  true,  foft  and  eafy 
lines  might  become  Ovid's  Epiftlcs  or  Art  of 
Love — But  Virgil,  who  is  all  great  and  niajeftic, 
&c.  requires  flrength  of  lines,  weight  of  words, 
?nd  clofenefs  of  expreflion  ;  not  an  ambling  mufe 
, running  on  carpet  ground,  and  (hod  as  lightly  as 
a  Newmarket  racer. — He  has  numberlefs  faults  in 
jiis  author's  meaning,  and  in  propriety  of  expref- 
lion [o). 

YAv..  Drtden  uvMrJlooi  no  Cresh  nor  Jjatlit. 

Mr.  Dryden  wag  once,  I  have  heard,  at  Weft- 
mlnftcr  fchool :  Dr  Bufby  would  have  whipt  him 
for  fo  childifh  a  paraphrafe  (f).  The  meancft 
pedant  in  England  would  whip  a  lubber  of  twelve 
tor  conftruing  fo  abfurdly  (y).  The  tranflator  is 
mad  :  every  line  betrays  his  ftupidity  (r).  The 
faults  are  innumerable,  and  convince  me  that 
Mr.  DrydcD  did  not,  or  would  not  undcrfiand  his 
author  (/).  Thisfliows  how  fit  Mr.  D.  may  be  to 


(rf)  Milbeurne  on  Dryden's  Virgil,  %vo,  1698,  p.  8. 

fe)  Whip  and  Key,  4te,  printed  for  R.  Jane-way, 
l68a.  Pre/.  (/)  Ibid.  {g)  Miliourne,/.  9. 

(i)  Jbid.p.  175.  (j)  Pag.  39.  (i)  Whip  and  Key, 
Pref  (I)   Oldmixon,  EJfay  on  Criticifm,  p.  84. 

j[»»)  Milharne.  p^  2.  (n;  Pagt  35. 

(o)  Milb.p.  2Z,andxgx.  (j>)  Page  7a. 

(7)  ^''i'  20J-     i'}  Pige  7S«      0)  ^"g'  S06. 


inconfiftent  (^).  Pope,  as  a  Papift,  muft  be  a 
tory  and  high  flyer  {e).  He  is  both  whig  and 
tory  {d). 

He  hath  made  it  his  cuftom-to  cackle  to  more 
than  one  party  in  their  own  fentiments  {/).  " 

In  his  mifceilanies,  the  perfons  abufed  arc.  The 
Kin^,  the  Queen,  his  la^e  Majefty,  both  Houfes 
of  Parliament,  the  Privy-Council,  the  Bench  of 
Bifhops,  the  cftablifhed  Church,  the  prefent  Mi- 
nifter,  &;c.  To  make  fenfe  of  fowe  paflaires,  they 
muft  bcconftrued  into  Royal  Scandal  (/')• 

He  is  a  Popifli  rhymefter,  bred  up  with  a  con- 
tempt of  the  facred  writings  (j-).  His  religion 
allows  him  to  deftroy  heretics,  not  only  with  his 
pen,  but  with  fire  and  fword  ;  and  fuch  were  all 
thofe  unhappy  wits  whom  he  facrificed  to  his  ac- 
curfed  Popilh  principles  (i6).  It  deferved  ven- 
geance to  fuggeft,  that  Mr.  Pope  had  lefs  infalli- 
bility, than  his  namefake  at  Rome  (i). 

Mr.  Pope  only  a  VcijIJier. 

The  fmooth  numbers  of  the  Dunciad  are  all 
that  recommend  it,  nor  has  it  any  other  merit  {k). 
It  muft  be  owned  that  he  hath  got  a  notable 
knack  of  rhyming  and  writing  fmooth  verfe  (/_). 


Mr.  Pope's  Homer. 

The  Homer  whidi  Lintot  prints,  does  not  talk 
like  Homer,  but  like  Pope  ;  and  he  who  tranflatcd 
him,  one  would  fwear,  had  a  hill  in  Tipperary  for 
his  Parnaflus,  and  a  puddle  in  fome  bog  for 
his  Hippocrene  (ot).  He  has  no  admirers,  among 
thofe  that  can  diftinguifli,  difcem,  and  judge  («). 

He  hath  a  knack  at  fmooth  verfe,  but  without 
either  genius  or  good  fenfe,  or  any-tolerable  know- 
ledge of  Englifli.  The  qualities  which  diftinguijh 
Homer  are  the  beauties  of  his  diction,  and  the 
hirmony  of  his  verfiiication — But  this  little  author, 
who  is  fo  much  in  vogue,  has  neither  fenfe  in  his 
thoughts,  nor  Englifh  in  his  expreflions  (0). 


Mr.  Pope  underjiood ho  Greet. 

He  hath  undertaken  to  tranflate  Homer  from 
the  Greek,  of  which  he  knows  not  one  word,  into 
Englifh,  of  which  he  underftands  as  little  (/>).     I 

(^)  Dunciad  dijfegied.        {c)  Pref.  to  Gulli'veriana. 

(</)  Dennis,  ,Cbaraaer  of  Mr.  P. 

(<r)  Theobald,  Letter  in  Mi/i's  Journal,  June  2i, 
1728. 

(/■)  LiflyOt  the  end  of  a  ColleSiion  of  Verfes,  Let- 
ters, Advertifements,  Zvo,  printed  for  A.  Moore,  JTiZ, 
and  the  Preface  to  it,  p.  6.  (^)  Dennises  Remarks  en 
Homer,  p  27.  (A)  Preface  to  Guili-veriana,  p.  II. 
(;')  Dedication  to  the  Colleilion  ef  Verfes,  Letters,  ^:. 
p.  9.  (i)  Miffs  Journal  of  June  8.  I738.  {I)  Cba- 
raMer  of  Mr.  P.  and  Dennis  on  Horn.  (»»)  Dinnis'i 
Remarks  on  Pope's  Homer, p.  X%.      (n)  lb.  p.  I4. 

(0)  Charaiier  of  Mr.  P.  p.  1 7.  and  Remarks  on 
Homeryp.  <)l.  (/)  Dennis's  Remarls  on  Homer,  f,  \%. 
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trandate  Homer  I  A  miftake  in  a  rinfl;le  letter 
might  fall  on  the  printer  well  enough,  but  il^^n^ 
for  i;)^ij^  niuft  be  the  error  of  the  author  :  nor  had 
he  art  enough  to  correal  it  at  the  pref;  (/).  Mr. 
Dryden  writes  for  the  Court  l.adies — He  writes 
for  the  ladies,  and  not  for  ufe  (;/). 

The  tranflator  puts  in  a  little  burlefque  now  and 
then  into  Virgil,  for  a  ragout  to  his  cheated  fub- 
fcribers  (w). 


Mr  DavBEN  tricked  his  Siibfcribsrs. 

J  wonder  that  any  man,  who  could  not  but  be 
confcious  of  his  own  unfitnefs  for  it,  fhould  go  to 
amufe  the  learned  world  with  fuch  an  undertak- 
ing !  A  man  ought  to  value  his  reputation  more 
than  money;  and  not  to  hope  that  thofe  who  can 
read  for  themfelves,  will  be  impofed  upon,  merely 
byapartialiryand  unfeafonablycelebratedname(jr). 
•'  Poetis  quidlibet  audendi"  fliall  be  Mr.  Drydcn's 
motto,  though  it  fhould  extend  to  picking  of  pock- 
ets (v). 

Names  lejioixei  on  Mr.  Dry  den. 

An  Afe?^  A  crafty  ape  dreft  up  in  a  gawdy 
gown — Whips  put  into  ah  ape's  paw,  to  piiy 
pranks  with — None  but  apilh  and  Papilh  brats 
will  heed  him  (z). 

An  A/s.]  A  camel  will  take  upon  him  no  more 
burden  than  is  fufficient  for  his  ftrength,  but  there 
is  another  beaft  that  crouches  under  all  (a). 

A  -Frog.]  Poet  fquab  endued  with  poet  Maro's 
fpirit  :  an  ngly,  croakiiig  kind  of  vermin,  which 
would  fwell  to  the  bulk  of  an  ox  {b}. 

A  Ci-watd.]  A  Clinias  or  a  Damactas,  or  a  man 
of  Mr.  Dry  den's  own  courage  (e). 

A  K/ravc]  Mr.  Dryden  has  heard  of  Paul  tTie 
knave  of  Jefus  Chrift  :  And  if  I  miftake  not,  I've 
read  fomewhere  of  John  Dryden,  fervant  to  his 
Majefty  (^). 

A  FcoL]  Had  he  not  been  fuch  a  feLf-conceited 
fool  (?) — Some  gieat  poets  are  pofitive  block" 
heads  (/). 

A  TAing.]  So  little  a  thing  as  Mr.  Dryden  (^g). 

{i)JHi!h.p.  19.  {u)  Pa£iX/<,J^,  190.  (tc)  Page 
67.  (x)  Fagcl<)Z.  {y)  Page  \2S'  (")  ^^'''P 
and  Ke\,  Pref.       (^a)    Milb.  p.  lOS.      {i)    Page  IX. 

(^c)' Page  lid.  {d)    Page  ST.  (e)mnp 

and  Key,  Pr.  (/)    M//*./>.  34.  {,S)   ^^'"'' 

P-  3J.  - 


wonder  how  this  gentleman  would  look,  fliould  i ' 
be  difcovered,  that  he  has  not  ttanflated  ten  ver" 
fes  together  in  any  book  of  Homer  with  juftice  to 
the  poet,  and  yet  he  dares  reproach  his  fellow 
writers  with  not  underllanding  Greek  {q).  He 
has  ftuck  fo  little  to  his  original,  as  to  have  his 
knowledge  in  Greek  called  in  queftion  (r)  I 
(hould  be  glad  to  know  which  it  is  of  all  Horner's 
excellencies  which  has  fo  delighted  the  ladies,  and 
the  gentlemen  who  judge  like  ladies  (j). 

But  he  has  a  notable  talent  at  burlefque;  his 
genius  Aides  fo  naturally  into  it,  that  he  hath  bur- 
lefqued  Humer  without  defigning  it  (*). 

Mr.  Pope  tricked  Us  Subfcribers. 

It  is  indeed  fomewhat  bold,  and  almofl  prodi- 
gious, for  a  fingle  man  to  undertake  fuch  a  work  : 
But  it  is  too  late  to  difluade  by  dcmonftrating 
the  madnefs  of  the  project.  The  fubfcribers  ex 
pe<5tations  have  been  raifed  in  proportion  to  what 
their  pockets  have  been  drained  of  (a).  Pope 
has  been  concerned  in  jobs,  and  hired  out  his  name 
to  bookfellers  (^w). 


Names  hcjloiued  on  Mr.  Pope. 

An  c'^pc.]  Let  us  take  the  initial  letter  of  his 
Chriftian  name,  and  initial  and  final  letters  (if  his 
furname,  viz.  APE.  and  they  give  you  the  fame 
idea  of  an  ape  as  his  face  (x),  &c. 

An  A/s.]  It  is  my  duty  to  pull  off  the  lion's 
Ikin  from  this  little  afs  (j). 

A  Prcg.]  A  fquab  fliort  gentleman — a  little 
creature  that,  like  the  frog  in  the  fable,  fwelk, 
and.  is  angry  that  it  is  not  allowed  to  be  as  big  as 
•an  ox  (3). 

A  Co-ivard.']  A  lurking,  way-laying  coward  (a). 

A  Knave].  He  is  one  whom  God  and  nature 
have  marked  for  want  of  common  honefty  (i). 

A  Fool.]  Great  fools  will  be  chriflened  by  the 
names  of  great  poets,  and  Pope  will  be  called  Ho- 
mer (f). 

A  Thing.]  A  little  abjed:  thing  {d). 

{q)  Daily  Journal,  April  Z^.l-j'^'?,  (r)  SuppI, 
to  the  Profound,   Pref.  (j)    Oldmixon,  EJfay  on 

Criticifm,  p   66.  (?)   Dennises  Remarks,  p   28. 

{tij   Homerides,p.  I,  istc  {tv)   Britifh  Jour- 

nal, Nov.  2S-  1727.  (.v)    Dennis,  Daily  Jour" 

nal,  May    II.  I  7*8.  {y)   Dennis's  Rem.  on  Hon 

P>'^f-  C^)   Deniiis's  Rem.on  the  Rapeofthe  Ltcl^ 

Pref  p.  ^.      {a)   Char,  of  Mr.  P.p.  Z.      {J))  Ibid, 

(t)   Dennis's  Rem.  on  Homer,  p  37.    {d)  Ibid.  p.  8, 
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Attila,  iii.  91. 
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LiNTOTj  Bernard,  i.  40.  ii.  53. 
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Laws,  William,  il.  413. 
Log,  King,  i.  lin.  ult. 

M 
More,  James,  ii.  50,  &c. 
Morris,  Befaleel,  ii.  ia6.  iii.  168. 
Mift,  Nathanael,  i.  308. 
Milbourne,  Luke,  ii.  349. 
Mahomet,  iii.  97. 
Meers,  William,  ii,  izf.  ill.  a8. 
Motteiix,  Peter,  ii.  412. 
Monks,  iii.  5  a. 
Mandcvil,  ii.  414. 
Morgan,  ibid. 
Montalto,  iv.  105. 
Mummius,  an  antiquary,  iv.  371. 

N 
Newcastle, Duchefs  of,  i.  141. 
Nonjuror,  i.  253. 

O 
Ogilvy,  John,  i.  141.  328. 
Oldmixon,  John,  ii.  283. 
Ozell,  John,  i.  285. 
Oftrogoths,  iii.  93. 
Omar,  the  Caliph,  iii.  81. 
©wis,  i.  271.  290.  iii.  54. 
Owls,  Athenian,  iv.  36a. 
Ofborne,  bookfcllcr,  ii.  167. 
Olborne,  Mother,  ii.  ^  12. 

P. 
pRYNN,  William,  i.  103. 
Philips,  Ambrofe,  i.  105.  iii.  326. 
Paridel,  iv.  341. 

.    .       ^ 

CHARLES,  Francis,  1. 140. 

Querno,  Camillo,  ii.  ij. 

R 
Ralph,  James,  i.  ai6.  iii.  165. 


Roome,  Edward,  iii.  152. 
Ripley,  Tho.  iii.  327. 
Ridpath,  George,  i.  208.  ii.  I49, 
Roper,  Abel,  ii.  I49. 
Rich,  iii.  26X. 

S 
Settle,  Elkanah,  i.  90.  146.  Iii.  37. 
Smedley,  Jonathan,  ii.  29I,  &c. 
Shadwell,  Thomas,  i.  240.  iii.  23.  \ 

Scholiafts,  iv.  231. 
Silenus,  iv.  492- 
Sooterkins,  i.  126. 

T 
Tate,  i.  105.  258. 
Theobald,  or  Tibbald,  i.  133.  a86. 
Tutchin,  John,  ii.  148. 
Toland,  John,  ii.  399.  iii.  an. 
Tindal,  Dr.  ii.  399.  iii.  212.  iv.  492. 
Taylor,  John,  the  water-poet,  iii.  19. 

V 
Vandals,  iii.  86. 
Vifigoths,  iii.  94. 

W 
Walpole,  Sir  Robert,  praifed  by  our  author,  ii, 

314- 
Withers,  George,  i.  296. 
Wynkin  de  Werde,  i.  149. 
Ward,  Edw.  i.  233.  iii.  34. 
Webfter,  ii.  258. 
Whitfield,  ibid. 
Warner,  Thomas,  ii.  125. 
Wilkins,  ibid. 

Welfted,  Leonard,  ii.  207.  iii.  170. 
Woolfton,  Thomas,  iii.  21a. 
Wormius,  iii.  188. 
Waffe,  iv.  237. 
Walker,  hat-bearer  to  Bentley,  Iv.  ao6.  373, 


INDEX 

OF  MATTERS  CONTAINED  JN  THIS  POEM  AND  NOTES. 

'Jl'HE  FIRST  NUMBER  DENOTES  THE  BOOK,  THK  SECOND  THE  VERSE  AND  NOTE  ON  IT.       TEST* 
TESTIMONIES.       AP.  APPENDIX. 


ApDisoN  (Mr.)  railed  at  by  A.  Philip?,  iii.  326. 

abufed  by  J.  Oldmixon.  in  his  profe  ef- 

fay  on  Criticifm,  &c.  ii.  283. 

—  by  J.  Ralph,  in  a  London  Journal,  iii.  165. 

■^  Celebrated   by  our  author — Upon  his  Dif- 

courfe  of  Medals — In  his  Prologue  to  Cato — In 

his  Imitation  of  Horace's  Epiftles  to  Auguftus, 

and  in  his  poem,  ii.  149. 
Falfe  fadls  concerning  him  and  our  author  related 

by  anonymous  perfons  in  Mill's  Journal,    &c, 

Teft. — Difproved  by  the  Teflimonics  of 

— The  Earl  of  Burlington, 

—Mr.  Tickell, 

.—Mr.  Addifon  himfelf,  ib, 


Anger,  one  of  the  charadteriflics  of  Mr.  Dennis's 

Critical  writings,  i.  106. 
Affirmation,  another  :  Tefl. 

[To  which  are  added  by  Mr.  Theobald,  lU-na. 

ture.  Spite,  Revenge,  i.  106.] 
Altar  of  Gibber's  Works,  how  built,  and  hoyr 

founded,  i.  159,  &c. 
^fchylus,  iii.  313. 

Affes,  at  a  citizen's  gate  in  a  morning,  ii.  247. 
Appearances,  that  we  are  never  to  judge  by  them, 

efpecially  of  poets  and  divines,  ii.  426. 
Alehoufe,  the  birth-place  of  Mr.  Cook,  ii.  I38. 

■        one  kept  by  Edw.  Ward,  i.  233. 

— — . and  by  Taylor  the  water-poet,  iii,  19. 
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Arnal,  William,  what  he  received  out  of  the 
Treafury  for  writing  pamphlets,  ii.  315. 

Arillotle,  his  friends  and  confeffors,  who,  iv.  192. 
_^— —  how  his  ethics  came  into  difufe,  ibid. 
B 

Sedlam,  i.  29. 

Banks,  his  refemblance  to  Mr.  Cibber  in  Tragedy, 
i.  146. 

Bates  (Julius)  fee  Hutchiofon  (John). 

Broom,  Ben  Jonfon's  man,  ibid. 

Bavius,  iii.  34.  Mr.  Dennis  his  great  opinion  of 
him,  ib. 

Bawdry,  in  plays,  not  di&pproved  of  by  Mr.  Den- 
nis, iii.  179. 

Blackmore,  (Sir  Rich.)  his  impiety  and  irreligion, 
proved  by  Mr.  Dennis,  ii.  268. 

his  quantity  of  works,  and  various  opi- 
nions of  them — His  abufe  of  Mr.  Dryden  ^nd 
Mr.  Pope,  ibid. 

Bray,  a  word  much  beloved  by  Sir  Richard,  ii.  260. 

Braying,  defciibed,  ii.  247. 

Birch,  by  no  means  proper  to  be  applied  to  young 
noblemen,  iii.  334- 

Bl — d,  what  became  of  his  works,  i.  231. 

Broome,  (Rev.  Mr.  Will.)  His  fentiments  of  our 
author's  virtue,  Teft. 

■  Our  author  of  his,  iii.  332. 

Brooms  (a  feller  of)  taught  Mr.  John  Jackfon  his 
trade,  ii.  157. 

Billingfgate  language,  how  to  be  ufed  by  learned 
authors,  li.  I42. 

Bond,  Befaleel,  Breval,  not  living  writers,  but 
phantoms,  ii.  1 26. 

Bookfellers,  how  they  run  for  a  poet,  ii.  31,  &c. 

Bailiffs,  how  poets  run  from  them,  ii.  6 1. 

Bridewell,  ii.  269. 

Bow-bell,  iii.  278. 

Balm  of  Dulnefs,  the  true  and  the  fpurlous,  its  ef- 
ficacy, and  by  whom  prepared,  iv.  544. 
C 

Cibber,  hero  of  the  poem,  his  charadler,  5.  107. 
not  abfolutely  ftupid,  109.  Not  unfortunate  as 
a  coxcomb,  ibid.  Not  a  flow  writer,  buc  pre- 
cipitate, though  heavy,  123.  His  produdions 
the  efFeifts  of  heat,  though  an  imperfed  one, 
126.  His  fofiy  heightened  with  frenzy,  1*5. 
He  borrowed  from  Fletcher  and  Molierc,  131. 
Mangled  Shakfpeare,  133.  His  head  diftin- 
guHhed  for  wearing  an  extraordinary  periwig, 
167.  more  than  for  its  reatfoning  faculty,  yet 
not  without  furniture,  177.  Hiselafticity,  and 
fire,  and  how  he  came  by  them,  187.  He  was 
©nee  thought  to  have  wrote  a  reafonablc  play, 
l88.  The  general  charaftcr  of  his  verfe  and 
profe,  190.  His  converfation,  in  what  manner 
extenfiveandufeful,  192,  &c.  Once  defigned 
for  the  Church,  where  he  fhould  have  been  a 
Bifhop,  2oe.  Since  inclined  to  write  for  the 
Minifler  of  State,  213.  but  determinei  to  flick 
to  his  other  talents;  what  thofe  are,  217,  &c. 
Hi»  apoftrophe  to  his  works  before  he  burns^ 
them,  225,  &c.  His  repentance  and  tears,  243.' 
Dulnefs  puts  out  the  fire,  257.  Inaugurates  and 
anoints  him,  287.  His  crown,  by  whom  wov- 
en, 323.  of  what  compofed,  i.  303.  who  let 
6 


him  into  court,  300.  who  his  fupporters,  307. 
His  entry,  attendants,  and  proclamation,  ufque 
ad  fin  His  enthronization,  ii.  I.  PalTes  hit 
whole  reign  in  feeing  fhows,  through  book  ii. 
And  dreaming  dreams,  through  book  iii.  Settle 
appears  to  him,  iii.  25-  Refemblance  between 
him  and  Settle,  iii.  37.  and  i  146.  Goodman's 
prophecy  of  him,  iii  232.  How  he  tranflated  aa 
opera,  without  kpowing  tUe  ftory,  305.  and  en- 
couraged farces  becaufe  it  was  againll  his  con- 
fcience;  266.  Declares  he  never  mounted  a 
dragon,  268.  Apprehenfions  of  adling  in  a 
ferpent,  287.  What  wefe  the  paflions  of  hi« 
old  age,  303,  304.  Finally  fubfides  in  the  lap 
of  Dulnefs,  where  he  refls  to  all  eternity,  iv.  20. 
and  note. 

Cibber,  his  father,  j.  31.  His  two  brothers,  33. 
His  fon,  iii.  142.     His  better  progeny,  i,  228. 

Ciberian  forehead,  what  is  meant  by  it,  i.  218. 

— read  by  fomc  Cerberian,  ibid.  note. 

Cooke  (Tho.)  abufcd  by  Mr.  Pope,  ii.  138. 

Concanen  (Mat.)  one  of  the  authors  of  the  Week- 
ly Journals,  ii.  299. 

declared  that  when  his  poem  had  blank?, 

they  meant  treafon,  iii.  297. 

■  of  opinion  that  Juvenal  never  fatirized 

the  poverty  of  Codrus.  ii,  144. 

Corncutter's  Journal,  what  it  cofl,  ii.  314. 
Critics,  verbal  ones,  muft  have  two  poUulata  al- 
lowed them,  ii.  I. 
Cat -calls,  ii.  23I. 

Curll  (Edm.)  his  panegyric,  ii.  j8. 
— —  his  Corinna,  and  what  flie  did.  70. 

his  prayer,  80.     Like  Eridanus,  182. 

— —  Much  favoured  by  Cloacina,  97,  &c. 
— —  Tofl  in  a  blanket,  and  whipped,  iji. 
— —  Pilloried,  ii.  3. 

Carolina,  a  curious  flower,  its  fate,  iv.  409,  &c. 
D 

Dulnefs,  the  goddefs ;  her  original  and  parents,  i. 
12.  Her  ancient  empire,  17.  Her  public  col- 
lege, i.  29.  Academy  for  poetical  education,  ^;^. 
Her  cardinal  virtues,  45,  &c.  Her  ideas,  produc- 
tions, and  creation,  S5y  &c.  Her  furvey  and  con- 
templation of  her  works,  79,  &c.  And  of  her 
children,  93.  Their  uninterrupted  fucceflion, 
98,  &c.  to  108.  Her  appearance  to  Cibber, 
261.  She  manifefts  to  him  her  works,  271,  &c. 
Anoints  him,  287,  &c.  Inflitutcs  games  at  his 
coronation,  ii,  18,  &c.  The  manner  how  (he 
makes  a  wit,  ii.  47.  A  great  lover  of  a  joke, 
34. — And  loves  to  repeat  the  fame  over  again, 
122.  Her  ways  and  means  to  procure  the  pa- 
thetic and  terrible  in  tragedy,  225,  &c.  En- 
courages chattering  and  bawling,  237,  See. 
And  is  patronnefs  of  party-writing  and  railing, 
276,  &c.  Makes  ufc  of  the  heads  of  critics  as 
fcales  to  weigh  the  keavincfs  of  authors,  367. 
Promotes  {lumber  with  the  works  of  the  faid 
authors,  ibid.  The  wonderful  virtue  of  fleep- 
ingiiihcrlap,  iii.  5,&c.  Her  £lyfium,i5,  &c.  The 
fouls  ofherfonsdiptin  I^ethc,  23.  How  brought 
into  the  world,  29.  Their  transfiguration  and 
metempfychofis,  50.  The  extent  and  glories  of 
her  empire,  and  l>er  conquefls  throughout  the 
world,  iii.  67  to  138.     A  catalogue  uf  her  po- 
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etical  forces  in  this  nation,  139  to  zrz.  Pro- 
phecy of  her  reftoration,  3  53,  &c.  Accom- 
pHlhment  of  it,  book  iv.  Her  appearance  on 
the  throne,  with  the  fciences  led  in  triumph, 
iv.  ar,  &c.  Tragedy  and  Comedy  filenced,  37. 
General  affembly  of  all  her  votaries,  73.  Her 
patrons,  95.  Her  critics,  II5.  Her  fway  in 
the  fchools,  149  to  180.  And  univerfities,  189 
to  274,  How  flie  educates  gentlemen  in  their 
travels,  293  to  334.  Conflitutes  virtuofi  in 
fcience,  $sSt  ^"^^  Freethinkers  in  religion,  459. 
Slaves  and  dependents  in  government,  505.  Fi- 
nally turns  them  to  beads,  but  preferves  the  form 
of  men,  J  2 J.  What  fort  of  comforters  (he  fends 
them,  529,  &c.  What  orders  and  degrees  (he 
confers  on  them,  565.  What  performances  fhe 
cxpe<5ls  from  them,  according  to  their  feveral 
ranks  and  degrees,  s^3-  The  powerful  yawn 
fhe  breathes  on  them,  605,  5:c.  Its  progrefs  ar;d 
e!fctS,s,  607,  &c.  till  the  confummation  of  all  in 
the  total  exiiniSion  of  the  reafonable  foul,  and 
reftoration  of  Night  and  Chaos,  ufq.  ad  fin. 

Difpenfary  of  Dr.  Garth,  ii.  140. 

De  Foe,  Daniel,  in  what  refembled  to  William 
Prynn,  i.  103. 

De  Foe  (Norton)  a  fcandalous  writer,  ii.  41^. 

Dennis,  (John)  his  charaAer  of  himfelf,  i.  106. 

. Senior  to  Mr.  Durfey,  iii.  173. 

■  Efteemed  by  our  author,  and  why,  ibid. 
• his  love  of  puns,  i.  63. 

And  politics,  i.  106.  ii  413. 

■  His  great  loyalty  to  King  George,  how 
proved,  i.  ig6. 

A  greaT;  friend  to  the  ftage — and  to  the 


flate,  ii.  413, 

How  he  proves  that  none  but  Nunjurors 


and  difafieded  pcrfons  writ  againft  ftage-plays, 
ibid. 

His  refpetfl  to  the  Bible  and  Alcoran  ibid. 

His  cxcufe  for  obfcenity  in  plays,  iii.  179. 

His  mortal  fear  of  Mr.  Pope,  founded  on 


Mr.  Curil's  affurances,  i.  106. 

Of  opinion  that  he  poifoned  Curll,  ibid. 

His  reafon  why  Homer  was,  or  was  not 


in  debt,  ii.  ri8. 

His  accufation  of  Sir  Richard  Blackmorc, — 

As  no  Proteftant,  ii.  268. 

■  As  no  poet,  ibid. 

His  wonderful  Dedication  to  G.  D.  Efq. 


iii.  179. 

Drams,  dangerous  to  a  poet,  iii.  I46. 
Dedicators,  ii.  198. 
Dunciad,  hoW  to  be  corredly  fpelled,  i.  I. 

E 
Edwards,  (Thomas)  iv.  567. 

• A  gentleman  of  the  laft  edition,  ibid. 

Eufden,  (Laurence)  i.  104, 

Taxed  by  Oldmixon  with  nonfenfe,  ibid. 

Ears,  fome  people  advifed  how  to  preferve  them, 

iii.  214. 

Falfehoods,  told  of  our  author  in  print. 

Of  his  taking  vcrfes  from  James  Moore, 


Tell. 


Burnet,  ibid. 


4"*!  of  his  intending  to  abufe  Blfliop 


Falfehoods,  by  John  Dennis,  of  his  really  poifoning 
Mr.  Curll,  i  106. 

And  of  contempt  for  the  Sacred  Writ- 
ings, ii.  268. 

By  Edward  Ward,  of  his  being  bribed 

by  a  Duchefs  to  fatirize  Ward  of  Hackney  in 
the  pillory,  iii.  34. 

By  Mift  the  Journalift,  of  unfair  pro- 


ceeding in  the  undertaking  of  the  OdylTcy  and 

Shakfpeare,  Teft... 
Difproved  by  the  tcflimony  of  the  Lords 

Harcourt  and  Bathurft. 
By  Mift  the  Journalift,  concerning  Mr. 

Addifon  and  him,  two  or  three  lies,  Teft. 
— ■  By  Pafquin,  of  his  being  in  a  plot,  iii. 

179. 
By  Sir  Richard  Blackmore,  of  his  buf- 

lefquing  Scripture  upon  the  authority  of  Curll. 

ii.  268. 
Fleas  and  verbal  critics  compared,  as  equal  judges 

of  the  human  frame  and  wit,  iv.  238. 
Fletcher,  made  Gibber's  property,  i.  131. 
Mac  Flecknoe,  not  fo  decent  and  chafte  in  the  die* 

tion  as  the  Dunciad,  ii.  75. 
Friendfhip,  underftood  by  Mr.  Dennis  to  be  fome- 

what  elfe  in  Nifus  and  Euryalus,  &c.  iii.  170, 
French  cooks,  iv.  SS3- 
Furius,  Mr.  Dennis  called  fo  by  Mr.  Theobald,  i. 

106. 
Fleet-ditch,  ii.  271.     Its  nymphs,  333.     Difcove- 

ries  there,  ibid. 
Flies  not  the  ultimate  objed  of  human  fludy,  iv. 

454- 
Falfehoods  and  flatteries  permitted  to  be  infcribed 

on  churches,  i.  43. 

G 
Good  nature  of  our  author;  inftances  of  it  in  this 

work,  i.  3a8.  ii.  282. 
Good  fenfe,  grammar,  and  verfe,  defired  to  give 

place  for  the  fake  of  Mr.  Bef.  Morris  and  his 

works,  iii.  168. 
Gildon    (Charles)   abufed  our  author  in  many 

things,  Teft.  i.  296. 

Printed  againft  Jefus  Chrlft,  i.  396. 

Gildon  and  Dennis,  their  unhappy  difference  la- 
mented, iii.  173. 
Gentleman,  his  Hymn  to  his  Creator,  by  Welfted, 

ii.  207. 
Gazetteers,  the  monftrous  price  of  their  writings, 

ii.  314.  the  miferable  fate  of  their  works,-ibid. 
H 
Handel,  an  excellent  mufician,  banifhed  to  Ireland, 

by  the  Englifh  nobility,  iv.  65. 
Heydeggre,  a  ftrange  birdfrom  Switzerland,!.  29©. 
Horace,  cenfured  by  Mr.  Welfted,  Teft. 
— ^ —  Did  not  know  what  he  was  about  whea 

he  wrote  his  Art  of  Poetry,  ibid. 
Henley  (John  the  Orator)  his  Tub  and  Eucharift, 

ii.  2.     His  Hiftory,  iii.  199.     His  opinion  of 

Ordination  and  Chriftian  Priefthood,  iiir  199. 

His  medals,  ibid, 
Haywood  (Mrs.)  What  fort  of  game  for  her,  if. 

157.     Won  by  Curll,  187.     Her  great  refpeft 

for  him.     The  offspring  of  her  brain  and  body 

(according  to  Curli),  ibid.     Not  undervalued 

by  being  [et  againft  a  Jordan,  i6j. 
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Hints,  extraordinary  ones,  li.  a68. 
Horneck  and  Roome,  two  party-writers,  iii.  Ija. 
Hutchinfon  (John)  with  his  man  Julius,  a  fubmi 
nifler  of  the  rites  of  Dulnefs,  iii.  aij. 

.  never  bowed  the  knee  to  Senfe. 

.        Cuts  down  the  groves  of  the  Academy, 

iii-  334- 

defiles  the  high  places  of  Geometry. 

and  tramples  on  the  fallen  Dagon  of 

Newtonian  Philofophy,  iii.  a  1 6. 
I 
Index-learning,  the  ufe  of  it,  i.  279. 
Journals,  how  dear  they  cofl  the  nation,  il.  3I4. 
Jus  Divinum,  iv.  188. 

Impudence,  celebrated  Mr.  Curll,  ii.  159.  186. 
in  Mr.  Nerton  De  Foe,  ii.  415. 

in  Mr.  Henley,  iii.  I99. 

i^ in  Mr.  Gibber,  jun.  iii.  139. 

—  in  Mr.  Gibber,  I'en.  paflim. 

L 

Lord  Mayor's  fliow,  i.  185 

Libeller,  a  Grub-ftreet  critic  run  to  feed,  iv.  567. 

Library  of  Bays,  i.  13  I. 

Liberty  and  Monarchy,  miflaken  for  one  another, 
iv.  r8i. 

Lud  (King),  il.  349. 

Log  (King),  i.  ver.  ult. 

Lintot  (Bernard),  ii.  53. 

Laureate  ;  his  crown,  of  what  compofed,  1.  J03. 

Lycophron,  his  dark  lanthorn,  by  whom  turned, 
iv.  6. 

M 

Madmen,  two  related  to  Gibber,  i.  3*. 

Magazines,  their  chara<5ler,  i.  4Z. 

Moliere,  crucified,  i.  13a. 

Moore  (James)  his  ftory  of  fix  verfes,  and  of  ri- 
diculing Bifhop  Burnet  in  the  memoirs  of  a 
parilh  clerk,  proved  falfe,  by  the  Teftimonies  of 

The  Lord  Bolingbrokc,  Teft. 

_ Hugh  Bethel,  Efq.  ibid. 

Earl  of  Peterborough,  ibid. 

Dr.  Arbuthnot,  ibid. 

■  —  His  plagiarifms,  fome  few  of  them,  ibid, 
and  ii  50.  What  he  was  real  author  of  (be- 
fide  the  ftory  above  mentioned)  vide  Lifl  of 
fcurrilous  Papers. 

Erafmushis  advice  to  him,  ii.  50- 

Milbourne,  a  fair  critic,  and  why,  ii.  349. 
Madnefs,  of  what  fort  Mr.  Dennis's  was,  accord- 
ing to  Plato,  i.  106. 

« according  to  himfclf,  ii.  268. 

how  allied  to  Dulnefs,  iii.  i  j. 

Mercuries  and  Magazines,  i.  4a. 

May-pole  in  the  Strand,  turned  into  a  church,  ii. 

»8. 
Morris  (Befaleel)  ii.  126.  iii.  768. 
Monuments  of  poets,  with  infcriptions  to  other 

men,  iv.  131,  &c. 
Medals,  how  fvvallowed  and  recovered,  iv.  375. 

N 
Nodding  defcribed,  ii.  391. 
Needham's  i.  324. 
VSt,  where  wanted,  iv.  244. 

O 
OldmijoD  (John)  abufed  Mr.  Addifoa  and  Mr. 

3 


Pope,  ii.  283.   Falfified  Daniel's  Hiftory,  then 
accufed  others  of  falfifying  Lord  Clarendon's ;/ 
proven  a  flanderer  in  it,  ibid. 

abufed  Mr.  Eufdcn  and  my  Lord  Cham- 


berlain, i.  104. 
OdyfTey,  Falfehoods  concerning  Mr.  P.'s  Propo- 
fals  for  that  Work,  Teft. 

Difproved  by  thofe  very  Propofals,  ibid. 


Owls  and  Opium,  i.  271. 

Oranges,  and  their  ufe,  i.  236. 

Opera,  her  Advancement,  iii.  301,  iv.  45,  &c. 

Opiates,  two  very  coiillderable  ones, ii.  370.  Their 
efficacy,  390,  &c. 

Ofbornc,  bookfeller,  crowned  with  a  Jordan,  ii. 
190. 

Ofborne  (Mother)  turned  to  flone,  ii.  312. 

Owls,  defircd  to  anfwer  Mr.  Ralph,  iii.  166. 
P 

Pope,  Mr.  his  Life.  Educated  by  Jefuits — by  a 
Parfon — by  a  Monk — at  St.  Omer's — at  Ox- 
ford— at  home — no  where  at  all.  Teft.  init. 
His  father  a  merchant,  a  hulbandman,  a  farmer, 
a  hatter,  the  devil,  ib. 

His  death  threatened  by  Dr.   Smedley,  ibid. 

but  afterwards  advifed  to  hang  himfelf,  or  cut 
his  throat,  ibid.  To  be  hunted  down  like  a 
wild  beaft,  by  Mr.  Theobald,  ibid,  unlefs  hang- 
ed for  treafon,  on  information  of  Pafqiiin,  Mr. 
Dennis,  IVIr.  Curll,  and  Concanen,  ibid. 

Poverty,  never  to  be  mentioned  in  fatire,  in  the 

'  opinion  of  the  Journalifts  and  Hackney  Writers 
—  The  poverty  of  Codrus,  not  touched  upon  by 
Juvenal,  ii.  143.  When,  and  how  far  poverty 
may  be  fatirized,  Leter,  p  vi.  Whenever  men- 
tioned by  our  author,  it  is  only  as  an  extenua- 
tion and  excufc  for  bad  writers,  ii    28a. 

Perfonal  abufes  not  to  be  endured,  in  the  opinion 
of  Mr.  Dennis,  Theobal  1,  Curll,  &c.  ii.  142. 

Perfonal  abufes  on  our  author  by  Mr.  Dennis, 
Gildon,  &c.  ibid.— By  Mr.  Theob.ild,  Teft.— 
By  Mr.  Ralph,  iii.  165.— By  Mr.  Welfted,  ii. 
2«7. — By  Mr.  Cooke,  ii.  138.— By  Mr.  Con- 
canen, ii.  299. — By  Sir  Richard  Blackmore, 
ii.  268. — By  Edw.  Ward,  iii.  34. — and  their 
brethren,  pafiim. 

Perfonal  abul'es  of  others.  Mr.  Theobald  of  Mr. 
Dennis  for  his  poverty,  i.  106.  Mr  Dennis  of 
Mr.  Theobald  for  his  livelihood  hy  the  Stage, 
and  the  Law,  i.  286.  Mr.  Dennis  of  Sir  Rich- 
ard Blackmore  for  impiety,  ii.  268.  Dr.  Smed- 
ley, of  Mr.  Concanen,  ii.  299.  Mr.  Oldmix- 
on's  of  Mr.  Eufden,  i.  104..  Of  Mr.  Addifoa, 
ii.  283.     Mr.  Coeke's  of  Mr.  Eufden,  104 

Politics,  very  ufeful  in  criticifm,  Mr.  Dennis's,  i. 
106.  ii.  413. 

Pillory,  a  poft  of  refpecS,  in  the  opinion  of  Mr. 
Curll,  iii.  34. 

and  of  Mr.  Ward,  ibid. 

Plagiary  defcribed,  ii.  47,  &c. 

Priori,  Arguments  a  priori  not  the  beft  to  prove  a 
God,  iv.  471. 

Poverty  and  poetry,  their  cave,  i.  33, 

Profanentfs,  not  to  be  endured  in  our  author,  but 
very  allowable  in  Shakfpeare,  i.  50. 

Party- writers,  their  three  ^ualificationsj  ii.  27^. 


INDE 


2J3 


Proteus  (the  fable  of ),  what  to  be  underftood  by- 
it,  i.  31. 
Palmers,  pilgrims,  iii.  1 1 3.  , 

Pindars  and  Miltons,  of  the  modern  fort,  iii.  164. 

Querno,  his  refemblance  to  Mr.  Gibber,  ii.  15. 
Wept  for  joy,  ibid.     So  did  Mr.  C.  i.  243. 
R 

Refemblance  of  the  hero  to  feveral  great  authors, 
To  Querno,  ut  fupra.     To  Settle,  iii,  37. 
To  Banks  and  Broome,  i.  146. 

Round  houfe,  ii.  prope  fin. 

Ralph  (James),  iii.  165.     See  Sawney. 

Roome  andHorneck,  iii.  15  z. 
S 

Shakfpeare,  to  be  fpcUed  always  with  an  e  at  the 
end,  i.  i.  but  not  with  an  e  in  the  middle,  ibid. 
An  edition  of  him  in  marble,  ibid,  mangled,  al- 
tered, and  cut  by  the  players  and  critics,  i.  133. 
Very  fore  ftill  of  Tibbald,  ibid. 

Sepulchral  lies  on  church  walls,  i.  43. 

Settle  (Elkanah)  Mr.  Dennis's  account  of  him, 
iii.  37.  And  Mr.  Welfted's,  ibid.  Once  pre- 
ferred to  Dryden,  iii.  37.  A  party-writer  of 
pamphlets,  ibid,  and  iii.  283.  A  writer  of 
farces  and  drolls,  and  employed  at  laft  in  Bar- 
tholomew Fair,  iii.  283. 

Sawney,  a  Poem  :  the  author's  great  ignorance  in 
claflical  learning,  i.  i. 

In  languages,  iii.  1 65. 

Mis  praifes  on  hinifcif  above   Mr.  Addifon 

ibid. 

Swifs  of  Heaven,  who  they  are,  ii.  358. 

A  Hipfliod  Sibyl,  iii.  15. 

Silenus  defcribed,  iv.  492. 

Scholiafts,  iii.  191.  iv.  an.  23Z. 

Supperlefs,  a  miftake  concerning   this  word   fet 


right  with  refpeiS  to  poets  and  other  temperate 

fludents,  i.  llj. 
Sevenfold  Face,  who  mafter  of  it,  i.  224. 
Soul  (the  vulgar  Soul)  itsof&ce,  iv.  441. 
Schools,  their  homage  paid  toDulnefs,  and  in  what, 

iv.  ij«,  &c. 

T 
Tibbald,  not  hero  of  this  poem,  i.  init.  Publifhed 

an  edition   of  Shakfpeare,  i.  133.     Author,  fe- 

crctly  an  abettor  of  fcurrilities  againft  Mr.  P. 

Vide  Teftimonies,  and  Lift  of  Books. 
Thulc,  a  very  Northern  poem,  puts  out  a  fire,  1. 

258. 
Taylors,  a  good  word  for  them,  againft  poets  and 

ill  paymafters,  ii.  118. 
Thunder,  how  to  make  it  by  Mr.  Dennis's  receipt, 

ii.  226. 
Travelling  defcribed,  and  itsadvantagesjiv.  ap  3,  &c. 

V 
Verbal  critics.     Two  points  always  to  be  granted 

them,  ii.  I. 
Venice,  the  city  of,  for  what  famous,  iv.  308. 
Univerfity,  how  to  pafs  through  it,  iv.  255.  289. 

W 
Ward    (Edw.)    a   poet   and  alehoufe-keepcr    in 

Mnorfields,  i.  233.   What  became  of  his  works, 

ibid. — His  high  opinion  of  his  naraefake,  and 

his  refpevft  for  the  pillory,  iii.  34. 
Welfted  (Leonard),  one  of  the  authors  of  the 

Weekly  Journals,  abufed  our  author,  &c.  many 

years  fince,  ii.  207.  Taken  by  Dennis  for  a  Di- 

dapper,  ibid.     The  charaAer  of  his  poetry,  iii. 

170. 
Weekly  Journals,  by  whom  written,  ii.  280. 
Whirligigs,  iii.  57. 
Wizard,  his  cup,  and  the  ftrange  effeds  of  it,  It. 

517.  &c. 
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of  manners  gentle,  of  afFedlions  mild, 
In  wit  a  man,  fimplicity  a  child : 
With  native  humour  temp'ring  virtuous  rage, 
Form'd  to  delight  at  once  and  lafh  the  age  ; 
Above  temptation  in  a  low  eftate, 
And  uncorrupted,  even  among  the  great ; 
A  fafe  companion,  and  an  eafjr  friend, 
Unblam'd  through  life,  lamented  in  thy  end. 
Thefe  are  thy  honours!  not  that  here  thy  bull 
Is  mix'd  with  heroes,  or  with  kings  thy  dufl; 
But  that  the  virtuous  and  the  good  fhall  fay. 
Striking  their  penCve  bofoms — Here  lies  GaT. 

Pope's  Epitaph  on  Gat, 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL.  jiND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE. 
tinno  1794. 
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John  Gat  was  born  at  or  near  Barnftapk  in  Devonfiiire,  in  1 68 8.  His  family  was  ancient,  and 
liad  been  long  in  poffelHon  of  the  eftateof  Goldworthy  in  that  county  ;  but  being  much  reduced, 
he  was  born,  as  he  hiaifclf  tells  us  in  his  Rural  Sports,  without  profpc<5l  of  hereditary  riches. 

But  I,  who  ne'er  was  bled  by  fortune's  hanfl. 
Nor  brighten'd  ploughfftares  in  paternal  land. 

He  was  educated  at  the  Free  School  of  Birnftaple,  by  Mr.  Luck,  a  mailer  of  good  reputation,  andi 
author  of  a  volume  of  Latin  and  Englilh  verfes,  from  whom  he  acijuired  a  tafte  for  clallical  litera- 
ture and  poetry. 

His  fortune  being  infufBcient  to  fupport  the  rank  of  a  gentleman,  and  inadequate  to  the  cxpencc 
of  a. liberal  education,  he  was  fent  to  London,  and  placed  apprentice  with  a  lilk  mercer  ia  the  Strand. 

The  reftraint  and  fervility  of  his  occupation  foon  became  his  averfion  \  and  in  a  few  years,  his 
jnafter,  upon  the  offer  of  a  fmall  confideration,  willingly  confented  to  give  up  his  ini|enture3. 

He  was  now  at  leifure  to  indulge  his  propenfity  to  poetry  ;  and  as  genius  concurred  with  incli- 
■  nation,  he  foon  produced  his  Rural  Sports,  a  Georgic,  printed  in  1 7 II,  which  he  infcribed  to  Pope, 
who  "was  then  riling  faft  into  reputation. 

This  performance  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  Pope,  who  found  fuch  attracSlIons  in  his 
manners  and  con%'erfation,  that  he  received  him  into  his  inmofl  confidence;  and  a  friend fhip  wa3 
formed  between  them,  which  lalled  till  their  feparation  by  death,  without  any  known  abatement  on 
either  part. 

The  fame  year  ht  publifhed,inprofe.  The Prefertt  State  o/"^/*,  containing  a  chara(3:cr  of  the  perio^ 
dical  papers  oi  the  time. 

His  reputation  was  now  fo  greatly  advanced,  that  he  attradted  the  notice  of  the  Duchefs  of  Mon-" 
mouth,  who,  in  1 7 iz,  appointed  him  her  Secretary,  with  a  handfome  falary. 

The  hindnefs  of  the  Duchefs  was  very  feafonable ;  for  it  relieved  him  from  the  Importunities  of 
•want,  occafioned  by  improvident  thoughtlefbnefs,  and  afforded  him  leifure  to  purfue  his  poetical 
ftudies ;  of  which  be  made  fo  good  ufe,  that  the  fame  year  he  produced  Trivia,  tr  the  Art  of 
Waiting  tie  Streets  of  London,  one  pf  the  happieft  of  his  poetical  performances. 

The  I'anie  year  appeared  The  Mchocks,  a  tragi-comical  Farce,  as  it  ivirs  ailid  near  the  IVatch-houft 
in  Covad -Garden,  which  is  generally  fuppofed  to  have  proceeded  from  his  pen.  In  1 713,  when 
Steele  began  "  The  Guardian,"  afhlied  by  AdJifon  and  other  v/its,  he  contributed  to  it,  Nos.  ir, 
and  149. 

The  fame  year  he  brought  on  the  flage,  at  Drury-Lane,  his  Wife  of  Bath,  a  Comedy,  which  was 
adled  with  very  indifferent  fuccefs ;  and  on  its  revival,  with  fome  alterations,  at  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields, 
in  17JO,  he  had  the  mortification  to  fee  it  again  rejedled. 

In  1 7 14  he  publifhed  The  Shepherd's  Week,  in  fix  paftorals,  with  a  Proeme,  in  obfolete  language, 
and  a  Prologue,  addrefied  to  Bolingbroke,  who  was  then  high  in  reputation  a:id  influence  among  the 
Tories.  It  was  written  at  the  inltigation  of  Pope,  and  defigned  to  degrade  the  compoCtions  of 
A.  Philips,  his  rival  in  pafloral  poetry,  by  fhewing,  that  if  it  be  neceffury  to  copy  nature  with  mi- 
nutenefs,  rural  life  mud  be  exhibited,  fuch  as  groffacfs  and  ignorance  have  made  it.  The  executloo 
of  the  plan  exceeded  the  expeftation  of  Pope,  for  the  elTccl  of  reality  and  truth  became  confnicuyus. 
Vol.  VHI,  fi^ 
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even  when  the  intention  was  to  Ihow  them  groveling  and  degraded  ;  and  The  ShifBerfs  fFteS  wif^ 
read  with  delight,  as  a  juft  reprefenfatlon  of  rural  manners  and  occupations,  by  thofe  who  had  no  in- 
t«rcft  in  the  rivalry  of  Pope  and  Philips. 

The-mofl  promiling  views  of  preferment  now  opened  to  him  at  court.  He  was  careffed  by  Bo- 
Jingbrokc,  Swift,  and  the  leading  perfons  in  the  Tory  Miniftry,  and  his  patronefs  rejoiced  to  fee 
Ifim  taken  from  her  fcrvlcc  to  attend  the  Earl  of  Glar-endon,  as  Secretary  to  his  embaffy  to  the 
Court  of  Hanover,  in  the  laft  year  of  Queen  Anne's  life. 

This  was  a  flation  that  naturally  gave  him  hopes  of  kindnefs  from  every  party ;  but  the  Queen ^s 
Jeath,  which  happened  fifteen  days  after  his  arrival  at  Hanover,  put  an  end  to  her  favours,  and  the 
dedication  of  his  Sbefberd"}  Week  to  Eolingbroke,  is  fuppofed  to  have  obftru(5led  all  kindnefs  from 
the  houfe  of  Hanover. 

His  oflSce,  however,  made  him  perfonally  known  to  the  royal  femily ;  and  his  EfiJUe  to  a  Lady 
teaif.oned ty  the  arrl-oalof  Itr  Royal  Highnsfs  the  Printefs-  of  Wales,  procured  him  a  favourable  admittance 
at  the  new  court. 

In  1 715,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  his  Whatfye-Call-it,  a  tragi-comic-paftoral  Farce,  which  was 
afled  with  great  applaufc,  and  honoured  with  the  attendance  of  the  Prince  and  Princefs  of  Wales. 

The  novelty  of  this  mock  tragedy,  the  images  of  which  were  comic,  and  the  adlion  grave,  and 
rtie  favour  with  which  it  was  received  by  the  audience,  produced  a  pamphlet  againfl  it,  called,  "  The 
Key  to  the  What-d'ye-Call-it,"  written  by  Griffin,  a  player,  in  conjundtion  with  Theobald. 

The  exhibition  of  The  Wbat-d'yeCallli,  pleafed  the  tov/n  and  the  court,  and  advaaced  the  repa- 
t»tion  of  its  author 3^  but  failed  to  raife  his  fortune. 

Places  he  found  were  daily  given  away. 
And  yet  no  friendly  gazette  mentioned  Gay. 

■  The  promts',  however,  recruited  his  finances ;  and  his  poetical  merit  being  endeared  by  the  (weet- 
nefs  and  fincerity  of  his  difpofition,  made  him  the  general  favourite  of  the  whole  affociation  of  wits, 
and  the  companion  of  perfons  of  the  higheft  diftin<5tion,both  in  rank  and  abilities. 

fn  1716,  he  made  a  viflt  to  Devonfhire,  at  the  espence  of  the  Earl  of  Burlington,  whoioi  he  repaid 
with  an  Eplfihy  containing  an  humorous  account  of  his  journey. 

The  year  following,  he  made  a  fimilar  return  to  the  kindnefs  of  Mr.  Pulteney,  who,  on  refignin^' 
bis  place  of  Secretary  at  War,  took  him  to  Aix. 

Soon  after  his  return  from  France,  he  endeavoured  to  entertain  the  town  with  Tie  Tiree  Hours 
0jter  Marriage,  a  Comedy,  written  by  the  joint  affiftance  of  Pope  and  Arbuthnot,  which  was  de- 
(ervedly  driven  off  the  ftage  with  general  condemnation.  It  was  printed  under  the  name  of  Gay, 
fcut  his  hand  is  not  very  difcernible  in  any  part  of  it.  The  charader  of  Sir  Tremendous,  being  appa- 
rently defigned  for  Dennis,  was  probabfy  introduced  by  Pope.  Tojile,  who  was  meant  to  ridicule 
l)r.  Woodward,  a  man  not  really  nor  juftly  contemptible,  might  have  been  the  produdion  of  Ar- 
buthnot, whofe  knowledge  in  his  profeffion  would  furnifli  a  fufficient  train  of  phyfical  terms  and  ob- 
Icrvations.  Phahe  Cl'mket  alfo  fhould  fecm  to  have  been  intended  to  ridicule  one  of  the  female*, 
ivhofe  petulant  attacks  had  irritated  Pope.  Cibber  fays,  that  his  own  quarrel  with  him  was  occa- 
ioned  by  a  joke  thrown  into  the  "  Rchearfal,"  at  the  expence  of  this  unfuccefsful  performance. 

In  1 7 18,  he  accompanied  Pope  on  a  vifit  to  Lord  Harcourt,  at  his  feat  in  Oxfordftiire,  where  he 
confecrated  to  pofterity  the  death  of  two  rural  lovers,  unfortunately  killed  in  the  neighbouring  fields 
by  a  ftroke  of  lightning,  in  his  letter  to  Fcnton,  printed  among  Pope's  Letters. 

In  1720,  he  publifhed  a  collcvftion  of  his  Poems,  with  Dione,  a  paftoral-tragcdy,  in  4to,  by  fub- 
fcription,  which,  as  he  was  generally  known,  was  fo  fuccefsful,  that  he  raifed  a  thoufand  pounds, 
with  which  Pope  advifed  him,  and  was  feconded  by  Swift,  to  purchafe  an  annuity  ;  but  the  advice 
was  thrown  away. 

Mr.  Secretary  Caggs  ha\'ing  made  him  a  prefent  of  fome  South  Sea  ftock,  he  fell  into  the  general 
infatuation  of  that  difadrous  y^ar,  and  once  fuppofed  himfelf  t»  be  mailer  of  twenty;  thoafani 
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His  friends  endeavoured  to  pcrfuade  him  to  fell  his  fliare  ;  but  he  crtuld  not  bear  to  obftruft  his 
own  fortune.  He  was  then  importuned  to  fell  as  much  as  would  purchafe  a  hundred  a-year  for 
life,  "  which,"  fays  Fenton,  "  would  make  you  fure  of  a  clean  Ihirt  arid  a  (boulder  of  mutton  every 
day."  This  advice  wasrejeiaed;  the  profit  and  principal  were  loft;  and  he  funk  under  the  calamity 
fo  low,  that  his  life  became  in  danger. 

After  languilbing  fome  time,  he  removed  to  Hampftead,  in  1722,  where,  by  the  care  of  his 
friends,  among  whom  Arbuthnot  and  Pope  appear  to  have  fliown  particular  tcndernefs,  his  health 
was  reftored;  and  returning  to  his  ftudies,he  wrote  7bc  Captiws^  a  Tragedy,  which  he  was  invited 
to  read  to  the  Princefs  of  Wales,  at  Leicefter-houfe. 

On  this  occafion  Mr.  Viftor  relates,  that  when  the  hour  came,  and  he  faw  the  Princefs  and  her 
ladies  all  in  cxpedation,  advancing  with  reverence,  too  great  for  any  other  attention,  "  he  did  not 
fee  a  low  foot-ftool  that  happened  to  be  near  him,  and  ftumbling  over  it,  he  fell  againft  a  large 
fcreen,  which  he  overfet,  and  threw  the  ladies  into  no  fmall  diforder." 

The  Capti-ves  was  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  in  1723,  and  aiSled  eleven  nights  with 
great  applaufe.  The  author's  third  night,  was,  by  the  exprefs  command  of  the  Prince  and  Princeli 
of  Wales. 

He  now  thought  himfelf  in  favour  ;  and  having  promifes  made  him  of  preferment,  he  undertook 
to  write  FaLles  for  the  improvement  of  the  young  Duke  of  Cumberland,  which  he  publifhed,  with  3 
dedication  to  that  Prince,  in  1726.  In  fomc  of  the  Fables  ''  he  waii  thought  to  be  fomething  too 
bold  with  the  court,"  and  in  The  Hare  ivith  many  Friends,  he  figuratively  defcribed  his  own  depen- 
dence on  the  promifes  of  the  Great. 

Upon  the  acceffion  of  George  11.,  the  year  following,  his  patronefs  bA:ame  Queen,  andhecxped- 
ed  to  be  provided  for  in  fome  office  fuitable  to  his  inclination  and  abilities ;  but,  on  the  fettletnenC 
ef  the  houfehold,  he  found  himfelf  appointed  Gentleman  Uflicr  to  the  Princefs  Louifa.  By  this 
offer  he  thought  himfelf  infulted,  and  fent  a  meffage  to  the  Queen,  that  he  was  too  old  for  tha 
place.  Remonftrances  and  foUdtations  were  afterwards  employed  in  hia  favour,  and  verfes  and 
flatteries  were  addrelTed  to  Mrs.  Howard,  afterwards  Countefs  of  Suffolk,  who  was  much  beloved 
by  the  King  and  Queen,  to  engage  hef  intereft  in  his  promotion  ;  but  remonftrances  and  folicita> 
tions  availed  him  nothing,  and  the  verfes  and  flatteries  were  thrown  away. 

The  public  favour,  however,  made  him  ample  amends  for  the  neglecSl:  of  the  court ;  and  the  pain 
■which  he  fuffered  from  his  private  difappointment,  may  be  fuppofed  to  have  been  driven  aw'ay  by 
the  unprecedented,  arid  almbft  incredible  fucccfs  of  the  Beggar's  Opera,  written  in  ridicule  of  the 
mufical  kalian  drama,  and  a<fted  at  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  in  172:7.  It  was  firft  offered  to  Gibber  and 
his  brethren  at  Drury-Lane,  and  rejefted ;  it  being  then  carried  to  Rich,  had  the  effed,  as  was  ludi- 
croufly  faid,  of  maiing  Gay  rich,  and  Rich  gay. 

Of  the  original  and  progrefs  of  this  new  fpecies  of  compofitlon,  Spence  has  given  the  relation  ii? 
Pope's  words. 

"  Dr.  Swift  had  been  obfef ving;  once  to  Mr.  Gay,  what  an  odd  pretty  fort  of  a  thing  a  Nev?gatg 
paftoral  might  make.  Gay  was  inclined  to  try  at  fush  a  thing  for  fome  time,  but  afterwards  though"! 
it  would  be  better  to  write  a  Comedy  on  the  fame  plan.  This  was  what  gave  rife  to  the  Beggar'^ 
Opera.  He  began  on  it ;  and  when  firft  he  mentioned  it  to  Swift,  the  Dodlor  did  not  much  like  thd 
projed.  As  he  carried  it  oil,  he  fliowed  it  to  both  of  us,  and  we  now  and  then  gave  a  correilion,  or 
a  word  or  two  of  advice ;  but  it  was  wholly  of  his  own  writing. — When  it  was  done,  neither  of  u* 
thougTlt  it  would  fircceed — We  (howed  u  to  Congrevc,  who',  after  reading  it  over,  faid,  it  would 
either  take  greatly,  or  be  damned  confoundedly. — We  were  all  at  the  firft  night  of  it,  in  very  great 
uncertainty  of  the  event ;  'till  we  Were  very  much  encouraged,  by  overhearing  the  Duke  of  Argyle 
who  fat  in  the  next  box  to  us,  fay, "  It  will  do ;  it  muft  do ;  I  fee  it  inf  the  eyes  of  them."  This  wat  d 
good  while  before  the  firft  a<ft  was  over,  and  fo  gave  us  eafe  foon ;  for  that  Duke  (beCdes  his  own 
good  tafti)  has  a  partFcular  knack,  aa  any  one  living,  in  difcosering  the  tafti  of  the  public.  He  was 
quite  right  in  this,  as  ufual ;  the  good  nature  of  the  audience  appeared  ftronger  aad  ftreftger  ev«-- 
ty  a6V)  and' elided  in  a  clamour  of  applaufa," 

R.  j} 
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Its  reception  is  thus  recorded  in  the  notes  to  the  Dunciad,  (Book  iii.  I.  jXO.l 

"  This  piece  was  received  with  greater  applaufe  than  was  ever  known.  Bcfides  being  z&cA  Jii 
London  fixty-three  days  without  internmtion,  and  renewed  the  next  feafon  \yith  equal  applaufe,  it 
fpread  into  all  the  great  towns  of  England  ;  was  played  in  many  places  to  the  thirtieth  and  fortieth 
lime  ;  at  Bath  and  Briftol  fiFty,  &c.  It  made  its  progrefs  into  Wales,  Scotland,  and  Ireland,  where 
it  was  performed  twenty-four  days  fuccefflvely.  The  ladies  carried  about  with  them  the  favourite 
fongs  of  it  in  fans,  and  houfes  were  furnilhed  with  it  in  fcreens.  The  fame  of  it  was  not  confined 
to  the  author  only.  The  perfon  who  adted  Pi?lly,  [Mifs  Fenton,  afterwards  Duchefs  of  Bolton]  till 
then  obfcure,  became,  all  at  once,  the  favourite  of  the  town  ;  her  pidures  were  engraved  and  fold  in 
great  numbers;  her  life  written  ;  books  of  letters  and  verfes  to  her  publiihed;  and  pamphlets ^ade 
even  of  her  fayings  and  jefls.  Furthermore,  it  drove  out  of  England  (for  that  feafon)  the  Italian 
Opera,  which  had  carried  all  before  it  for  ten  years." 

Of  the  Beggar's  Oz-ifra,  when  it  v/as  printed,  the  reception  was  different,  according  to  the  different 
opinion  of  its  readers.  Swift  commended  it  for  the  excellence  of  its  morality,  as  a  piece>that,  "  by 
a  turn  of  humnur,  entirely  new,  .placed  all  kinds  of  vice  in  the  ftrongeft  and  mod  odious  light." 
[inlelUgencer,  No.  111.] 

Dr.  Herring,  afterwards  Archbifnop  of  Canterbury,  cenfured  it  as  giving  encouragement,  not  only 
to  vice,  but  to  crimes,  by  making  a  highwayman  the  hero,  and  difmiffing  him  at  laft  unpuaifhed. 
Both  thefe  decilions  are  perhaps  exaggerated  ;  but  it  muft  be  confeffed,  that  the  lad  has  received  the 
fandion  of  fome  refpedable  magiftrates  who  have  faid,  that,  after  the  exhibition  cf  the  Begga/i 
Opera,  the  gangs  of  robbers  were  evidently  multiplied. 

Encouraged  by  the  unexampled  fuccefs  of  the  Begcrars  Opera,  he  produced  a  fecond  part,  called 
Polly  ;  but  the  objedions  to  the  firft  part,  either  political  or  moral,  had  obtained  fuch  prevalence, 
that  when  it  was  ready  for  rehearfal  at  Covent-Garden,  a  meffage  was  fetit  from  the  Lord  Cham- 
lierlain,  that  it  ivas  not  allozved  to  be  aSied,  but  commanded  to  be  fupprejfed. 

Beinp-  deprived  of  the  produce  of  hl^  talents  by  this  ad  of  power,  he  was  forced  to  recompenfe  his 
repulfe,  by  printing  it  by  a  fubfcription,  which  drew  the  humanity  of  the  public  to  his  fide,  and 
was  fo  liberal  and  exteniive,  that  though  the  fird  part  gained  him  four  huadred  pounds,  the  profits 
of  the  fecond  were  near  thrice  as  much. — Confidering  its  inferiority  to  the  other  in  fatire,  wit,  plot, 
and  execution,  in  all  probability  he  would  not  have  been  much  a  gainer,  if  it  had  been  left  to  its 
own  fate. 

He  received  yet  another  recompenfe  for  this  fuppofed  hard  (hip,  in  the  kindnefs  of  the  Duke  and 
l^uchcfs-of  Queenfbcrry,  who  refented  the  indignity  put  upon  him,  refigncd  their  refpedivc  em- 
vloyments  at  court,  and  took  hi.m  into  their  family,  and  treated  him  with  the  mofl  affedionate  at- 
tention during  the  remaining  part  of  his  life.  Spcnce  relates,  that  the  Duke,  confidering  his  want 
«f  economy,  undertook  the  management  of  his  money,  and  gave  it  to  him  as  he  wanted  it.  But  it 
is  fuppofed  that  the  difcountenance  of  the  court,  aggravated  by  the  rejedion  of  his  ^i/"<r  £/'£a/A, 
which  he  brought  again  on  the  ftage,  in  1 730,  funk  deep  into  his  heart,  and  gave  him  more  difcontent 
than  the  applaufes  or  tendernefs  of  his  friends  could  overpower. 

His  dejedion  was  foon  accompanied  by  the  return  of  his  conftitutional  diftemper,  the  colic, 
■which  he  in  vain  endeavoured  to  remove,  by  a  journey  to  Amefbury,  the  feat  of  his  nobt-  patron^ 
in  Wiltlhire.  "  My  melancholy,"  he  writes  to  Pope,  "  increafes,  and  every  hour  threatens  nae  with 
fome  return  of  my  diftemper." 

In  this  difpofition,  it  is  no  wonder  that  he  rejeded  Pope's  propofal,  in  173a,  of  writing  verfes  on 
the  Queen's  hermitage;  to  which  he  anfwers,  with  a  fixed  defpondency,  "  I  know  myfelf  un- 
worthy of  royal  patronage."  He  exerted  himfelf,  however,  fufficiently  to  exhibit  at  the  Haymar- 
ket  this  year ;  his  Aeis  and  Galatea,  a  Serenata,  in  air  and  recitative  ;  the  ftory  taken  from  Ovid, 
and  the  mufic  compofed  by  Handel. 

In  the  beginning  of  Odober  1 733,  he  became  apprehenlive  of  his  approaching  end.  "  I  begin, 
fays  he,  "  to  look  upon  myfelf  as  one  already  dead,  and  defire  my  dear  Mr.  Pope,  whom  I  love  as 
my  own  foul,  if  you  lurvive  me,  as  you  certainly  will,  ifa  ftone  fliould  mark  the  place  of  my  gr«ive, 
fee  thefe  words  put  upon  it,  with  what  elfe  you  may  think  proper. 
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Jjife  is  a  jeft,  and  all  things  fliow  it; 
1  thought  fo  once,  but  now  1  know  it. 

He  found,  however,  in  the  deHghtful  retirement  of  Amelbury,  niany  intervals  of  cafe  and  cheer- 
fulncfs,  which  enabled  him  to  finifti  the  Opera  of  Achilles  ;  and  coming  with  the  family  to  their 
houfe  in  Burlington  Gardens,  to  pafs  the  winter  feafon,  he  gave  it  to  the  theatre:  and  the  week 
after,  was  fuddenly  feized  with  a  violent  inflammatory  fever,  which  ending  in  a  mortification  of  his 
bowels,  put  a  period  to  his  life,  December  4th,  173a,  in  the  54th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  buried  in  Weftminfler  Abbey,  where  his  noble  patrons  eredled  a  handfome  mnniinient  to 
Iiis  memory  ;  aild  Pope,  agreeable  to  his  dying  requeft,  gave  him  an  epitaph,  written  with  fondnefs 
»nd  refped,  but  apparently  with  more  eftecm  of  his  worth  than  veneration  for  his  talents. 
Then  follows  thisinfcription : 

Here  lie  the  afhes  of  Mr.  John  Ga7, 

'J'he  warmcft  friend. 

The  mod;  benevolent  man  ; 

Who  maintained 

Independency     -w 

In  low  circumflances  of  fortune ; 

Integrity 

In  the  midft.  of  a  corrupt  age  ; 

And  that  ecjual  ferenity  of  mind 

Which  confcious  goodnefs  alone  can  givCj 

Ti>rough  the  whole  courfe  of  his  life. 

Favourite  of  the  mufes 

Jie  was  led  by  them  to  every  elegant  art  i. 

Refined  in  tafte, 

And  fraught  with  graces  all  his  own  : 

In  various  kinds  of  poetry 

Superior  to  many, 

Inferior  to  none, 

His  works  continue  to  infpire 

What  liis  example  taught, 

Contempt  if  folly,  however  adorned  ; 

Deteftation  of  vice,  however  dignified  ; 

Reverence  of  virtue,  however  difgraced. 

Charles  and  Catherine.  Duke  and  Duchefs  of  Queenfbetry,  who  loved  this  excellent  man  living,  and 
regret  him  dead,  have  caufed  this  monument  to  be  ereiSled  to  his  memory. 

The  Opera  of  Achilles  was  ailed  foon  after  his  deatli,  and  the  profits  were  given  to  two  widow 
fillers,  Mrs.  Ballet  and  Mrs.  Fortcfcue,  v/ho,  as  heiis  at  law,  fiiared  his  fortune,  amounting  to  ^cosl., 
between  them. 

In  1738, waj  publiflied  a  fecond  volume  of  hi3./'j^/«,more  grave, and  more  political  than  the  former. 

There  have  appeared  likewife  under  his  name,  the  Dijirejl  Wife,  a  Comedy,  firfl  printed  in  1743, 
and  3(51  ed  at  Qovent- Garden  in  1772,  and  a  humorous. piece,  called  The  Rehearfal  at  Gotham. 

His  Foems  on  Sevenil  Occiijio/is,  were  printed  ill.  2  vols,  i.amo,  1737-  Two  additional  volumes; 
proftfling  to  be  The  Mifcellaneous  Works  of  Mr.  fuhn  Gay,  were  printed  in  l2mo,  1773  ;  in  which,' 
a  fraud  of  fingular  importance  to  his  reputation  has  been  attempted.  The  "  Elegiac  Epiflle  to.  a 
Friend,"  "  A  Ballad  on  Ale,"  "  Story  of  Cephifa,"  "  Gondibert,  Cantos  7,  8,.  g,"  "  The  Man 
Mountain's  Anfwer  to  the  Liliputian  verfes,"  need  no  comment.  The  impofition  is  undeniable. 
The  poem  on  Wine  firft  printed  in  1 7 10,  is  inferted  on  the  authority  of  Hill. 

The  chara«fler  of  Gay  feems  to  have  been  very  amiable.  He  was  of  an  _affable,  fweet  difpofi- 
tion,  generous  in  his  temper,  and  pleafant  in  his  converfation.  He  was  univerfally  beloved,  and 
efteemcd  as  a  foft  and  civil  companion.  His  chief  fault  was  an  excefllve  indolence,  without  the 
leaft  knowledge  of  economy,  which  often  fubjefled  him  to  pecuniary  difficulties,  "He  was  a 
na'tural  man,"  fays  Spence  in  Pope's  words,  "  without  dcfign,  who  fpoke  v/hat  he  thought,  and  jaft 
as  he  thought  it ;  he  was  of  timid  temper,  and  fearful  of  giving  ofTence  to  the  great;  which  caution* 
however,  was  of  no  avail."      In  the  "  Dunciad,"  he  fays,  with  juft  indignation, 

Gay  diesun^enfion'd  with  a  hundred  friends; 
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And,  ia  the  "  Epiftic  t«  Arbuthnot,"  he  has  this  tender  and  indignant  apoflrophe-^ 

Of  all  thy  hiamelefs  life  the  fole  return, 

^y  verfc,  and  Queenfb'ry  weeping  o'er  thy  urn ! 

As  a  poet,  he  is  eharacfterifed  by  variety,  fprightlinefs,  eafe,  and  elegance.  His  compofitJonj, 
though  original  in  fome  parts,  are  not  of  the  higheft  kind.  They  are,  in  general,  more  diftin-* 
guilhed  by  vivacity,  penetration,  good  fenfe,  and  perfpicuity  of  exprefllon,  than  by  fublimity,  ten- 
^ernefsi  imagination,  and  ftrength  or  harmony  of  numbers.  His  Fajiorab,  Fables,  and  Beggar's 
Pj>era,  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame,  iih  pafiorals  feera  to  have  the  higheft  finiftiing. 
They  are  perfcdly  Doric.  The  rural  fimplicity  negleded  by  Pope,  and  admired  in  Philips,  appears 
in  its  true  gulfe  in  the  Shepherd's  Week :  "  There  only  nature  is  feen  exadly  fuch  as  the  country 
affordeth,  and  the  manner  meetly  copied  from  the  ruftical  folk  therein."  His  Failes  have  obtained 
more  popularity.  They  are  the  favourites  of  the  nurfery  and  of  the  fchool,  and  the  delight  of  perfons 
of  every  rank  and  of  every  age.  The  verfification  is  polilhed,  the  apologues,  in  general,  are  corredl ; 
they  polTefs  originality,  wit,  and  humour ;  and  to  thefe  is  fuperadded,  a  conficrable  portion  of  poetical 
fpirit.  He  is  fometimes,  however,  deficient  in  that  quality,  and  in  the  harmony  of  his  numbers ;  but  he 
is,  upon  the  whole,  the  moft  agreeable  metrical  fabulift  in  our  language.  The  merits  of  the  Beggar's 
Opera  are  univerfally  acknowledged.  "  We  owe  to  Gay,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  the  Lallad  Opera  :  % 
mode  of  Comedy,  which  at  firft  was  fuppofed  to  delight  only  by  its  novelty  ;  but  has  now,  by  the 
experience  of  half  a  century,  been  found  fo  well  accommodated  to  the  difpofition  of  a  popular  au- 
dience, that  it  is  likely  to  keep  long  poffeflion  of  the  ftage.  Whether  this  new  drama  was  the  pro- 
duA  of  judgment  or  of  luck,  the  praife  of  it  muft  be  given  to  the  inventor :  and  there  are  many 
writers  read  with  more  reverence,  to  whom  fuch  merit  of  originality  cannot  be  attributed." 

Of  his  Tales,  Ep'if.ks,  Edogites,  Songs,  &c.  it  would  be  fuperfluous  to  enumerate  the  brighter  pafla- 
ges.  _Many  of  thefe  little  compofitions  are  favourites  with  the  public.  His  Tales  and  Echgues  unite 
a  confiderablc  portion  of  the  grace  and  eafe  of  Prior,  with  the  humour  of  Swift;  but  they  are  not 
remarkable  for  jhe  beauty  of  their  images,  or  the  harmony  of  their  numbers.  His  Paftoral  Trage- 
dy of  Dione  is  claflical  and  elegant ;  but  will  not  greatly  entertain  without  the  proper  embellilhmentj, 
.  aifting  and  muGc.  His  Contimplatim  on  Night,  and  Thoughts  on  Eternity,  merit  the  higheft  praife.  His 
Stjoeet  William  1  Fareii-ell,  is  one  of  the  moft  popular  ballads  in  the  Englilh  language. 

The  eftimate  of  his  poetical  charader,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  is,  in  fome  inftanpes,  tpofeverc 
to  be  approved  by  readers  uncorrupted  by  literary  prejudices. 

"  As  a  poet,  he  caBnot  be  rated  very  high.  He  was,  as  I  once  heard  a  female  critic  remark,  "  of 
a  lower  order."  He  had  not,  in  any  great  degree,  the  mens  di-vinior,  the  dignity  of  genius.  Hij 
firft  performance,  the  Rural  Sports,  is  fuch  as  was  cafily  planned  and  executed  :  it  is  never  contempti- 
ble, nor  ever  excellent.  The  Fan  is  one  of  thofe  mythological  fiftions  which  antiquity  delivers  rea- 
dy tci  the  hand,  but  which,  like  other  things  that  lie  open  to  every  one's  ufe,  are  of  little  value. 
His  Fables  feem  to  have  been  a  favourite  work.  Of  this  kind  of  fables  he  does  not  appear  to  have 
formed  any  difiinA  or  fettled  notion.  For  a  Fable  he  gives  now  and  then  a  Tale,  or  an  abftraded 
Allegory  ;  and  from  fome,  by  whatever  name  they  are  called,  it  will  be  difficult  to  extracSt  any  mo- 
ral  principle.  They  are,  however,  told  with  Hvelinefs ;  the  verfification  is  fmooth,  and  the  didion^ 
though  now  and  then  a  little  conftrained  by  the  meafure  or  the  rhyme,  is  generally  happy.  Te  Tri- 
via  may  be  allowed  all  that  it  clainis  :  it  is  fprightly,  various,  and  pleafant.  The  fubjed  is  of  that 
iind  which  Cay  was,  by  nature,  quahfied  to  adorn ;  yet  fome  of  his  decorations  may  be  juftly 
wifhed  away.  The  appearance  of  Cloacina  is  naufeoys  and  fuperfluous.  Dione,  is  a  counterpart  to 
"  Amyuta"  and  "  Paftor  Fido,"  and  other  trifles  of  the  fame  kind,  eafily  imitated,  and  unworthy 
of  imitation.  \\Tiat  the  Italians  call  Comedies,  from  a  happy  conclufion.  Gay  calls  a  Tragedy, 
.^om  a  mournf  j1  event ;  buf  the  ftyle  of  the  Italians  atid  of  Gay  is  equally  tragical, 

'«  Of  his  little  poems  the  public  judgment  fecms  to  be  right ;  they  are  peither  much  efteemed, 
nor  totally  dtfpifcd.  The  Siory  cf  the  j  pfarition  is  borrowed  from  one  of  the  tales  of  Poggio^ 
Thofe  that  pleafe  leaft,  {ire  the  pieces  to  v=Jiich  e«,7/wr  gave  pccafioa;  for  who  can  much  delight 
SI!  the  echo  of  Etn  unnatural  fidioQ  ;''    '  >  ......    ■,.■.<!.  :, ,.  »   .;•  .^-., 
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RURAL  SPORTS: 

A  GEORGIC. 
INSCRIBED  TO  MR.  POPE,  1713  *, 


*•  — Securi  pnelia  ruris 
P«ndimus."  Nemeiia^ 


CANTO    I. 

Yotf ,  who  the  fwects  of  rural  life  have  knovro, 
Defpife  th'  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town ; 
In  Windfor  groves  your  eafy  hours  employ, 
And,  undifturb'd,  yourfelf  and  mufe  enjoy, 
Thames  liftens  to  thy  drains,  and  filent  flows,* 
And  no  rude  wind  through  ruftling  ofiers  blows; 
While  all  his  wondering    nymphs   around  thee 

throng, 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  fong. 

But  I,  who  ne'er  was  bleft  by  fortune's  han-d, 
N«r  brighten'd  ploughlhares  in  paternal  land, 
Long  in  the  noify  town  have  been  immur'd,, 
Rcfpir'd  its  fmoke,  and  all  its  cares  endur'd, 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind, 
And  fchemes  of  ftate  involve  th'  uneafy  mind  ; 
Fadion  embroils  the  world ;  and  every  tongue 
Is  mov'd  by  flattery,  or  with  fcandal  hung  : 
Friendlhip,  for  fylvan  (hades,  the  palace  flies, 
Where  all  muft  yield  to  intereft's  dearer  ties. 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  burns. 
And  honefty  forfakes  them  all  by  turns ; 
While  calumny  upon  each  party's  thrown. 
Which  both  promote,  and  both  alike  difown. 
Fatigu'd  at  laft,  a  calm  retreat  I  chofe, 
And  footh'd  my  harafs'd  mind  with  fweet  rcpofe. 
Where  fields  and  fliades,  and  the  rcfrefliing  clime, 
Infpire  the  fylvan  fong,  and  prompt  my  rhyme. 
Mjmufefhall  rove  throughflowery  meads  andplains. 
And  deck  with  Rural  Sports  her  native  ftrains ; 
And  the  fame  road  ambitioufly  purfue, 
frequented  by  the  Mantuan  fvvain  and  you. 

'  ris  not  that  rural  fports  alone  invite, 
Sut  all  the  grateful  country  breathes  delight ; 

*   This  pQtm  received  many  material  arreSionsfrom 
'if  oufiir  after  it  "KHifrJifublifiiid- 


Here  blooming  hea  Ithcxerts  her  gentle  rei*», 
And  firings  the  finews  of  th'  induftrious  fwain. 
Soon  as  the  morning  lark  falutes  the  day. 
Through  dewy  fields  1  take  my  frequent  way. 
Where  I  behold  the  farmer's  early  care 
In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  the  frcfii  fpring  in  all  her  ftate  is  crown'i 
And  high  luxuriant  grafs  o'erfpreads  the  ground, 
The  labourer  with  a  bending  fcythe  is  feen, 
Shaving  the  furface  of  the  waving  green ; 
Of  all  her  native  pride  difrobes  the  land. 
And  mesds  lays  wafte  before  his  fweeping  hand; 
While  with  the  mounting  fun  the  meadow  glow»| 
The  fading  herbage  round  he  loofely  throws  : 
But,  if  fome  Cgn  portend  a  lafting  fliower, 
Th'  eiperienc'd  fwain  forefees  the  coming  hourf. 
His  fun-burnt  hands  the  fcattering  fork  forfake. 
And  ruddy  damfels  ply  the  faving  rake  ; 
In  rifing  hills  the  fragrant  harveft  grows, 
And  fpreads  along  the  field  in  equal  rows,  [gaing^ 

Now  when  the  height  of  heaven  bright  Phoeb»8 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirfty  plains, 
When  heifers  feek  the  fliade  and  cooling  lake. 
And  in  the  middle  path-way  balks  the  fnakc ; 
O  lead  me,  guard  me  from  the  fultry  hours. 
Hide  me,  ye  forefls,  in  your  clofeft  bowers. 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  fpreading  arms  entwines, 
And  with  the  beech  a  mutual  fliade  combines  ; 
Where  flows  the  murmuringbrook, inviting  dream?, 
Where  bordering  hazel  overhangs  the  ftreams, 
Whofe  roUing  current,  winding  round  and  round. 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  wood  refound; 
Upon  the  moffy  couch  my  limbs  I  caft. 
And  e'en  at  noon  the  fweets  of  evening  tafte. 

Here  I  perufe  the  Mantuan's  GeorgieJlraias. 
And  learn  the  labours  of  Italian  fwains; 
In  every  page  I  fee  new  landfcapes  rife. 
And  all  Hefperia  opens  to  mj  eyes : 
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wander  o'er  the  varicu?  rural  toil, 
At)d  know  the  nature  of  each  different  foil : 
This  ^vaving  field  is  gilded  o'er  with  corn. 
That  fprcading  trees  with  bliHhing  fiuit  adorn  : 
Here  \  lurvey  the  purple  vintage  grow, 
Ciiiiib  round  the  poles,  and  rife  in  graceful  row : 
JOow  1  behold  the  fteed  curvet  and  bound, 
And  paw  with  reftlefs  hoof  the  fmoking  ground  : 
The  dcw-lap'd  bull  now  chafes  along  the  plain, 
\Vhilo burning  love  ferments  in  every  vein; 
His  well- arni'd  front  againft  his  rival  aims, 
And  by  the  dint  of  war  his  miftrtfs  claims : 
The  carsfiil  infe<5t  'midft  his  works  I  view, 
Now  from  the  flowers  exhauft  the  fragant  dew ; 
With  golden  treafures  load  his  little  thighs. 
And  fleer  his  diftant  journey  through  the  fkies  ; 
-Some  againfl  hollile  drones  the  hive  defend, 
Others  with  fv^'eets  the  waxen  cells  diftepd; 
Dach  in  the  toil  his  deftin'd  ofEce  bears, 
And  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  foul  appears. 

Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  talk  of  day, 
And  trudging  homeward  whiflles  on  the  way  ; 
Vhen  the  big-udder''d  cows  with  patience  {land, 
"Waiting  the  flroakings  of  the  damiel's  hand  ; 
Ko  w:rbling  cheers  the  woods ;  the  feather'd  choir 
'l"o  court  kind  flumber?,  to  the  fpiays  retire  ; 
"When  no  rude  gale  difturbs  the  flteping  trees, 
^or  afpen  leaves  confcfs  the  gentlefl  breeze ; 
iEngag'd  in  thought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  itray, 
To  take  niy  farewell  of  the  parting  day  5 
!Far  in  the  deep  the  fun  his  glory  hides, 
A  flrcak.  of  gold  the  fea  and  fky  divides  : 
The  purple  clotids  their  amber  linings  Hiow, 
And  cdg'd  with  flame  roils  every  wave  below  : 
J-lere  penfive  1  behold  the  fading  light, 
And  o'er  the  diftant  billow  lofc  my  fight. 
Now  right  in  filent  flate  begins  to  rife. 
And  twinkling  orbs  beftrow  th'  uncloudy  fkies; 
lier  borrow'd  luflre  grpwjng  Cyrhiu  lends. 
And  on  the  main  a  glittering  pathex,tends: 
Millions  of  worlds  hang  in  the  fpacious  air, 
^^^hich  lound  their  fims  their  annual  circles  fleer; 
Sweet  contemplation  elevates  my  fcnfe, 
While  1  furvcy  the  works  of  providence. 
O  could  the  mufe  itr  loftier  drains  rehearfe 
T  he  gloiioud  Author  of  the  univerfe. 
Who  reins  the  \-  inds,  gives  the  vaft  ocean  bounds, 
And    circumfcribes    the    floating    worlds    their 

rounds ; 
My  foul  fhould  overflov  in  fong»  of  praife. 
And  my  Cieator's  name  infpire  my  lays ! 
As  in  fucceflive  courfe  the  feafons  roll,; 
So  circling  pleafures  recreate  the  foul. 
When  genial  fpririg  a  living  warmth  beflows, 
And  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
Ko  fwelling  inundation  hides  the  grounds, 
But  cryftal  currents  glide  within  their  hounds  ; 
The  finny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forfake. 
Float  in  the  fun,  and  fkim  along  the  lake  ; 
"With  frequent  leap  they  range  the  fliallow  flrenmSj 
1'heir  filver  coats  refle(3;  the  dazzling  bfams. 
Now  let  the  fiflierman  his  toils  jircpare, 
And  arm  himfelf  with  every  watery  fnare  ; 
His  hooks,  his  lines,  perufe  with  careful  eye, 
IJUjrcafe  bis  tat'de,  and  his -rod  teuc 


V.'hen  floating  clouds  tlieir  fpongy  fleeces  dreln. 
Troubling  the  ftreanis"  with  fwift  defcending  rain  ; 
And  waters  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  fide, 
Bear  the  loofe  foil  into  the  fwelling  tide; 
Then  foon  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  rife, 
And  drive  the  liquid  burthen  through  the  ikies, 
The  fifhcr  to  the  neighbouring  current  fpeeds, 
Whofe  rapid  fnrface  purls  unknown  to  weeds  : 
Upon  arifing  border  of  the  brook 
He  fits  him  down,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook ; 
Now  expe(51ation  cheers  his  eager  thought. 
His  bofom  glows  with  treafures  yet  uncaught, 
Before  his  eyes  a  banquet  feems  to  fland. 
Where  eveiy  gueft  applauds  his  Ikilful  hand. 

Far  up  tjie  tlream  the  twilled  hair  he  throws, 
Which  down  the  muT>muring  current  gently  flowsj 
When,  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  fway       ' 
Dlrei^ls  the  roving  trout  this  fatal  way. 
He  greedily  fucks  in  the  twining  bait. 
And  ti;gs  and  nibbles  the  fallacious  meat ; 
Now,  happy  fifherman,  now  twitch  the  line  !. 
How  thy  rod  bends  I  behold,  the  prize  is  thine  ! 
Caft  on  the  bank,  he  dies  virith  gafping  pains, 
And  trickling  blood  his  filver  mail  diilains. 

You  mull  not  every  worm  promiicuous  ufe, 
judgmv'nt  vs'ill  tell  the  proper  bait  to  choofe  :  ' 
{'he  worm  that  draws  a  long  immoderate  fize, 
The  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morfel  flics ; 
And,  if  too  fmall,  the  naked  fraud's  in  fight. 
And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  does  invite. 
Thole  baits  will  btft  reward  the  fifher's  pains, 
Whofe  polifli'd  tails  a  fliining  yellow  flains  : 
Cieanfc  them  from  filth,  to  give  a  tempting  glofsj 
Clierifh  the  fully'd  reptile  race  with  mofs ; 
Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  toil. 
And  Irom  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  foil. 
•    But  when  the  fun  difplays  his  gracious  beams. 
And  (hallow  rivers  flow  with  filver  flrcams, 
Then  the  deceit  the  fcaly  breed  furvey, 
Bafic  in  the  fun^  and  look  into  the  day  : 
You  now  a  more  delufive  art  muft  try, 
And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  t!iat  wait  on  female  pride  ; 
l.et  nature  guide  thee  ;  fometimes  golden  wirf; 
The  flunin^',  bellies  (,f  the  fly  require  ; 
lilt  peacock's  plumes  thy  tackle  muft  not  fail, 
Nor  the  dear  purchafe  of  the  fable's  tail. 
Each  gaudy  bird  fome  flender  tribute  brings. 
And  lends  the  growing  infect  proper  wings  ; 
suits  of  all  colours  mult  their  aid  impart. 
And  every  fur  promote  the  filher's  art. 
iio  the  gay  L.-*/,  with  excefl'ive  care 
Eorrov/s  the  pride  of  land,  of  fea,  and  air ; 
Fur.=,  pearls,  and  plumes,  the  glittering  thing  dif- 

plays, 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  eafy  hearts  betrays. 

Mark  well  the  various  feafons  of  the  year. 
How  the  fucceeding  infedl  race  appear  ; 
Jn  this  revolving  moon  one  colour  reigns, 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  difdains, 
Oft  have  I  fcen  the  flcilful  angler  try 
The  various  colours  of  the  treacherous  fly,  [brook. 
When  he  with  fruitlefs   pain   hath  fkimm'd    th^' 
And  the  coy  fiflj  rejcdls  the  (kipping  hook, 
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He  ihakcs  the  boughs  that  on  the  inargln  grow, 
\Vhich  o'er  the  ftream  a  waving  forelt  throw  ; 
When,  if  an  infeifl  fall  (his  certain  guide), 
He  gently  takes  him  from  the  whirling  tide  ; 
jLramines  well  his  form  with  curious  eye?, 
His  gaudy  veft,  his  wings,  his  horns,  and  i\ze. 
Then  round  his  hook  the  chofen  fur  he  winds, 
And  on  the  hack  a  fpcckled  feather  binds, 
So  jutt  the  colours  fhinc  through  every  part, 
Tiiat  nature  feems  again  to  live  in  art. 
Let  not  thy  wary  ftep  advance  too  near. 
While  all  thy  hope  hangs  on  a  fingle  hair; 
The  new-form'd  infccft  on  the  water  moves. 
The  fpeckled  trout  the  curious  fnare  approves ; 
Upon  the  curling  furface  let  it  glide, 
With  natural  motion  from  thy  hand  fupply'd, 
Againft  the  ftream  now  gently  let  it  play. 
Now  in  the  rapid  eddy  roll  away. 
The  fcaly  fiioak  float  byj  and,  feiz'd  with  fear, 
Btfhold  their  fellows  toil  in  thinner  air  ; 
But  foon  they  leap,  and  catch'the  fwimming  bait, 
Piunge  on  the  hook,  and  fhare  an  equal  fate. 

when  abrife  gale  againft  the  cuncnt  blows. 
And  all  the  watery  plain  in  wrinkles  flovt's. 
Then  let  the  fifherman  his  art  repeat. 
Where  bubhling  eddies  favour  the  deceit. 
If  an  enormous  falmon  chance  to  fpy 
The  wanton  errors  of  the  floating  fly, 
He  lifts  his  filver  gills  above  the  flood. 
And  greedily  fucks  in  th'  unfaithful  food; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey, 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  fpoil  away  : 
Soon  in  fmart  pain  he  feels  the  dire  miHake, 
JLafhcs  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake  ; 
^ith  fi.ddeii  rage  he  now  aloft  appears, 
Afid  in  his  eye  convulfive  anguiih  bears  ; 
And  now  again,  impatient  of  ihe  wound, 
Ke  rolls  and  wreaths  his  fliining  body  round  ; 
Then  headlong  ftioots  beneath  the  dalhing  tide, 
The  trembling  fins  the  boiling  wave  divide. 
Now  hope  exalts  the  fiflier's  bf-ating  heart, 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  fears  his  dubious  art; 
He  views  the  tumbling  filh  with  longing  eyes, 
While  the  line  ftretchcs  with  th'  unwieldy  prize  ; 
Each  rhotion  humours  with  his  fteady  hands, 
And  one  flight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  commands: 
Till,  tir'd  at  laft,  delpoil'd  of  all  his  flrtngth, 
The  game  athwart  the  flream  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now,  with  pleafure,  views  the  gafping  prize 
pnafli  his  fliarp  teeth,  and  roll  his  bliiod-fli'it  eyes; 
Then  draws  him  to  the  fhore,  with  artful_^care. 
And  lifts  his  noflrils  in  the  fickcning  air; 
Upon  the  burthen'd  flream  he  floating  lies, 
Stretches  his  quivering  fins  and  gafping  dies. 
^     Would  you  preferve  a  numerous  finny  race  ; 
Let  your  fierce  dogs  the  ravenous  otter  chafe 
( Th'  amphibious  monfler  ranges  all  the  fliores, 
IJarts  through   the  waves,  and  eveiy  haunt  ex- 
plores) : 
Or  let  the  gin  his  roving  fteps  betray, 
Ana  fave  from  hollile  jaws  the  fcaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
O'erlock  the  muddy  fl:ream,  whole  tangling  weeds 
perplex  the  fiflier ;   I  noi:  choofe  to  bear 
"^hn  thievilh  nightly  net,  nor  b;irbcd  Ipcar ; 
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Nor  drain  T  ponds,  the  golden  carp  to  take. 
Nor  troll  for  pikes,  difpcoplers  of  the  lake  ; 
Around  the  fteel  no  tortur'd  worm  fliall  twine 
No  blood  of  living  infcvfl  ftain  my  line. 
Let  me,  Icfs  cruel,  call  the  feather'd  hook. 
With  pliant  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook, 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  ftray, 
And  with  the  fur- wrought  fly  delude  the  prey. 

CANTO    ir. 

Now,  {porting  mufe,  draw  in  the  flowing  reins. 
Leave  the  char  dreams  awhile  for  funny  plains'. 
Should  you  the  various  arms  and  toils  rehearfe  "' 
And  all  the  fiflierman  adorn  thy  verfe  • 
Should  you  the  wide  encircling  net  difplay. 
And  in  its  fpacious  arch  inclofe  the  fea ; 
Then  haul  the  plunging  load  upon  the  land. 
And  with  the  foal  and  turbot  hide  the  fand*- 
k  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long, 
And  tire  the  reader  with  the  watery  fong. 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chace  refrain 
Nor  render  all  the  ploughman's  labour  vain,  * 
When  Ceres  pours  out.  plenty  from  her  horn. 
And  clothes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  co'rn. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  taflc  repair, 
Hafte!  fave  the  produd:  of  the  bounteous  year  : 
To  the  wide-gathering  hook  long  furrows  yield*. 
And  rifing  fl^eaves  extend  through  all  the  field.  ' 

Yet,  if  for  Sylvan  fports  thy  bofom  glow. 
Let  thy  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe.' 
With  what  delight  the  rapid  courfe  I  view  ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  race  purfue  • 
He  fnaps  deceitful  air  with  empty  jaws  • 
The  fubtle  hare  darts  fwift  beneath  his  paws  ; 
She  flies,  fhe  ftretches,  now  with  nimble  bound 
liager  he  prcfles  on,  but  overflioots  his  ground  ; 
She  turns,  he  winds,  and  foon  regains  the  way,' 
Then  tears  with  gory  mouth  the  fcreaming  prey. 
What  various  fport  does  rural  life  aff'ord  !  [hoard  1 
What   unbought    dainties   heap    the   wholefomc 

Nor  lek  the  fpaniel,  flcilful  to  betray, 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather'd  prey. 
Soon  as  the  labouring  horfe,  with  fweUing  veinj. 
Hath  fal'cly  hou^'d  the  farmer's  doubtful  gains,  * 
To  ivvdet  repail  th'  unwary  patridge  flies 
With  joy  amid  the  fcatter'd  harvcfl;  lies ;' 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  forgets,* 
Nor  dreads  the  flavery  of  entangling  nets. 
1  he  lubile  dog  fcours  with  fggacions  nofe 
Along  the  field,  and  fnufifs  each  breeze  that  blows  • 
Againft  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  way,  * 

While  the  ftrong  gale  diredis  him  to  the  prey  ; 
Now  tfee  warm  fcent  afTures  the  covey  near,  " 
He  treads  with  caution,  and  he  points  with  fearj 
Then  (left  fome  fefltry  fowl  the  fraud  defcry,     ' 
And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  fly) 
Clofe  to  the  ground  in  expediation  fies, 
Till  in  the  fnare  the  fluttering  covey  rife. 
Soon  as  the  blufliing  light  begins  to  fprcad. 
And  glancing  Phcebus  gilds  the  mountain's  head. 
His  early  flight  th'  ill  fated  partridge  takes. 
And  quits  the  friendly  flielter  of  the  brakes. 
Or,  when  the  fun  cafts  a  declining  ray. 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  wellcrn  way 
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Let  your  obfequlous  ranger  fcarch  around, 
Where  yellow  ftubble  withers  on  the  ground  : 
Nor  will  the  roving  fpy  dired  in  vain, 
Buc  numerous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 
"When  the  meridian  fun  contradls  the  fhade, 
And  frilking  heifers  feek  the  cooling  glade  ; 
Or  when  the  country  floats  with  fudden  rains, 
Or  driving  mills  deface  the  moiften'd  plains ; 
In  vain  his  toils  th'  unlkilful  fowler  tries, 
While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  lies. 
Nor  muft  the  fporting  verfe  the  gun  forbear. 
But  what's  the  fowler's  be  the  mufes*  care. 
See  how  the  well-taught  pointer  leads  the  way  : 
The  fcent  grows  warm ;  he  flops ;  he  fprings  the 

prey; 
The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  ftubble  rife. 
And  on  fwift  wing  divide  the  founding  flcies ; 
The  fcattering  lead  purfues  the  certain  fight. 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  their  flight. 
Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  winter's  hand 
Spreads  wide  her  hoary  mantle  «'er  the  land  ; 
Mow  to  the  copfe  thy  leffer  fpaniel  take, 
Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch,  and  force  the  brake ; 
Not  clofeft  coverts  can  protetSl  the  game  : 
Hark !  the  dog  opens ;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
The  woodcock  flutters ;  how  he  wavering  flics  ! 
The  wood  refounds;  hfc  wheels,  he  drops,  he  dies. 

The  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  fing, 
Who  terror  bears  upon  his  foaring  wing  : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hern  furvey. 
And  lofty  numbers  paint  their  airy  fray. 
Nor  fliall  the  mounting  lark  the  mufe  detain. 
That  greets  the  morning  virith  his  early  flrain  ; 
When,  'midft  his  ibng,  the  twinkling  glafs  be- 
trays. 
While  from  each  angle  flafli  the  glanci 
And  in  the  fun  the  tranfient  colours  blaze 
Pride  lures  the  little  warbler  from  the  fldes 
The  Hght-enamour'd  bird  deluded  dies. 

But  ftill  the  chace,a  pleafant  tafk,  remains ; 
The  hound  muft  open  in  thefe  rural  ftrains. 
Soon  as  Aurora  drives  away  the  night. 
And  edges  eaftern  clouds  with  rofy  light. 
The  healthy  huntfman,  with  the  cheerful  horn. 
Summons  the  dogs,  and  gre«ts  the  dappled  morn  ; 
The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  enliven'd  hounds, 
They  roufe  from  fleep,  and   anfwer  founds  for 

founds ; 
Wide  through  the  furfy  field  their  rot  they  take, 
Their  bleeding  bofoms  force  the  thorny  brake  : 
The  flying  game  their  fmoking  noftrils  trace, 
No  bounding  hedge  obftrufts  their  eager  pace ; 
The  diftant  mountains  echo  from  afar, 
And  hanging  woods  refound  the  flying  war  : 
The  tuneful  noife  the  fprightly  courfer  hears. 
Paws  the  green  turf,  and  pricks  his  trembling  ears; 
The  flacken'd  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  fpeed, 
Back  flies  the  rapid  ground  beneath  the  fteed ; 
H[iII=,  dales,  and  forefts,  far  behind  remain,  [train. 
While  the  warm  fcent  draws  on  the  decp-mouth'd 
WJiere  (hall  the  trembling  hare  a  fhelter  find  ? 
S-^ik !  dea»h  adyaaees  ia  «ach  gcfl  ef  wind  I 


Tly  ttram  ; 
]g  glafs  be-"j 

""grays,  f 
blaze,         3 


Now  ftratagems  and  doubling  wfles  flie  triet. 
Now  circling  turns,  and  now  at  large  (he  flics; 
Till  fpent  at  laft,  (he  pants,  and  heaves  for  breath, 
Then  lays  her  deiwn,  and  waits  devouring  death. 

But   ftay,  adventurous  mufe  !  haft  thou  the 
force 
To  wind  the  twifted  horn,  to  guide  the  horfe  ? 
To  keep  the  feat  unmov'd,  haft  thou  the  flcill. 
O'er  the  high  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
Canft  thou  the  ftag's  laborious  chace  dire(5l, 
Or  the  ftrong  fox  through  all  hi-s  arts  detecft  i 
The  theme  denvands  a  more  eipcrienc'd  lay  : 
Ye  mighty  hunters  I  fpare  this  weak  efiay. 

O  happy  plains,  remote  from  war's  alarm*,. 
And  all  the  ravages  of  hoftile  arms ! 
And  happy  fhephcrds,  who,  fecure  from  fear, 
On  open  downs  preferve  your  fleecy  care  1 
Whole  fpacious  barns  groan  with  increafing  ftorc, 
And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor  1 
No  barbarous  foldier,  bent  on  cruel  fpoil. 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  your  fertile  foil ; 
No  trampling  fteed  lays  wafte  the  ripen'd  grain, 
Nor  crackling  fires  devour  the  promis'd  gain  : 
No  gaming  beacons  caft  their  blaze  afar. 
The  dreadful  fignal  of  invafive  war : 
No  trumpet's  clangour  wounds  the  mother's  ear. 
And  calls  the  lover  from  his  fwooning  fair. 

What  happinefs  the  rural  maid  attends. 
In  cheerful  labour  while  each  day  ftie  fpends  1 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  has  fenf. 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content. 
(Such  happinefs,  and  fuch  unblemilh'd  fame. 
Ne'er  glad  the  bofom  of  the  courtly  dame) : 
She  never  feels  the  fpleen's  imagin'd  pains, 
Nor  melancholy  ftagnates  in  her  veins ; 
She  never  lofes  life  in  thoughtlefs  eafe. 
Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  difeafe ; 
Her  home-fpun  drefs  in  fimple  ncatnefs  lies. 
And  for  no  glaring  equipage  flie  fighs  : 
Her  reputation,  which  is  all  her  boaft, 
In  a  malicious  vifit  ne'er  was  loft  ; 
No  midnight  mafqaerade  her  beauty  wears, 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  fading  bloom  repain; 
If  love's  foft  paflTion  in  her  bofom  reign, 
An  equal  paflion  warms  her  happy  fwain  ; 
No  homebred  jars  her  quiet  ftate  control. 
Nor  watchful  jealoufy  torments  her  foul ; 
With  iecret  joy  flie  fees  her  little  race 
Hang  on  her  breaft,  and  her  fmall  cottage  grace  ; 
The  fleecy  ball  their  bufy  fingers  cull, 
Or  from  the  fpindlc  draw  the  lengthening  wool ; 
Thus  flow  her  hours  with  conftant  peace  of  mind, 
Till  age  the  lateft  thread  of  life  unwind. 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noife  and  ftrifc. 
The  kind  rewarders  of  induftrious  life ; 
Ye  ftiady  woods,  where  once  1  us'd  to  rove, 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  mufe  and  love  ; 
Ye  murmuring  ftreams  that  in  meanders  roll. 
The  fweet  compofers  of  the  pcnfive  foul ; 
Farewell ! — The  city  calls  me  from  your  bowers  : 
Farewell,  amufing  thoughts  and  peaceful  hpufs ; 
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I  SING  that  graceful  toy,  whofe  waving  play 
With  gentle  gales  reheves  the  fultry  day ; 
Not  the  wide  fan  by  Perfian  dames  difplay'd, 
Which  o'er  their  beauty  calls  a  grateful  fliade  ; 
Nor  that  long  known  in  China's  artful  land, 
Which,  while  it  cools  {he  face,  fatigues  the  hand: 
Nor  fhall  the  mufe  in  Afian  climates  rove, 
To  feek  in  Indoftan  fome  fpicy  grove, 
Where,  flrctch'd  at  eafe,  the  panting  lady  lies, 
To  fhun  the  fervor  of  meridian  Ikies, 
While  fweating  flaves  catch  every  breeze  of  air, 
And  with  wide-fpreading  fans  refrefh  the  fair ; 
No  bufy  gnats  her  pleafing  dreams  moleft, 
Inflame  her  cheek,  or  ravage  o'er  her  breaft  j 
But  artificial  zephyrs  round  her  fly, 
And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  Iky. 

Nor  fhall  Bermudas  long  the  mufe  detain, 
Whofe  fragrant  forefls  bloom  in  Waller's  ftrain, 
Where  breathing  fweets  from  every  field  afcend, 
And  the  wild  woods  with  golden  apples  bend. 
Yet  let  me  in  fome  odorous  fliade  repofe, 
Whilil  in  my  verfe  the  fair  palmetto  grows  : 
Like  the  tall  pine  it  flioots  its  {lately  head  ; 
From  the  broad  top  depending  branches  fpread; 
No  knotty  limbs  the  taper  body  bears ; 
Jlung  on  each  bough  a  fingle  leaf  appears, 
Which,  flirivell'd  in  its  infancy,  remains 
Like  a  clos'd  fan,  nor  (Iretches  wide  its  veins, 
But,  as  the  feafons  in  their  circle  run, 
Opes  its  ribb'd  furface  to  the  nearer  fun : 
Beneath  this  {hade  the  weary  peafant  lies. 
Plucks  the  broad  leaf,  and  bids  the  breezes  rife. 

Stay,  wandering  mufe  I    nor  rove  in  foreign 
climes; 
To  thy  own  native  {bore  confine  thy  rhymes. 
A{Iift,  ye  Nine,  your  loftielt  notes  employ  ; 
Say  what  celeftial  {kill  contriv'd  the  toy  j 
Say  how  this  inflrument  of  love  began, 
And  in  immortal  ftrains  difplay  the  Fan. 

Strcphon  had  long  confefs'd  his  amorous  pain. 
Which  gay  Corinna  rallied  v^ith  difdain  : 
Sometimes  in  broken  words  he  figh'd  his  care, 
Look'dpale,  and  trembled  when  heview'd  the  fair; 
With' bolder  freedoms  now  the  youth  advanc'd, 
|ie  dref»'d,  he  laugh'd,  he  fun?,  he  rhjni'd^  he 
'  ■       dafic'd  ■)     ■         - 


Now  call'd  more  powerful  prcfents  to  his  at^i 
And,  to  feduce  the  miftrefs,  brib'd  the  maid ; 
Smooth  flattery  in  her  fofter  hours  apply'd. 
The  fureft  charm  to  bend  the  force  of  pride  s 
But  flill  unmov'd  remains  the  fcornful  dame, 
Infults  her  captive,  and  derides  his  flame. 
When  Strephon  faw  his  vows  difpers'd  in  air, 
He  fought  in  folitude  to  lofe  his  care ; 
Relief  in  folitude  he  fought  in  vain. 
It  ferv'd,  lilyc  mufic,  but  to  feed  his  pain. 
To  Venus  now  the  flighted  boy  complains. 
And  calls  the  goddefs  in  thefe  tender  ftrains  : 

O  potent  queen  I  from  Neptune's  empire  fprungj 
W'nofe  glorious  birth  admiring  Nereids  fung. 
Who  'midft  the  fragrant  plains  of  Cyprus  rove, 
Whofe  radiant  prefence  gilds  the  Paphian  grovCi 
Where  to  thy  name  a  thoufand  altars  rife. 
And  curling  clouds  of  incenfc  hide  the  Ikies  s 
O  beauteous  goddefs  I  teach  mc  how  to  movCj 
Infpire  my  tongue  with  eloquence  of  love  1 
If  loft  Adonis  e'er  thy  bofom  warm'd. 
If  e'er  his  eyes  or  godlike  figure  charm'd,  » 

Think  on  thofe  hours  when  firft  you  felt  the  <Jar§ 
Think  on  the  reftlcfs  fever  of  thy  hearty 
Think  how  you  pine  in  abfence  of  the  fwain  : 
By  thofe  uneafy  minutes  know  my  pain. 
Ev'n  while  Cydippc  to  I)iana  bows, 
And  at  her  Ihrine  renews  her  virgin  vows. 
The  lover,  taught  by  thee,  her  pride  o'ercam©;" 
She  reads  his  oaths,  and  feels  an  equal  flame. 
Oh,  may  my  flame,  like  thine,  Acontius,  prove  [ 
May  Venus  didate,  and  reward  my  love  i 
When  crowds  of  fuitors  Atabnta  try'd. 
She  wealth  and  beauty,  wit  and  fame  defy'd; 
Each  daring  lover  with  adventurous  pace 
Purfued  his  wUhes  in  the  dangerous  race  ; 
Like  the  fwift  hind,  the  bounding  damfel  flie|j 
Strains  to  the  goal,  the  diftanc'd  lover  dies. 
Hippomenes,  O  Venus !  was  thy  care. 
You  taught  the  fwain  to  ftay  the  flying  fair  ; 
Thy  golden  prefent  caught  the  virgin's  eyes ; 
She  ftoops ;  he  rulhcs  on,  and  gains  the  prize* 
Say,  Cyprian  deity,  what  gift,  what  art. 
Shall  humble  into  love  Corinna's  heart  ? 
If  only  fome  bright  toy  can  charm  her  fight. 
Teach  me  what  prefent  may  fufpend  her  flight; 
Thus  the  defponding  youth  his  flame  declares ; 
\'^iC  goddefs  with" a  nod  hl»  paffioa  bcarft, 
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Far  ir.  Cythera  flands  a  fpacioiis  grove, 
Sacred  to  Venus  and  the  God  of  Love  : 
Here  the  luxuriant  myrtle  rears  her  head, 
Like  the  tall  oak  the  fragrant  branches  fpread; 
Here  nature  all  her  fweets  profufely  pours, 
J\ud  paints  th'  enamell'd  ground  with  various 

flowers ; 
Deep  in  the  gloomy  glade  a  grotto  bends, 
Wide  through  the  craggy  rock  an  arch  extends, 
I'he  rugged  flone  is  cloth'd  with  mantling  vines. 
And  'ound  the  cave  the  creeping  woodbine  twines. 

Here  bufy  Cupids,  with  pernicious  art, 
Form  the  ftiff  bow,  and  forge  the  fatal  dart ; 
All  (hare  the  toil ;  while  fome  the  bellows  ply. 
Others  with  feathers  teach  the  fhafts  to  fly  : 
Sfcme  with  joint  force  whirl  round  the  ftony  wheel, 
Where  flreams  the  fparkling  fire  from  temper'd 

fteel ; 
Some  point  their  arrows  with  the  niceft  flcili, 
And  with  the  warlike  ftore  their  quivers  fill. 

A  difTerent  toil  another  forge  employs  : 
Here  tlie  loud  hammer  fafhions  female  toys ; 
Hence  is  the  fair  with  ornament  fnpply'd; 
Hence  fpring  the  glittering  implements  of  pride  ; 
Each  trinket  that  adorns  the  modern  dame 
Firft  to  thefe  little  artifts  ow'd  its  frame  : 
Here  an  unfinifh'd  diamond  crofslet  lay, 
To  which  foft  lovers  adoration  pay  ; 
There  was  the  polifli'd  cryflal  bottle  feen, 
^  hat  with  quick  fcents  revives  the  modifh  fpleen; 
Here  the  yet  rude  unjoitited  fnuff-box  lies, 
Which  ferves  the  rally'dfop  for  fmart  replies; 
*I  here  piles  of  paper  rqfe  in  gilded  reams, 
n  he  future  records  of  the  lover's  flames; 
Here  clouded  canes  'midft  heaps  of  toys  are  found, 
A  nd  inlaid  tweezer-cafes  ftrow  the  ground ; 
There  (lands  the  toilette,  nurfcry  of  charms. 
Completely  furnifli'd  with  bright  beauty's  arms: 
1  he  patch,  the  powder-box,  pulville,  perfurpes, 
pins,  paint,  a  flattering  glafs,and  black-lead  combs. 

The  tcilfome  hours  in  diflerent  labours  Aide, 
Snme  work  the  file,  and  fome  the  graver  guide  ; 
Trom  the  loud  anvil  the  quick  blow  rebounds. 
And  their  rais'd  arms  defcend  in  tuneful  found$. 
Thus  when  Scmlramis,  in  ancient  days, 
Xade  Babylon  her  mighty  bulwarks  raife, 
iv  fwarm  of  labourers  different  talks  attend  : 
Here  puUies  make  the  ponderous  oak  afcend  ; 
■\*/ith  echoing  ftrokes  the  craggy  quarry  groans, 
A^/hile  there  the  chiflel  forms  the  fhapelefs  ftones ; 
The  weighty  mallet  deals  refounding  blows. 
Till  the  proud  battlements  her  towers  enclofe. 

Now  Venus  mounts  her  car,  flie  fliakes  the  reins, 
/.Kd  fleers  her  turtles  to  Cythera's  plains  ; 
Strait  to  the  grott  with  graceful  flep  Ibe  goes. 
Her  loofe  ambrofial  hair  behind  her  flows  : 
T  he  fwelling  bellows  heave  for  breath  no  more  ; 
All  drop  their  Cient  hammers  on  the  floor ; 
In  deep  fufpenfe  the  mighty  labour  flands  ; 
While  thus  the  goddefsfpoke  her  mild  commands  : 

Induftrious  loves!  your  prefent  toils  forbear; 
A  more  important  tafic  demands  your  care  : 
Long  has  the  fcheme   cniploy'd  my  thoughtful 

mind, 
Bj  judgment  ripen'd,  and  by  time  rcfin'd. 


That  glorious  bird  have  ye  not  often  feen. 
Who  draws  the  car  of  the  celeflial  queen  ? 
Have  ye  not  oft  furvey'd  his  varying  dyes, 
His  tail  all  gilded  o'er  with  Argus'  eyes  ? 
Have  ye  not  feen  him  in  a  funny  day 
Unfurl  his  plumes,  and  all  his  pride  difplay  ; 
Then  fuddenly  contra<5l  his  dazzling  train. 
And  with  long-trailing  feathers  fweep  the  plain  t 
Learn  from  this  hint,  let  this  inftruA  your  art ; 
Thin  taper  flicks  muft  from  one  centre  part : 
Let  thefe  into  the  quadrant's  form  divide, 
The  fpreading  ribs  with  fnowy  paper  hide  ; 
Here  (ball  the  pencil  bid  its  colours  flow, 
And  make  a  miniature  creation  grow. 
Let  the  machine  in  equal,  foldings  clofe. 
And  now  its  plaited  furface  wide  difpofe. 
So  Ihall  the  fair  her  idle  hand  employ, 
And  grace  each  motion  with  the  refllefs  toy; 
With  various  play  bid  zephyrs  rife. 
While  Love  in  every  grateful  zephyr  flies. 

The  mafler  Cupid  traces  out  the  lines, 
And  with  judicious  hand  the  draught  deCgns  : 
Th'  expe<5ling  loves  with  joy  the  model  view. 
And  the  joint  labour  eagerly  purfue. 
Some  flit  their  arrows  with  the  niceft  art, 
And  into  fticks  convert  the  Ihlver'd  dart ; 
The  breathing  bellows  wake  the  fleeping  fire, 
Blow  off  the  cinders,  and  the  fparks  afpire  ; 
Their  arrow's  point  they  foften  in  the  flame. 
And  founding  hammers  break  its  barbed  frame; 
Of  this  the  little  pin  they  neatly  mould,       [fold  ; 
From  whence  their  arms  the  fpreading  {licks  un- 
In  equal  plaits  they  now  the  paper  bend. 
And  at  juil  diflance  the  wide  ribs  extend  ; 
Then  on  the  frame  they  mount  the  limber  fkreen. 
And  finifh  inftantiy  the  new  machine. 

The  goddefs,  pleas'd,  the  csrious  work  receiveSj 
Remounts  her  chariot,  and  the  grotto  leaves; 
With  the  light  Fan  fhe  moves  the  yielding  air. 
And  gales  till  then  unknown  play  round  the  fair. 

Unhappy  lovers,  how  will  ye  withftand. 
When  thefe  new  arms  fhall  grace  your  charmer's 

hand?  , 

In  ancient  times,  when  maids  in  thought  were  pure, 
When  eyes  were  artlefs,  and  the  look  demure; 
When  the  wide  ruff"  the  well-turn'd  neck  enclos'dl 
And  heaving  breafts  within  the  flays  repos'd  ; 
When  the  clofe  hood  conceal'd  the  modeft  ear, 
Ere  black  lead  combs  difown'd  the  virgin's  hair; 
Then  in  the  muff"  unaiflive  fingers  lay. 
Nor  taught  the  Fan  in  fickle  forms  to  play. 

How  are  the  fex  improv'd  in  amorous  arts  I 
What  new  found  fnarestiiey  bait  f^r  human  hearts. 

When  kindling  war  the  ravag'd  globe  ran  o'er. 
And  fatten'd  thirfly  plains  with  human  gore, 
At  firft,  the  brandifli'd  arm  the  javelin  threw. 
Or  fent  wing'd  arrows  from  the  twanging  yew  ; 
In  the  bright  air  the  dreadful  faulchion  ftione. 
Or  whiftling  flings  difmifs'd  th'  uncertain  ftone. 
Now  mefi  thofe  lefs  deftruCtive  arms  defpife  ; 
Wide-waftefiil  death  from  thundering  cannon  flies: 
One  hour  with  more  battalions  flrows  the  plain. 
Than  were  of  yore  in  weekly  battles  flain. 
So  I-ove  with  fatal  airs  the  nymph  fupplies, 
Her  drcfs  difpofesj  and  diresils  hsr  eves; 
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The  bofom  now  its  panting;  teautles  ftiows  ; 
Th'  experienc'd  eye  refiftlefs  glances  throws  ; 
Now  vary'd  patches  wander  o'er  the  face, 
And  ftrike  each  gazer  with  a  horrowM  grace; 
The  fickle  head-dre.fs  fmks,  and  now  afpires 
A  towery  front  of  lace  on  branching  wires ; 
The  curling  hair  in  tortur'd  ringlets  flows, 
br  round  the  face  in  labour'd  order  gfows. 

How  fliall  I  foar,  and  on  unweary  wing 
Trace  varying  habits  upward  to  their  fpring  '. 
\Vhat  force  of  thought,  what  numbers  can  exprefs 
Th'  inconflant  equipage  of  female  drefs  1 
How  the  flrait  flays  the  flender  waift  conftrairi. 
How  to  adjuft  the  manteau's  fweeping  train  ! 
What  fancy  can  the  petticoat  furround, 
With  the  capacious  hoop  of  whalebone  bound  ! 

But  ftay,  prefumptuous  mufe  '.  nor  boldly  dare 
The  toilette's  facred  myfveries  declare. 
Let  a  juft  diftance  be  to  beauty  paid  ; 
None  here  muft  enter  but  the  trufty  maid. 
Should  you  the  wardrobe's  magazine  rehearfe, 
And  glolTy  manteaus  ruftle  in  thy  verfe  ; 
Should  you  the  rich  brocaded  fuit  unfold. 
Where  rifing  flowers  grow  ftiff  with  frofted  gold  ; 
The  dazzled  mufe  would  from  her  fubjedt  flray, 
And  in  a  maze  of  falhions  lofe  her  way. 

B  O  O  K    II. 

btYMPUs'  gates  unfold;  in  heaven's  high  towers 
Appear  in  council  all  th'  immortal  powers. 
Great  Jove  above  the  reft  exalted  fat. 
And  in  his  mind  revolv'd  fucceeding  fate  ; 
His  awful  eye  with  ray  fuperior  fhone  ; 
The  thunder-grafping  eagle  jjuards  his  throne; 
On  filver  clouds  the  great  afiembly  laid, 
1  he  whole  creation  at  one  view  furvey'd. 

But  fee  !  fair  Venus  comes  in  all  her  ftate  ; 
The  wanton  Loves  and  Graces  round  her  wait ; 
With  her  loofe  robe  ofBciousKephyrs  play, 
And  ftrew  with  odoriferous  flowers  the  way  ; 
In  her  right  hand  fhe  waves  the  fluttering  Fan  ; 
And  thus  in  melting  founds  her  fpeech  began  : 
AiTemblcd  powers!  who  fickle  mortals  guide, 
Who  o'er  the  fea,  the  ficies,  and  earth,  prefide  ; 
Ye  fountains  1  whence  ail  human  bkffings  flow, 
Who  pour  your  bounties  on  the  world  below  ; 
Bacchus  firft  rais'd  and  prun'd  the  climbing  vine, 
And  taught  the  grape  to  ftream  with   genereus 
"■  wine ; 

Induftrious  Ceres  tam'd  the  favage  ground. 
And  pregnant  fields  with  golden  harvefts  crown'd ; 
Flora  with  bloomy  fweets  enrich'd  the  year; 
And  fruitful  autumn  is  Pomona's  care. 
1  firfl;  taught  woman  to  fubdue  mankind. 
And  all  her  native  charms  with  drefs  refin'd ; 
Celcftialfynod  !  this  machine  furvey, 
'1  hat  fhades  the  face,  or  bids  cool  zephyrs  play; 
If  confcious  blufties  on  her  cheek  arife, 
With  this  file  veils  them  froai  her  lover's  eyes  ; 
No  levell'd  glance  betrays  her  amorous  heart, 
From  the  Fan's  ambufli  flie  dlrecfls  the  dart. 
Tlie  royal  fceptre  fliines  in  Juno's  hand. 
And  twifted  thunder  fpeaks  great   Jove's   com- 
mand ; 
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On  Pallas'  arm  the  Gorgon  field  "appears. 

And  Nsptune's  mighty  grafp  the  trident  bears; 

Ceres  is  with  the  bending  fickle  feen. 

And  the   flrong  bow   points  out  the  Cynthian 

Queen; 
Henceforth  the  waving  Fan  my  hands  (hall  grace. 
The  waving  Fan  fupply  the  fccptre's  place. 
Who  {hall,  ye  powers  1  the  forming  pencil  hold  ? 
What  ftory  (hall  the  wide  machine  unfold  ? 
Let  Loves  and  Graces  lead  the  dance  around. 
With  myrtle  wreathes  and  flowery  chapletscrown'dj 
Let  Cupid's  arrow  ftrow  the  fmiling  plains 
With  unrcfifting  nymphs  and  amorous  fwains  : 
May  glowing  piiStures  o'er  the  furface  fhine. 
To  melt  Gow  virgins  with  a  warm  defign  !    . 

Diana  rofe^;  with  filver  crefcent  crown'd, 
And  fix'd  her  modeft  eyes  upon  the  ground; 
Then  with  becoming  mien  fhe  rais'd  her  head. 
And  thus  with  graceful  voice  the  virgin  faid  : 

Has  woman  then  forgot  all  former  wiles. 
The  watchful  ogle,  and  delufive  fmlles  ? 
Does  man  againft  her  charms  too  powerful  prove  ? 
Or  are  the  fex  grown  novices  in  love  ? 
Why  then  thefe  arms  ?  or  why  fiiould  artful  eyes^ 
From  this  flight  ambnfh,  conquer  by  furprife  i 
No  guilty  thought  the  fpotlefs  virgin  knows. 
And  o'er  her  cheek  no  confcious  crimfon  glows. 
Since  blufnes  then  from  fliarae  alone  arife,  > 

Why  fhould  we  veil  them  from  her  lover's  eyes? 
Let  Cupid  rather  give  up  his  command, 
And  truft  his  arrows  iu  a  female  hand. 
Have  not  the  gods  already  cherifh'd  pride. 
And  woman  with  deftruftive  arms  fupply'd  ? 
Neptune  on  her  beftows  his  cholceft  flores. 
For  her  the  chambers  of  the  deep  explores; 
The  gaping  fhell  its  pearly  charge  refigns. 
And  round  her  neck  the  lucid  bracelet  twines  i 
Plutus  for  her  bids  earth  its  wealth  unfold. 
Where  the  warm  ore  is  ripen'd  into  gold  ; 
Or  vi'here  the  ruby  reddens  in  the  foil. 
Where  the  green  emerald  pays  the  fearcher's  toil* 
Does  not  the  diamond  fparkle  in  her  ear, 
Glow  on  her  hand,  and  tremble  in  her  hair  ? 
From  the  gay  nymph  the  glancing  lufl;re  flies, 
And  imitates  the  lightning  of  her  eyes. 
But  yet,  if  Venus'  wiflies  muft  fucceed. 
And  this  fantaftic  engine  be  decreed. 
May  fome  chafte  ftory  from  the  pencil  flow, 
To  fpeak  the  virgin's  joy,  and  Hymen's  woe  1 

Here  let  the  wretched  Ariadne  fland, 
Seduc'd  by  Thefeus  to  fome  defert  land. 
Her  locks  diflievel'd  waving  in  the  wind. 
The  cryftal  tears  confefs  her  tortur'd  mind. 
The  perjur'd  youth  unfurls  his  treacherous  fails. 
And  their  white  bofoms  catch  the  fwelling  gales. 
Be  ftill  I  ye  winds,  fhe  cries  ;  fi;ay,  Thefeus,  ftay ! 
But  faithlefs  Thefeus  hears  no  more  than  they. 
Ail  defperate,  to  fome  craggy  cliff  flie  flies. 
And  fpreads  a  well-known  fignal  in  the  fliies; 
His  leflening  vefl"el  ploughs  the  foamy  main  ; 
i  She  fighs,  (he  calls,  (he  waves  the  fign  in  vain. 
Paint  Dido  there  amidfther  laftdiftrcfp, 
Pale  checks  and  blood-fbot  eyes  hergiief  exprefs: 
Deep  in  her  breaft  the  reeking  fword  is  drown'd  ; 
And  guflii.ng  blood  ftreams  purple  from  the  wound 
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Her  fifter  Anna  hovering  o'cf  her  ftands, 
Accufes  Heaven  with  lifted  eyes  and  hands, 
Upbraids  the  Trojan  with  repeated  cries, 
And  mixes  curfes  with  her  broken  fighs. 
View  this,  ye  maids  ;  and  then  each  fwain  believe: 
They're  Trojans  all,  and  vow  but  to  deceive. 

Here  draw  Oenone  in  the  lonely  grove, 
"Where  Paris  firft  betray'd  her  into  love  : 
i,et  wither'd  garlands  hang  on  every  bough. 
Which  the  falfe  youth  wove  for  Oenone's  brow ; 
The  garlands  lofe  their  fweets,  their  pride  is  fhed, 
And  like  their  odours  all  his  vows  are  fled. 
On  her  fair  arm  herpenfive  head  (he  lays, 
And  Xanthus' waves  with  mournful  lookfurveys; 
That  flood  which  witnefs'd  his  inconftant  flame, 
When  thus  he  fwore,  and  won  the  yielding  dame : 
••  Thefe  flreams  fhail  fooner  to   their  fountain 

"  move, 
"  Than  I  forget  my  dear  Oenone's  love." 
Roll  back,  ye  dreams;  back  to  your  fountain  run  '. 
Paris  is  falfe;  Oenone  is  undone. 
Ah,  wretched  maid  !  think  how  the  moments  flew, 
Ire  you  the  pangs  of  this  curft  paflion  knew. 
When  groves  could  pleafe,  and  when  you  lov'd  the 

plain. 
Without  the  prefcncc  of  your  perjur'd  fwain. 
Thus  may  the  nymph,  whene'er  (he  fpreads  the 
Fan, 
In  his  true  colours  view  perfidious  man  ; 
Plcas'd  with  her  virgin  flate,  in  forefls  rove. 
And  never  truft  the  dangerous  hopes  of  Love. 

The  Goddefs  ended ;  merry  Momus  rofe, 
With  fniiles  and  grins  he  waggifh  glances  throws; 
Then  with  a  noify  Uiugh  foreftalls  hisjokc, 
3VIirth  fiafhes  from  his  eyes  while  thus  he  fpoke  : 

Rather  let  heavenly  deeds  be  painted  there. 
And  by  your  own  examples  teach  the  fair. 
L.et  chafte  Diana  on  the  piece  be  feen, 
And  the  bright  crefcent  own  the  Cynthian  Queen. 
On  Latmos'  top  fee  young  Endymion  lies, 
Jcign'd  fleep  has  clos'd  the  bloomy  lover's  tj-es  : 
Sec,  to  his  foft  embraces  how  Ihe  fleals. 
And  on  his  lips  her  warm  carefTes  feals ; 
No  ojore  her  hand  the  glittering  javelin  holds, 
JSut  round  his  neck  her  eager  arms  fhe  folds. 
Why  are  our  fecrcts  by  our  blufhes  ftiown  ? 
Virgins  are  virgin*  ftill — while  'tis  unknown. 
Here  let  her  on  fome  flowery  bank  be  laid, 
Where  meeting  beeches  weave  a  graceful  fhade ; 
Her  naked  bolom  wanton  trefles  grace, 
And  glowing  expeAation  paints  her  face  ; 
O'er  her  fair  limbs  a  thin  loofe  veil  is  fpread, 
(Stand  off";  ye  fhcpherds;  fear  Adlseon's  head)  I 
Let  vigorous  Pan  th'  unguarded  minute  feize, 
And  in  a  fhaggy  goat  the  virgin  pleafe. 
Why  are  our  fecrets  by  our  bluflies  Ihown  ? 
"Virgins  are  virgins  flill — while  'tis  unknown. 

There  with  juft  warmth  Aurora's  paflion  trace, 
Let  fpreading  crimfon  ftain  her  virgin  face. 
See  Cephalus  her  wantom  airs  defpife, 
While  flie  provokes  him  with  defiring  eyes ; 
To  raife  his  paflions,  fhe  difplays  her  charms. 
His  modeft  hand  upon  her  bofom  warms ;  [fuade  ; 
Nor  li.oks,  nor  prayers,  nor  force,  his  heart  per- 
But  wiUi  difdain  he  quits  the  rofy  maid.      , 


Here  let  diffblfring  Leda  gracff  the  toy, 
Warm  cheeks  and  heaving  breafts  reveal  her  joy; 
Beneath  the  prefling  fwan  flie  pants  for  air, 
While  with  his  fluttering  wings  he  fans  the  fair. 
There  let  all-conquering  gold  exert  Its  power. 
And  foften  Danae  in  a  glittering  fliower. 

Would  you  warn  beauty  not  to  cherlfh  pride, 
Nor  vainly  in  the  treacherous  bloom  confide. 
On  the  machine  the  fage  Minerva  place. 
With  lineaments  of  wifdom  mark  her  face. 
See,  where  fhe  lies  near  fome  tranfparent  flood, 
And  with  her  pipe  clieers  the  refounding  wood  : 
Hex  image  in  the  floating  glafs  flie  fpies, 
Her  bloated  clieeks,  worn  lips,  and  fhrivel'd  eyes; 
She  breaks  the  guiltlefs  pipe,  and  with  difdain 
Its  fhatter'd  ruins  flings  upon  the  plain  ; 
With  the  loud  reed  no  more  her  cheek  fliall  fwell, 
What  1    fpoil   her  face  1    No.    Warbling  ftrainsj 

farewell. 
Shall  arts,  fhall  fciences,  employ  the  fair  ? 
Thofe  trifles  are  beneath  Minerva's  care. 
From  Venus  let  her  learn  the  married  life. 
And  all  the  virtuous  duties  of  a  wife. 
Here  on  a  couch  extend  the  Cyprian  dame. 
Let  her  eye  fparkle  with  the  glowing  flame; 
The  god  of  war  within  her  clinging  arms 
Sinks  on  her  lips,  and  kindles  all  her  charms. 
Paint  limping  Vulcan  with  a  hufband's  care. 
And  let  his  brow  the  cuckold's  honours  wear; 
Beneath  the  net  the  captive  lovers  place. 
Their  limbs  entangled  in  a  clofe  embrace. 
Let  thefe  amours  adorn  the  new  machine, 
And  female  nature  on  the  piece  be  feen  ; 
So  fhall  the  fair,  as-iong  as  Fans  fhall  laft. 
Learn  from  your  bright  examples  to  be  chaftc. 

BOOK  III.  . 

Thos  Momus  fpoke.     When  fage  Minerva  rofe; 

From  her  fweet  lips  fmosth  elocution  flows ; 

Her  (kilful  hand  an  ivory  pallet  grac'd. 

Where  (hining  colours  were  in  order  plac'd. 

As  gods  are  blefs'd  with  a  fuperior  ikill,  .  . 

And,  fwift  as  mortal  thought,  perform'  their  will; 

Straight  flie  propofes,by  her  art  divine,     . 

To  bid  the  paint  exprefs  her  great  defign. 

Th'  afl"embled  powers  confent.     She  now  began, 

And  her  creating  pencil  ftain'd  the  Fan. 

O'er  the  fair  field  trees  fpread,  and  rivers  flow. 

Towers  rear  their  heads,  and  diftant  mounuias 

grow; 
Life  feems  to  move  within  the  glowing  veins. 
And  in  each  face  fome  lively  paflion  reigns. 
Thus  have  I  feen  woods,  hill?,  and  dales  appear. 
Flocks  graze  the  plains,  birds  wing  the  fllent  air, 
In  darken'd  roonis^  where  light  can  only  pafs 
Through  the  fmall  circle  of  a  convex  glafs; 
On  the  white  flieet  the  moving  figures  rife. 
The  foreft  waves,  clouds  flo'at  along  the  flcies. 

She  various  fables  on  the  piece  defign'd» 
That  fpoke  the  follies  of  the  female  kind. 
The  fate  of  pride  in  Niobe  fhe  drew 
(Be  wife,  ye  nymphs,  that  fcornful  vice  fubdue);. 
In  a  wide  plain  th'  imperious  mother  flood, 
Whofe  diftaflt  boundi  rofe  in  a  winding  wood  ; 
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Upon  her  IhouTder  flows  her  mantling  hair, 
iPridie  marks  her  brow,  and  elevates  her  air ; 
A  purple  robe  behind  her  fweeps  the  ground, 
Whofe  fpacious  border  golden  flowers  fiirrouod; 
She  made  Latona's  altars  ceafe  to  flame, 
And  of  due  honours  robb'd  her  facred  name  ; 
To  her  own  charms  flie  bade  frefli  incenfe  rife, 
And  adoration  own  her  brighter  eyes. 
Seven  daughters  from  her  fruitful  loins  were  bora, 
Seven  graceful  fons  her  nuptial  hed  adorn, 
Who,  for  a  mother's  arrogant  difdain. 
Were  by  Latona's  double  offspring  flain. 
Here  Phoebus  his  unnerring  arrow  drew, 
And  from  his  rifing  fteed  her  firft-born  threw; 
His  opening  fingers  drop  the  flacken'd  rein. 
And  the  pale  corfe  falls  headlong  to  the  plain. 
Beneath  her  pencil  here  two  wreftlcrs  bend, 
See,  to  the  grafp  their  fwelling  nerves  diftend ; 
Diana's  ariow  joins  them  face  to  face, 
And  death  unites  them  in  a  i\n&  embrace.  ' 

Another  here  flies  trembling  o'er  the  plain 
(When  Heaven  purfues,  we  Ihun  the  ftrokc  in 

vain)  : 
This  lifts  his  fupplicating  hands  and  eyes. 
And  'midfl;  his  humble  adoration  dies. 
As  from  his  thigh  this  tears  the  barbed  dart, 
A  furer  weapon  ftrikes  his  throbbing  heart : 
While  that  to  raife  his  wounded  brother  tries, 
I>eath  blafts  his  bloom,  and  locks  his  frozen  eyes. 
The  tender  fillers,  bath'd  in  grief,  appear 
With  fable  garments  and  diflievel'd  hair, 
And  o'er  their  gafping  brothers  weeping  flood  ; 
Some  with  their  trefl'es  ftopt  the  gufliing  blood  ; 
Tliey  ftrlve  to  flay  the  fleeting  life  too  late. 
And  in  the  pious  aftion  (hare  their  fate. 
Now  the  proud  dame,  overcome  by  trembling  fear, 
With  her  wide  robe  protects  her  only  care  ; 
To  fave  her  only  care  in  vain  flie  tries, 
Clofe  at  her  feet  the  lateft  vi(5lim  dies. 
Down  her  fair  cheek  the  trickling  forrow  flows, 
J-,ike  dewy  fpangles  on  the  bluihing  rofe  ; 
Fist  in  aftonilhment  fhe  weeping  flood. 
The  plain  all  purple  with  her  children's  blood ; 
She  {lifliens  with  Jier  woes  ;  no  more  her  hair 
In  eafy  rirfglets  wantons  in  the  air ; 
Motion  forfakes  her  eyes ;  her  veins  are  dry'd, 
And  beat  no  longer  with  the  fanguine  tide ; 
All  life  is  fled;  firm  marble  now  fhe  grows. 
Which  ftill  in  tears  the  mother's  anguifli  ftiows. 

Ye  haughty  fair,  yoirr  painted  Fans  difplay. 
And  the  juft  fate  of  lofty  pride  furvey. 
Though  lovers  oft  extol  your  beauty's  power, 
And  in  celeftial  fimilies  adore  ; 
Though  from  your  features  Cupid  borrows  arms, 
And  goddefles  confefs  inferior  charms ; 
Do  not,  vain  maid,  the  flattering  talc  believe, 
Alike  thy  lovers  and  thy  glafs  deceive. 

Here  lively  colours  Procris*  paffion  tell, 
Who  to  her  jealous  fears  a  viAim  fell. 
Here  kneels  the  trembUng  hunter  o'er  his  wife. 
Who  rolls  her  fickening  eyes,  and  gafps  for  life  ; 
Her  drooping  head  upon  her  flioulder  lies, 
And  purple  gore  her  fnowy  bofom  dyes. 
What  guilt,  what  horror,  on  his  face  appears! 
Sas,  his  red  eye-lid  feems  t*  fwetl  with  t«»rs ; 


With  agony  his  wringing  hatids  he  flraJn*, 

And  ftrong  convulfions  flrctch  his  branching  veins. 

Learn  hence,  ye  wives  1  bid  vain  fufpicion  ccafe, 
Lofe  not,  in  fullen  difcontent,  your  peace  : 
For,  when  fierce  love  to  jealoufy  ferments, 
A  thoufand  doukts  and  fears  the  foul  invents ; 
No  more  the  days  in  pleafing  converfc  flow^ 
And  nights  no  more  their  foft  endearments  know. 

There  on  the  piece  the  Volfcian  queen  expir'd-. 
The  love  of  fpoils  her  female  bofom  fir'd. 
Gay  Chlorcus'  arms  attradt  her  longing  eyes. 
And  for  the  painted  plume  and  helm  fhe  fighs ; 
Fearlefsfhe  follows,  bent  on  gaudy  prey. 
Till  an  ill-fated  dart  obftrudls  her  way  ; 
Down  drops  the  martial  maid;  the  bloody  grouni 
Floats  with  a  torrent  from  the  purple  wound ; 
The  mournful  nymphs  h&r  drooping  head  fuftain, 
And  try  to  flop  the  gufliing  life  in  vain. 

Thus  the  raw  maid  fome  tawdry  coat  furveys. 
Where  the  fop's  fancy  in  embroidery  plays ; 
His  fnowy  feather,  edg'd  with  crimfon  dyes, 
And  his  bright  fword-knot,  lure  her  wandering 

eyes; 
Fring'd  gloves  and  gold  brocade  confpire  to  movcj 
Till  the  nymph  falls  a  facrifice  to  love. 

Here  young  Narciffus  o'er  the  fountain  {lood» 
And  view'd  his  image  in  the  cryftal  flood  : 
The  cryftal  flood  refieds  his  lovely  charms. 
And  the  pleas'd  image  ftrives  to  meet  his  armsj 
No  nymph  his  unexperienc'd  breaft  fubdued. 
Echo  in  vain  the  flying  boypurfued, 
Himfelf  alone  the  foolifli  youth  admires, 
And  with  fond  look  the  fmiling  fhade  defirest 
O'er  the  fmooth  lake  with  fruitlefs  tears  he  grievl^ 
His  fpreading  fingers  flioot  in  verdant  leaves. 
Through  his  pale  veins  green  fap  now  gently  flowej 
And  in  a  fliort-liv'd  flower  his  beauty  blows. 

Let  vain  Narcifl"us  warn  each  female  breaft. 
That  beauty's  but  a  tranfient  good  at  beft. 
Like  flowers  it  withers  with  th'  advancing  year ; 
And  age,  like  winter,  robs  the  blooming  fair. 
Oh,  Araminta  !  ceafe  thy  wonted  pride, 
Nor  longer  in  thy  faithlefs  charms  confide  ; 
Ev'n  while  the  glafs  refledls  thy  fparkling  eyes, 
Their  luftre  and  thy  rofy  colour  flics  ! 

Thus  on  the  Fan  the  breathing  figures  fiiinc. 
And  all  the  powers  applaud  the  wife  defign. 

The  Cyprian  queen  the  painted  gift  receives, 
And  with  a  grateful  bow  the  fynod  leaves. 
To  the  low  world  fhe  bends  her  fteepy  way, 
Where  Strephon  pafs'd  the  folitary  day. 
She  found  him  in  a  melancholy  grove, 
His  down  cafl:  eyes  betray'd  delponding  lo\te; 
The  wounded  bark  confefs^'d  his  flighted  flamCj 
And  every  tree  bore  falfe  Corinna's  name  : 
In  a  cool  fliade  he  lay  with  folded  arms, 
Curfes  his  fortune,  and  upbraids  her  charms ; 
WKen  Venus  to  his  wondering  eyes  appears. 
And  with  thefe  words  relieves  his  amorous  cares ; 

Rife  1  happy  youth  ;  this  bright  machine  furvey, 
Whofe  rattling  flicks  my  bufy  fingers  fway  ; 
This  prefent  fliall  thy  cruel  charmer  move. 
And  in  her  fickle  bofom  kindle  love. 

The  Fan  fliall  flutter  in  all  female  hands, 
And  various  fafiiicas  leaf  a  from  various  landsi 
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l?or  this  /halt  clejAants  their  ivory  fbed  ; 
And  polifh'd  Hicks  the  waving;  eiijrine  fpread  : 
His  clouded  mail  the  tortoife  fhall  rcfign, 
And  round  the  rivet  pearly  circles  fliine. 
On  this  fhall  Indians  all  their  art  employ, 
And  with  bright  colours  ftaln  the  gaudy  toy  ; 
Their  paint  (hall  here  in  wildeft  fancies  flow, 
Their  dreXs  ^heir  cuftoms,  their  religion,  fliow  : 
io  Ihall  the  Britilh  fair  their  minds  improve, 
And  on  the  Fan  to  diftant  climates  rove. 
Here  China's  ladies  fliall  their  pride  difplay. 
And  fiiver  figures  gild  their  loofe  array  ; 
This  beads  her  little  feet  and  winking  eyes; 
That  tunes  the  fife,  or  tinkling  cymbal  plies 
Here  crofs-lcgg'd  nobles  in  rich  (late (hall  dine; 
There  in  bright  mail  diftorted  heroes  (hine. 
The  peeping  Fan  in  modern  times  (hall  rife. 
Through  which unfeen  the  female  ogle  flies; 
This  fhall  in  temples  the  fly  maid  conceal, 
And  flielter  love  beneath  devotion's  veil. 
Gay  France  (hall  make  the  Fan  her  artift's  caris, 
And  with  the  coftly  trinket  arm  the  fair. 
As  learned  orators,  that  touch  the  heart, 
With  various  adion  r^lfe  their  foothing  art. 
Both  head  and  hand  affeft  the  liftening  throng. 
And  humour  each  expreffion  of  the  tongue; 
So  (hall  each  paCTion  by  the  Fan  be  feen, 
From  noify  anger  to  the  fallen  fpleen. 

While  Venus  fpoke,  joy  (hone  in  Strephon's 
eyes; 
Proud  of  the  gift,  he  to  Corinria  flies : 


T  IT  E   W  0  R  K  S   0  ?   G  A  Y. 

But  Cupid  (who  delights  In  atttorous  111,     • . 
Wounds  hearts,  and  leaves  them  to  a  woman  3 

will) 
With  certain  aim  a  golden  arrow  drew, 
VVhic'n  to  Leander's  panting  bofom  flew, 
Leander  lov'd,  and  to  the  fprightly  dame 
In  gentle  fighsreveal'd  his  growing  flame  : 
Sweet  fmiles  Corinna  to  his  fighs  returns, 
And  for  the  fop  in  equal  paffion  burns. 

Lo,   Strephon  conies  !    and,  with  a  fu^pliant 
bow, 
Offers  the  prefent,and  renews  his  vow. 

When  (he  the  fate  of  Niobe  beheld. 
Why  has  my  pride  againd  my  heart  rebell'd  ? 
She  fighing  cry'd.     Difdain  forfook  her  breaft. 
And  Strephon  now  was  thought  a  worthy  guefl. 

In  Procris'  bofom  when  (he  faw  the  dart. 
She  juftly  blames  her  own  fufpicious  heart ; 
Imputes  her  difcontent  to  jealous  fear. 
And  knows  her  Strephon's  conftancy  fincere. 

When  on  Camilla's  fate  her  eye  (he  turns. 
No  more  for  fliow  and  equipage  (he  burns : 
She  learns  Leander's  paffion  to  defpife, 
And  looks  on  merit  with  difcerning  eyes. 

NarcifTus*  change  to  the  vain  virgin  (hows, 
Who  trufts  to  beauty,  trufts  the  fading  rofe. 
Youth  flies  apace,  wirh  youth  your  beauty  flies ; 
Love  then,  ye  virgins,  ere  the  BlofTom  dies. 

Thus   Pallas  taught  her,     Strephon  weds  the 
dame ; 
And  Hymen's  torch  diffus'd  the  brighteft  flame. 
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PROEME  TO  THE  COURTEOUS  READER. 


Oreat  marvel  hath  it  been  (and  that  not  un- 
worthily) to  divers  worthy  wits,  that  in  this  our 
ifland  of  Britain,  in  all  rare  fcience^  fo  greatly 
abounding,  more  efpecially  in  all  kinds  of  poefy 
highly  flourifliing.  no  poet  (though  otherwife  of 
notable  cunning  in  roundelays)  hath  hit  oa  the 
right  fimple  eclogue,  after  the  true  ancient  guife 
cf  Theocritus,  before  this  mine  attempt. 

Other  poet  travailing  in  this  plain  high-way  of 
paftoral.know  I  none.  Yet,  certes,fuch  it  behoved 
a  paftoral  to  be,  as  nature  in  the  country  afTord- 
eth ;  and  the  manners  alfo  meetly  copied  from  the 
rufi;ical  folk  therein.  In  this  alfo  my  love  to  my 
native  country  (Britain)  much  pricketh  me  for- 
ward, to  defcribe  sri^ht  the  aiaaueis  of  our  oyvu 


honeft  and  laborious  ploughmen,  in  no  wife,  ftf^e^ 
more  unworthy  a  Britifh  poet's  imitation,  than 
thofe  of  Sicily  or  Arcadie  ;  albeit,  not  ignorant  f 
am,  what  a  rout  and  rabblement  of  critical  galli- 
mawfry  hath  been  made  of  late  days  by  certain 
young  men  of  infipid  delicacy,  concerning,  I  wift; 
not  what,  golden  age,  and  other  outrageous  con- 
ceits, to  which  they  would  confine  paftoral.  Where- 
of, 1  avow,  I  account  nought  at  all,  knowing  no 
age  fo  juftly  to  be  inftiled  golden,  aa  this  of  our 
fovereign  lady  Queen  Anne. 

This  idle  trumpery  (only  fit  for  fchools  and 
fchool  boys)  unto  that  ancient  Doric  (hepherd, 
Theocritus,  or  his  mates,  was  never  known  :  he 
rightly,  throughout  hij  fifth  Idyll,  makcth  his  lout* 
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give  full  language,  and  behold  their  goats  at  rut 
in  all  fimplicity  : 

'ClpToXo?  oxx.'  icrop-i^  t«?  fiyix-dox!;,   oic  ^xnZvrxt, 

Theoc.  Id.  i.  87. 

Verily,  as  little  pleafance  receiveth  a  true  home- 
bred tafle,  from  all  the  fine  finical  new-fangled 
fooleries  of  tJiis  gay  Gothic  garniture,  wherewith 
they  fo  nicely  bedeck  their  court-clowns,  or  clown- 
courtiers  (for  which  to  call  them  rightly  I  wot 
not),  as  would  a  prudent  citizen  journeying  to  his 
country  farms,  Ihouid  he  find  them  occupied  by 
people  of  this  motley  make,  inftead  of  plain  down- 

.right  hearty  cleanly  folk,  fach  as  be  now  tenants 

"to  the  burgeffiS  of  this  realm. 

Furthermore,  it  is  my  purpofe,  gentle  reader,  to 
fet  before  thee,  as  it  were  a  piclure,  or  rather  live- 
ly landfcape  of  thy  own  country,  juft  as  thoii 
mighteil  fee  it,  didft  thou  take  a  walk  into  the 
fields  at  the  proper  feafon  :  even  as  iVIailler  Mil- 
ton hath  elegantly  fet  forth  the  fame  ; 

•'  As  one  who  long  in  populoas  city  pent, 

"  Wlierc  hoiifes  thick,  and  fewers  annoy  the  air, 

•'  Forth  iffuing  on  a  fummer's  morn  to  breathe 

"  Among  the  pleafant  villages  and  farms 

"  Adjoin'd,  from  each  thing  met  conceives  de- 

"  light ; 
*'  The  fmell  of  grain,  or.tedded  grafs,  or  klne, 
••  Or  dairy,  eacli  rural  fi^ht,  each  rural  found." 

Thou  v^'iit  not  find  my  Ihepherdeffcs  idly  piping 
on  oaten  reeds,  but  milking  the  kine,  tying  up  the 
fheaves,  or,  if  the  hogs  are  aftray,  driving  them  to 
ctibe  ftyes.  My  fhepherd  gathereth  none  other 
nofegays  but  what -are  the  growth  of  our  own 
fields  ;  he  fleepeth  not  under  myrtle  fhadss,  but 
under  a  hedge  ;  nor  doth  he  viy,iiantly  dsfend  his 
flocks  from  wolves,  becaufe  there  are  noiie,  as 
Maiiler  Spenfer  well  obferveth  : 

"  Well  is  known  that,  fince  the  Saxon  king, 
•'  Never  was  wolf  feen,  many  or  fome, 
"  Nor  in  all  Kent  nor  in  Chriftendum." 

For  as  much  as  I  have  mentioned  Maifler  Spen- 
fer,  foothly  I  muft  acknowledge  him  a  bard  of 
fweeteft  memorial.  Yet  hath  his  fhepherd's  boy 
at  fome  times  raifed  his  ruftic  reed  to  rhymes  more 
rumbling  than  rural.  Divers  grave  poisus  alfo 
hath  he  handled  of  churchly  matter,  and  doubts 


in  religion  daily  arifing,  to  prreat  clerks  wily  ap- 
pertaining. What  liketh  mc  b.d  are  his  natnes' 
indeed  right  fimple  and  meet  for  the  comitry' 
fuch  as  l-obbin.  Cuddy,  Hobbinol,  Diggvin,  and 
others,  fome  of  which  I  have  made  bold  to  bor- 
row. Moreover,  as  lie  called  h's  Eclogufs,  the 
"  Shepherd's  Calendar,"  and  divided  the  fame  into 
twelve  months,  I  have  chofcn  (perad venture  not 
over  raflily)  to  name  mine  by  the  days  of  the 
week,  omitting  Sunday,  or  the  Sabbath,  ours  boi^;g 
fuppofcd  to.be  Cliriftian  Ihepherds  and  to  he  tliea 
at  chiuch-worfliip.  Yet  further,  of  many  of  A-Ialf- 
ter  Spenfcr's  eclogues  it  may  be  oblerv'ed,  though 
months  they  be  called,  of  the  faid  months  then  in 
nothing  is  ipccified;  wherein  i  have  aU'oc[leemed 
him  woriJiy  mine  imitation. 

Thafprincipally,  courtetius  reader,  whereof  I 
vvoulii  have  thee  to  be  aJvertiftd  (feeing  I  depart 
from  tht;  vulgar  ufage),  is  touching  the  lai  •  tiagc 
of  my  flicpherds;  which  is,  foothly  to  fay,  fuch  as 
is  neither  fpoken  by  the  country  maiden,  or  the 
courtly  dame  ;  nay,  not  only  fuch  as  in  the  prefent 
times  is  not.  uttered,  but  was  never  uttered  in 
tiniespafl;  and,  if  I  judge  aright,  will  never  be 
uttered  in  times  future  :  it  having  too  much  of 
the  country  to  he  fit  for  tlie  court,  too  much  of 
the  court  to  be  fit  for  the  country  ;  too  much  .:)f 
tljC  language  of  old  times  to  be  fit  for  the  prefent, 
too  much  of  the  prefent  to  have  been  fit  for  the 
old,  and  too.much  of  both  to  be  fit  for  any  time 
to  com.e.  Granted  alfo  it  is,  that  in  this  my  lan- 
guage I  feem  unto  myfelf  as  a  London  maf  irx, 
who  calculateth  his  work  for  a  term  of  ycar.^  when 
he  buildeth  with  old  materials  upon  a  ground-renc 
that  is  not  his  own,  which  foon  turns  to  ruboiih 
and  rtiins  '  For  this  point  no  reafon  can  I  allege, 
only  deep  learned  enfamples  having  led  me  there- 
unto. 

.  But  here  again  much  comfort  arifeth  in  me, 
from  the  hqpes,  in  that  1  conceive,  when  thefe 
words,  in  the  courfe  of  tranfitory  things,  Ihall  de- 
cay, it  may  fo  ha,p,  in  raeet.  time,  that  fome  Iovlt 
of  fimplicity  fhaJi  arife,  who  fliall  have  the  hardi- 
nefs  to  render  thefe  mine  eclogues  into  fuch  mo- 
dern dialed!:  as  fhall  be  then  undcrilood,  to  which 
end  gloffes  and  explications  of  uncouth  paftoral 
terms  are  annexed. 

Gentle  reader,  turn  over,  the  leaf,  and  entertain 
thyfelf  with  the  proipedl  of  thine  own  country, 
limned  by  the  pamful  hand  of  thy  loving  country- 
man,  J'JK-^'  G.^y. 


PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  TH£  LORO  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 


XiO  T,  who  erft  beneath  a  tree, 
Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowzybee, 
And  Blouzelind,  and  Marian  bright, 
In  apron  blue,  or  apron  white, 
Now  write  my  fonnets  in  a  book, 
For  my  good  Lord  of  Eolingbroke, 
Voi.  VIIL 


As  lads  and  laffes  ftood  around 
To  hear  my  b  'xen  hautboy  found. 
Our  clerk  came  pollmg  o'er  the  green 
With  doleful  tidings  of  the  queen  ; 
The  queen,  he  faid,  to  whom  we  owe 
Sweet  peace,  that  maketh  richej  flow  i 
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That  queen,  who  easM  our  tax  of  late, 
Was  dead,  alas  !  and  lay  in  ftate. 

At  this,  in  tears  was  Cicely  feen, 
Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean, 
In  doleful  dumps  flood  every  clown. 
The  parfon  rent  bis  band  and  gown. 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  that  death 
Had  fnatch'd  queen  Anne  to  Elizabeth,  SO 

I  broke  my  reed,  and  fighing,fworc 
I'd  weep  for  BloiiZclind  no  more. 

While  thus  we  flood  as  in  a  ftound, 
And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew  the  ground, 
Full  foon  by  bonefire  and  by  bell 
We  learnt  our  liege  was  paffing  well. 
A  (kilful  leach  (fo  God  him  i'peed) 
They  faid  had  wrought  this  bleffed  deed. 
This  leach  Arbuthnotwas  yclept, 
Who  many  a  night  not  once  had  flept ;  30 

Eut  r/atch'd  our  gracious  fovereign  ftill ; 
For  who  could  reft  when  (lie  was  ill  ? 
Oh,  niay'fl  thou  henceforth  fweetly  fleep  ! 
Sheer,  fwair.s,  oh  1  flieer  your  foftcll  flieep, 
Tofweli  his  couch  ;  for  well  I  ween. 
He  fav'd  the  realm,  who  fav'd  the  queen. 

Quoth  I,  pleaft  God,  I'll  hye  with  glee 
To  court,  this  Arbuthnot  to  fee. 
I  fold  my  fiieep  and  lambkins  too, 
For  filver  loops  and  garment  blue ;  40 

My  boxen  hautboy,  fweet  of  found, 
For  lace  that  edg'd  mine  hat  around ; 
For  Lightfoot  and  my  fcrip,  I  got 
A  gorgeous  fword,  and  eke  a  knot. 

So  forth  I  far'd  to  court  with  fpeed, 
Of  foldier's  drum  withouten  dreed; 
For  peace  allays  the  ftiepherd's  fear 
Of  wearing  cap  of  grenadier. 

There  faw  1  ladies  all  a-row, 
Before  their  queen  in  feemly  (how.  ^50 

>Io  more  I'll  fing  Buxoma  brown. 
Like  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown ; 
>Jcr  CiumClis,  nor  Marian  bright, 
lioT  damfel  that  Hobnelia  hight. 


But  Lanfdowne,  frefii  as  flower  of  May, 
And  Berkeley,  lady  blithe  and  gay  ; 
And  Anglefea,  whofe  fpeech  exceeds 
The  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds ; 
And  blooming  Hyde,  with  eyes  fo  rare ; 
And  Montague  beyond  compare  : 
Such  ladies  fair  would  I  depaint. 
In  roundelay  or  fonnet  quaint. 

There  many  a  worthy  wight  I've  feen. 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  green  : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear, 
Like  Mofes,  in  our  bibles  fair  ; 
Who  for  our  traffic  forms  defigns. 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mines. 
Now,  fliepherds,  clip  your  fleecy  care ; 
Ye  maids,  your  fpinning-wheek  prepare; 
Ye  weavers,  all  your  fliuttles  throw. 
And  bid  broad  cloths  and  ferges  grow  ; 
For  trading  free  fliall  thrive  again. 
Nor  leafmgs  lewd  affright  the  fwain. 

There  faw  I  St.  John,  fweet  of  mien. 
Full  fledfaft  both  to  church  and  queen  ; 
With  whofe  fair  name  I'll  deck  my  flrain  ; 
St.  John,  right  courteous  to  the  fwain. 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  day. 
Trim  are  thy  fonnets,  gentle  Gay  ; 
And,  certes,  mirth  it  were  to  fee 
Thy  joyov's  madrigals  twice  three. 
With  preface  meet,  and  notes  profound. 
Imprinted  fair,  and  well  y-bound. 
AH  fuddenly  then  home  I  fped, 
And  did  ev'n  as  my  lord  had  faid. 

Lo,  here  thou  haft  mine  eclogues  fair. 
But  let  not  thefe  detain  thine  ear. 
Let  not  th'  affairs  of  ftates  and  kings 
Wait,  while  our  Bowzybeus  fings. 
Rather  than  verfe  of  fimple  fwain 
Should  flay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain  ; 
Or  for  the  plaint  of  parfon's  maid. 
Yon  emperor's  packets  be  delay'd  ; 
In  footh,  I  fwear  by  holy  Paul, 
I'd  burn  book,  preface,  notes,  and  all. 
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MONDAY;  OR  THE  SQUABBLE, 


LOBSIN  CLOUr,  CUDDY,  CLODDIPOLE. 


JLohbin  Cltut. 
i  117  younglings,  Cuddy;  are  but  juft  awake. 
No  thrufiles  fhrill  the  bramble-bi.lh  forfake. 
No  chirping  lark  the  welkin  ftieen  invokes. 
No  damicl  yet  the  fwell'ng  udder  ftrokes ; 

Vfr.  3.  Welkin,  the  fame  as  welken,  an  old  Saxon 
■zvord ,  Jtgnifying  a  cloud  ;  iy  poetical  licence  it  it  fre- 
quently talen  for  //tf  element  or  flcy,<7j  moy  of  pear  by 
ibis  'jetfe  in  the  dream  of  Chaucer, 

"  Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud." 

— Skeea  #r  feme. «»  old  ii-irdfor  fhining  or  bright. 


O'er  yonder  hill  does  fcant  the  dawn  appear  : 
Then  why  does  Cuddy  leave  his  cot  fo  rear  ? 

Cuddy. 
Ah  Lobbin  Clout  1  1  ween  my  plight  is  gueft. 
For  he  that  loves,  a  ftranger  is  to  reft  ; 
If  fwains  belie  not,  thou  haft  prov'd  the  fmart. 
And  Blouze'linda**  miftrefs  of  thy  heart.  lO 

— [fcarce. 

Ver.  J.  Scsnt,  ifed  in  the  ancient  Briiifh  author »foti 
Per.  6.   Rear,  an   exprtjicn  in  fcveral  countiet  if 
England,  for  early  in  the  morning. 

/  er  7.  To  ween,  derived  from  the  Saxen,tei\Au\ 
*r  conceive.  7 
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This  rlfing  rear  tetokeneth  well  thy  mind, 
Thofe  arms  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzclind. 
And  well,  I  trow,  our  piteous  plights  agree: 
Thee  Blouzelinda  fmites.  Buxoma  me. 
Lobbin  Cleut. 

Ah,  Blouzelind  1  I  love  thee  more  by  half, 
Than  dofis  their  fawns,  or  cows  the  newn-faH'n 

calf : 
Woe  worth  the  tongue '  may  blifters  fore  it  gall, 
That  names  Buxoma  Blouzelind  wiihal. 
Cuddy, 

Hold,  witlefs  Lobbin  Clout,  I  thee  advife, 
Left  blifters  fore  on  thy  own  tongue  arife.         %• 
Lo,  yonder,  Cloddipole,  the  blithfome  fwain, 
The  wifeft  lout  of  all  the  neighbouring  plain  1 
From  Cloddipole  we  learn  to  read  the  Ikies, 
To  know  when  hail  %vill  fall,  or  winds  arife. 
He  taught  userft  the  heifer's  tail  to  view,     [fuc  : 
When  ftuck  aloft,  that  (bowers  would  ftraight  en- 
He  firft  that  ufeful  fecret  did  explain, 
That  pricking  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  fwallows  fleet  foar  high,  and  fport  in  air, 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  clear.         jo 
I^et  Cloddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearfe, 
And  praife  his  fweetheart  in  alternate  verfe. 
I'll  wager  this  fame  oaken  ftaff  with  thee, 
That  Cloddipole  ftiall  give  the  prize  to  me. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

See  this  tobacco-pouch,  that's  lin'd  with  hair. 
Made  of  the  flcin  of  flcekeft  fallow-deer. 
This  pouch,  that's  ty'd  with  t^pe  of  reddeft  hue, 
I'll  wager  that  the  prize  ftiall  be  my  due. 
Cuddy. 

Begin  thy  carols  then,  thou  vaunting  flouch  I 

Be  thine  the  oaken  ftaff,  or  mine  the  pouch.       40 

Lobbin  Clout. 

My  Blouzelinda  is  the  blitheft  lafs, 
Than  primrofe  fwceter,  or  the  clover-glafs. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  that  in  meadow  blows. 
Fair  is  the  daizy  that  befide  her  grows ; 
Fair  is  the  gillifluwer,  of  gardens  fweet, 
Fair  is  the  marygold,  for  pottage  meet : 
But  Blouzelind's  than  gilliflower  more  fair. 
Than  daizy,  marygold,  or  king-cup  rare. 
Cuddy, 

My  brown  Buxoma  is  the  feateft  maid. 
That  e'er  at  wake  delightfome  gambol  play'd.  50 
Clean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goofe's  down. 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
The  witlefs  lamb  may  fport  upon  the  plain. 
The  frifking  kid  delight  the  gaping  fwain. 
The  wanton  calf  may  Ikip  with  many  a  bound. 
And  my  cur  Tray  play  defteft  feats  around ; 
But  neither  lamb,  n<jr  kid,  nor  calf,  nor  Tray, 
Dance  like  Buxoma  on  the  firft  of  May. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouzelind  Is  near ; 
Of  her  bereft,  'tis  winter  all  the  year.  60 

With  her  no  fultry  fummer's  heat  I  know  ; 
In  winter,  when  fhe's  nigh,  with  love  I  glow. 

fer,  25.  Erft,  a  contraSiion  of  ere  this  ;  itjignijies 
fome  time  ago,  or  formerly, 

Ver,  j6.  Deft,  an  M  -uiord^  /'g'''fy'"S  brilk  or 
jumbl«. 


Come,  Blouzelinda,  eafe  thy  fwain's  dcfirc, 
My  fummer's  ftiadow,  and  my  winter's  fire  '. 
Cuddy. 

As  with  Buxoma  once  I  work'd  at  hay, 
Ev'n  noon -tide  labour  feem'd  an  holiday; 
And  holidays,  if  haply  ftie  were  gone. 
Like  worky-days  I  wifti'd  would  foon  be  don<. 
Eftfoons,  O  fweetheart  kind    ipy  love  repay, 
And  all  the  year  ftiall  then  he  holiday.  70 

Lobbin  Clout. 

As  Blouzelinda,  in  a  gamcfome  mood, 
Behind  a  haycock  loudly  laughing  ftood, 
I  flily  ran,  and  fnatch'd  a  hafty  kifs  ; 
She  wip'd  her  lips,  nor  took  it  much  amifs. 
Believe  me,  Cuddy,  while  I'm  bold  to  fay. 
Her  breath  was  fwecter  than  the  ripen'd  hay. 
Cuddy. 

As  my  Buxoma,  In  a  morning  fair. 
With  gentle  finger  ftrok'd  her  milky  care, 
I  queintly  ftole  a  kifs ;  at  firft,  'tis  true, 
She  frown'd,  yet  after  granted  one  or  two.        S^ 
Lobbin,  I  fwear,  believe  who  will  my  vows. 
Her  breath  by  far  excell'd  the  breathing  cows. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

Leek  to  the  Welch,  to  Dutchmen  butter's  dear, 
Of  Irilh  fwains  potatoe  is  the  cheer ; 
Oats  for  their  feafts  the  Scottifti  (hepherds  grind, 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  BlouzeJind. 
While  ftie  loves  turnips,  butter  i'U  defpife, 
Nor  leeks,  nor  oatmeal,  nor  potatoe,  prize. 
Cuddy. 

In  good  roaft-beef  my  landlord  fticks  his  knife. 
The  capon  fat  delights  his  dainty  wife,  90 

Pudding  our  parfon  eats,  the  fquire  loves  hare. 
But  white-pot  thick  is  my  Buxoma's  fare. 
While  flie  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  fhall  be. 
Nor  hare,  nor  beef,  nor  pudding,  food -for  me. 
Lobbin  Clout. 

As  once  I  play'd  at  blindman's  buff,  it  hapt 
About  my  eyes  the  towel  thick  was  wrapt. 
I  mifs'd  the  fwains,  and  feiz'd  on  Blouzelind. 
True  fpeaksthat  ancient  proverb,"  Love  is  blind." 
Cuddy. 

As  at  hot-cockles  once  1  laid  me  down. 
And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown;  iC9 
Buxoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Quick  rofe,  and  read  foft  mifchief  in  her  eye. 

f^er.  69.  Eftfoons,  /rom  eft,  an  ancient  Britijb 
ivordjjtgifying  foon.  So  that  eftibons  //  a  doubling  of 
the  tvord  foon ;  vihicb  is,  as  it  viere^  ^'iV'y  1  twice  ioon 
or  very  foon. 

Fer.  Jf.  Q^ueint  has  various  Jignijications  in  the  an- 
cient Englijh  authors  1  have  ufed  it  in  ths  place  in 
the  fame  fenfe  as  Chaucer  hath  done  in  bis  Miller  s  Tale. 
"  As  Clerkes  being  full  fubth  and  queini'^  'yhy  lubicb 
he  means  arch  or  wag^ifll)  ,  and  not  in  that  obfcene 
fenfe  -w  be  rein  he  ufeth  it  in  the  line  immediatelly  folloiit- 
ing. 

Ver.  85. 

•■  Populus  Alcidje  gratiffima,  Vitis  laccho, 
"  Formofse  Myrtus  Ventri,  fua  Laurea  Phabo, 
"  Phillis  amat  Corylos.  lUas  dum  Phillis  amablt, 
"  Nee  Myrtusvincet Cory losnec Laurea  Phcebi." 
&c.  Vjp.m 
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THE    WORKS    OF    GAY. 


Lahhin  Clout. 

On  two  near  elms  the  flacken'd  cord  1  hung. 
Now  high,  now  low,  my  Blouztlinda  fwung. 
With  the  rude  wind  her  rumpled  garment  rofe, 
Aiid  (how'd  her  taper  leg,  and  icarlet  hcfe. 

CudJy. 

Acrnfs  the  fallen  oak  the  plank  I  laid, 
And  mylcif  pi.is'd  againfl  the  tottering  maid. 
High  leap'd  the  plank  ;  adown  Buxoma  fell ; 
1  ipy'd — Ijut  faithful  fv/eethearts  never  tell.     1 10 
Lohin  Clout. 

This  riddle,  Cid-'.j',  if  thou  canft  explain, 
This  wily  liddle  puzzles  every  fwain. 
•'  What  flower  i^  that  which  bears  the  virgin's 

"  name, 
•'  The  richeft  metal  joined  with  the  fame  ?" 

Cuddy 

Anfwer,  thou  carle,  and  judje  this  riddle  right, 
I'll  frrtpirly  own  thee  for  a  cunning  wight. 
"..What  tiov.-er  is  tiif.t  which  roysil  honour  craves, 
**" Adjoin  the  virgin,  anrf  'ti-  Ilrown  on  graves  ?" 
ClcJjijicle. 

Forbear, contending  louts,  give  o'er  your  llrain'^! 
An  oakeii  ft^iffeach  merits  fjr  his  pains,  ijo 

But  fee  the  fun-beams  b:-;ght  tu  lahour  warn, 
An4  gii4  the  thatch  of  goodman  Hedge's  barn. 
Your  ierds  for  ■want  of  water  fli.nd  a-dry, 
Tiiey're  weary  of  your  fpng?. — and  fo  am  I. 

TUESDAY ;  OR,  THE  DITTY, 

YooKG  Colin  C.'out,  a  lad  of  peerlefs  meed, 
FutPweli  could  dance,  and  deftly  tune  the  reed; 
In  every  wopd  his  carols  fwect  were  known, 
jHt  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  v.'ere  fliown, 
"Wh-^n  in  the  ring  the^  ruftic  routs  he  threw, 
1  he  damieU'  pical'ures  wirh  his  cocquefts  grew  ; 
Or  when  aflant  the  cudgel  threats  his  head. 
His  danger  fniites  the  breaft  cf  every  maid, 

^ut  chief  of  Marian.     Marian  lov'd  the  fwain, 
The  parfon's  maid,  and  neateft  of  the  plain  ;       lo 
3VI:iri:;n,  that  foft  could  ftroke  the  udder'd  cow. 
Or  klTen  with  her  fieve  the  barley-mow ; 

■^larbled  with  fage  the  hardening  c'heefe  flie  prefs'd, 
And  yellow  butter  Marian's  ficill  confefs'd; 
But  Marian  r.n\y,  devoid  of  country  cares, 

^or  yellow  butter,  nor  fage  cheefe,  prej'arcs; 

.Tor  yearning  love  the  witldi  rft«d-emp!oys, 
A-nd  love,  fay  fwains,"  all  bufy  heed  deftroys." 

'Colin  makes  mock  at  al!  her  piteous  fmart; 
Ala^''^  that  Cicely  hight  had  won  his  heart,]       20 
Cicely  the  weftcrn  lafs  that  tends  the  kee,    ' 
The  rival  of  the  parfon's  maid  was  (he. 

.In  dreary  fhade  now  Marian  lies  along, 

y\nJ,  inizt  with  iighs,  thus  wails  in  plaining  fong: 

Fer.  103 — no  ivere  nat  in  tht  early  editions. 
?'er.  113,  Marygdd. 
'Vcr.  117,   Rofemary. 

•'  Die  quibus  ?n  terris  infcripti  nomlna  Rcgum 
*'  Nafcantur  Flores." Virg. 

Vfi:  120,  "  Et  vltula  tu  dignus  et  hie." — Virg- 
/'Ifr.  il.  Kce,  a  weji  country  -word for  kin?  or  COWS- 


Ah,  woful  day  '.  ah,  wofiil  no.on  and  irorn  ? 
When  firA  by  thee  my  younglings  white  wera. 

,  {horn  ; 
Then  firft,  I  ween,  I  caft  a  lover's  eye. 
My  foeep  were  fiUy,  but  more  filly  I. 
B.eneath  the  (hears  they  felt  no  lafting  fmart, 
rhey  loft  but  fleeces,  while  I  loft  a  heart.  30, 

Ah,  Colin .'  ranft  chou leave  thy  fweetheart  true  ? 
What  I  have  done  for  thee,  will  Cicely  do  ? 
Will  (he  thy  linen  wafh,  or  hofen  darn. 
And  knit  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own  fpun  yarn  ? 
Will  {he  with  hufwifc's  hand  provide  thy  meat  ? 
And  every  Sunday  morn  thy  neckcloth  plait. 
Which  o'er  thy  kerfey  doublet  fpreading  wide, 
In  fervi"e-time  drew  Cicely's  eyes  afj.Je  i* 

Where'er  I  gad,  1  cannot  hide  my  care, 
My  new^  difafters  in  my  look  appear,  40. 

White  as  the  curd  my  ruddy  cheek  is  grown, 
So  thin  my  features  that  I'm  hardly  known. 
Our  neighbours  tell  me  oft,  in  joking  talk. 
Of  afiief,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  and  chalk  ; 
Unwittingly  of  Marian  they  divine. 
And  wift  not  that  with  thougb.tful  love  I  pine. 
Vet  Colin  Clout;  untoward  fhepherd  fwain, 
Walk's  whiftiing  blithe,  while  pitiful  I  plain. 

Whilom  with  thee  'twa^  Marian's  dear  delight 
To  moil  all  day,  and  merry-make  at  night.         JO 
If  in  the  foil  you  guide  the  crooked  ftiare. 
Your  early  breakfaft  is  my  conftant'care  ; 
And  when  with  even  hand  you  ftrow  the  grain, 
I  fright  the  thievifh  rooks  from  o.t  the  plain. 
In  mifling  days,  when  (  my  threlher  heard, 
With  nappy  beer  I  to  the  barn  repair'd ; 
I. oft  in  the  mufic  of  the  whirling  flail. 
To  ga'ze  on  thee  I  left  the  fincking  pail  : 
In  harveft  when  the  fun  Was  mounted  high. 
My  leathern  bottle  did  thy  draught  fupply  ;       6a 
Whene'er  you  mow'd,  I  foliow'd  with  the  fake. 
And  have  full  oft  been  fun-burnt  for  thy  lake  : 
Vv'hen  in  the  welkin  gathering  fhowers  v/ercfeen, 
I  lagg'd  the  laft  with  C«!in  on  the  green  ; 
And  when  at  eve  returning  with  tliy  car,' 
Awaiting  heard  the  jingling  bells  from  far, 
Straight  6n  the  fire  the  footy  pot  I  plac'd. 
To  war.Ti  tliy  broth  I  burnt  my  hands  for  hafte. 
When  hungry  thou  ftood'ft  ftaring,  like  an  oaf, 
I  flic'd  the  luncheon  from  the  barley-loaf;  70 

With  crumbled  bread  I  thicken'd  well  thy  niefs. 
Ah,  love  me  more,  or  love  thy  pottage  lefs ! 

Laft  Friday's  eve,  when  as  the  fun  was  fet, 
I,  Dear  yon  ftile,  three  fallow  gypfies  m.et. 
Upon  my  hand  they  caft  a  poring  look. 
Bid  me  beware,  and  thrice  their  heads  they  fhook: 
i'hfey  faid  that  many  crofTes  I  mull  prove ; 
Some  in  my  wordly  .gain,  but  moft  in  Ipvc. 
Next  morn  I  niifs'd  three  hens  and  our  old  cock. 
And  off  the  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  fniock  ;     83 
rljore  thefe  loffes  with  a  Chriftian  mind, 
And  no  niifhaps  could  feel  while  thou  wert  kind. 
But  fince,  alas  1  I  grew  my  Colin's  fcorn, 
I've  known  no  picafurc,  night,  or  noon,  or  morn. 
Help  nu,  ye  gypfies;  bring  him  home  again. 
And  to  a  conftant  lafs  give  back  her  fwain. 

Have  I  not  fat  with  thee  full  many  a  night. 
When  dying  embers  weie  our  only  light,  • 


P    O     E 

When  every  creafnre  did  in  /lumTiers  lie, 
^Etfides  our  cat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I  ?  .9° 

■  No  troublous  thoujrhts  the  cat  or  Colin  move, 
While  I  alone  am  hcpt  awake  by  love. 

Kemember,  Colin,  when  at  l<ift  year's  wake 
I  bought  the  coftly  y  i  efent  tor  thy  fake  ; 
Could'ft  thou  fpcll  o'er  the  pofy  on  thy  knife, 
And  with  another  change  thy  {late  of  life  ? 
If  thou  forget'ft,  I  vjot,  I  can  repeat, 
My  memory  can  tell  the  verfe  fo  fweet : 
"  As  this  is  grav'd  upon  this  kniie  of  thine, 
"  So  is  thy  image  on  this  heart  of  mine."  lOO 

But  woe  is  me  !  /'uch  prel'ents  lucklefs  prove. 
For  knives,  they  tell  me,  always  fever  love. 
'Thus  Marian  wail'd,  her  eyes  with  tears  brira- 
fuil. 
When  Goody  Dobbins  brought  her  cow  to  bull. 
W^ith  apron  blue  to  dry  her  tears  ihe  fought  ; 
Then  faw  the  cow  well  ferv'd,  and  took  a  groat. 

WEDNESDAY;  OR,  TI^E  DUMPS*. 

Sparabella. 
"The  wailings  of  a  maiden  I  recite', 
A  maiden  fair  that  Sparabella  hight. 
Such  drains  ne'er  warble  in  the  Imnet's  throat, 
Nor  the  gay  ^^oldfinch  chaunts  fo  fweet  a  note. 
No  niagpye  chatter'd,  nor  the  painted  jay. 
No  ox  was  heard  to  low,  ror  afs  to  bray  ; 
No  ruftling  breezes  play'd  the  leaves  among, 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  dainfel  fung. 

A  while,  O  d'Urfcy,  lend  an  ear  ot  twain 
Noi",  though  in  homely  guife,  my  verfe  difdiin  ;  lo 
Whether  thou  feek'ft-.new  kingdoms  irl  the  fun. 
Whether  thy  mufe  does  at  Newmarket  run, 
Or  does  with  goffips  at  a  feaft  ngale, 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  fack  and  ale, 
Or  elfe  at  wakes  vvith  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoice, 
Where  d'Urfey's  lyrics  Iweil  in  every  voice  ; 

*  Dumps,  or  dumbs,  made  ufe  of  to  eicprefs  a  ft  of 
the  fullens.  Some  ha-je  pretended  that  It  is  dcr'fvei from 
Dumops,  a  hiitg  of  E^ypt,  that  built  a  pyramid,  and  died 
trf  melancholy.  So  mopes,  after  ihe  fame  martne' ,  is 
thought  to  have  C07ne  frotn  Ivlerops,  another  Jl^^yptian 
king,  that  died  of  the  fame  dificmper.  But  our  Etiglifh 
antiquaries  haie  onjeciured  that  dumps,  ivhi:h  is  a 
grievous  heavinefs  of  fpirits,  comes  from  the  ivord 
dumplin,iii?  heaiiiejl  kind  of  pudding  that  is  eaten  in  this 
rrmniry  ;  much  ufed  in  Norfolk^  and  other  counties  of 
England, 

yer.  5. 
"  Immemor  herbarum  quos  eft  mirata  juvenca 
*'  Certantes,  quorum  fiupefaela:  camiine  lynces, 
"  Et  mutata  fuos  requierunt  flumina  curfus." 

Vise. 

Ver.  9. 
"  Tu  mihi,  feu  magni  fuperas  jam  faxa  Timavi, 
*'  Sivc  cram  lUyrici  legis  aquoris — " Viae. 

Ver.  II.  An  opera  written  by  this  author,  called, 
"  The  M^orld  in  the  Sun,  cr  the  Kingdom  of  Birds  ;" 
he  IS  alfo  famous  for  his  fong  on  the  Ne%i'market  horfe- 
tace,,  and  fever al  others  that  are  fung  by  the  Biitijh 
jfwaint. 


M    S  477 

Yet  fjffer  me,  thou  jarJ  ot  wond'rous  meed. 
Amid  thy  bays  to  weave  this  rural  weed. 

Now  the  fun  drove  adown  tlie  wsftern  road, 
And  oxen  laid  at  reft  forgot  the  goad,  ao 

The  clown  fatigued  trudg'd  homeward  with  his 

fpade, 
Acrofs  rhe  meadows  flretch'd  the  lengthen'd  (hade  ; 
Wt\en  Sparabella,  penl'ue  and  forlorn, 
Alike  with  yearning  love  and  l.ibour  worn, 
l>ean'd  on  her  rake,  and  ftraight  wiih  doleful  guife 
Did  this  fad  plaint  in  mournful  notes  devife. 

C;.me  night  as  dark  as  pitch,  furround  my  head, 
From  Sparabella  Sumkiuet  is  Hed  ; 
The  ribbon  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won, 
l-a(l  Sunday  happier  Chimfilis  put  on.  30 

Sure  if  he'd  eyes  (but  love  they  fay  has  none) 
I  whilom  by  ti:U!.  ribbon  had  been  known. 
Ah,  weU-a-day  !  I'm  Ihent  with  baneful  finart, 
For  with  the  ribbon  he  bellow'd  his  heart. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lafTis,  with  this  burthj-n  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfcl  dies  a  maid." 

Shall  heavy  Clumfilis  with  me  compare? 
View  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  defpair. 
Her  biubber'd  lip  by  fmutty  pipes  is  worn, 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whiffs  are  borne  I     4O 
The  cleanly  che-.fe-prefs  fne  could  never  turn. 
Her  aukward  fid  did  ne'er  employ  the  churn  ; 
If  e'er  ihe  brew'd,  thedrink  would  ftraight  go  four, 
Before  it  ever  fck  the  thunder's  power; 
No  houfewlfery  the  dowdy  creature  knew ; 
To  fum  up  all,  her  tongue  confcfa'd  the  Hirew. 

•'  My  plaint,  ye  laiTes,  vnth  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid-" 

I've  often  feen  my  vifige  in  yon  lake. 
Nor  are  my  features  of  the  homelieil  make  :     50 
Thou-h  Clumrilis  may  buaa  a  whiter  dye, 
Yet  the  black  floe  turns  in  my  rolling  eye  ; 
And  faireft  bloffou.s  drop  with  every  b!ai>, 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  Idlh 
Her  wan  comple.xion's  like  the  wither'd  leek. 
While  Mathcrine  pear;  idem  my  ruddy  cheek. 
Yet  {\\s,  alas  I  the  witlefs  lout  hath  v.'on. 
And  by  her  gain  poor  Sparabell's  undone  I 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  ftraps  unite.  59 
The  clucking  hen  make  friendfnip  v/ith  the  kite  ; 

fer.  17.    '^Itt^,  an  old  ^uord fur  i^ma  or  Vtnavin, 
Fer.  18. 

— "   Hanc  fine  tempora  circum 
"   Inter  vidrices  ederam  tibi  ferpere  lauros." 

ViS.G. 

Ver.  25.  "  Incumbens  tcreti  Damon  fit  ccepit 

"   olivae." Virg. 

Ver.  33.    Shent,  an  old  luord,  fgnifying\:VJt  or 
harmed. 

Ver.  37.  "  Mopfo  Nifa  datur,  quid  non  fpere- 

"  mu5  amantes  ?"— Viuo. 

Fer.  49.  "  Nec  fum  adeo  informis,  nuper  me  in 

"  littore  vidi." -Virg. 

Fer.  J 3.  "  Alba  ligu-^lra  cadunt,  vaccinia  nigr* 

"  leguntuf." -Virg. 

Fer.  59. 
"  Jungentur  jam  gryphes  equis;  svoque  fequenti 
"  Cum  cauibui  timidi  venicnt  ad  pocula  damas." 

ViE.«. 

Siij 


THE    WORKS^OF   GAY. 


«7« 

Let  the  fox  fimply  wear  the  nuptial  noofe, 
And  join  in  wedlock  with  the  wadd'ling  goofe  ; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  ftranger  thing  to  pafs, 
The  faired  ftiepherd  weds  the  fouleft  lafs. 

«'  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"  'Tis  hard  fotrue  a  danifel  dies  a  maid." 

Sooner  (hall  cats  difport  in  waters  clear, 
And  fpeckled  niackrel  graze  the  meadows  fair; 
Sooner  fhall  fcreech-owls  bafk  in  funny  day, 
And  the  flow  afs  on  trees,  like  iquirrels,  play  ;    70 
Sooner  (hall  fnails  en  infeft  pinions  rove; 
Than  I  forget  my  (hepherd's  wonted  love. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
«  'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damlel  dies  a  maid." 

Ah  :  didfl  thou  know  what  proffers  I  withftood, 
When  late  I  met  the  'fquire  in  yonder  wood  1 
To  mc  he  fped,  regardlefs  of  his  game, 
V^hiie  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  fliame; 
My  lip  he  kifs'd,  and  prais'd  my  healthful  look, 
Then  from  his  purfe  of  filk  a  guinea  took,         80 
Into  my  hand  he  forc'd  the  tempting  gold. 
While  I  with  modeft  flruggling  broke  his  hold. 
He  fwore  that  Dick,  in  livery  ftriped  with  lace. 
Should  wed  me  foon,  to  keep  me  from  difgrace ; 
But  I  nor  footman  priz'd,  nor  golden  fee  ; 
For  what  is  lace  or  gold  compar'd  to  thee  ? 

"  My  plaint,  ye  l^es.with  this  burthen  aid, 
*•  *Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfcl  dies  a  maid." 

U<.w  |.lain  I  ken  whence  love  his  rife  begun ; 
Sure  he  was  born  feme  bloody  butcher's  fon,      90 
Bred  up  in  fliambles  where  our  younglings  flain 
Frfl  taught  him  nnfchief,  and  to  fport  with  pain. 
The  father  only  filly  {bttp  annoys. 
The  fon  the  fillier  {hct;herdefs  deftroys. 
Does  fon  or  father  greater  niifchicf  do  ? 
The  fire  is  cruel,  {•■■  the  Ion  is  too. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  laffes,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
"   'Tis  hard  fo  true  a  damfel  dies  a  maid."  (fiow  ; 

Farewell,  ye  woods,  ye  meads,  ye  ftreams  that 
A  fudden  death  fhall  rid  me  of  my  woe.  lOO 

This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  Ihall  divide. 
What!  fhall  I  fall  as  fqucaking  pigs  have  dy'd  1 
No. — To  fome  tree  this  carcafe  I'U  fufpend. 
But  worrying  cuts  find  fuch  untimely  end  1 
ril  fpeed  me  to  the  pond,  where  the  high  flool 
On  the  Joi;g  plank  hangs  o'er  the  muddy  pool, 

rtr.  67. 
••  Ante  leves  ergopafcentur  in  JE'.here  cervi, 
"  Et  freta  dcftituent  nudos  in  littore  pifces — 
"  Quam  noftro  ilHns  labatur  pedore  vultus." 

VlRG. 
Fer.  89.  To  ken.  Scire.  Chaucer,  to  ken,  ani^kcnd  ; 
mtiij  A.  S.  cunnan.  G^/A.kunnan.  Germanis,  kennen. 
2)an/f,  kiende.  .//7a/i</ij,  kunna.  i/r/^  i,  kennen.  This 
•word  !(  of  general  vfe,  but  not  lery  common,  tbaugh  n»t 
vjitnaivn  to  tie  vulgar  Ken  fir  profpiccre  is  ivell 
knoivn,ar,du/id  10  d.fcoverby  the  eye — RAy,F.  R.  S. 

"  Nnnc  fcio  quid  fit  amor,  &c. 

"  Crudclis  mater  magis  an  puer  improbus  Ille  ? 

•'  Improbus  ille  puer,  crudclis  lu  quoque  mater." 

VlRO. 

Ver.  99.  "  — vivite  fylvs  : 

"  Praeccps  acrii  fpecula  de  mentis  iD  undas 
"  Pcfcrar."— — ViRG, 


That  ftool,  the  dread  of  every  fcolding  queaa 
Yet,  furc  a  lover  (hould  not  die  fo  mean  ! 
There  plac'd  aloft,  I'll  rave  and  rail  by  fits, 
Through  all  the  parifh  fay  I've  loft  my  wits  ;  !!• 
And  thence,  if  courage  holds,  myfelf  I'll  throw. 
And  quench  my  paffion  in  the  lake  below. 

"  Ye  laffes,  ccafe  your  burden,  ceafe  to  moan, 
"  And,  by  my  cafe  forewarn'd,  go  mind  your  own." 

The  fun  was  fet ;  the  night  came  on  apace. 
And  falling  dews  bewet  around  the  place  ; 
The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings, 
And  the  hoarfe  owl  his  woful  dirges  fings ; 
The  prudent  maiden  deems  it  now  too  late, 
And  till  to-morrow  comes  defers  her  fatc^      I Z9 

THURSDAY  ;  OR,  THE  SPELL. 

Hobnelia. 
HoBNELiA,  feated  in  a  dreary  vale, 
In  penfive  mood  rehears'd  her  piteous  tale ; 
Her  piteous  tale  the  winds  in  fighs  bemoan, 
And  pining  Echo  anfwers  groan  for  groan. 

I  rue  the  day,  a  rueful  day  I  trow. 
The  woful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  wo  ! 
When  Lubberkin  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bedight  he  hapt  to  love  ; 
The  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains. 
And  for  the  village  he  forfakes  the  plains.  !• 

Return,  my  Lubberkin.  thefe  ditties  hear  ; 
Spells  will  I  try.  and  fpells  fliall  eafe  my  care. 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

When  firft  the  year  I  heard  the  cuckow  fing. 
And  call  with  welcome  note  the  buddir'g  fpring, 
I  ftraightway  fet  a-running  with  fuch  hafte, 
Deborah  that  won  the  fmock  fcarce  ran  fo  faft ; 
Till  fpent  for  lack  of  breath,  quite  weary  grown,' 
Upon  a  rifing  bank  I  fat  adown,  ad 

Then  doff'd  my  (hoe,  and  by  my  troth,  I  fwear, 
Therein  I  fpy'd  this  yellow  frizzled  hair. 
As  like  to  Lubberkin's  in  curl  and  hue. 
As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

At  eve  lad  midfummer  no  fleep  I  fought,- 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  hemp-feed  brought ; 
I  fcatttr'd  round  the  feed  on  every  fide, 
And  three  times  in  a  trembling  accent  cry'd,     3» 
"  This  hemp-feed  with  my  virgin  hand  I  fow, 
"  Who  fliall  my  true-love  be,  the  crop  fliall  mow." 
I  fl:rait  lock'd  back,  and,  if  my  eyes  fpcak  truth. 
With  his  keen  fcythe  behind  me  came  the  youth. 

"  With  my  fliarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Laft  Valentine,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
Their  paramours  with  mutual  chirpings  find ; 


Ver.  8.  Dight,  er  bedight,  from  the  Saxon  word 
dightan,  tvbicbjignijies  to  fet  in  order. 

Ver.  ai.  Doff  ani  don,  ttntraSled from  tbt  w«ntf 
do  off  and  do  OB. 
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t  rearly  role,  juft  at  the  break  of  day, 
Before  the  fun  had  chas'd  the  ftars  away  ; 
A-field  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew 
To  milk  my  kine  (forfo  ftiould  hufwives  do); 
Thee  firft  1  fpy'd  ;  and  the  firft  fwain  we  fee, 
In  fpite  of  fortune  fliall  our  true-love  be. 
See,  Lubberkin,  each  bird  his  partner  take  ; 
And  canft  thou  then  thy  fwestheart  dear  forfake  ? 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Laft  May-day  fair  I  fearch'd  to  find  a  fnail. 
That  might  my  fecrct  lover's  name  reveal.         50 
Upon  a  goofeberry-bufli  a  fnail  I  found 
(For  always  fnails  near  fweeteft  fruit  abound). 
1  feiz'd  the  vermine,  whom  I  quickly  fped, 
And  on  the  earth  the  milk-white  embers  fprcad. 
Slow  crawl'd  the  fnail,  and,  if  a  right  can  fpell, 
In  the  foft  afiies  mark'd  a  curious  L  ; 
Oh,  may  this  wond'rous  omen  lucky  prove  ! 
For  L  is  found  in  Lubberkin  and  Love,   [ground, 

"  With  my  fharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

Two  hazel  nuts  I  threw  into  the  flame,  61 

And  to  each  nut  I  gave  a  fweetheart's  name  ; 
This  with  the  loudefl  bounce  me  fore  amaz'd, 
That  in  a  flame  of  brightefl  colour  blaz'd. 
As  blaz'd  the  nut,  fo  may  thy  paflion  grow ; 
For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  fo  brightly  glow. 

"  With  my  ftiarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  peafecods  once  I  pluck'd,  I  chanc'd  to  fee. 
One  that  was  clofely  fill'd  with  three  times  three. 
Which  when  I  eropp'd  I  fafely  home  convey'd,  7 1 
And  o'er  the  door  the  fpell  in  fecret  laid ; 
My  wheel  I  turn'd,  and  fung  a  ballad  new, 
While  from  the  fpindle  !  the  fleeces  drew  ;^       [in 
The  latch  mov'd  up,  when,  who  fliould  firft  come 
But,  in  his  proper  perfon — Lubberkin. 
1  broke  my  yarn,  furpris'd  the  fight  to  fee ;    . 
Sure  fign  that  he  would  break  his  wore  with  me. 
Efcfoons  I  join'd  it  with  my  wonted  flight : 
So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  unite  !  80 

"  With  my  fliarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

This  lady-fly  I  take  from  off  the  grafs, 
Whofe  fpotted  back  might  fcarlct  red  furpafs, 
*'  Fly,  lady-bird,  north,  fouth,  or  call,  or  weft, 
"  Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  I  love  beft." 
He  leaves  my  hand  ;  fee  to  the  weft  he's  flown, 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithlefs  town.  89 

"  Whh  my  fliarp  heel  I  three  time*  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  mc  thrice  around,  around,  around." 


Ver.  66. 

Theoc. 
Ver.  66.  "  Daphnis  me  malus  urit,  ego  banc  in 

"  Daphnide." Virg. 

Ver.  93.  "  Tranfque  caput  jace;   DC  refpex- 

«  erJs."— Viaa. 


I  pare  this  pippin  found  and  round  again. 
My  fliepherd's  name  to  flourifh  on  the  plain, 
1  fling  th'  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  head. 
Upon  the  grafs  a  perfeiSl  L  is  read  { 
Yet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  fCen, 
Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  green. 

"  With  my  fliarp  heel  1  three  ti.nes  mark  the 
ground, 
"  Atid  rum  me  thrice  arouhd,  around,  around. ** 

This  pippin  fliall  another  trial  make, 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take ;  lO© 
This  on  my  cheek  for  Lubberkin  is  worn; 
And  Boobyclod  on  t'  other  fide  is  borne. 
But  Boobyclod  foon  drops  upon  the  ground, 
A  certain  token  that  his  love's  unfound ; 
While  Lubberkin  fticks  firmly  tr)  the  laft : 
Oh  were  his  lips  to  mine  bur  join'd  fo  faft  I 

"  With  my  ftiarp  heel  1  three  times  mark  thtf 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around." 

As  Lubberkin  once  flept  beneath  a  tree, 
1  twitch'd  his  dangling  garter  from  his  knee.  110 
He  wift  not  when  the  hempen  ftring  1  drew. 
Now  mine  I  quickly  dofl",  of  inkle  blue. 
Together  faft  I  tye  the  garters  twain  ; 
.And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  ftrain  : 
"   Three  times  a  true-love's  knot  I  tye  fecure, 
"   Firni  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love  endure!" 

•'  With  my  ftiarp  hsel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
"  And  turn  me  thrice  around,  arouhd,  around." 

As  I  was  wont,  I  trudg'd  laft  market-day, 
To  town,  with  new-laid  eggs  preferv'd  in  hay.  120 
I  made  my  market  long  before  'twas  night. 
My  purfe  grew  heavy,  and  my  balket  light. 
Strait  to  the  'pothecary's  ftiop  I  went. 
And  in  love-powder  all  my  money  fpent. 
Behap  what  will,  next  Sunday  after  prayers, 
When  to  the  ale-houfe  Lubberkin  repairs, 
Thefe  golJin  Jlies  into  his  mug  I'll  throw, 
And  foon  the  fwain  with  fervent  love  fliall  glow. 

"  With  my  ftiarp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground,  -  149 

"  And  turn  me  thrice  aroUnd,  around,  around." 

But  hold— our  Lightfoot  barks,  and  cocks  hia 
ears. 
O'er  yonder  ftile  fee  Lubberkin  appears. 
He  comes  I  he  comes  !   Hobnelia's  not  bewray'd, 
Nor  fliall  ftie  crown'd  with  willow  die  a  maid. 
He  Vows,  he  fwears,  he'll  give  me  a  green  gown  i 
O  dear !  1  fall  adown,  adown,  adown  '. 

Fer.  109, 

"  NetSe  tribus  nodis  ternos,  Amarylli,  colores  r 
"  Ne<fte,  Amarylli,  modo  ;  et  Veneris  die  vincll- 
"  la  neifto." — —Yiks. 

Ver.  133. 

"  Has  herbas,  atque  haec  PontO  mihi  UAa  VeOentl 

"  Ipfe  dedit  McEris."— — Viro. 

-.-    \  \       >i  ,  A- 

Ver.  If].  '—lioTov  xxKCv  xv^tov  otd-co.  Theoo, 

f#r.  I3J,  "  Nefcio  quid  certe  eft ;  «  HylttS. 
Bjuine  latrat." Vir». 


ittr  T  H  E    W  O  -R  K  S   O  F   C  A  Y. 

1F6.IDAY;  OR,  THE  DIRGE  '. 


BUMKINET,    GRUBEINOL. 
Sumiitict. 

Way,  Grubbinc!,  doft  thou  fo  wiftful  fcera  ? 
There's  forrow  in  thy  look,  if  right  I  deem. 
'Tis  true,  yon  oaks  with  yellow  tops  appear. 
And  chilly  blafts  begin  to  nip  tlie  year  ; 
Prom  the  tall  eltn  a  fliower  of  leaves  is  borne, 
And  their  loft  beauty  riven  beeches  mourn. 
Yet  ev"n  this  feafon  pleafai.ce  blithe  afibrds, 
Now   tlie   fq\ieez'd  prefs  foams   with  our  apple 

hoards. 
Come  let  us  hie,  and  quaff  a  cheery  bowl. 
Let  cyder  new  "  wafn  forrow  from  thy  foal."   lo 

Grubbfnol. 
jAh,  Bumkinet !  fince  thou  from  hence  wert  gone, 
From  tliefe  fad  plains  all  merriment  is  flown  ; 
Should  1  reveal  my  grief,  'tv.'ould  fpoil  thy  cheer, 
And  make  thine  eye  o'erflow  with  many  a  tear. 

Ba!7;iinet. 
"  Hang  forrow  1"  L;;L's  to  yonder  hut  repair, 
And  with  trim  fonncts  "  cafl:  away  our  care." 
"  Gillian  cf  Croydon"  well  thy  pipe  can  play; 
Thou  fmg'fl  mofl  fwtet,"  O'er  hills  and  far  away." 
Of"  Patient  Griifci"  I  devife  to  ung. 
And  catchts  quaint  fliall  make  the  vallies  ring,  ao 
Come,  Grubbinol,  beneath  this  Ihelter,  come  ; 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  fccurcly  roam. 

GrubLiiioL 
Yes,  blithfome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  fmg, 
JBut  with  my  woe  fliall  diilant  valiies  ring. 
The  tale  Ihall  make  our  kidlings  droop  their  head, 
V         For,  woes  is'^me  ! — our  Blouzelind  is  dead  ; 

B-imkinit. 
Is  Blouzelinda  dead  \  farewell,  my  glee  ! 
No  h^ppiucfs  is  now  rv.ferv'd  for  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  cooes  without  his  marc, 
bo  fbi.ll  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fate.  30 

Of  Blouzelinda  fair  I  mean  to  tell, 
The  peerlcfs  maid  that  did  all  maids  excel. 
J      Henceforth  the  morn  fhali  dewy  forrow  ilied. 
And  evening  tears  upon  the  grafs  be  fpread  ; 
The  rolling  itreams  with  watery  grief  fhall  flow, 
And  winds  lliall  moan   aloud — when  load  they 

blow. 
Henceforth,  as  oft'  3=  autumn  fhall  return, 
The  dropping  trees,  whene'er  it  rains,  ftiall  mourn. 
The  feafon  quite  fhall  ftrip  the  country's  pride, 
For  'twas  in  autumn  Blouzelinda  dy'd.  40 


*  Dirge,  or  Dyrge,  a  mournful  ditty,  or  fcng  of  la- 
mentation ever  the  dead ;  not  a  coiitraHion  of  the  La- 
tin Dirigc,  in  tbe  Foyfo  Hymn,  Dirigc  greffus  n.ecs, 
«s  fome  preiend.  But  from  the  Teutonic  Dyrlce,  L.au- 
dare,  to  praife  and  extol.  Whence  it  it  pofiUe  their 
Dyrke,  and  tar  dirge,  ivas  a  laudatory  foug  to  commc- 
vioiate  and  applaud  tbe  dead.      Cowell's  Interpreter. 

Per.  15. 
"   Incipe,  Mop.fe,  prior,  fi  quos  ant  Phyljidis  ignes 
"  Aut  Akonib  habcs  laudes,  aut  jurgia  Codri." 

VlRG, 

Vtr.  27.  Glee  j'-'y;  from  tic  EuUh  Glooren,  f» 
recreate. 


Where'er  I  gad,  I  Blouzelind  flia/1  v*?W, 
Woods,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows,  our  paflion  knc\V'» 
When  I  dired  my  eyes  to  yonder  wood, 
Frefn  rifitig  forrow  curdles  in  my  blood. 
Thither  I've  often  been  the  damfel's  guide. 
When  rotten  flicks  our  fuel  have  fupply'd; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggots  large 
Were  frequently  thefe  happy  fhoulders  charge. 
Sometimes  this  crook  drew  hazel-boughs  adowfi. 
And  fluff'd  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  fo  brown ;  50 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  mifi'd  their  way. 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  feaft  of  acorns  lay  ; 
Th'  untoward  creatures  to  the  flye  I  drove. 
And  whifiiled  all  the  way — or  told  my  love. 

If  by  the  dairy's  hatch  I  chanc'd  to  hie, 
I  fhall  her  goodly  countenance  efpy; 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I've  feen. 
Set  off  with  kerchief  flarch'd  and  piuncrs  clean. 
Sometimes,  like  wax,  flie  rolls  her  butter  round. 
Or  with  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound.         69 
Whilom  I've  feen  her  fkim  the  clouted  cream, 
And  prefs  from  fpungy  curds  the  milky  flream  : 
But  now,  alas  !  thefe  cars  fhall  hear  no  more 
The  whining fwine  I'urrcund  the  dairy  door; 
No  more  her  care  fhall  fill  the  hollow  tray. 
To  fat  the  guzzling  hogs  with  floods  of  whey. 
Lament,  ye  fwine,  in  grunting  fpend  your  grief. 
For  you,  like  me,  have  loft  your  fole  relief. 

When  in  the  barn  the  founding  fiaill  ply. 
Where  from  her  fieve  the  chaff  was  wont  to  fly  ;"' 
The  poultry  there  will  feem  around  to  Hand,     7 1 
V/aiting  upon  her  charitable  hand. 
No  fuccour  meet  the  poultry  now  can  find. 
For  they,  like  me,  have  loft  their  Blouzelind. 

Whenever  by  yon  barley-mow  I  pafs. 
Before  my  eyes  will  trip  the  tidy  lafs. 
I  pitch'd  the  flieaves,  (oh,  could  I  do  fo  now  I) 
Which  flie  in  rows  pil'd  on  the  growing  mow. 
Ihere  every  deale  my  heart  by  love  was  gain'd, 
There  the  fweet  kifs  mycourtftiip  has  esplain'd.  8© 
Ah,  Blouzelind!  that  mow  I  ne'er  fhall  fee. 
But  thy  n^em.orial  will  revive  in  me. 

Lament,  ye  fields,  and  rueful  fymptoms  fhow; 
Henceforth  let  not  the  fmelhng  primrofe  grow  ;. 
Let  weeds,  inftead  of  butter-flowers  appear. 
And  meads,  inftead  of  daifies,  hemlock  bear  ; 
For  cowflips  fweet,  let  dandelions  fpread ; 
For  Blouzelinda,  blithfoitie  maid,  is  dead  ! 
Lament,  ye  fwains,  and  o'er  her  grave  bemoan, 
And  fpeil  ye  right  this  verfe  upon  her  ftone  :     90 
'•'  Here  Blouzelinda  lies — Alas,  alas! 
"   Weep,  fhepherds — and  remember  flefli  is  grafsi" 

Grubbinol. 
Albeit  thy  fongs  are  fweeter  to  mine  ear, 
Than  to  the  thirfty  cattle  rivers  clear; 


"  Pro  molli  viola,  pro  purpureo  narciflb, 

"  Carduus  et  fpinis  furgit  paliurus  acutis."  Vjrc. 

Per.  90, 
"  Ft  tuniulum  faclte,  et  tumulo  fupera4dite  caf- 
"  men."  Viue, 

Ver.  93. 
"  Tale  tuum  carmen  nobis,  divine  poeta, 
"  QuaU;  fopor  feflTis  in  gramiiie  :  ^uale  per  sftua^ 
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tir  winfef  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth, 
Or  buns  and  fujjarto  the  damfel's  tooth; 
Yet-Bloiizeliiida's  name  fhall  tune  my  lay, 
Of  her  I'll  fing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Blouzelind  expir'd,  the  wether's  hell  99 
Before  the  droophig  flock  toll'd  fort'n  her  knell ; 
The  folemn  death-watch  click'dthe  hourlhedy'd. 
And  fhrilling  crickets  in  the  chimney  cry'd ; 
The  boding  raven  on  her  cottage  fate, 
And  with  hoarfe  croaking  warn'd  us  of  her  fate; 
The  lambkin,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred, 
Dropp'd  on  the  plains  that  fata!  inftant  dead  ; 
Swarm'd  on  a  rotten  flick  the  bees  I  fpy'J, 
Which  erft  I  faw  when  Goody  Dobfon  dy'd. 

How  fliall  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate. 
When  on  her  darling's  bed  her  mother  fate  !    Iio 
Theie  words  tiie  dying  B!o\izelinda  fpoke, 
And  of  the  dead  let  none  the  will  revoke  : 

"  Mother,  quoth  fhe,  let  not  the  poultry  need. 
And  give  the  goofe  wherewith  to  raife  her  breed  : 
Be  thc;'e  my  fiilei's  care — and  every  morn 
Amid  the-ducklings  let  her  fcatter  corn  ; 
The  fickly  calf  that's  hous'd  be  fure  to  tend, 
Feed  him  with  milk,  and  from  bleak  colds  defend. 
•Yet  ere  I  die — fee,  mother,  yonder  fhelf, 
There  fecretly  I've  hid  my  worldly  pelf.  izo 

Twenty  good  fhillings  in  a  rag  (  laid  , 
Be  ten  the  Parfon's,  for  my  fermon  paid. 
The  reft  is  yours — my  fpinning-wheeland  rake 
htt  Sufan  keep  for  her  dear  fifter's  fake  ; 
My  new  llraw  hat,  that's  trimly  lin'J  with  green, 
l^et  Peggy  wear,  for  fue's  a  damfel  clean.  . 
My  leathern  bottle,  long  in  harvefts  try'd, 
"Be  Grubbinora — this  hlver  ring  befide  : 
Three  filver  pennies,  and  a  nine-pence  bent, 
A  token  kind  to  Bumkinet  is  feut." 
Thus  fpoke  (he  maiden,  while  the  mother  cry'd; 
And  peaceful,  like  the  harmlefs  iamb,  fhe  dy'd. 

To  fn ow  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  near 
Follow'd  with  wiftful  look  the  damfel's  bier. 
Sprigg'd  rofemary  the  lads  and  lafTes  bore, 
While  difmally  the  Parfcn  waik'd  before. 
Upon  her  grave  the  rofemary  they  threw. 
The  daify,  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 
■     After  the  good  man  v.'arn'd  us  from  his  text. 
That  none  could  tell  whofe  turn  would  be  the 

next ; 
He  faid,  that  Heaven  would  take  her  foul,   no 

doubt. 
And  fpiokc  the  hour-gl^sin  herpraife — quite  out. 

To  her  Aveet  memory,  flowery  garlands  llrung. 
O'er  her  now  empty -feat  aloft  were  hung. 
With  wicker  rods  we  feiic'd  her  tomb  around. 
To  ward  from  man  and  beafl  the  hailow'd  ground; 
Jjcft  her  new  grave  the  Parfon's  cattle  raze. 
For  both  his  horfe  and  cow  the  church-yard  graze. 

Novv'  we  trudg'd  homeward  to    her  mother's 
farm. 
To  drink  new  cyder  muU'd,  with  ginger  warm. 

*'  Dulcis  aqus  faliente  fitim  reftinguere  rivo. 

"  Nos   tanien   hasc  quocunque  modo  tibi   noftra 

"  vicifiim 
"  Dlcemus,  Daphninque  tuum  toUemus  ad  aftra" 

ViKG. 

/"«■.  96,  ^inia'ttxikn  B/Tksscfiivs, 


For  Gaffer  Treadwell  told  Uf,  by  the  bye,        151 
'^  Exccffive  forrow  is  exceeding  dry." 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  their  curled  brow, 
Or  lafies  with  loft  ftrpakings  milk  the  cow; 
While  paddling  ducks  the  Handing  lake  defire. 
Or  battening  hogs  roll  in  the  finking  mire  ; 
While  moles  the  crumbled  earth  in  hillocks  raife; 
So  long  fhall  fwains  tell  Blouzeliuda's  praife. 

Thus  wail'd  the  louts  in  melancholy  flrain. 
Till  bonny  Sufan  fped  acrofs  the  plain. 
They  i'eiz'd  the  lafs  in  apron  clean  array'd, 
And  to  the  ale-houfe  forc'd  the  willing  maid; 
In  ale  and  kiiTes  they  forget  their  cares, 
And  Sufan  Blouzelinda's  lols  repairs. 

SATURDAY ;  OR,  THE  FLIGHTS. 

Eotvzyheus, 
SuBLiMER  ftrnins,  O  ruflic  mufe  !  prepare; 
Forget  awhile  the  barn  and  dairy's  care; 
Thy  homely  voice  to  loftier  numbers  raife, 
The  drunkard's  flights  require  fonorous  lays  j 
With  Bowzyheus'  fongs  exalt  thy  verfe. 
While  rocks  and  woods  the  various  notes  rehearfc;- 

'Twas  in  the  feafon  when  the  reapers'  toil 
Of  the  ripe  harveft  'gan  to  rid  the  foil ; 
Wide  throMgh  the  field  wa^  feen  a  goodly  rout,    9> 
Clean  damfels  bound  the  gather'd  flieaves  about  ; 
The  lads  with  fharpen'd  hook  and  fweacing  browT 
Cufdown  the  labours  of  the  winter  plough. 
To  the  near  hedge  young  Sufan  fteps  ulde. 
She  feign'd  her  coat  or  garter  was  unty'd  ; 
Whate'erfhe  did,  fhe  ftoop'd  aJov/n  unfetn. 
And  merry  reapers  what  tliey  lill  will  weeii, 
Sion  file  rofe  up,  and  cry'd  with  voice  ib  fnrih's 
That  echo  aurwer'd  from  the  diftant  hill; 
The  youths  and  damfels  ran  to  Sufan's  aid. 
Who  thought  foime  adder  had  the  lafs  difmay'd  2® 

When  fad:  £f|eep  they  Bowzybeus  Ipy'd, 
His  hat  and  oaken  ftaif  lay  clofe  befide ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who  could  fweetly  ling. 
Or  witi:  the  rofm'd  bow  torment  the  firing ; 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  fingers  fpeed. 
Could  call  loft  warblings  from  the  breathing  reedj 
That  Bowzybeus  who,  with  jocund  tongne. 
Ballads  and  roundelays  and  catches  fung  : 
They  loudly  laugh  to  fee  the  damfel's  fright. 
And  in  difport  furround  the  drunken  wight.       30 

Ah,  Bowzybee,  why  didH;  thou  ftay  io  long  ? 
The  mugs  were  laVee,  the  drink  was  wond'rous , 

firong ! 
Thou  fiiould'ft  have  left  the  fair  before  'twas  night; 
But  thou  fat'ft  copping  till  the  morning  light. 

Cicely,  briflc  maid,  fleps  forth  before  the  rout. 
And  kifs'd  Vv'ith  imacking  lip  the  Inoaring  lout: 
(For  cuftom  fays,  "  Wlnjs'er  this  venture  proves, 
"  For  luch  a  kifs  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.") 


Fer.  153. 

"  Dum  juga   mentis    aper,  fluvios    dum    pifcis 

"  amabit,  [cadae, 

"  Dumqiie   thymo  pafcentur  apes,  dum  rore  ci- 

"  Semper  honos,  nomenque  tuum,  laudefque  ma- 

"  nebunt."  Virg. 

Ver-  zz.  "  Serta  procul  tantum  rapiti  delapfa 

jaccbant.''  ViK(i. 
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By  her  example  Dorcas  tolder  grows, 

And  plays  a  tickling  ftraw  within  his  nofe.        4° 

He  nibs  his  noflril,  and  in  wonted  juke 

The  fneering  fwains  with  ftammering  fpeech  be- 

fpoke  : 
To  you,  my  lads;  I'll  (Ing  my  carols  o'er, 
As  for  the  maids— I've  fomething  elfe  in  (lore. 

No  fooner  'gan  he  raife  his  tuneful  fong, 
But  lads  anii  laffes  round  about  him  throng. 
^'ot  ballad- finger  plac'd  above  the  crowd 
Sings  with  a  note  fo  flirilhng  fweet  and  loud  ; 
NtiT  parifh-cltik,  who  calls  the  pfalm  fo  clear, 
Like  B  'wzybeus  fooths  th'  attentive  ear.  JO 

Of  nature's  laws  his  carols  firft  begun. 
Why  the  grave  owl  can  never  face  the  fun. 
For  owls,  as  fwains  obferve,  deteft  the  light, 
And  only  fing  and  feek  their  prey  by  night. 
How  turnips  hide  their  fwelling  heads  below; 
And  how  the  dofiiig  coleworts  upwards  grow ; 
How  Will-a-wlfp  mifleads  night-faring  clowns 
O'er  hills,  and  finking  bogs,  and  path Itfs  downs. 
Of  ftars  he  told,  that  flioot  with  fhining  trail, 
And  of  the  glow-worm's  light  that  gilds  his  tail. 
He  fung  where  wood-cocks  in  the  fummer  feed, 
And  in  what  climates  they  renew  their  breed     6a 
(Some  think  to  northern  coafts  their  flight  they 

tend, 
Or  to  the  moon  in  midnight  hours  afcend)  ; 
Where  fwallows  in  the  winter's  feafon  keep. 
And  how  tt»e  drowfy  bat  and  dormoufe  fleep ; 
How  nature  does  the  puppy's  eyelid  clofe 
Till  the  bright  fun  has  nine  times  fet  and  rofe 
(For  huntfmen  by  their  long  experience  find. 
That  puppies  ftili  nine  rolling  funs  are  blind).     70 

Now  he  goes  on,  and  fings  of  fairs  and  (hows. 
For  ftill  new  fairs  before  his  eyes  arofe. 
How  pedlars'  Halls  with  glittering  toys  arc  laid, 
The  various  fairings  of  the  country-maid. 
Long  filken  laces  hang  upon  the  twine, 
And  rows  of  pins  and  amber  bracelets  Ihine  ; 
How  the  tight  lafs,  knives,  combs,  and fciifars  fpies, 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  defiring  eyes. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneful  note  he  told, 
%Vhere  filver  fpoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold.  80 
The  lads  and  laffes  trudge  the  ftreet  along,    . 
And  all  the  fair  is  crowded  in  his  fong. 
The  mountebank  now  treads  the  flage,  and  fells 
His  pills,  hisbalfams,  and  his  ague-fpells; 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nimble  tumbler  fprings, 
And  on  the  rope  the  venturous  maiden  fwings; 

Vir.  40.    "  Sanguineis  frontem  moris  et  tem- 
-pora  pingit-"  Virg. 

Ver.  43. 
"   Carmina,  qux  vultis,cognofcitc  :  carmina  vobisj 
"  Huic  aliud  mercediseilt."  Virg. 

Vtr.  47. 
"  Nee  tantum  Phoebo  gaudet  Parnania  rupes : 
"  Nee  tantum  Rhodope  mirantur  et  Ifmarus  Or- 
"  phea."  ViRo. 

Vcr.  51.  Ourfiua'in  bad po£lbly  read  Tujftr,  from 
•whence  be  migbt  bave  toileted  tbefe  fblhfoiibical  obfer- 
'oat'tans  : 

"  Namque  canebat,  uti  magnum  per  inane  co- 
"  acta,  &c." 


Jack  Pudding  in  his  party-colour'd  jacket 
TtfiTes  the  glove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet. 
Of  raree-ftiows  he  fung,  and  Punch's  feats, 
Of  pockets  pick'd  in  crowds,  and  various  cheats.  9* 
Then  fad  he  fung  "  the  Children  in  the  Wood:" 
(Ah,  barbarous  uncle,  flain'd  with  infant  blood  1) 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  defarts  wild. 
And.  fearlefs  at  the  glittering  faulchion  fmil'd  ; 
Their  httle  corpfe  the  robin-red-breafts  found. 
And  ftrow'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around. 
(Ah  gentle  birds  !  if  this  verfe  iafts  fo  long. 
Your  names  {hall  live  for  ever  in  my  fong.) 

For  "  Buxom  Joan"  he  fung  the  doubtful  ftrifc, 
How  the  fly  failor  made  the  maid  a  wife.  ic« 

To  louder  llrains  he  rais'd  his  voice,  to  tell 
What  woeful  wars  in  "  Chevy-chace"  befell. 
When  "  Percy  drove  the  deer  with  hound  and 

"  horn, 
"  Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn  !" 
Ah,Witherington,  more  years  thy  life  had  crown'd, 
if  ihou  hadft  never  heard  the  horn  or  hound  1 
Yet  fliall  the  fquire,  who  fought  on  bloody  flumps, 
By  future  bards  be  wail'd  in  doleful  dumps. 

"  All  in  the  land  of  ElTex"  next  he  chaunts. 
How   to  fleek  marcs  fl^arch    Quakers  turn  gal- 
lants : 
How  the  grave  brother  flood  on  bank  fo  green — 
Happy  for  him  if  mares  had  never  been!  Iia 

Then  he  was  feiz'd  with  a  religious  qualm. 
And  on  a  fudden  fung  the  hundredth  pfalm. 
He  fung  of  »  Taifey  Welch,"  and  "  Sawney 
Scot," 
«  Lilly-bullero"  and  the  "  Irifli  Trot." 
Why  ftiould  I  tell  of"  Bateman,"  or  of"  Shore," 
Or  "  Wantley's  Dragon"  flain  by  valiant  MoorCj 
"  The  Bower  of  Rofamond,"  or  "  Robin  Hood," 
And  how  the  "  grafs  now  grows  where  Troy 
"  town  flood?"  **• 

His  carols  ceas'd  :  the  liftening  maids  and  fwains 
Seem  flill  to  hear  fome  foft  imperfeift  ftrains. 
Sudden  he  rofe  ;  and,  as  he  reels  along. 
Swears  kifles  fweet  fliould  well  reward  his  fong. 
The  damfels  laughing  fly  :  the  giddy  clown 
Again  upon  a  wheat-flieaf  drops  adown ; 
The  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  fleep  at- 
tends, • 
Till,  ruddy,  like  his  face,  the  fun  defcends. 

^"•-  91'  .  -. 

"  Fortunati  ambo,  fi  quid  mea  carmina  poflunt, 
"  Nulla  dies  unquam  memori  vos.eximet  avo." 

Vjrg. 

Fer.  99.  A  Song  in  the  Comedy  of  "  Love  for 
"   Love"  beginning  "  A  Soldier  and  a  Sailor"  \^e. 

Ver.  109.  A  Sang  of  Sir  J.  Denbam's.  See  hit 
Poms. 

Ver.  1 1  a. 
"  Et  fortunatam,  fi  nunquam  armenta  fuiflent, 
"  Pafiphaen."  VxR«. 


Ver.  117. 
«  Quid  loquar  aut  Scyllam  NIC,  &c. 

fr(r.  1 1 7 — 1 40.     Old  Englifi  ballads, 


Vise. 
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ALPHABETICAL  CATALOGUE       , 

OF  NAMES,  PLANTS,  FLOWERS,  FRtTITS,  BIRDS,  BEASTS,  INSECTS, 
And  other  Material  Things,  mentioned  in  thefe  Paftorals. 


AcoRNi,  Paft.  V.  5» 
Adder  -         vi.  io 

Ale-houfe  -  v.  8 
Apple  -        iv.  126 

Apron  -  iLioj.v.fO 
Afs         -  iii.  6.  /O 

Autumn     -      v.  3.  37 

B 
Barley     -     ii.  'o.  v.  78 
Ballad-finger     -    vi.  47 
Bat  -  iii.  117 

Batcman  -  vi.  117 
Bays  -  iii-  18 

Barn  -  i.  IZi.  v.  69 
Beech  -  v.  6. 

Bee  -  -  V.  107 
Bam  •  ii.  44 

Blackberry  -  vi.  93 
Blind-man's-buff  i-  95 
Bramble  -  i.  4 

Blouztlind  i.  lo.  v.  26 
Breakfaft  -  ii.  5* 
Bull  -  ii.  104 

Bumkinet  -  iii.  a8 
Bun  -  v.  96 

Boobyclod  -  iv.  icz 
Butter  -  i.  ^i 

Bowzybeus  -  vi. 
Butcher  -  iii.  90 
Butterflower  -  v.  85 
Buxoma         •  i.  14 

C 
Calf         -         i.  16.55 
Capon  -  i   90 

Car  -  ii.  65 

Cat  -  ii.  90.  iii.  67 
Cicely  ii.  20.  vi.  35 
Clover-grafs  -  i.  42 
Cloddipolc  -  i- 

Chum  -         iii.  42 

Coleworts  -  vi.  56 
Clumillis  -  iii.  30 
Cock  -  »»•  79 

Comb  -  vi.  77 

Cow  i.  16.  8a.  ii.  Z04 
Colin  Clout  -  ii.  i 
Clouted  cream  v.  61 
Cowflips  -  v.  87 
Chalk  -  ii.  44 

Cricket        -         v.  1*2 


Cuddy             -  i. 

Church-ya.'d  -  v.  148 

Cuckow         -  iv.  15 

Cur            -  i.  56 

Cyder          -  v.  150 

Corns          -  i.  a8 

D 

Dairy          -  v.  42 

Daifie          -  i.  44 

Dandelion      -  v.  87 

Deborah        -  iv.  18 

Death-watch  v.  loi 

D'  Urfey         -  iii.  9 

Goody  Dobbins  ii.  104 
Deer         -         -      i.  36 

Dick           -  iii.  83 

Doe         -         -  i.  16 

Dorcas         -  vi.  39 

Dragon      -  vi.  ri8 

Drink         -  iii.  43 

Goody  Dobfon  v.*c8 

Duck          -  V.  155 

Duckling       -  v.  116 

Duckling  Aool  iii.  105 

£ 

Eggs          -  iv.  120 

Elm         -         -  v.  5 

Enrfivc        -  T.  138 

Epitaph         -  V.  90 

F 

Fair            -  vi.  fl 

Fawn             -  i.  16 
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OR,  THE  ART  OF  WALKING  THE  STREETS  OF  LONDON. 


IN   THREE  BOOKS. 


*'  Quo  te  Moeri  pedes  ?  an,  quo  via  ducit,  in  urbem  ?" Virg. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  world,!  believe,  will  take  fo  little  notice  of  me,  that  I  need  not  take  much  of  it.  The  critics 
may  fee  by  this  poem,  that  I  walk  on  foot,  which  probably  may  fave  me  from  their  envy.  I 
fhould  be  forry  to  raife  that  paiTion  in  men  whom  I  am  fo  much  obliged  to,  fince  they  allow  me 
^n  honour  hitherto  only  fhown  to  better  writers,  That  of  denying  me  to  be  the  author  of  my 
own  works. 

Gentlemen,  if  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poem  good  enough  to  difpleafe  you,  and  if  it  be  any  ad- 
vantage to  you  to  afcribe  it  to  fomie  perfon  of  greater  merit  ;  I  fnall  acquaint  you,  for  your  com- 
fort, that,  among  many  other  obligations,  I  Owe  feveral  hints  of  it  to  Dr.  Swift.  And,  if  yoa 
will  fo  far  continue  your  favour  as  to  write  againft  it,  1  beg  you  to  oblige  me  in  accepting  the 
following  motto  : 

"  — Non  tu,  in  trivlis,  indo<5te  folebas 

"  Scridentl,  miferum,  ftipula,  difpcrdere  carmen." 


BOOK    I. 

SFTHEIMPLEMENTS  FOR  WALKING  THE  STREETS, 
AND    SIGNS    OF  TUE  WEATHER. 

\Ihrouch  winter  flreets  to  fleer  y&ur  courfe  a- 

right, 
How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  fafe  by  nioht; 
How  joftling  crowds  with  prudence  to  decline, 
When  to  aflert  the  wall,  and  when  refign, 
T  fing ;  thou,  Trivia,  goddefp,  aid  my  fong. 
Through fpacious  ftreetsconduftthy  bard  along; 
By  thee  tranfported,  I  fecurely  ftray 
Where  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
The  filent  court  and  opening  fqur.re  explore. 
And  long  perplcsing  lanes  untrod  before.  10 

To  pave  thy  realm,  and  fmooth  the  broken  ways, 
larth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays  ; 
For  thee  the  fturdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground, 
Whilll  every  flroke  his  labouring  lungs  refound ; 
For  thee  the  fcavenger  bids  kennels  glide 
Within  rheir  .bounds,  and  heaps  of  dirt  fubGde. 
My  youthful  bofom  burns  with  thirfl  of  fame, 
From  the  great  then^-s  Xo  build  a  gioriotij  n'smc, 


To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  urknown, 
Aod  bind  niy  temples  with  a  civic  crown  :         20 
But  more  my  country's  love  demands  my  lays; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praife  : 

When  the  black  youth  at  chofen  flands  rejoice, 
And  "  clean  your  Ihoes"   refounds'  from  every 

voice ; 
When  late  their  miry  fides  flage-coaches  fhow. 
And  their  ftiffhorfes  through  the  town  ^loveflow; 
When  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies. 
And  damfels  firft  renew  their  oyfter-cries  : 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  fhoes  provide, 
Not  of  the  Spanifh  or  Morocco  hide  ;  30 

The  wooden  heel  may  raife  the  dancer's  bound. 
And  with  the  fcallop'd  top  his  ftep  b^  crown'd: 
Let  firm,  well-hammer'd  foles  prote<3:  thy  feet 
Through  freezing  fnows,  and  rains,  and  foaktng 
Should  the  big  laft  extend  the  fhoe  too  wide,  [fleet. 
Each  ftonC  will  wrench  th'  unwary  ftep  afide  ; 
The  fudden  turn  may  llretch  the  fwelling  vein. 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ankle  fprain; 
And,  when  too  fhorc  the  modeft  Ihocs  are  worn, 
Yca'll  judge  t.he  fcafon*  by  your  fhooting  core. 
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Vor  ftiould  it  prove  thy  lefs  important  care,   4I  ^ 
To  choofe  a  proper  cojt  for  winter's  wear, 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D'Oily  hahit  fold. 
The  filken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frieze's  fpongy  nap  is  foak'd  with  rain, 
Andihowersfoon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain; 
True  Witney  ■"  broad-cloth,  with  its  fliag  unfhorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  in  the  Vafting  tempeft  worn  : 
Be  this  the  horfeman's  fence,  for  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  fpoils  of  Rxifiia's  bear  ?  50 

Within  the  roquelaure's  clafp  thy  hands  are  pent, 
Hands,  that,  Uretch'd  forth,  invading  harms  pre- 
vent. 
Let  the  loop'd  bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 
Or  his  deep  cloke  befpatter'd  o'er  with  lace. 
That  garment beft  the  winter's  rage  defends, 
Whofe  ample  form  without  one  plait  depends, 
By  various  names  f  in  various  couaties  known, 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  furtout  alone  ; 
Be  thine  of  kerfey  firm,  though  fmall  the  coft, 
Then  brave  unwet  the  rain,  unchill'd  tlis  froft.  60 

If  the  llrong  cane  fuppoit  thy  walking  hand, 
Chairmen  no  longer  fhall  the  wall  command  ; 
Ev'n  flurdy  carmen  fhall  thy  nod  obey. 
And  rattling  .coaches  (lop  to  make  thee  way  : 
This  fhall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright. 
Though  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes  with  amber  tipt  pioduce  ; 
Be  theirs  for  empty  fhow,  but  thine  for  ule. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  eal'e, 
And  lazily  enfure  a  life's  dii'eafe  ;  7c 

"While  fofter  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  Court,  to  White's  |,  aflern'olies,  or  the  play  ; 
Rofy  complexion'd  health  thy  fleps  attends, 
And  exerciie  thy  lalting  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choiccft  gifts  profane  : 
Thus  fome  beneath  their  arm  fupport  the  cane  ; 
The  dirty  point  oft  check  the  carelefs  pace, 
A.nd  miry  fpots  the  clean  cravat  difgrace. 
Oh  1  may  I  never  fuch  mifsfortune  meet  1 
3VIay  no  fiich  vicious  walkers  crowd  the  flreet '.  80 
I'/[ay  Providence  o'erfnadt  me  with  her  wing?, 
"VVhile  tlie  bold  mule  experitnc'd  dargci  fings  ! 

Not  that  1  v/ander  from  my  native  home, 
And  (tempting  perils)  foreign  cities  roam. 
Let  Paris  be  the  theiiie  of  Gallia's  mule, 
"Where  flavery  treads  the  ilreet-'in  wooden  fnoes. 
Hot  do  I  rove  in  Bejgia's  frozen  clime. 
And  teach  the  cksmfy  boor  to  fkate  in  rhyme  ; 
Where,  if  the  warmer  clouds  in  rain  defcend, 
3S'o  miry  ways  induftricua  ileps  offend  :  90 

The  ruling  flood  from  floping  pavements  pours. 
And  blackens  the  canals  \s  ith  dirty  ihovvers. 
Let  others  Naples' fmoother  flrcetsicheailc, 
.lindwith  proud Kornaflflruclures grace  tlieir  verfe, 
Where  frequent  murder^  wakt  the   night  with 

groans, 
'^nd  blood  in  purple  torrents  dies  the  flrnes. 
INor  (hall  the  mufe  through  narrow  Venice  ftray. 
Where  gondolas  their  painted  oars  difplay. 
0  happy  ftreets  !  to  rumbling  wheels  unknown, 
^o  carts,  no  coaches,  (hake  the  floating  toy^n  '.  loo 

*  A  ioivn  in  Oxfordjl'irc. 
t   ^  >A'*.  ^Vrap-rafcal,  Isfc. 
i  A  choiQljtc-hmife  iu  St.  'Jamei's-Jlrc-:', 
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Thus  was  of  old  Biitannia's  city  blefs'd. 
Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  fons  pofftfs'd  ; 
Coaches  and  ciiariots  yet  unfafnion'd  lay. 
Nor  late-invented  chairs  perplex'd  the  way ; 
Then  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town. 
And  tuck'd-up  petticoats  fecur'd  her  gown; 
Her  rofy  cheek  with  diftant  vifits'glow'd. 
And  exercife  unartful  charms  beflovv'd  : 
But  fince  in  braidi^d  gold  her  foot  is  bound, 
And  a  long  training  mantua  fv/eeps  the  ground, 
■  Her  (hoe  difdains  the  flreet ;  the  lazy  fair         \11 
With  narrow  ftep  aftViils  a  limping  air. 
Now  gaudy  pride  corrupts  the  lavifli  age, 
And  the  ftreets  flame  with  glaring  equipage  J 
The  tricking  gamefter  infotently  rides, 
With  loves  and  graces  on  his  chariot  (ides ; 
In  faucy  (late  the  griping  broker  fits. 
And  laughs  at  honefcy  and  trudging  wits. 
For  you,  O  honefh  rncn,  thefe  ufeful  lays 
The  mule  prepares  1    I  feek  no  other  praife.      120 

"When  fleep  Is  firft  difturb'd  by  morning^cries  ; 
From  fure  prognoftics  learn  to  know  the  (Icfes, 
Left  you  of  rheums  and  coughs  at  night  complainj 
Surpris'd  in  dreary  f"gs,  or  driving  rain. 
X^'hen  fuffocating  mifts  obfcure  the  morn, 
Let  thy  worft  wig,  long  us'd  to  (forms,  be  worn 
This  knows  the  powder'd  footman,  and  with  care  ; 
Beneath  his  flapping  hatfecures  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  fcafon  juftly  drcft. 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  froft  with  open  breaft  ;  139 
And,  when  the  burfting  clouds  a  deluge  pour. 
Let  thy  furtout  defend  the  drenching  fhower. 
The  changing  weather  certain  figns  reveal. 
Ere  winter  flieds  her  fnow,  or  frofts  congeal. 
You'll  fee  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  alpire, 
Andfulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  rifmg  fire  ; 
Your  tender  fhins  the  fcorching  heaf  decline. 
And  at  the  dearth  of  cords  the  poor  repine ; 
Before  her  kitcJien  hearth,  the  nodding  dame, 
In  flannel  mantle  wrapt,  enjoys  the  fianie  ;       14* 
Hovering,  upon  her  feeble  knees  (he  bends, 
And  all  around  the  grateful  warmth  afcends. 

Nor  do  lefs  certain  figns  the  town  advife 
Of  milder  weather  and  ferener  fl^ies. 
rhe  ladies,  gaily  drefs'd,  the  Mall  adorn 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  funny  morn  : 
The  wanton  fawns  with  frificing  pleafure  range. 
And  cliirping  fparrows  greet  the  welcome  change^ 

*  Not    that  their    minds  with  greater    (kill  are 

fi  aught. 
Endued  by  inftindl,  or  by  reafon  taught :  150 

i  he  fealbns  operate-  in  every  breaft  ; 
'  lis  hence  the  fawns  are  brific,  and  ladies  dieft. 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman  fnores, 
And  dreams  of  fancy'd  fares;  when  tavern  doors 
The  chairman  idlj'  crowd  ;  then  ne'er  refufe 
To  truft  thy  buly  ftcpsin  thinner  (hoes. 

But  when  thefwinging  tigns  your  ears  oflfcnd 
With  creaking  nolle,  then  ramy  floods  impend  ; 
Soon  fhall  the  kennel;,  fwell  with  rapid  dreams. 
And  rulh  in  muddy  torrentsto  the  Thames.      i6a 
The  bookfeller,  whofe  ihop's  an  open  fquare, 
Forefees  the  tempeft,  and  with  early  care 

*  "  Haud  equidem  credo,  quia  fit  divinitus  illis 
•'  Ingenium,  aut  rcruBi  f:i:<>  prudentia  major." 

ViXG.  Gccrg.  1, 
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Of  learning  ftrips  the  raiis ;  the  rowing  crew, 
To  tempt  a  fare,  clothe  all  their  tilts  in  blue ; 
On  hoCers'  poles  depending  ftockings  ty'd 
Flag  with  the  flacken'd  gak  from  fide  to  fide; 
Church  monuments  foretel  the  changing  air. 
Then  Niobe  diffolves  info  a  tear,  [founds 

And    fweats  with   facred  grief;  you'll  hear  the 
Of  whiftling  winds.ere  kennels  break  their  bounds : 
Ungrateful  odours  common-fhores  diffufe,         I7I 
And  dropping  vaults  diftil  unwholefome  dews, 
Ere  the  tiles  rattle  with  the  fmoking  fhower. 
And  fpouts  on  heedlefs  men  their  torrents  pour. 

All  fuperflition  from  thy  breaft  repel : 
Let  credulous  boys  and  prattling  nurfes  tell, 
How,  if  the  feftival  of  Paul  be  clear, 
Plenty  from  liberal  horn  (hall  ftrew  the  year; 
"When  the  dark  Ikies  diffolve  in  fnow  or  rain,  1 79 
The  labouring  hind  ftiall  yoke  the  fteer  in  vain ; 
But,  if  the  threatening  winds  in  tempefts  roar. 
Then  war  fhall  bathe  her  wafteful  fword  in  gore. 
How,  if  on  Swithin's  feaft  the  welkin  lours, 
And  every  penthoufe  ftreams  with  hafty  fhowcrs, 
Twice  twenty  days  fhall  clouds  their  fleeces  drain, 
And  wafli  the  pavements  with  inceffanr  rain. 
Let  not  futh  vulgar  tales  debafe  thy  mind ; 
Nor  Paul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind. 

If  you  the  precepts  of  the  mufe  defpife. 
And  flight  the  faithful  warning  of  the  Ikies,     190 
Others  you'll  fee,  when  all  the  town's  afloat. 
Wrapt  in  th'  embraces  of  a  kerfey  coat. 
Or  double-bottom'd  frieze;  their  guarded  feet 
Defy  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  ftreet ; 
While  you,  witli  hat  unloop'd,  the  fury  dread 
Of  fpouts  high  dreaming,  and  with  cautious  tread 
Shun  every  d.fhing  pool,  or  idly  flop. 
To  feek  the  kind  protection  of  a  flicp. 
But  buflnefs  fummons ;  now  with  hafty  feud 
You  joftle  for  the  wall ;  the  fpatter'd  mud        ZOO 
Hides  all  thy  hofe  behind  ;  in  vain  you  fcower, 
Thy  wig,  alas  I   uncurl'd,  admits  the  fliower. 
So  fierce  Ale<So's  fnaky  trefles  fell, 
When  Orpheus   charm'd   the  rigorous  powers  of 

hell; 
Or  thus  hung  Glaucus'  beard,  with  briny  dew 
Clotted  and  ftrait,  when  firft  his  amorous  view 
Surpris'd  the  bathing  fair  ;  the  frighted  maid 
Now  (lands  a  rock,  transform'd  by  Circe's  aid. 

Good  houfewives  all  the  winter's  rage  defpife, 
Defended  by  the  riding-hood's  dilguife;  aio 

Or,  underneath  th'  umbrella's  oily  (bed, 
Safe  through  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
Let  Perfian  dames  th'  umbrella's  ribs  difplay, 
To  guard  their  beauties  from  the  funny  ray ; 
Or  fweating  flaves  fupport  the  (hady  load, 
When  eaftern  monarciis  (how  their  flate  abroad  : 
Britain  in  winter  only  k;  ows  its  aid, 
To  guard  from  chilly  (bowers  the  walking  maid. 
But,  O  1  forget  not,  mufe,  the  patten's  praife, 
That  female  implement  (hall  grace  thy  lays;    aao 
Say  from  what  art  divine  tb'  invention  came, 
And  from  its  origin  deduce  its  name. 

Where  Lincoln  wide  extends  her  fenny  (oil, 
A  goodly  yeoman  liv'd,  grown  white  with  toil; 
One  only  daughter  bklb'd  his  nuptial  bed. 
Who  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed ; 


Martha  (her  careful  mother's  name)  ihe  hoTCf 
But  now  her  careful  mother  was  no  more. 
Whilfl  on  her  father's  knee  the  damfel  play'd, 
Patty  he  fondly  call'd  the  fmiling  maid  ; 
As  years  increas'd,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew. 
And  Patty's  fame  o'er  all  the  village  flew. 

Soon  as  the  gray-ey'd  morning  ftreaks  the  (klcs. 
And  in  the  doubtful  day  the  woodcock  flies, 
Her  cleanly  pail  the  pretty  houfewife  bears, 
And  finging  to  the  diftant  field  repairs; 
And,   when  the  plains  with  evening   dews  are 

fpread, 
The  milky  burden  fmokes  upon  her  head. 
Deep  through  a  miry  lane  (he  pick'd  her  way. 
Above  her  ancle  rofe  the  chalky  clay.  240 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  fpies, 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes : 
He  faw,  he  lov'd;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  knows 
Sweet  innocence  and  beauty  mett  in  one. 
Ah,  Mulciber  I  rccal  thy  nuptial  vows, 
Think  on  the  graces  of  thy  Paphian  fpoufe, 
Think  how  her  eyes  dart  inexhaufled  charms, 
And  canft  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms? 

The  Lemnian  Power  forfakes  the  realms  above, 
His bifom  glowing  with  terreftrial  love  ;         250 
Far  in  the  lane  a  lonely  hut  he  found  ; 
No  tenant  ventur'd  on  th'  unwholfome  ground. 
Here  fmokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  finewy  arm. 
And  early  ftrokes  the  founding  anvil  warm  : 
Around  his  (hop  the  (teely  fparkles  flew. 
As  for  the  fteed  he  fliap'd  the  bending  (hoe. 

When  blueey'd  Patty  near  his  window  came, 
His  anvil  refts,  his  forge  forgets  to  flame. 
To  hear  his  foothing  tales,  (he  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  refift  the  force  of  praife  ?      a6o 

At  firft  (he  coyly  every  kifs  withftood. 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flufh'd  with  modeft blood: 
With  headlefs  nails  he  now  furrounds  her  (hoes. 
To  fave  her  fteps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  foothing  tales,  his  prefents  wore. 
And  granted  kiffes,  but  would  grant  no  more. 
Yet  winter  chill'd  her  feet,  with  cold  fhe  pines, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rofe  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  luftre  boaft. 
And  in  hoarfe  founds  her  melting  vuice  is  loft.  270 

This  Vulcan  faw,  and  in  his  heavenly  thought 
A  new  machine  mechanic  fancy  wrought. 
Above  the  mire  her  (helter'd  fteps  to  raife. 
And  bear  her  fafely  through  the  wintery  ways. 
Strait  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows. 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patren  rofe. 
No   more  her   lungs    are  fliook  with   dropping 

rheums. 
And  on  her  cheek  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  god  obtain'd  his  fuit  :  though  flattery  fail, 
Prefents  with  female  Tiitue  mufi  prevail.  280 

The  patten  now  fiip]orts  tach  frugal  dame, 
Which  from  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  takes  the  name. 

B  O  O  K     II. 

OF  WALKING  THE   STREETS   BY  DAT. 

Thus  far  the  mufe  has  trac'd  in  ufeful  lays 
The  proper  implements  for  winterjr  ways  j 
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Kas  taught  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes, 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  the  Ikies  : 
Now  venture,  mufe,  from  home  to  range  the  town, 
And  for  the  public  fafety  rifk  thy  own. 

For  eafe  and  for  difpatch,the  morning's  bell ; 
No  tides  of  paflengers  the  ftrects  moleft  ; 
You'll  fee  a  draggled  damfel  here  and  there, 
From  Billingate  her  fifhy  traffic  bear  ;  lo 

On  doors  the  fallow  milk  maid  chalks  her  gains  : 
Ah  I  how  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  the  plains ! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  affes  bray. 
Or  arrogate  with  folemn  pace  the  way  ; 
Thefe  grave  phyficians  with  their  milky  cheer 
Thelove-fick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  repair; 
Here  rows  of  drummers  ftand  in  martial  file, 
And  with  their  vellum  thvander  (hake  the  pile. 
To  greet  the  new-made   bride.     Are  founds  like 

thefe 
The  proper  prelude  to  a  ftate  of  peace  ?  ao 

Now  induftry  awakes  her  bufy  fons  ; 
Full-charg'd  with  news  the  breathlefs  hawker  runs: 
Shops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  (hake  the  ground, 
And  all  the  ftreets  with  pafling  cries  refound. 

If  cloth'd  in  black  you  tread  the  bufy  town, 
Or  if  diftinguifti'd  by  the  reverend  gown. 
Three  trades  avoid  :  oft'  in  the  mingling  prefs 
The  barber's  apron  foils  the  fable  drefs ; 
Shun  the  perfumer's  touch  with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  let  the  baker's  ftep  advance  too  nigh.         30 
Ye  walkers  too,  that  youthful  colours  wear, 
Three  fuUying  trades  avoid  with  equal  care  : 
The  little  chimney-fweeper  flculks  along. 
And  marks  with  footy  ftains  the  heedlefs  throng : 
When  fmallcoal  murmurs  in  the  hoarfer  throat. 
From  fmutty  dangers  guard  thy  threat'ned  coat ; 
The  duftman's  cart  oifends  thy  clothes  and  eyes, 
When  through  the  flreet  a  cloud  of  aflies  flies; 
But,  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn. 
The  chandler's  baflcct,  on  his  fhoulders  borne,  40 
With  tallow  fpots  thy  coat  ;  refign  the  way. 
To  (hun  the  furly  butcher's  greafy  tray. 
Butchers,  whofe  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul 

(lain, 
And  always  foremoft  in  the  hangman's  train. 

Let  due  civilities  be  ftridtly  paid  : 
The  wall  furrender  to  the  hooded  maid  ; 
Nor  let  thy  fturdy  elbow's  hafty  rage 
Joftle  the  feeble  fteps  of  trembling  age : 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load,    49 
And  pants  for  breath,  clear  thou  the  crowded  road. 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  direft ; 
And  from  the  preffing  throng  the  lame  protedl. 

You'll  fometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  niceft  tread, 
Whofe  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head  ; 
At  every  ftep  he  dreads  the  wall  to  1  fe. 
And  rifks,  to  fave  a  coach,  his  red-hetTd  fhoes ; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pais  with  caution  hy, 
Left  from  his  Ihoulder  clouds  of  powder  fly. 
But  when  the  bully,  with  affiami.  g  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'd  round  with  tarnifh'd 
lace,  (,0 

Yield  not  the  way,  defy  his  ftrutting  pride. 
And  thruft  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  fide  ; 
He  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppofe, 
gut  mutters  coward  cyrfes  as  he  goes. 


If  drawn  by  buflnefs  to  a  ilreet  unknown. 
Let  the  fwom  porter  point  thee  through  the  town; 
Be  fure  obfcrve  the  figns,  for  iigns  remain 
Like  faithful  landmarks  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  net  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
Thofc  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  fteps  aftray ;     79 
Aflc  the  grave  tradefman  to  direcft  thee  right. 
He  ne'er  deceives — but  when  he  profits  by't. 

Where  fam'd  St.  Giles's  ancient  limits  fpread. 
An  inrail'd  column  rears  its  lofty  head. 
Here  to  feven  ftreets  feven  dials  count  the  day, 
And  from  each  other  ca'ch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft'  the  peafant,  with  inquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place; 
He  dwells  on  every  fign  with  ftupid  gaze. 
Enters  the  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze,  8» 

Tries  every  winding  court  andftreet  in  vain. 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  fteps  again. 
Thus  hardy   I  hefeus,  with  intrepid  feet, 
Travers'd  the  dangerous  labyrinth  of  Crete ; 
But  ftill  the  wandering  paifes  force  his  ftay, 
Till  Ariadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 
But  do  not  thou,  like  that  bold  chief,  confide 
Thy  venturous  footfteps  to  a  female  guide  ; 
She'll  lead  thee  with  delufive  fmiles  along. 
Dive  in  thy  fob,  and  drop  thee  in  the  throng.     <)9 

When  waggifti  boys  the  ftunted  befom  ply. 
To  rid  the  flabby  pavement,  pafs  noB  by  [flirt 

Ere  thou  haft  held   their  hands ;    fome  heedlefs 
Will  overfpread  thy  calves  with  fpattering  dirt. 
Where  porters  hogfheads  roll  from  carts  aflope, 
Or  brewers  down  fteep  cellars  ftretch  the  rope» 
Where  counted  billets  are  by  carmen  toft. 
Stay  thy  rafti  ftep,  and  walk^without  the  poft. 

What  though  the  gathering  mire  thy  feet  be- 
fmear. 
The  voice  of  induftry  is  always  near.  ia« 

Hark  1  the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  deftin'd  ftand. 
And  the  flioe  fhines  beneath  his  oily  hand, 
Here  let  the  mufe,  fatigued  amid  the  throng, , 
Adorn  her  precepts  with  digreflfive  fong  ; 
Of  fiiirtlefs  youths  the  fecret  rife  to  trace. 
And  fliow  the  parent  of  the  fable  race. 

Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove  (grown  fond  of 
change) 
Of  old  was  wont  this  nether  world  to  range. 
To  feek  amours;  the  vice  the  monarch  lov'd  109 
Soon  through  the  wide  sthereal  court  improv'd  : 
And  ev'n  the  proudeft  goddefs  now  and  then 
Would  lodge  a  night  among  the  fons  of  men ; 
To  vulgar  deities  defcends  the  faftiion, 
Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  paflion. 
Then  *  Cloacina  (goddefs  of  the  tide 
Whofe  fable  ftreams  beneath  the  city  glide) 
Indulg'd  the  modifli  flame  ;  the  town  flie  rov'd, 
A  mortal  fcavenger  Ihe  faw,  flie  lov'd ; 
The  muddy  fpots  that  dry'd  upon  his  face. 
Like  female  patches,  heighten'd  every  grace  :  I2« 

*  Cloacina  ivas  a  goddefs,  ivhofe  image  Tat'ius  (m 
king  of  the  SabinesJ  found  in  the  common  fhors  ;  and^ 
not  knoiving  •what  goddefs  it  ivas,  he  called  it  Cloacina, 
from  the  place  in  luhich   it  ivas  found,  and  paid  to  it 

diiiine  honours, — Laflant.  ;f.  io.    Minuc.  Fel,  0<St. 
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She  gaz'd  ;  flie  figliM  ;  (for  love  can  beauties  fpy 
la  what  fecm  faults  to  every  common  eye.) 

Now   had   the    watchman   waik'd   his  fecond 
round, 
When  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  found 
Of  her  brown  lover's  cart  (for  wdl  (he  knows 
That  pleaGng  thunder)  :  fwift  the  goddefs,  rofe, 
And  through  the  ftreets  purfu'd  the  diftant  noifc, 
Her  bofom°panting  with  expeded  joys. 
With  the  night-wandering  harlot's  airs  (lie  pad, 
Brufh'd  near  his  fide,  and  wanton  glances  caft ;  130 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder-wench  (he  came, 
When    love,  the   hour,  the  place,  had  .banlfh'd 

fhame  ; 
To  the  daik  alley,  arm  in  arm  they  move  : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love  !       [fpace, 

When  the  pale  moon  had  nine  times  fiU'd  her 
The  pregnant  goddefs  (cautious  of  difgrace) 
Defcertds  to  earth ;  but  fought  no  midwife's  aid, 
Mor  'midft  her  anguifti  to  Lucina  pray'd; 
No  cheerful  goflip  wifli'd  the  mother  joy, 
Alone,  beneath  a  bulk  flie  dropt  the  boy.  1 40 

The  child,  through  various  rifks  in  years  im- 
prov'd, 
--At  firft  a  beggar's  brat  compafiion  mov'd  ; 
iils  infant  tongue  foon  learnt  the  canting  art, 
Knew   ail  the  piayers  and  whines  to  touch  the 
heart. 

Oh  happy  unown'd  youths !  your  limbs  can  bear 
The  fco;ching  dog-uar,  and  the  winter's  air  ; 
Wnii-  il;t  rich  infant,  nurs'd  with  care  and  pain, 
Thirfts  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  every  rain ! 

The  o-oddfcfs  long  had  mark'd  the  child's  dif- 
trefs. 
And  long  had  fought  his  fufierings  to  redrcfs.  150 
.  She  prays  tht  gods  to  take  the  foundling's  part. 
To  teach  his  hands  fome  beneficial  art 
Prad's'd  in  ftreets  :  the  gods  her  fuitallow'd, 
Anu-  f.iade  him  ufeful  to  the  vv  alking  crowd  ; 
To  clcanfe  the  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  (hoe 
With  nimble  IklU  the  gloffy  black  renew. 
Each  power  contributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
With  the  ftrong  bridles  of  the  mighty  boar 
Diana  form-,  his  brulh  ;   the  god  «i  day 
A  tripod  gives  amid  the  crowded  way  1 60 

To  ra.ie  the  dirty  foot,  and  eafe  his  toil ; 
lj.ind  Neptune  fills  his  vafe  with  fetid  oil 
Preft  from  ih'  enormous  whale  ;  the  god  of  fire. 
From  whole  dominions  fmoky  clouds  al'pire. 
Among  thcfe  generous  prefents  joins  his  pjrt. 
And  aids  with  foot  the  new  japanning  art. 
Pleas'd  (he  receives  the  gifts;  (lie  downward  glides, 
Lights  in  fleet-ditch,  and  (boots  beneath  tht:  tides. 

Now  dawns  the  morn,  the  (lurdy  lad  aw  aires. 
Leaps  from  his  (lall,  his  tangled  hair  he  fliakes ; 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  rails,  he  mufing  ilood,   171 
And  view'd  below  the  black  canal  of  mud. 
Where  common  (liores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
Whofc  torrents  rufh  from  Hedborn's  fatal  fieep  : 
Pcnfive  through  idknefs,  tears  flow'd  apace, 
Which  eas'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  walh'd  his  face  ! 
At  length  he  fighingcry'd.  That  boy  was  blcft. 
Whole  infant  lips  have  drain'd  a  mother's  breaft  ; 
3ut  happier  far  are  thofe  (it  fuch  be  known) 
\Vkovi  both  a  father  snd  a  nio:hc:  owr. :         iSc, 


But  I,  alas  I  hard  fortune's  utmofl;  fcorn, 
Who  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  born! 
Some  boys  are  rich  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 
Belov'd  by  uncles,  and  kind  good  old  a-unts; 
When  time  comes  round,  a  Chrillmas  box  they 

bear. 
And  one  day  makes  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
Had  (  the  precepts  of  a  father  learn'd. 
Perhaps  [  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  earn'd. 
For  lelFer  boys  can  drive  ;  I  thirfty  (land, 
And  fee  the  double  fiaggon  charge  their  hand,  190 
See  them  puff  off  the  froth,  and  gulp  aruain. 
While  with  dry  tongue  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain. 

While  thus  he  fervent  prays,  the  heaving  tide. 
In  widen'd  circles,  beats  on  either  fide ; 
The  goddefs  rofe  amid  the  inmoll  round, 
With  wither'd  turnip-tops  her  temples  crown'd  ; 
Low  reach'd  her  dripping  trefTes,  lank,  and  black 
As  the  fmooth  jet,  or  gloffy  raven's  back  ; 
Around  her  waift  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd,    199, 
Which  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rags  behind. 
Now  beckoning  to  the  boy,  (he  thus  begun  : 
Thy  prayers  are  granted  ;  weep  no  more,  my  foii: 
Go  thrive.  At  (ome  frequented  corner  (land ; 
This  brufh  I  give  thee,  grafp  it  in  thy  hand, 
Temper  the  foot  within  this  vafe  of  oil. 
And  let  the  little  tripod  aid  thy  toil ; 
On  this  methinks  I  fee  the  walking  crew. 
At  thy  requeft,  fupport  the  miry  fhoe  ;  [brown'd. 
The  foot  grows  black  that   was  v/ith   dirt   em- 
And  in  thy  pocket  ging'ing  halfpence  found,  aio 
The  goddefs  plunges  fwift  beneath  tlic  flood. 
And  dailids  ail  around  her  (howers  of  mud  : 
The  youth  (Irait  chofc  his  poll: ;  the  labour  ply'd 
Where  branching  ftreets  f  rem  Charing.-Crofs  divide; 
His  treble  voice  refounas  aloMg  ths  Meufe, 
And  Whitehall  echoes — "  Clean  your  Koncur's 
"  (hoes!" 

Like  the  fweet  ballad,  this  amufing  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  v>»alker  on  liis  v/ay  ; 
While  he  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  throng ; 
The  bufy  city  afks  inll:ru61:ive  fong.  zab 

Wliere,  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  crowd, 
Clalp'd  in  the  board  the  perjur'd  head  is  bow'dj 
Betimes  retreat;  here,  thick  as  haihioncs  pour. 
Turnips  and  half-hatch 'd  eggs  (a  mingled  (hower) 
Among  the  rabble  rain  :  fome  random  throw 
May  with  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erllovv. 

Though  expedition  bids,  yet  never  fcray 
Where  no  rany'd  pods  defend  the  rugged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  with  thundering  waggons  meet. 
Wheels  clafh  with  wheels,  and  bar  the  narrow 

(Ireet; 
The  lalhing  whip  refounds,  the  horfes  ftrain, 
And  blood  in  anguifh  burfls  the  iwtHmg  vein. 
O  barbarous  men  !  your  cruel  breaiis  afluage  ; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  fteed  your  rage  ? 
Does  not  his  fervicc  earn  your  daily  bread  ? 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  feed ! 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  f^oul  revives. 
And,  (hifting  feats,  in  other  bodie?  lives; 
Severe  (hall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change,  439 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horfe  the  tow  n  to  range ; 
Carmen,  transform'd,  the  groaning  load  (hall  draWj^ 
Wh'jm  other  t;^rants  ^Yi:h  the  lalU  fluU  JVWQ, 
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Who  wOulc?  of  Watling-ftrcet  the  daripicrs  fhare, 
When  the  brond  pavenient  of  Clicapfid^  i.s  near  ? 
Or  who  that  rug-jred  ftrect  *  would  travcrfe  o'er, 
That  flretches,  O  FIcct-ditch,  from  thy  bbck  fhore 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?  Here  ilcams  afcend 
That,  in  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nofc  nflend. 
Where  chandlers'  cauldron";  boil ;  where  Miy  prey 
Hide  the  wet  ftall,  long  abfent  from  the  fea;  250 
And  where  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  fpoil. 
And  where  huge  hogfheads  fweat  with  trainy  oil ; 
Thy  breathing  noftril  hold;  but  how  fhall  I 
Pafs,  where  in  piles  Carnavian  ^  cheefcs  li^  ; 
theefe,  that  the  table's  clofing  rites  denies. 
And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling:  chaplain  rife  ? 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pail-mall  1 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  fmell  1 
At  diftance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach, 
Nor  ftwrdy  carmi-n  on  thy  walks  encroach;      260 
No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways  were  chairs  deny'd. 
The  foft  fupports  of  lazinefs  and  pride  :        [glow, 
Shops  breathes  perfumes,  through  fafnes  ribbons 
The  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau. 
Yet  (till  ev'n  here,  when  rains  the  paffage  hide, 
Oft  the  lonfe  ftone  fpir's  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  carelefs  foot;   and  from  on  high, 
Where  manfi'ins  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly, 
Mortar  and  crumbled  lime  in  fliowers  defcend, 
And  o'er  thy  head  deflniiiive  tiles  impend,     iyo 

But  fonietimes  let  me  leave  the  noify  roads, 
And  filent  wander  in  the  clofe  abodes. 
Where  wheels   ne'er   fhake    the    ground ;    there 

penfjve  ftray, 
In  ftudious  thought,  the  long  uncrowded  way. 
Here  1  remark  each  walker's  different  face. 
And  in  their  look  their  various  bufmefs  trace. 
The  broker  here  hisfpacious  beaver  wears. 
Upon  his  brow  fit  jealoufies  and  cares; 
B'-'nt  on  fome  mortage  (to  avoid  reproach) 
He  feeks  by-fLri-ets,  and  faves  th'  expenfive  coach. 
Soft,  at  low  doors,  old  letc'iers  tap  their  cane,  aS.T 
For  fair  reclufe,  who  travels  Drury-L,ane ; 
Here  roams  uncomb'd  the  lavilh  rake,  to  fhun 
His  Fleet-fTeet  draper's  everlafting  dun. 

Careful  obfervers  ftudious  of  the  town, 
Shun  the  misfortunes  that  difgrace  the  clown ; 
Untempted,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats. 
Pals  by  the  Meufe,  nor  try  the  *  thimble's  cheats. 
When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  crofs  behind, 
Where  bubbling  yefb  is  blown  by  gufls  of  wind  : 
And  when  up  Ludgate-hill  huge  carts  move  flow. 
Far  from  the  flraining  fteeds  fccurely  go,  292 

Whofe  dalhing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire, 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  the  gazing  'fquire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  javelin  backward  throws, 
And  as  he  flies  infefts  purfuingfoes. 

The  thoughtlef-i  wits  ftall  frequent  forfeits  pay, 
Who  'gainll  the  fentry's  box  difcharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  fome  court  or  fecrct  corner  feek,         299 
Nor  flufh  with  Taame  the  paffing  virgin's  cheek. 

Yet  let  me  not  defcend  to  trivial  fong, 
Nor  vulgar  circumftance  my  verfe  prolong. 

*  Tljames-freet.         f  Cbejbire,  anciently  fo  called. 
f   A    cheat   commonly  praSiiJed  in   the  Jireets   'tu'.th 
three  thimbles  anil  a  littU  ball. 

Vol.  Vlll. 


Why  flioiild  I  teach  th.e  maid,  when  torrents  pour. 

Her  head  to  fiiclter  from  the  fuddcn  Ihoweif 

Nature  will  heft  her  ready  hand  inform, 

With  her  fpread  petticoiit  to  f;nce  the  (lorm. 

Does  not  each  walker  knew  the  warning  fi.^n, 

W^hen  wifps  of  ftraw  depend  ujon  the  twine 

Crofs  the  clofe  ftreet ;  that  tkirn  the  paver's  art 

Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart .'  310      % 

Who  know:  not  that  the  coachman  lafhing  by 

Oft  wirh  his  flourilh  cuts  the  iiecdlefs  eye  ; 

And  when  he  takes  his  ftand,  to  wait  a  fare, 

His  horfes  forchead>  ihun  the  winter's  air  ? 

Nor  v.'lll  I  roam  v/here  f^mmer's  faitry  rays 

Parch  the  dry  ground,  and  fpread  with  duft  the 

ways ; 
With  whirling  gufbs  the  rapid  atoms  riff. 
Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  flcies. 

Winter  my  theme  confines;  whofe  nitry  vvnid 
Shall  cruft  the  fl  ibby  mire,  and  kennels  bind  ;  32» 
She  bids  the  fnow  defcend  in  flaky  fheets, 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  flrects. 
Let  not  the  virgin  tread  thefe  fiippery  roads. 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hollow  patten  loads; 
Eut  if  thy  fnotftep  Aide  with  clotted  froft, 
Strike  off  the  breaking  balls  againft  the  pofl. 
On  lilent  wheel  the  pafTing  coaches  roll ;    ' 
Oft  look  behind,  and  v/ard  the  threa'-ening  polf. 
In  harden'd  orbs  the  fchool-boy  moulds  the  fnow, 
To  mark  the  coachman  with  a  dexc'rous  throv/. 
Why  do  ye,  boys,  the  kennel's  furface  fpread,   ~.2,  f 
To  tempt  with  faithlefs  pafs  the  matron's  tread  i 
How  can  you  laugh  to  fee  the  damftl  fnum, 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  and  her  green  flocking  mourn  ? 
At  White's  the  liarnefs'd  chairman  idly  ftands, 
And  fwings  around  his  waill  his  tingling  hands; 
The  fempftrefs  fpeeds  to    change    with   red-tipt 

nofe;   • 
The  Belgian  flove  beneath  her  footftool  glows; 
In  ha'f-whipt  muflin  needles  ufelefs  lie. 
And  fliuttle.  cocks  acrofs  the  counfer  fly.  340 

Thefe  fports  warm  harmlcfs;  why  then  will   yc 

prove. 
Deluded  maids,  the  dangerous  flame  of  love  ? 

Where  Covent-garden's  famous  temple  flands, 
That  boafts  the  work  of  J  >nes'  immortal  hands  ; 
Columns  with  plain  magnificence  appear. 
And  graceful  porches  lead  along  the  fquare  : 
Here  oft  my  courfe  I  bend;  when  lo  !  from  far 
I  fpy  the  furies  of  the  fcot-ball  war  ; 
The  'prentice  quits  his  Ihop,  to  join  the  crcv/, 
Increafing  crowds  the  flying  game  purfue.        2iS^ 
Thus,  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  fnowy  ground, 
The  gathering  globe  augments  with  every  round. 
But  whither  fliall  I  run  !  tiie  throng  draws  nigh. 
The  ball  novv'  flrims  the  fl;reet,  now  foars  on  high  ; 
The  dexl'rous  glazie.r  ftrong  returns  the  bound. 
And  jingling  faflies  on  the  pent-houfe  found. 

O,  roving  mufe  I  recal  that  vi^ondrous  year. 
When  winter  reign'd  in  bleak  Britannia's  air; 
When  hoary  Thames,  with  frofted  ozlers  crowo'd, 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  bound.      560 
The  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  fnore, 
Penfive  reclines  upon  his  ufelefs  oar  ; 
See  harnefs'd  fl;eeds  del'ert  the  ftony  town. 
And  wander  roads  unliable,  not  their  »wn  ; 
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Wheels  o'er  the  harJen'd  waters  fmoothly  glide, 
Andrafe  with  whiten'd  tracks  the  flippery  tide  ; 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire 
And  fcarce  the  fpit  can  turn  the  fleer  entire; 
Booths  fudden  hide  the  I'hames,  long  ftreets  ay- 
pear, 
And  numerous  gtimesproclai-m  the  crowded  fair. 
So  when  a  general  bids  the  martial  train  ,^71 

S'pread  their  encampment  o'er  the  fpacious  plain  : 
Thick  rifing  tents  a  canvas  city  build, 
And  the  loud  dice  refound  through  all  the  field. 

'Twas  here  the  matron  found  a  doleful  fate  : 
Let  elegiac  lay  the  woe  relate, 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  diftant  flutes,  at  hours 
iiVhen  filent  evening  clofes  up  the  flowers  ; 
Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noife  j 
Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice.  380 

Doll  every  day  had  walk'd   thefe   treacherous 
roads; 
tier  neck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnal  loads 
Of  various  fruit  :   (he  new  a  bafket  bore  ; 
That  head,  alas',   fha  11  bafket  bear  no  more. 
Each  booth  flie  frequent  paft,  in  qucft  of  gain, 
And  boys  withpleafure  heard  her  fhrilling  {train. 
Ah,  Doll !  all  mortals  mufl  refign  their  breath, 
And  induftry  itfelf  fubmit  to  dsath  :  388 

The  cracking  cryflal  yields;  flie  finks,  fhe  dies, 
Her  head,  chopt  off,  from  her  lofl  fhoulders  flies ; 
j'ipphs  {lie  cry'd  ;  but  death  her  voice  confounds; 
And  pip  pip-  pip-  along  the  ice  refounds. 

So  when  the  Thracian  furies  Orpheus  tore, 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gore, 
His  fever'd  head  floats  down  the  filver  fide. 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  his  loft'confort  cry'd;  , 
Eurydice  with  quivering  voice  he  mourn'd, 
And  Heber's  banks  Eurydice  return'd. 

But  now  the  weflern  gale  the  flood  unbinds, 
And   blackening  clouds  move  on    with  warmer 
winds ;  400 

The  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leaves. 
And  Thames'  full  urn  rolls  down  his  plenteous 

waves ; 
From    every    pcnt-houfe    flreams    the    fleeting 

fnow. 
And  with  difTolvIng  frofl  the  pavements  flow. 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  city  ways. 
Need  not  the  calendar  to  count  their  days. 
When  through  the  town  with  flow  and  folemn  air, 
Led  by  the  noftril,  walks  the  muzzled  bear  ; 
Behind  him  moves,  majeflically  dull. 
The  pride  of  Hock'.ey-hole,  the  furly  bull.        410 
Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  name, 
Mondays  and  Thurfdays  are  the  days  of  game. 
When  fifhy  flails  with  double  ftore  are  laid ; 
The  golden-bclly''d  carp,  the  broad-finn'd  maid. 
Red  Ipeckled  trouts,  the  lalmon's  filvcr  jowl, 
I'he  j.iirrted  lobftcr,  and  unfcaly  foal, 
And  liifcious  'fcuUops  to  allure  the  tafles 
Of  rigid  zealots  to  delicious  fafls; 
Wediiefdays  and  Fridays  you'Uohferve  from  hence, 
Days  when  our  fires  were  doom'd  to  abfliinence. 

When  dirty  waters  from  'oalconies  drop,       4  ji 
And  dext'rous  damfels  twirl  the  fprinkling  mop, 
And  cleanfe  the  fpatter'd  falh,  and  icrub  the  flairs  ; 
Kngw  Saturday's  concluiive  morn  appears. 


Succeflive  cries  the  feafons'  change  dcclarr. 
And  mark  the  monthly  progrefs  of  the  year. 
Hark  !  how  the  flreets  with  treble  voices  ring', 
To  fell  the  bounteous  produiS  of  the  fpring  : 
Sweet-fmelling  flowers,  and  alder's  early  bud, 
With  nettle's  tender  fhoots,  to  cleanfe  the  blood; 
And,  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  fultry  fkies, 
E'en  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackrel  cries.    43a 

Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  autumn  ftain. 
Blue  plumbs  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain; 
Next  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice, 
To  trufl  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rofemary,  and  bays,  the  poet's  crown. 
Are  bawl'd,  in  frequent  cries,  through  all  the  town. 
Then  judge  the  feilival  of  Chriftmas  near, 
Chriftmas,  the  joyous  period  of  the  year.  440 

Now  with  bright  holly  all  your  temples  flrow. 
With  laurel  green,  and  facred  mifletoe. 
Now,  heaven-born  Charity  '.   thy  blcfl!ings  fhed  ; 
Bid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  fickly  head ; 
Bid  fhivering  limbs  be  warm;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
In  humble  roofs  make  glad  the  needy  foul  I 
See,  fee  1  the  heaven-born  maid  her  blefl[ings  fhed  ; 
Lo  1   meagre  Want  uprears  her  fickly  head ; 
Cloth'd  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad, 
Whik  felfifh  Avarice  alone  is  fad.  45O 

Proud  coaclies  pafs,  regardlefs  of  the  moan 
Of  infant  orphans,  and  the  widow's  groan  ; 
While  Charity  flill  moves  the  walker's  mind, 
His  liberal  purfij  relieves  the  lame  and  blind. 
Judicioufly  thy  halfpence  are  beSow'd, 
Where  the  laborious  beggar  fweeps  the  road. 
Whate'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand. 
Nor  let  old  age  long  ftretch  his  palfy'd  hand. 
Thofe  who  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day. 
And  ftill  are  teas'd  'oecaufe  they  ftill  delay.      460 
If  e'er  the  mifer  durft  his  farthings  fpare, 
He  tliinly  fpreads  them  through  che  public  fquare, 
Where,  all  befide  the  rail,  rarig'd  beggars  lie. 
And  from  each  other  catch  th«  doleful  cry  ; 
With  HeavTcn,   for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his 

X       fcore. 
Lifts  op  his  eyes,  and  haftes  to  beggar  more. 

Where  the  brafs-knacker,  wrapt  in  flannel  band, 
Forbids  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand  ; 
Th'  upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  death, 
Waits  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath  ;  470 
As  vultures  o'er  a  camp,  with  hovering  flight, 
Snuff  up  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Here  canft  thou  pafs,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 
That  Heaven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  fpare  ? 

Come,  Fortefcue,  fincere,  experienc'd  friend, 
Thy  brief;!,  thy  deeds,  and  ev'n  thy  fees  fufpend; 
Come  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  fdent  walls, 
Me  bufinefs  to  my  diftant  lodging  calls; 
Through  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  flray  ; 
With  thee  converfing,  \  forget  the  way.  48© 

Eehold  that  narrow  ftreet  which  (leep  defcends, 
Whofe  building  to  the  flimy  fhore  extends. 
Here  Arundel's  fam'd  ftru<fture  rear'd  its  frame, 
The  ftreet  alone  retains  the  empty  name. 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  warm'd. 
And  Raphael's  fair  dcfign,  with  judgment,  charm'd. 
Now  hangs  the  bellman's  fong,  and  paftcd  here 
The  coloui-'d  prints  of  Overton  appear. 
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XV'here   fiatues  breath'd  the  works   of    Phidias* 
hands,  ^  4§9 

A  wooden  pump,  or  lonely  watch-houfe,  ftands. 
*1  here  EiTex'  {lately  pile  adorn'd  the  fhore. 
There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  ViUiers',  now  no  more. 
Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  ftiil  remains  ; 
Beauty  within,  without  proportion  reigns. 
Beneath  his  eye  declining  art  revives, 
'i'he  wall  with  animated  pi6lure  lives; 
There  Handel  ftrikes  the   firings,   the   melting 

flrain 
Tranfports  the  foul,  and   thrills    through  every 

vein; 
There  oft'  I  enter  (but  with  cleaner  flioes), 
For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  every  mufe.  500 

O  ye  afibciate  walkers,  O  my  friends. 
Upon  your  flate  what  happinefs  attends  ! 
"What  though  no  coach  to  frfquent  vlfit  rolls. 
Nor  for  your  bulling  chairmen  fling  their  poles ; 
Yet  ftill  your  nerves  rheumatic  pains  defy, 
Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  faffron  eye  ; 
No  wafting  cough  difcharges  founds  of  death, 
Nor  wheezing  afthma  heaves  in  vain  for  breath  ; 
Nor  from  your  reftlefs  couch  is  heard  the  groan 
Of  burning  gout,  or  fedentary  ftone.  510 

Let  others  in  the  jolting  coach  confide, 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide  ; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  flreet, 
And  trufl  their  fafety  to  another's  feet : 
Still  let  me  walk ;  for  oft'  the  fudden  gale 
Ruffles  the  tide,  and  fhifts  the  dangerous  fail ; 
Then  fhall  the  paffenger  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  faithlefs  oar; 
The  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  fpurns, 
The  glafTes  Ihatters,  and  his  charge  o'erturns.  520 
Who  can  recount  the  coach's  various  harms, 
Ihe  legs  disjointed, -and  the  broken  arms? 

I've  feen  a  beau,  in  fome  ill-fated  hour, 
"When  o'er  the  flones  choak'd  kennels  fwell  the 

fliower. 
In  gilded  chariot  loll ;  he  with  difdain 
Views  fpatter'd  palTengers  all  drench'd  in  rain. 
With  mud  fill'd  high,  the   rumbling  cart  draws 

near; 
Now  rule  thy  prancing  fleeds,  lac'd  charioteer  : 
The  duftman  laflies  on  with  fpiteful  rage,         530 
His  ponderous  fpokes  thy  painted  wheel  engage ; 
Crulh'd  is  thy  pride,  dowfi  falls  the  {hVieking  beau, 
The  flabby  pavement  cryflal  fragments  flrow  ; 
Black  floods  of  mire  th'  embroider'd  coat  difgrace, 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So,  when  dr^ad  Jove  the  fon  of  Plicebus  hurl'd, 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nctJier  world, 
The  headftreng  couriers  tore  the  filver  reins. 
And  the  fun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  tlie  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening"  ills. 
His  fickly  hand  is  Itor'd  with  friendly  bills  ;     540 
From  hence  he  learns  the  feventh-born  doiflor's 

'  fame. 
From  hence  he  learns  the  cheapefl  tailor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  fmpke  upon  your  boards  ? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  beft  affords. 
Wouid'ft    thou  with    mighty  beef  augmeot  thy 

meal  ? 
Seek  Leads^halL;  St.  James's  fende  thee  veal; 


E    M    5* 


Spt 


Thames-ftreet  gives  cheefss ;  C event- garden  fruits; 
Moorfields  old  books ;  and  Monmouth-llreet  old 

fuits. 
Hence  mayft  thou  well  fupply  the  wants  of  life, 
Support  thy  family  and  clothe  thy  wife.  550 

Volumes  on  flielter'd  fl;alls  expanded  lie, 
And  various  fcience  lures  the  learned  eye  : 
The  bending  Ihelves  with    ponderous    fcholiafts 

groan,    - 
And  deep  divines,  to  modern  fhop^  unknown ; 
Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  induflrious  wing 
Collefls  the  various  odours  of  the  fpring, 
Walkers'  at  leifure,  learning's  flowers  may  fpoU, 
Nor  watch  the  wafling  of  the  midnight  oil ; 
May  morals  fnatch  from  Plutarch's  tacter'd  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  fage  :  560  , 

Here  fauntering  'prentices  o'er  Otivay  weep, 
O'er  Congreve  fmile,  or  over  D'Urfey  fleep  ; 
Pleas'd  fempftrefi'es  the  Lock's  fam'd  Rape  unfold  ; 
And  *  Squirts  read  Garth,  till  apozemsgrow  cold. 

O  Lintot  !  let  my  labours  obvious  lie, 
Rang'd  on  thy  ftall,  for  every  curious  eye  ! 
So  fliall  the  poor  thtfe  precepts  gratis  know. 
And  to  my  verfe  their  future  fafeties  owe. 

What  walker  fhall  his  mean  ambition  fix 
On  the  falfe  luftre  of  a  coach  and  fix  ?  570 

Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  fliow. 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th'  embroider'd  bea;i. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  fwing. 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  fpring. 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place, 
Betray'd  his  filler  co'a  lewd  embrace. 
This    coach    that    with  the  blazon'd    'fcutcheon 

glows. 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  fhows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  funk  in  velvet,  fleeps; 
l"he  ftarving  orphan,  as  he  pafl"es,  weeps;         580 
There  flames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinfel  flaves, 
Who  waftes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves  ; 
That  other,  with  a  cluftering  train  behind, 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  fordid  mind  I 
This  next  in  court-fidelity  excels. 
The  public  rifles,  and  his  country  fells. 
May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate. 
If  purchas'd  at  fo  mean,  fo  dear  a  rate  1 
Or  rather  give  me  fwect  content  on  foot, 
Wrapt  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  furtout !  59a 

BOOK  III. 

OF  WALKING  THE   STREETS  ET  NIGHT. 

O  Trivia,  goddsfs !  leave  thefe  low  abodes, 
And  traverfc  o'er  the  wide  etherial  roads ; 
Celeftial  queen  !  put  on  thy  robes  of  light, 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 
At  fight  of  thee,  the  villain  Iheatlies  liisfword. 
Nor  fcales  the  wall,  to  fleal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  filver  lamp  from  heaven's  high  bower 
Diiedl  my  footfteps  in  the  midnight  hour  I 

When  night  firfl  bids  the  twinkling  ftars  ap- 
pear. 
Or  with  her  cloudy  vcft  inwraps  the  air,  10 

*  An  apothecary s  iey,  in  •■  Tie  DiJ/>cnfary." 
Tij 
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Then  fwarms  the  b'lfy  {\.rctt ;  wiih  caution  tread, 
Whrrerh^  fliop-windows  *  falling  threat  thy  he-\d; 
Now    libourers   home    return,     and     join    their 

ftrength 
To  hear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throng, 
And,  as  tiie  pafTes  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fair  column'^  of  St.  Clement  ftand, 
Whofe  (Iraiten'd  b.-iinds  enciozich  upon  the  Strand; 
Where  the  low  p-Tthoule  bows  this  walker's  head, 
And   the    rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding 
tread  ;  20 

Where  not  a  poft  protef>s  the  narrow  Tpace, 
And.  Trrung  in  'wines,  combs  danjrle  in  thy  face; 
Summnn  at  once  thy  c  urage,  r-uze  thy  care, 
Stand  firm,  lookback,  be  relclute,  beware. 
Forth  JfTuint;  from  (ieep  lanes,  the  collier's  fteeds 
t)!ag  the -black  1<)?.J, .   another  cart  fucceed'^  ; 
Team  f.'Ilows  team,  crowds  heap'd  on  crowds  ap- 
pear. 
And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  clear. 
I'.'ow  all  the  pavement  fo'jnds  with  trampling  feet. 
And  the  mix'd  hur-y  barricades  the  ftreet.  30 

r.ntanj;!ed  hcie,  the  wag'j;on's  lengthen'd  team 
Cracks  the  tmigh  harnefs  ;  here  a  ponderous  beam 
i  i?sovfr-turii'd  nthwa-t  ;  for  flanghter  fed, 
Here  lowing  bullocks  raife  their  hirned  head. 
Xow  oaths  grow  loud,  with  co^.che-;  coaches  jar^ 
And  the  fmart  blow  provokes  the  fturdy  war  ; 
From  the  high  bi  x  they  whirl  the  thong  around, 
And  with  the  twining  lafh  their  {bins  refound  : 
Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  they 

fry, 

And  the  blocd  gulhes  down  their  pamful  eye.    40 
>\nd  now  on  foot  the  frowning  w-arrlors  light, 
And  with  their  ponderous  fifts  renev/  the  fight ; 
Blow  anfwers  blow,  their  cheeks  are  fmear'd  with 

blood, 
Till  dov/n  they  fall,  and  grappling  roll  in  mud. 
Sri  when' two  boars,  in  wild  Ytene  -j  bred, 
Or  on  Weftphalia's  fattening  chefnuts  fed,      [fire, 
C-na{h  their  fnarp  tuflcs,  and,   rous'd  with  equal 
Difpute  tl'.e  reign  of  fome  luxuri.Ais'mire  , 
ii.  the  black  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er,     49 
Till  thtir  arm'd  iayvs  diuil  with  foam  and  gore. 

Where  the  mob  gathers,  fwiftly  flioot  along, 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noify  throng  : 
J  ur'd  by  the  fiiver  hilt,  amid  the  f-.varm, 
1  he  fubtle  artii>  will  thy  fidedifarm. 
Nor  i>  the  flaxen  wig  with  iafety  worn  ; 
High  on  the  ihoulder.in  a  bafket  borne, 
l.'rks  the  fly  boy,  wh(  fe  hand,  to  rapine  bred. 
Plucks  off  the  curling  honours  of  thy  head. 
Here  dives  the  fkulking  thief.wlthpradlis'd  fleight, 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  light.  60 

Where'-  now  the  watch,  with  all  itt  trinkets.flown? 
And  thy  late  fnufF-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
Put  lo     hit  bolder  thefts  fome  tradcfnian  fpies, 
.Swift  from  his  prey  the  ftudding  lurcher  flies  ; 
DiXt'rous  he  'fcapi  s  the  c<  ach  with  nimble  bounds, 
"VVJiiUl     every  honeft.    tongue    "  flop    thief"  re- 
founds. 

•    A  fpMCs  of  iilitJczv  now  a'.moji  foTfolfm. 
f   A'lTr  Forefi  in  Ilampjh'tre^  amkitty  ja  called. 


So  fpeeds  the  wily  fox,  atarm'd  by  fear, 
Who  lately  filcii'd  the  turkey's  callow  care; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  he  flie^ 
And  injur'd  tenants  join  the  huater's  cries.         7# 
Breathlefs,  he  ftfmbling  falls.     Ill-fated  boy  '. 
Why  did  not  honeft  work  thy  youth  employ  } 
Seiz'd   by    rough  hands,  he's  drajg'd   amid  the 

rout. 
And  ftretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  inceffant  fpout, 
Or,  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gafping  lies. 
Mud  choaks  his  mouth,  and  plaiftcrs  o'er  his  eyes. 

Let  not  the  ballad-finger's  fhrilling  ftrain 
Amid  the  fwarm  thy  liitcning  car  detain  : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket;  for  thefe  fyrens  fland 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving  hand  ;  80 

Confederate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  throng, 
And  cambric  handkerchiefs  reward  the  fong.  \ 

But  foon  ai  coach  or  cart  drives  rattling  on. 
The  rabble  part,  in  fhoal->  they  backward  run. 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  the  m.ingled  war  divide, 
.A.n  J  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  either  Cdtf. 

If  the  rude  throng  pour  on  with  furious  pace, 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace, 
ct'ip  fljort ;  nor  ftruggle  through  the  crowd   in 

vain. 
But  watch  with  eareful  eye  the  pafSng  train.     90 
Yet  I  (perhaps  too  fond),  if  chance  the  tide 
Tumultuous  bear  my  partner  from  my  fide. 
Impatient  venture  back  ;  defpifing  harm, 
[  force  my  paffage  where  the  thickeft  fwarm. 
Thus  his  lofi;  bride  the  Trojan  fought  ir  vain 
Tiirough  night,  and  arms,  and  flames,  and  hills  of 

flain. 
Thus  Nifus  wander'd  o'er  the  pathlefs  grove, 
To  find  the  brave  companion  of  his  love. 
The  pathlefs  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o'er  ; 
Euryaius,  alas  I   is  nov/ no  more.  !©• 

That  walker,  who,  regardlefs  cf  his  pace. 
Turns  ^\W  to  pore  upon  the  damfel's  face. 
From  fide  to  fide  by  thrufting  elbows  toft, 
Shall  ftrike  his  aching  breaft  aeainft  a  poft : 
Or  water,  dafh'd  from  filhy  flails,  fhall  Uain 
His  haplcfs  coat  with  fpirts  of  fcaly  rain. 
But,  if  unwarily  he  chance  to  flray 
Where  twirling  turnfliies  intercept  the  way. 
The  thwarting  pafTengrr  fhall  force  them  round, 
And  beat  the  wi  etch  half  breathlefs  to  the  ground. 
Let  conftant  vigilante  thy  foctfteps  guide,    ill 
And  wary  circumfpe<5!-ion  guard  thy  fide  ; 
Then  (halt  thou  walk  unharm'd  the   dangerous, 

night. 
Nor  need  th*  <  fFicious  linkboys  fmoky  light. 
Thou  never  wilt  attempt  to  crofs  the  ri  ad, 
Where  ale  houfe  benches  reft  the  p:  rter's  load, 
Grievous  to  heedlefs  ftiins;  no  barrows  wheel, 
That  bruifes  oft'  the  truant  fchool-boy's  heel. 
Behind  thee  rolling,  with  infidious  pace. 
Shall  mark  thy  flocking  with  a  miry  trace.     120 
Let  not  thy  venturous  fteps  approach  too  nigh. 
Where,  gaping  wide,  low  fteepy  cellars  lie. 
Should  thy  ihoe  wrench  afide,  down,  down  yea 

fail, 
And  overturn  the  fcolding  huchfter's  ftall ; 
The  fcolding  huckftcr  fhall  not  o'er  tnee  moan. 
But  pence  cxa«5l  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erihrowK. 
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Vho«rh  YOU  through  cleanlier  allies  wind  by  ,  There  may'ft  thou  pafs  with  fafe  unmlry  f.et 

^     '  ^  I  Where   the  raU  d    i^avemciit    leads  athwa.t  .the 


day, 
To  ftiun  the  hurries  of  the  public  way, 
Yet  ne'er  to  thnfe  dark  paths  by  night  retire; 
Mind  only  ffticty,  and  coutomn  the  mire.  130 

Then  no  impervious  courts  thy  hafte  detain. 
Nor  filtering  alewives  bid  thee  turn  again. 
Where  Lincoln's-inn,  v.ide  ipace,  is  rail'd  around, 
Crofs  not  with  venturous  ftep  ;  there  oft'  is  found 
I'he  lurking  ihicf.who  -while  the  day-light  flione 
Made  the  walls  echo  with  hU  begging  tone  : 
That  crutch,    which  late  coinpaflion  mov'd,    ftall 

wound 
Thy  bleeding  head,  and  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 
Though  thou  arc  tempted  by  the  link-man's  tall, 
Yet  truil  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall  ;  1 40 

Ih  the  mid-way  he'll  q"uet!ch  the  flaming  brand, 
And  fliare  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
Still  keep  the  public  ftreets,  where  oily  rays. 
Shot  from  the  cryilal  lamp,  o'erfpread  the  ways. 

Happy  Augulla  !  law-defended  town  1 
Here  no  dark  lanterns  iliacie  the  villain's  frown  ; 
Mo  Spaniih  j.-alouiiet,  thy  lanebiafeil:, 
Kor  Roman  vengeance  flab.s  th'  unwary  breaft  ; 
Here  tyranny  ne'er  lli'ts  htr  purple  hand, 
But  liberty  and  jultice  guara  the  land;  I50 

Mo  bravos  here  profeis  the  bloody  trade. 
Nor  is  the  church  the  murderer's  refuge  made. 
Let  not  the  chairman,  vath  afluming  ftride, 
Pref»near  the  wall,  and  rudely  thrufl:  thy  luie  : 
The  laws  have  fet  him  bounds;  his!'er\ile  feet 
Should  ne'er   encroach  where    polls    defend  the 

flreet. 
Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell, 
Whofe  flambeau  glMs  tlie  faihes  of  ?aU-mall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  torches  fian-e. 
To  light  the  midnight  vilits  of  the  dame  i        1.60 
X):herB,  perhaps,  by  happier  guidance  led. 
May  where  the  chairman  rehs  with  falcty  tread; 
Whene'er  1  pafs,  their  poles  (unfeen  below) 
Make  my  knee  tremble  with  a  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road,  where    llreets  are 
croft. 
With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accoft  : 
He  ne'er  the  threa';  or  harflr  command  obeys. 
But  with  contempt  the  ipatter'd  Ihos  furveys. 
Now  man  with  utmoft  forthude  thy  foul,  169 

To  crofs  t'le  way  where  carts  and  coaches  roll ; 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  {l:ili  confide, 
Nor  rafhly  riik  the  kcp-ici's  fpacious  ftride; 
Stay  till  afar  the  diftant  wheel  you  hear, 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air; 
Thy  foot  will  Aide  upon  the  miry  ftone. 
And  palling  coaches  cru3i  thy  tortur'd  bone, 
Or  wheels  inclofe  the  road  ;  on  either  hand 
Vent  round  v^ith  perils,  in  the  midft  you  Hand, 
And  call  for  aid  in  vain ;  the  coachman  fwears. 
And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayeis.   i  So 
Where  wilt  thou  turn  ?    ah  :   whither  wilt   thou 

fly? 
On  every  Cde  the  prefiTmg  fpckes  are  nigh. 
So  failors,  while  Charybdis'  gulf  they  ihun, 
Amaz'd  on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 
Be  fureobfeive  where  brown  Cftrea  (lands, 
,    \Yh9.  boafts  her  Cielly  ware  froui  Wahleet  fands ; 


rais  a   p; 
ftreet. 
If  where  Fleet-ditch  with  muddy  current  flows. 
You  chance  to  roam  ;   where  oyiier-tubs  in  rows 
Arerang'd  befiie  the  polls;  there  ftay  thy  hafte. 
And  with  the  favoury  fifli  indulge  thy  taile  ;     I9J 
The  damfcl's  knife  the  gaping  Ihcl!  cmminnds. 
While  the  fait  liquor  ftreams  between  her  nands. 

The  m,in  had  fure  a  palate  cover'd  o'er 
With  bra'.o  or  fteel,  that  on  the  rocky  fharc 
Firft  bri.kethe  oozy  oyllei's  pearly  coar. 
And  rifk'dthc  livf^ig  morfcl  down  his  thront. 
What  will  not  l.iKiuy  tafte      E.rth,  fea,  and  air, 
Are  daily  ranfack'd  hir  the  bill  of  fare  !  200 

Biood  ituff'd  in  ilcins  i.  Britilli  ChrilUan's  food  ; 
And  France  robs  marfhes  of  the  croJting  brood ! 
Spungy  morels  in  itrong  ragouts  are  touui!, 
And  in  the  fonp  tiie  fiiniy  fnail  is  drown'd. 

When  from  high  ipouts  the  dafhing  torrents  fall, 
Ever  he  watchful  to  maintain  the  wall ; 
For  lliould'ft  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  ruftiing 

throng 
Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along- 
All  prcfs  to  gain  thole  honours  thou  haft,  loft-, 
And  rudely  fhove  tbte  far  without  the  poft.     a:© 
'Ihen  to  retrive  the  Taed  ysni  fttive  in  vain. 
Draggled  sUo'er,  and  f  ak'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bear  the  Ihower,  and  toils  of  mud, 
Than  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  riik  thy  blood. 
O  think  on  CEhpus'  devefied  ftate. 
And  by  his  woes  be  warn'd  to  ihun  thy  fate. 
Where  three  road:.  j)in'd,  he   met  his  fa  e  un- 
known ; 
(Unhappy  ftre,  but  more  unhappy  fon  !) 
Each  clauir'd  thcway,  their  fvvcrds  the  ftrifedecide, 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd,  and  died  1  2.20 
Hence  fprung  the  fatal  plague  that   thinn'd  thy 

reign, 
Thy  curfed  inceft  !  and  thy  children  flaJn  '. 
Htfiice  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endlefs  night  to  ftray, 
I'hrough  Theban  ftrcets,  and  cheerlefs  grope  thy 
way. 
Contemplate,  mortal,  on  thy  fleeting  year*,; 
See,  with  black  train  the  funeral  poir.p  appears  1 
Whether  fome  heir  atrecds  in  fable  ftate. 
And  n-K'urns  with  outv/ard  grief  a  p;\rent'f.  fate; 
Or  the  fiiir  virgin,  nipt  in  beauty's  bloom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  t^mb  :  23* 

Why  is  the  hearic  with'fcutcheons  blazon'd  round, 
And  with  the  nodding  plume  of  oft-ich  ctown'd  ? 
No  :   the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit-  gain  ; 
It  only  ferves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 
How  ftittrt  is  life  :   how  frail  is  human  truft  1 
Is  all  this  pomp  for  laying  duft  to  duft  ? 

Where  the  nail'd  hoop  defends  the  painted  ftall, 
Brufli  not  thy  fweeping  flvirt  too  near  the  wall ; 
I'hy  heedlefs  fleeve  will  drink  the  colour'd  oil, 
And  fpot  indelible  thy  pocket  foil.  243 

Has  not  wile  nature  ftrung  the  legs  and  feet 
With  firmeft  nerves,  defign'd  to  walk  the  ftreet  ^ 
Has  Ihe  not  given  us  hands  to  grope  aright, 
Amidit  the  frequent  dangers  of  the  night  ? 
And  thirk'ft  thou  not  the  double  noftril  meantj 
To  warn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  fcent? 
T  iij 
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Who  can  the  various  city  frauds  *  recite, 
With  all  the  petty  rapines  of  the  night  ? 
Who  now  the  guinea  dropper's  bait  regards, 
Trick'd  by  the  iharper's  dice,  or  juggler's  cards  ? 
Why  fliould  1  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fray,  251 
Where  the  ftam  quarrel  interrupts  the  way  ? 
Lives  there  in  thtCe  our  days  fo  foft  a  ciown, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths,  or  threatening  frown  ? 
I  need  not  ftriii  enjoin  the  pocket's  care. 
When  from  the  crowded  play  thou  iead'lt  the  fair; 
Who  has  net  here  or  watch  orfnuff-box  loft. 
Or  handkerchiefs  that  India's  ihuttle  boafl  ? 
O  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads 
Of  Drury's  m::zy  courts,  and  dark  abodes  !       260 
The  harlots'  guileful  paths,  who  rightly  fraud 
Where  Catharine-ftreet  defcends  into  the  Strand; 
Say,  vagrant  mufe,  their  wiles  and  fubtls  arts, 
To  lure  the  ftrangers'  unfufpeding  hearts : 
So  fhall  our  yoiith  on  healthful  fuiews  tread, 
And  city  cheeks  grow  warm  with  rural  red. 

'  ris  fhe  who  nightly  flrolls  with  fauntering  pace, 
No  ftubborn  flays  her  yielding  fhape  embrace  ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribbons  glare,    269 
The  new-fcour'd  manteau.  and  the  flattcrn-air  ; 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travels  fhow. 
And  hollow  cheeks  with  artful  blulhes  glow  ; 
With  flattering  fourdsfhefooths  the  credulous  ear, 
"  My  noble  captain  !  charmer  1   love  1  my  dear  ;" 
In  riding-hood,  near  tavern-roors  fhe  plies. 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox  (lie  delights  to  range. 
And  feigns  a  ditlant  errand  from  the  'Change  ; 
Nay,  fhe  will  oft'  the  Quaker's  hood  profane, 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  I^'rury-lanc.  280 
She  darts  from  farfenet  ambufh  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  fleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  Ln  will  pat  thy  cheek  ;   thefe  fnarcs  difdain, 
Nor  gaze  behind  tliee,  when  fhe  turns  again. 
I  knew  a  yeoman,  v.-ho,  for  thirft  of  gain. 
To  the  great  city  drc.ve,  from  Devon's  piam, 
His  numerous  lowirg  herd  ;  his  herds  he  fold. 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  hagg'd  with  gold. 
,Drawn  by  a  fraudful  nymiih,  he  gaz'd,  he  figh'd  : 
Unmindful  of  his  home,  and  diftant  bride,         290 
She  leads  the  willing  victim  to  his  doom. 
Through  winding  alleys  ti  her  cobweb  room. 
'1  hence'  through  the   flreet  he  reels  from  poft  to 

poft. 
Valiant  with  wine,  nor  knows  his  treafure  lofl. 
The  vagrant  wretch  th'  affembled  watchmen  fpies, 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies; 
Deep  in  the  round-houfe  pent,  all  night  he  fnores, 
And  the  next  morn  in  vain  his  fate  deplores. 

Ah,  haplefsfwain  :   unus'd  to  pains  and  ills! 
Canft  thou  forego  roafl-beef  for  nauicouspdls    3CX) 
How  wilt  thou  lift  to  heaven  thy  eyes  and  hands. 
When  the  long  fcroll  the  furgeon's  fees  demands  ! 
Or  elfe  (ye  gods  avert  that  worft  difgrace  !) 
Thy  ruin'd  rofe  falls  level  with  thy  face  '. 
Then  (hall  thy  wife  thy  loathlome  kifs  difdain. 
And  whoiefome  neighbours  from  thy  mug  refrain.  ) 

Yet  there  are  watchmen,  wh<>  with  inendly  light, 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  lleps  to  tread  aright ; 

•   far  tout  cheat! /orvierly  in  firoHiit^ 


For  fixpence  will  fupport  thy  he.'plefs  arm,       .'^lO 

And  home  conduift  thee,  fafe  from  nightly  harm. 

But,  if  they  fhake  their  lanterns,  from  afar 

To  call  their  brethren  to  confederate  war, 

When  rakes  refift  their  power  ;  if  haplefs  you 

Should  chance  to  wander  with  the  fcowering  crew; 

Though  fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne'er  defpair, 

But  feck  the  conftable's  confidcrate  ear  ; 

He  will  reverfe  the  watchman's  harfti  decree, 

Mov'd  by  the  rhetoric  of  a  filver  fee. 

Thus,  would  you  gain  fome  favourite  courtier's 

word. 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  lord.      330 

Now  is  the  tmie  that  rakes  their  revels  keep  ; 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  fleep. 
Hisfcatter'd  pence  the  flying  nicker  *  flings. 
And  with  the  copper  (hower  the  cafement  rings. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Scowerer's  midnight  fame? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  hourly  rounds. 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  wounds? 
I  pafs  their  defperate  deeds,  and  mifchiefs  done. 
Where  from  Snow- hill  black  fleepy  torrents  run  ; 
How    matrons,    hoop'd    within    the    hogfnead's 
womb,  331 

Were  tumbled  furious  thence  ;  the  rolling  tomb 
O'er  the  ftones   thunders,  bounds  from  fide   to 

fide: 
So  Regulus  to  fave  his  country  dy'd. 

Where  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  knthorn  throws 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,  heapy  rubbifh  grows; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extend. 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common  Ihores  defcend  ; 
Oft'  by  the  winds  cxtind:  the  fignal  lies. 
Or  fmother'd  in  the  glimmering  focket  dies,    440 
Ere  night  has  half  roU'd  round  her  ebon  throne  ; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  fhatter'd  coach  o'erthrown 
Sinks  with  the  fnorting  fleeds ;  the  reins  are  broke, 
And  from  the  cracking  axle  flies  the  fpoke. 
So,  when  fam'd  Eddyftone's  far-fliooting  ray. 
That  led  the  failor  through  the  ftormy  way. 
Was  from  its  rocky  roots  by  billows  torn. 
And  the  high  turret  in  tlie  whirlwind  borne; 
Fleets  hulg'd  their  fides  againft  the  craggy  land, 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  Itrand.         359 

\W\\o  then  through  night  would  hire   the  har- 
nefs'd  fleed  ? 
And  who  would  choofc  the  rattling  wheelforfpeed? 

But  hark!    dillrcfs  wuh  fcrcamjng  voice  draws 
nigher, 
And  wakes  the  flumbering  ftrect  with  cries  of  fire. 
At  firft  a  glowing  red  inwraps  the  fkies. 
And  borne  by  winds  the  fcattering  fpark«  arife  ; 
From  beam  to  beam  the  fierce  contagion  fpreads; 
The  fpiry  flames  now  lift  aloft  thiir  head^; 
Through  the  burft  faih  a  blazing  deluge  pours. 
And  fplitting  tiles  defcend  m  ratthng  fhowers ; 
Now  with  thick  crowds  th'  enligiuen'd  pavement 
fwarms,  361 

The  fireman  fweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms; 
A  leathern  cafque  his  venturous  head  defends. 
Boldly  he  climbs  where  thickeft  fmoke  afcends; 

*    Gentlemen  wbo  delighted  to  break  "juiKdeiivi  viii 
halj^cnce. 
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Mov'd  hy  the  mother's  ftreaming  eyes  and  pray- 
ers. 
The  helplefs  infant  through  the  fiame  he  bears, 
With  no  lefs  virtue,  than  through  hoftile  fire 
The  Dardan  hero  bore  his  aged  fire. 
See  forceful  engines  fpout  their  levell'd  ftreams, 
To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams  ; 
The  grappling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 
And  heaps  on  he-aps  the  fmoky  ruin  falls ;        57a 
Blown  by  ftrong  winds,  the  {ktj  tenipell  roars, 
Bears  down  new  walls,  and  pours  along  the  floors; 
The  heavens  are  all  a-blaze,  the  face  of  night 
Is  covcr'd  with  a  fanguine  dreadful  light. 
*  Fwas  fuch  a  light  involv''d  thy  towers,  O  Rome  i 
The  dire  prefage  of  mighty  Caefar's  doom. 
When  the  fun  veil'd  in  ruft;  his  mourning  head, 
And  frightful  prodigies  the  fkies  o'erfpread.      380 
Hark  !  the  drum  thunders  !  far,  ye  crowds  retire  ; 
Behold  '   the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire, 
The  nitrous  ftore  is  laid,  the  fniutty  train 
With  runnir^blaze  awakes  thebarrel'd  grain  ; 
Flames  fudden  wrap  the  wails  ;  with  fullen  found 
The  fhatter'd  pile  finks  on  the  fmoky  ground. 
So,  when  the  years  fhall  have  revolv'd  the  date, 
Th'  inevitable  hour  of  Maples'  fate, 
Her  fap'd  foundations  fhall  with  thunders  fhake, 
And  heave  and  tofs  upon  the  fulphurous  lake;  390 
Earth's  vk^omb  at  c-nce  the  fiery  flood  Ihall  rer.d, 
And  in  th'  abyfs  her  plunging  towers  defcend. 


Confider,  reader,  what  fatigues  I've  known, 
The  toils,  the  perils  of  the  wintery  town; 
What  riots  feen,  what  buftling  crowds  I  bore, 
How  oft'  I  crofs'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar; 
Yet  (hall  I  blcfs  my  labours,  if  mankind 
Their  future  fafety  from  my  dangers  find. 
Thus  the  bold  traveller  (inur'd  to  toil, 
Whofe  fleps  have  printed  Afia's  defert  foil,      40© 
The  barbarous  Arabs  haunt ;  or  fliivcring  crofh 
Dark  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  froll ; 
Whom  Providence  in  length  of  years  reftorcs 
To  the  wifh'd  harbour  of  his  native  fhores) 
Sets  forth  his  journals  to  the  public  view, 
To  caution,  by  his  woes,  the  wandering  crew. 
And  now  complete  my  generous  labours  lie, 
Finifii'd,  and  ripe  for  immortality. 
Death  fiiall  entomb  in  dufl  this  mouldering  frame. 
But  never  reach  th'  eternal  part,  i;Ty  fame,      41® 
When  W '■  and  G ,  mighty  naihcs  !*•  arc 

dead; 
Or  but  at  Chelfea  under  cuftards  read  ; 
When  critics  crazy  bandboxes  repair,         * 
And  tragedies,  turn'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air; 
High  rais'd  on  Fleet-ftreet  pofts,  confign'd  to  fame 
Ihis  work    ihall    Ihine,    and  walkers   blefi  my 

name. 
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EPISTLE    I. 

To  a  Lady.     Occaftoned  by  the  Arri-val  of  her  Royal 
Higbnefs  the  Princefs  of  Wales. 

IVIadam,  to  all  yourcenfurcs  I  fubmit. 
And  frankly  own  I  (houjd  long  fmce  have  writ. 
Vou  told  me,  filence  would  be  thought  a  crime. 
And  kindly  flrove  to  teaze  me  into  rhyme  : 
>Jo  more  let  trifling  themes  your  mufe  employ, 
Nor  lavifh  verle,  to  paint  a  female  toy  : 
No  more  on  plains  with  rural  damfels  fport ; 
But  fing  the  glories  of  the  Britifh  court. 

By  your  commands  and  inclination  fway'd, 
1  call'd  th'  unwilling  mufes  to  my  aid  : 
Refolv'd  to  write,  the  nohle  theme  I  chofe, 
And  to  the  princefs  thus  the  poem  rofe. 

"  Aid  nie,  bright  Phcebus  !  aid,  ye  facred  nine  ! 
"  Exalt  my  genius,  and  my  verfe  refine. 
•'  My  {trains  with  Carolina's  name  1  grace, 
•'  The  lovely  parent  of  our  royal  race. 
"  Breathe  foft, ye  winds!  ye  waves,  in  filence fleep I 
"  Let  profperous  breezes  wanton  o'er  the  deep, 
*'  Swell  the  white  fails,  and  with  the  flreamcrs 

"  play, 
*'  To  waft  her  gently  o'er  the  watery  way." 

Here  I  to  Neptune  forni'd  a  pompous  prayer. 
To  rein  the  winds,  and  guard  the  royal  fair  ; 
Bid  the  blue  tritons  found  their  twilled  flielis. 
And  call  the  nercids  from  thttir  pearly  cells. 

Thus  my  warm  zeal  had  drawn  the  mufe  along. 
Yet  knew  no  method  to  condudh  her  fong  : 
1  then  refolv'd  fomc  model  to  jiurfue, 
Perus'd  French  critics,  and  beg:in  anew. 
Long  open  panegyric  drags  at  befl. 
And  praife  is  only  praile  when  well  addrefs'd. 

Straight  Horace  for  fome  lucky  ode  I  fought : 
And  all  along  I  trac'dhim  thought  by  thought. 
This  new  performance  to  a  friend  1  Ihow'd  : 
For  ftiame  !  fays  he  ;  what,  imitate  an  ode  1 
I'd  rather  ballads  write,  and  Grub-flreet  lays, 
Than  pillage  Csefar  for  my  patron's  praife  : 
One  common  fate  all  imitators  fharc, 
Vo  fave  mincc-pi^es,  and  cap  the  grocer's  ware. 


Vex'd  at  the  charge,  I  to  the  flam.es  commit 
Rhymes,  fimilies,  lords  names,  and  ends  of  wit  i 
In  blotted  ftanzas  fcraps  of  odes  ex]»ire, 
And  fuftian  mounts  in  pyramids  of  fire. 

Ladies !  to  you  I  next  infcrib'd  my  lay. 
And  writ  a  letter  in  familiar  way  : 
For  if  ill  impatient  till  the  princefs  tame. 
You  from  defcription  wifli'd  to  knov/  the  dame.. 
Each  day  my  pleafing  labour  larger  grew, 
For  flill  new  graces  open'd  to  my  view. 
Tv.elve  lines  ran  on  to  introduce  the  theme ; 
And  then  I  thus  purfued  the  growing  fcheme  : 

"  Beauty  and  wit  were  fure  by  nature  join'd, 
"  And  charms  are  emanations  of  the  mind  ; 
"  The   foul,   traufpiercing   through   the   fliining 

"  frame, 
"  Forms  all  the  graces  of  the  princely  dame  : 
"  Benevolence  her  converfation  guides, 
"  Smiles  on  her  cheek,  and  in  her  eye  refides. 
"  Such  harmony  upon  her  tongue  is  found, 
"  As  foftens  Fnglifh  to  Italian  found  : 
"  Yet  in  thofe  founds  fuch  fentiments  appear, 
"  As  charm  the  judgment,  while  they  foothe  the 
*'  tar. 

"  Religion's  cheerful  flame  her  bofom  warms, 
"  Calms  all  her  hours,  and  brightens  all  her  charms. 
"  Henceforth,  ye  fair,  at  chapel  mind  your  pray- 

"  ers, 
"  Nor  catch  your  lover's  eyes  with  artful  airs  ; 
"  Reftrain  your  looks,  kneel  more,  and  whifper  lefs, 
"  Nor  moft  devoutly  criticife  on  dref-. 

"  From  her  form  all  your  chara<5lcr5  of  life, 
"  The  tender  mother,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
"  Oft  have  I  feen  her  little  infant-train, 
''  The  lovely  primrofe  of  a  future  reign  ; 
"  Obferv'd  with  jiltafure  every  dawning  grace, 
"  And  all  the  mother  opening  in  their  face. 
"  'I  he  foil  {hall  add  new  honours  to  the  line, 
"  And  early  with  paternal  virtues  fliine  : 
"  When  he  the  tale  of  Audenard  repeats, 
'    His  little  heart  with  emulation  beats  ; 
"  With  conquefts  yet  to  come  his  bofom  glows, 
"  iie  dreams  of  triumphs,  and  of  vanquiih'd  foe&; 
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Jf  Each  year  with  arts  (hall  (lore  his  ripening  brain, 
"  And  from  his  grandfire  he  ihM  learn  to  reign." 

Thus  far  I'd  gone  :   Propitious  riling  gales 
Now  bid  the  failor  hoift  the  fwelling  fails. 
Fair  Carolina  lands ;  the  cannons  roar  ; 
White  Albion's  cliffs  refound  from  fhore  to  Ihore. 
Behold  the  bright  original  appear, 
All  praife  is  faint  when  Carolina's  near. 
Thus  to  the  nation's  joy,  but  poet's  coft, 
The  princefs  came,  and  my  new  plan  was  loft. 

Since  all  my  fchemes  were  baulk'd  (my  laft  rc- 
1  left  the  mufes,  to  frequent  the  court :  [fort), 

Penfive  each  night  from  room  to  room  I  walk'd, 
To  one  I  bow'd,  and  with  the  other  talk'd  ; 
Inquir'd  what  news,  or  fuch  a  lady's  name, 
And  did  the  next  day,  and  the  next,  the  fame. 
Places,  I  found,  were  daily  given  away. 
And  yet  no  friendly  gazette  mcntion'd  Gay. 
I  afk'd  a  friend  what  method  to  purfue ; 
He  cry'd,  I  want  a  place  as  well  as  you. 
Another  alk'd  me,  why  I  had  not  writ; 
A  poet  owes  his  fortune  to  his  wit. 
Straight  I  reply'd,  with  what  a  courtly  grace 
Flows  eafy  verfe  from  him  that  has  a  place  ! 
Had  Virgil  ne'er  at  court  improv'd  his  drains, 
He  ftill  had  fung  of  flocks  and  homely  fwains; 
And,  had  not  Horace  fvveet  preferment  found, 
The  Roman  lyre  had  never  learnt  to  found. 

Once  ladies  fair  in  homely  guife  1  fung,    [rung. 
And  with  their  names  wild  woods  and  mountains 
O  teach  me  now  to  ftrike  a  fofter  flrain  ! 
The  court  refines  the  language  of  the  plain. 

You  muft,  cries  one,  the  miniflry  rehearfe. 
And  with  each  patriot's  name  prolong  your  verfe : 
But  fure  this  truth  to  poets  fhould  be  known, 
That  praifing  all  alike,  is  praifing  none. 

Another  told  me,  if  I  wifh'd  fuccels, 
To  fome  diftinguifh'd  lord  I  mull  addrefs; 
One  whofe  high  virtues  fpeak  his  noble  blood, 
C.ie  always  zealous  for  his  country's  good  ; 
Wh^re  valour  and  flrong  eloquence  unite. 
In  council  cautious,  refolute  in  fight ; 
Whofe  generous  temper  prompts  liim  to  defend, 
And  patronife  the  man  that  wants  a  friend. 
You  have,  'tis  true,  the  noble  patron  fhown  ; 
But  I,  alas  ;  am  to  Argyll  unknown. 

Still  every  one  I  met  in  this  agreed. 
That  writing  was  my  method  to  i'ucceed  ; 
But  now  preferments  fo  poflefs-'d  my  brain, 
That  fcarce  1  could  produce  a  fingle  flrain  : 
Indeed  I  fometimes  hammer'd  out  a  line, 
Without  connedlion,  as  without  defign. 
One  morn  upon  the  princefs  this  I  writ. 
An  epigram  that  boafts  more  truth  than  wit. 

"  I'he  pomp  of  titles  eafy  faith  might  fhake, 
"  She  fcorn'd  an  ejmpire  for  religion's  fake  : 
"  For  this  on  earth  the  Britifh  crown  was  given, 
"  And  an  immortal  crown  decreed  in  heaven." 
Again,  while  George's  virtues  rais'd  my  thought, 
The  following  lines  prophetic  fancy  wrought. 

*'  Methinks  I  fee  fome  bard,  whofe  heavenly 
"  rage 
"  Shall  rife  in  fong,  and  warm  a  future  age ; 
f  Look  back  through  time,  and,  wrapt  in  wonder, 
*•  trac$ 


"  The  glorieus  feries  r,f  the  Brunfwick  race. 

"  From  the  firfl  George  thefe  godlike  kings 
"  defcend, 
"  A  line  which  only  with  the  world  fhall  end. 
"  The  next  a  generous  prince  renown'd  in  arm', 
"  And  blefs'd,  long  blefs'd,  in  Carolina's  charms; 
"  From  thefe  the  reft.   '  fis  thus,  fecure  in  peace, 
"  We  plough  the  fields,  and  reap  the  year's  in- 

"  creafe  : 
"  Now  commerce,  wealthy  goddefs,  rears  her  head, 
"  And  bids  Britannia's  fleets  their  canvas  fpread; 
"  Unnumber'd  (hips  the  peopled  ocean  hide, 
"  And  wealth  returns  with  each  revolving  tide." 

Here  paus'd  the  fullen  mufe ;  in  hafte  1  drefs'd^ 
And  through  the  crowd  of  needy  courtiers  prefSM  j 
Though  unfuccefsful,  happy  whilft  1  fee 
Thofe  eyes,  that  glad  a  nation,  Ihine  on  me. 

EPISTLE    II. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Barlingicn. 
A  "Journey  to  Exeter.   I716. 

While  you,  my  lord,  bid  ftately  piles  afcend, 
Or  in  your  Chiiwick  bowers  enjoy  your  friend  ; 
Where  Pope  unloads  the  boughs  wirhin  his  reach. 
The  purple  vine,  blue  plum,  and  bluflilng  peach, 
I  journey  far. — You  knew  fat  bards  might  tire. 
And,  mounted,  fent  me  forth  your  trufty  'fquire. 

'I'was  on  the  day  when  city-dames  repair 
To  take  their  weekly  dofe  of  Hyde-park  air  ; 
When  forth  we  trot :   no  carts  the  road  infeft. 
For  ftill  on  Sundays  country  horfes  reft. 
Thy  gardens,  Keiifington,  we  leave  unfeen  ; 
Through  Hamnierfmith  jog  on  to  Turnham-greeH. 
That  Turnhamgreen,  which  dainty  pigeons  fed, 
But  feeds  no  mure :   for  *  Solomon  is  dead. 
Three  dufty  miles  reach  Brentford's  tedious  town. 
For  dirty  ftreets  andwhite-legg'd  chickens  known  : 
Thence,  o'er  wide   (hrubby  heaths  and  furrow 'd 

lanes,  [Stains. 

We  come   where   Thames  divides  the  meads  of 
We  ferry'd  o'er ;  for  late  the  winter's  flood 
Shook  her  frail  bridge,  and  tore  her  piles  of  woodo 
Prepar'd  for  war,  now  Bagfhot-heath  we  crofs. 
Where  broken  gamefters  oft  repair  their  lofs. 
At  Hartley-row  the  foaming  bit  we  preft. 
While  the  fat  landlord  welcom'd  every  gueft. 
Supper  was  ended,  healths  the  glaifes  crown'd, 
Our  hoft  extoli'd  his  wine  at  every  round  ; 
Relates  the  juftices  late  meeting  there, 
How  many  bottles  drank,  and  what  their  cheer; 
What  lords  had  been  his  guefls  in  days  of  yore. 
And  prais'd  their  wifdom  much,  their  drinking 

more. 
Let  travellers  the  niomirg-vigils  keep  : 
The  morning  rofe,  but  we  lay  fall  afleep. 
Twelve  tedious  miles  we  bore  the  fultry  fun, 
And  Popham-lane  was  fcarce  in  fight  by  one  : 
The  ftraggling  village  harbour'd  thieves  of  old, 
'Twas  here  theftage-ccach'd  lafs  refign'd  her  gold; 
That  gold  which  had  in  London  purchas'd  gowns, 
And  fent  her  home  a  belle  to  country  towns. 

*  A  man  t7ice  fatncu:  for  feeding  pigeons. 
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But  robber*  haunt  no  more  the  neighbouring  wood  : 
Here  unown'd  infants  find  their  daily  food ; 
■per  ftiould  the  maiden-mother  nurfe  her  fon. 
'  Twould  fpoil  her  match  when  her  good  name  is 

gone. 
Our  jolly  hoftcfs  nineteen  children  bore, 
Nor  fail'd  her  bread  to  fucklc  nineteen  more. 
Be  jufl:,  ye  prudes,  wipe  ciT the  long  arrear  : 
Be  virgins  ftiil  in  town,  but  mothers  here. 

Sutton  we  pafs,  and  leave  her  fpacious  down, 
And  with  the  fetting  fun  reach  Stockbridge  town. 
O'er  our  parch'd  tongue  the  rich  metheglin  glides, 
And  the  red  dainty  trout  our  knife  divides. 
:>ad  melancholy  every  vifage  wears ; 
What,  no  eledlion  come  in  fevcn  long  years  '. 
Of  all  cur  race  ol  mayors,  (hall  Snow  *  alone 
Be  by  Sir  Richard's  dedication  known  ? 
Our  ftreets  no  more  with  tides  of  ale  fhall  float, 
Nor  coblers  feafl  thee  years  upon  one  vote,  [plain, 

Next  morn,  twelve  miles  led  o'er  th'  unbounded 
Where  the  cloak'd  (hepherd  guideshis  fieecy  train. 
No  leafy  bowers  a  noon-day  {belter  lend, 
Ivfor  from  the  chilly  dews  at  nijiht  defend  : 
With  wond'rous  art,  he  counts  the  draggling  flock, 
And  by  the  fun  informs  you  what'*  o'clock. 
How  are  your  fhepherds  fall'n  from  ancient  days  I 
No  Amaryllis  chaunts  alternate  lays! 
Jrom  her  no  liOening  echoes  iearn  to  fing, 
I^or  with  his  reed  the  jocund  valleys  ring. 

Here  fbeep  the  paflure  hide,  there  harvefls  bend, 
See  Sarum's  fleeple  o'er  yon  hill  afcend  ; 
Our  horfes  faintly  trot  beneath  the  heat. 
And  our  keen  ftomachs  know  the  hour  to  cat. 

Who  can  forfake  thy  walls,  and  not  admire 
The  proud  cathedral,  and  the  lofty  fpire  ? 
What  fempftrefs  has  not  prov'd  thy  IcifTars  good  ? 
From  hence  firfl  came  th'  intriguing  riding-hood. 
Amid  f  three  boarding-fchools  well  ftock'd  with 
miffes,  [fes  > 

Shall  three  knight-errants  flarve  for  want  of  kif- 

O'er  the  green  turf  the  miles  flide  fwift  away. 
And  Blandford  ends  the  labours  of  the  day. 
The  morning  rofe  ;  the  fupper  reckoning  paid, 
And  our  due  fees  dlfcharg'd  to  man  and  maid, 
The  ready  oftler  near  the  flirrup  {lands, 
And,  as  we  mount,  our  half-])ence  load  his  liands. 

Now  the  flecp  hill  fair  Dorcheller  o'erlwoks, 
Border'd  by  meads,  and  vi'alh'd  by  filvtr  brooks. 
Here  fltep  my  two  companions  eyes  fupprtft, 
And  propt  in  Ll!>ow-chairs  they  fnoring  left  : 
I  weary  fit,  and  with  my  pencil  trace 
'I'hcir  painful  poflures,  and  their  eyelefs  face  ; 
"I'hen  dedicate  each  glafs  to  Ibme  fair  name. 
And  on  the  falh  the  diamond  fcrawls  n>y  flame. 
Now  o'er  true  Roman  way  our  horfes  found, 
Orajvius  would  kneel,  and  kif^  the  facred  ground. 
On  either  fide  low  fertile  valleys  lie, 
The  diflant  profpcds  tire  the  travelling  eye. 
'J  hrough  Biidport's  {>ony  lanes  our  rout  we  take, 
And  the  proud  fieep  defcend  to  Moicombe's  lake. 

♦  Sir  Hicbard  Steele,  tntmbir  for  ZtoMr'ulge^  -wrote 
fl  trtati/t  called  "  T/jt  Joifartame  of  DunhWk  coiifider- 
•'  /^,"  and  dedicated  it  to  Mr,  fohn  iiioxi.-,  Lail'iff  of 
Steckhridgi. 

\  %ii(ii  trc  thru  hardin^fcMs  in  tiis  tttv.t. 


As  hearfcs  pals'd,  our  landlord  robbM  the  pAlf, 
And  with  the  mournful  'fcutcheon  hung  his  halL 
On  unadulterate  wine  we  here  regale. 
And  ilrip  the  lobfter  of  his  Icarlet  mail 

We  climb'd  the  hills,  when  fiarry  night  arofe. 
And  Axminfter  affords  a  kind  repofc. 
The  maid,  fubdued  by  fees,  her  trunk  unlocks, 
And  gives  the  cleanly  aid  of  dowlafs-fmocks. 
A'lean  time  our  fliirts  her  bufy  fingers  rub. 
While  the  foap  lathers  o'er  the  foaming  tub^ 
If  women's  geer  fuch  pleafing  dreams  incite. 
Lend  us  your  fmocks,  ye  damfeis,  every  night ! 
We  rife,  our  beards  demand  the  barber's  art ; 
A  female  enters,  and  performs  the  part. 
The  weighty  goldtn  chain  adorns  her  neck, 
And  three  gold  rings  her  fkilful  hand  bedeck  : 
Smooth  o'er  our  chin  her  eafy  fingers  move, 
Soft  as  when  Venus  flroak'd  the  beard  of  Jove. 
Now  from  the  fteep,'niid{l  Icatter'd  farms  and 

groves, 
Our  eye  through  Honlton's  fair  valley  roves. 
Behind  us  foon  the  bufy  town  we  leave, 
Where  finefl  lace  induflrious  lafTes  weave. 
Now  fwelling  clouds  roU'd  on  ;  the  rainy  load 
Stream'd  down   our  hats,  and  fmok'd  along  the 

road  ; 
When  (O  bleft  fight  I)  a  friendly  fign  we  fpy'i, 
Our  fpurs  are  flacken'd  from  the  horfes  fide  ; 
For  fure  a  civil  hofl  the  houfe  commands, 
Upon  whofe  fign  this  courteous  motto  flands  : 
"  This  is  the  ancient  hand,  and  eke  the  pen  ; 
"  Here  is  fur  horfes  hay,  and  meat  for  men." 
How  rhyme  would  flourifh,  did  each  ion  of  fame 
Know  his  own  genius,  and  dire(5l  his  flame  ! 
Then  he,  that  could  not  epic  flights  rehearfe, 
Might  i'weetly  mourn  in  elegiac  verfe. 
But  were  his  mufc  for  elegy  unfit. 
Perhaps  a  diilich  might  not  ftrain  his  wit : 
If  epigram  ofTend,  his  harmlefs  lines 
Might  in  gold  letters  fwing  on  ale-houfe  figns. 
Then  Hobhinc'l  might  propagate  his  bays, 
And  Tuttle-fields  record  his  fimple  lays  ;       [eyes, 
Where   rhymes  like  thefe  might  lure  the  nurfei 
While  gaping  infants  fquawl  for  farthing  pies  : 
"  Treat  here,  ye  fiiepherds  blithe,  your  damfeis, 

"  fwect, 
"  For  pies  and  cLeefe-cakes  are  for  damfeis  meet." 
Then  Maiirus  in  his  proper  fphere  might  fhine, 
And  thefe  proud  numbers  grace  great  William'i 

fign  : 
"  This  is  ihe  man,  this  the  Naflbvian,  whom 
"  I  nam'd  the  hrav?  deliverer  to  come  *." 
But  now  the  driving  gales  fulpeiid  the  rain. 
We  mount  owr  ileeds,  and  Devon's  city  gain. 
Hail,  happy  native  land! — but  I  forbear 
What  other  counties  mull  with  envy  hear. 

ElMSTLE    in. 

To  the  Right  HuMiirabL  IVillijm  Pulic-tiey,  Efq   1 7 1 "] . 

PuLTENEY,  methinks  you  blame  my  brcp.ch  ef 

word ; 
What !  cannot  Paris  one  poor  page  afford  ? 

"i-'  BU>kmorci Prince  Arlhir,  kok  v. 
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Yes,  I  can  fajety.  when  the  times  are  paft, 
Laugh  at  thofe  follies  wliich  I  ftrovc  to  talle. 
And  each  amu!'ement.  which  we  (har'd,  revievT, 
Plcas'd  with  mere  talking;,  fince  1  talk  to  you. 
But  how  {[\i\[  I  defcribe  in  humble  profe 
Their  balls,  alTemblies,  operas,  and  beaux  ? 
In  profe  ?  you  cry  :   oh  no,  the  mufe  muft  aid. 
And  leave  Parnaffusfor  the  Tuillerieb'  (hade  : 
Shall  he  (who  late  Britannia's  city  trod, 
And  led  the  dragij;led  mufe,  with  pattens  fhod, 
Throuj^h  dirty  lanes,  and  alleys'  doubtful  ways) 
Refufe  to  write,  when  Paris  afks  his  lays ! 

Weil  then,  I'iltry.  Defcend, ye  beauteous  Nine, 
in  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  fhine, 
Let  fparklinj:  Oars  your  neck  and  ear  adorn, 
Lay  on  the  blufhes  of  the  crimfon  morn  ; 
So  may  ye  balls  and  gay  aiTemblies  j!^race, 
And  at  the  opera  claim  the  foremofh  place. 

Travellers  fliould  ever  fit  expreflion  choofe, 
Nor  with  low  phrafe  the  lofty  theme  abufe. 
When  they  dcfcvibe  the  ftate  of  eaflcrn  lords. 
Pomp  and  magnificence  (hould  fwell  their  words; 
And,  when  they  paint  the  ferpent's  fcaly  pride. 
Their  lines  fiiould  hifs,  their  numbers  fmoothly 

flide; 
But  they,  unmindful  of  poetic  rules, 
Defcribe  alike  Hlockaws  and  Great  Moguls. 
Dampier  would  thus,  without  ill-meaning  fatlrc, 
Drefs  forth  in  fimple  ftyle  the  Petlt-maitre  : 

"  In  Paris  there's  a  race  of  animals 
"  I've  feen  them  at  their  operas  and  balls)  : 
"  They  (land  efecS,  they  dance  whene'er  they  walk, 
"  Monkeys  in  adlion,  parroquets  in  talk  ; 
"  They're  crown'd  with  feathers,  like  the  cockatoo, 
"  And, like  cameHons,  daily  change  their  hue; 
*'  From  patches  juftly  plac'd  they  borrow  graces, 
"  And  with  vermilion  lacquer  o'er  their  faces. 
"  This  cnftom,  as  we  vifibly  difcern, 
"  They,  by  frequenting  ladles  toilettes,  learn." 
Thus  might  the  traveller  eafy  truth  impart. 
Into  the  fubjeft  let  me  nobly  ftart. 

How  happy  lives  the  man,  how  Aire  to  charm 
Whole  knot  embroider'd  flutters  down  his  arm  '. 
On  him  the  ladies  call  the  yielding  glance. 
Sigh  in  his  fongs,  and  languifli  in  his  dance  : 
While  wretched  is  the  wit,  contemn'd,  forlorn, 
Whofe  gummy  hat  no  fcarlet  plumes  adorn  ; 
No  broider'd  flowers  his  virorfted  ankle  grace. 
Nor  cane  enibofs'd  with  gold  dire.^s  hiapace; 
No  lady's  favour  on  his  fword  is  hung ; 
What  though  Apollo  didlare  from  his  tongue, 
.His  wit  is  fpiritlefs  and  void  of  grace. 
Who  wants  th'  alTurance  of  brocade  and  lace. 
While  the  gay  fop  genteelly  talks  of  weather, 
The  fair  in  raptures  doat  upon  his  feather  ; 
1-ike  a  court-lady  though  he  write  and  fpell, 
His  minuet-ftep  was  fafhion'd  by  Marcell  *  ; 
He  dreffes,  fences.     Wiiat  avails  to  know  ? 
For  women  choofe  their  men,  hke  filks,  for  fhow. 
Is  this  the  thing,  you  cry,  that  Paris  boafts  ? 
Is  this  the  thing  renown'd  among  our  toafts  ? 
F'or  fuch  a  fluttering  fight  we  need  not  roam  ; 
Our  own  aiTemblies  ftiJne  with  thefe  at  home. 


*  ^  famiu)  dancing- majlirr. 
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Let  us  into  the  field  of  beauty  dart ; 
Beauty's  a  theme  that  ever  warm'd  my  heart. 
Think  not,  ye  fair,  that  I  the  fex  accufe  : 
How  Ihall  I  fparc  you,  prompted  by  the  mufe  ? 
(The  mufcs  all  Tize  prus/es .')  She  rails,  file  frets, 
Amidft  this  fprightly  nation  of  coquettes  : 
Yet  let  not  us  their  loole  coquetry  blame  ; 
Women  of  every  nation  are  the  fame. 

You  afk  me,  if  Parifian  dames,  like  ours, 
With  rattling  dice  profane  the  Sunday's  hours; 
If  they  the  gamefter'spale-ey'd  vigils  keep. 
And  ftake  their  honour  while  their  hufbindsfleep? 
Yes,  Sir ;  like  Englilh  toafts,  the  dames  of  France 
Will  rifk  their  income  on  a  Angle  chance. 
Nannette  lafl:  night  a  tricking /jj&arao.^  play'd. 
The  cards  the  Taillier's  Aiding  hand  obey'd  : 
To -day  her  neck  no  brilliant  circle  wears. 
Nor  the  ray-darting  pendant  loads  her  ears. 
Why  does  old  Chloris  an  affembly  hold  ? 
Chloris  each  night  divides  the  fnarpcr's  gold. 
Corinna's  chee'is  with  frequent  loffes  bariis, 
And  no  bold  Trend  le  -va  her  fortune  turns. 
Ah,  too  ralh  virgin  1   where's  thy  -rirtue  flown  ? 
She  pawns  her  pcrfon  for  the  (harper's  loan. 
Yet  vrho  vrith  juftice  can  their  fair  upbraid, 
Whofe  debts  of  honour  are  fo  duly  paid  ? 

But  let  me  not  forget  the  toilette's  cares. 
Where  art  each  morn  the  languid  cheek  repairs: 
Thii  red's  too  pale,  nor  gives  a  distant  grace  ; 
Madame  ts-day  puts  on  her  opera  face; 
x'rom  thiswefcarceextradl  the  milk  maid's  bloom: 
Bring  the  deep  dy»  that  warms  acrofs  the  room  t 
Now  flames  her  cheek, fo  ftrong  her  charmsprevail. 
That  nn  her  gown  the  filken  rofe  looks  pale  1 
Not  but  that  France  fome  native  beauty  boafts, 
Clermont  and  Charolois  might  grace  our  toafts. 
When  the  fweet  breathing  fpring  unfolds  the  buds, 
Love  flies  the  dufty  towti  for  fhady  woods. 
Then  Tottenham-fields  with  roving  beauty  fwarm, 
And  Hamftead  balls  the  city  virgin  v/arm  ? 
Then  Chclfea's  meads  o'erhear  perfidious  vows. 
And  the  preft  grafs  defrauds  the  grazing  cowa, 
'Tis  here  the  fame ;  but  in  a  higher  fphere. 
For  ev'n  court-ladies  fm  in  open  air. 
What  cit  v/ith  a  gallant  would  truft  his  fpoufe 
Beneath  the  tempting  fliade  of  Greenwich  boughs? 
What  peer  of  France  would  let  his  duchefs  rove. 
Where  Boulogne's  clofeft  woods  invite  to  love  ? 
But  here  no  wife  can  blaft  her  hufoand's  fame, 
Cuckold  i>>  grown  an  honourable  name. 
Stretch'd  on    the    grafs,  the    fliepherd  fighs    his 

pain ; 
And  on  the  grafs  what  fnephcrd  fighs  in  vain  J 
On  Chloe's  lap  here  Damon  laid  along, 
Melts  with  the  languifh  of  her  amorous  fong; 
There  Iris  flies  Palxmon  through  the  glade. 
Nor  trips  by  chance — till  in  the  thickeft  (hade  ; 
Here  Celimene  defends  her  lips  and  breafl. 
For  kiffes  are  by  ftruggling  clofer  preft: : 
Alexis  there  with  eager  flame  grows  bold. 
Nor  can  the  nymph  his  wanton  fingers  hold  : 
Be  wife  ;  Alexis,  what,  fo  near  the  road  ! 
Hark,  a  coach  rolls,  and  hufoands  are  abroad  f 
Such  were  our  pleafures  in  the  days  of  yore. 
When  amorous  Ch:;rles  Bruaniua'^s  fceptre  bore  5 " 
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The  nightly  feme  of  Joy  tTie  Park  was  made, 
And  Love  in  couples  peopled  every  ftiade. 
But,  fince  at  court  the  rural  tafte  is  loft, 
What  mighty  fums  have  velvet  couches  coft ! 

Sometimes  the  Tiiilleries'  gaudy  walk  I  love, 
Where  I  through  crowds  of  ruftling  mantuas  rove. 
As  here  from  fide  to  fide  my  eyes  I  caft, 
Andgaz'd  on  all  the  glittering  train  that  pafl. 
Sudden  a  fop  fteps  forth  before  the  reft; 
I  knev7  the  bold  embroidery  of  his  veft. 
He  thus  accofts  me  with  familiar  air, 
♦*  Parbleu  !  on  a  fait  cet  habit  en  Angleterre  1 
"  Quelle  manche '.  cegalon  e^  gr jfiierement  range ; 
**  Voila  quelque  chofe  de  fort  beau  et  degagge  !" 
This  faid  ;  on  his  red  heel  he  turns,  and  then 
Hums  a  foft  minuet,  and  proceeds  again  : 
"  Well ;  now  you've  Paris  feen,  you'll  frankly  own 
••  Your  boafled  London  feems  a  country  town. 
«  Has  Chriftianity  yet  reach'd  your  nation  ? 
"  Are  churches  built?  Are  mafquerades  in  falhion  ? 
*•  Do  daily  foups  your  dinners  introduce  ? 
*•  Are  mufic,  fnuff,  and  coaches,  yet  in  ufe  ?" 
Pardon  me,  Sir ;  we  know  the  Paris  mode, 
And  gzther  folifcfe  from  courts  abroad. 
Like  you,  our  courRers  keep  a  numerous  train 
To  load  their  coach,  and  tradefmen  dun  in  vain. 
Nor  has  religion  left  us  in  the  lurch  ; 
And,  as  in  France,  our  vulgar  crowd  the  church  : 
Our  ladies  too  fupport  the  mafqiierade ; 
The  fex  by  nature  love  th'  intriguing  trade. 
Straight  the  vain  fcp  in  ignorant  raptures  cries, 
"  Paris  the  barbarous  world  will  civilize  !" 
Pray,  Sir,  point  out  among  the  palling  band 
The  prefcnt  beauties  who  the  town  command. 
•'  See  yonder  dame;  ftri(fl  virtue  chills  her  bteaft, 
"  Mark  in  her  eye  demure  the  prude  profeft ; 
•'  That  frozen  bofom  native  fire  muft  want, 
*•  Which  buafts  of  conftancy  to  one  gallant  1 
"  This  next  the  fpoiis  of  fiity  lovers  wears, 
"  Rich  Dandin's  brilliant  favours  grace  her  ears  ; 
*•  The  necklace  Florio's  generouaflame  beftow'd, 
•'  Clitander's  fparkling  gems  lier  finger  load; 
•'  But  now  her  charms  grow  cheap  by  conftant  ufe, 
•'  She  fins  for  fcarfs,  clock'd-ftcckings,  knots,  and 

"  (hoes. 
*♦  This  next,  with  fober  gait  and  ferious  leer, 
"  Wearies  her  knees  with  morn  and  evening  prayer; 
"  She  fcorns  th*  ignoble  love  of  feeble  pages, 
"  But  with  three  abbots  in  one  night  engages. 
*'  This  with  the  cardinal  her  night  employs, 
••  Where  holy  Cncws  confecrate  her  joys. 
"  Why  have  I  promis'd  things  beyond  my  power? 
"  Five  afficcnations  wait  me  at  thi>  hour  ! 
"  The  fprightly  countefs  firft  my  vifit  claims, 
"  To-morrow  Ihall  indulge  inferior  dames. 
*'  Pardon  me.  Sir,  that  thus  I  rake  my  leave; 
"  Gay  FlorimcUa  flily  twitch 'd  my  fleeve." 

Adieu, Monfieur  '. — The  opera  hour  draws  near. 
Not  fee  the  opera  !  ail  the  world  is  ther«  ;  fft^jce 
Where  on  the  ilage   th'   embroider'd   youth    of 
In  bright  array  attradl  the  female  glance  : 
This  languifiies,  this  ftruts,  to  Ihow  his  mien. 
And  not  a^old  clock'd  flocking  moves  unfeen. 
But  hark  !   ths  full  occhefiia  ftrike  the  llrings; 
The  bcro  ft* uts,  and  ti»e  whole  audience  Cngs. 


My  jarring  ear  harlh  grating  murmurs  wo'and, 
Hoarfe  and  confas'd,  like  Babel's  mingled  found. 
Hard  chartte  had  plac'd  me  near  a  noify  throat. 
That  in  rough  quivers  bellow'd  every  note. 
Pray,  Sir,  fay  I   fufpend  awhile  your  fong  ; 
The  opera's  drown'd  ;  your  lungs  are  \vondrou3 

ftrong ; 
I  wifh  to  hear  your  Roland's  ranting  flrain. 
While  lie  with  rooted  forefts  ftrows  the  plain. 
Sudden  he  flirugs  furprife,  and  anfwers  quick, 
"  Monfieur  apparement  n'aime  pas  la  mufique  !" 
Then  turning  round,  he  join'd  th'  ungrateful  noife; 
And  the  loud  chorus  thunder'd  with  his  voice. 

O  foothe  me  with  fome  foft  Italian  air, 
Let  harmony  compofe  my  tortur'd  ear  1 
When  Anaftafi^i's  voice  commands  the  firaln, 
The  melting  warble  thrills  through  every  vein  ; 
Thought  {lands  fufpenfe, and  filence  pleas'dattends, 
While  in  her  notes  the  heavenly  choir  defcends. 

But  you'll  imagine  I'm  a  Frenchman  grown, 
Pleas'd  and  content  with  nothing  but  my  own, 
So  firongly  with  this  prejudice  poffeft. 
He  thinks  French  mufic  and  French  painting  beft. 
Mention  the  force  of  learn'd  Corelli's  notes. 
Some  fcraping  fiddler  of  their  ball  he  quotes; 
Talk  of  the  fpirit  Raphael's  pencil  gives, 
Yet  warm  with  life  whofe  fpeaking  picture  lives  ; 
Yes,  Sir,  fays  he,  in  colour  and  defign, 
Rigaut  and  Raphael  art  extremely  fine  I 

'Tis  true  his  country's  love  tranfports  his  breaft 
With  warmer  zeal  than  your  old  Greeks  profeft. 
Ulyfles  lov'd  his  Ithaca  of  yore, 
Yet  that  fage  traveller  left  his  native  Ihore. 
What  fironger  virtue  in  the  Frenchman  Ibines! 
He  to  dear  Paris  all' his  life  confines. 
I'm  not  fo  fond.     There  are,  I  niuft  confefs. 
Things  which  might  make  me  love  my  country  lefs. 
I  ftiould  not  think  my  Britain  had  fuch  charms. 
If  loft,  to  learning,  if  enflav'd  by  arms. 
France  has  her  Richlieus  and  her  Colberts  known; 
And  then,  I  grant  it,  France  in  fcience  ftione. 
We  too,  I  own,  without  fuch  aids  may  chance 
In  ignorance  and  pride  to  rival  France. 

But  let  me  not  forget  Corneille,  Racine,  [fcene.. 
Boileau'^   ftrong  fcnfe,  and   Moliere's  humorous 
Let  Cambray's  name  be  fung  above  the  reft, 
Whofe  maxims,  Pulteney,  warm  thy  patriot  breaft; 
In  Mentor's  precepts  wifdom  ftrong  and  clear 
Di<5lates  fubhme,  and  diftant  nations  hear. 
Hsar,  all  ye  princes,  who  the  world  controul, 
What  cares,  what  terrors, haunt  the  tyrant's  foul; 
His  conllant  train  are,  Anger,  Fear,  Diftruft. 
To  be  a  king,  is  to  be  good  and  juft  ; 
His  people  he  proteds,  their  rights' he  faves, 
And  fcorns  to  rule  a  wretched  race  of  flaves. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  fhall  the  monarch  reign. 
Where  guardian  laws  defpotic  power  reftrain  ! 
There  fhall  the  ploughftiare  break  the  ftubborn  land. 
And  bending  harveft  tire  the  peafant's  hand  : 
There  Liberty  her  fettled  manfion  boafts, 
ThereCommircc  plenty  brings  from  foreign coafts, 
O  Britain  1  guard  thy  laws,  thy  rights  defend : 
So  fhall  thefe  bkfli/igs  to  thy  fons  defcend  ! 

You'll  think  'tis  time  fome  other  theme  tochoofe, 
And  not  with  beaux  and  fvps  f.uigue  the  aiufc  : 
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Should  I  let  fatire  loore  on  Englifh  ground, 
There  fools  of  varions  charadter  abound ; 
But  here  my  verfe  is  to  one  race  confin'd, 
Ail  Frenchmen  are  oi petit-maitre  Icind. 

EPISTLE    IV. 

To  the  R{^ht  Honourable  Paul  MetJjuen,  Efq. 
That  'tis  encouragement  makes  fcience  fpread, 
Is  rarely  pradtis'd,  though  'tis  often  faid. 
M'^hen  learning  droops  and  fickens  in  the  land. 
What  patron's  found,  to  lend  a  faving  hand  ? 
True  generous  fpirits  profperoiis  vice  dcteft, 
And  lyve  to  cherilh  virtue  when  diftreft  : 
But,  ere  our  mighty  lords  this  fcheme  purfue. 
Our  mighty  lords  muft  think  and  a6t  like  you. 

Why  muft  we  tlimb  the  Alpine  mountain's  fides, 
To  find  tha  feat  where  harmony  refides  ? 
Why  touch  we  not  fo  foft  the  filver  lute, 
I'he  cheerful  hautboy,  and  the  mellow  flute  ? 
Tis  not  th'  Italian  clime  improves  the  found; 
But  there  the  patrons  of  her  fons  are  found. 

Why  flourifh'd  verfe  in  great  Auguftus'  reign  ? 
He  and  Mxcenas  lov'd  the  mufe's  ftrain. 
But  now  that  wight  in  poverty  muft  mourn 
Who  was  (O  cruel  ftars  !)  a  poet  born. 
Yet  there  are  ways  for  authors  to  be  great ; 
Write  rancorous  libels  to  reform  the  ftate  : 
Or,  if  you  choofe  more  fure  and  ready  ways. 
Spatter  a  mlnifter  with  fulfonie  praifc  : 
Launch  out  with  freedom,  flatter  him  enough; 
Fear  not — all  men  are  dedication  proof. 
Be  bolder  yet,  you  muft  go  farther  ftill, 
Dip  deep  in  gall  thy  mercenary  quill. 
He,  who  his  pen  in  party -quarrels  draws, 
Lifts  an  hir'd  bravo  to  fupport  the  caufe  ; 
He  muft  indulge  his  patron's  hate  and  fplecn. 
And  ftab  ihe  fame  of  thofe  he  ne'er  had  feen. 
Why  then  ftiould  authors  mourn  their  defperate 

cafe  ? 
Be  brave,  do  this,  and  then  demand  a  place. 
Why  art  thou  poor  ?  Exert  the  gifts  to  rife, 
And  banifli  timorous  virtue  from  thy  eyes. 

All  this  feems  modern  preface,  where  we're  told 
That  wit  is  prais'd,  but  hungry  lives  and  cold ; 
Againft  th'  ungrateful  age  thefe  authors  roar, 
And  fancy  learning  ftarvesbecaufe  they're  poor. 
Yet  why  (hould  learning  hope  fuccefs  at  court  ? 
Why  fhould  our  patriots  virtue's  caufe  fupport? 
Why  to  true  merit  ihould  they  have  regard  ? 
They  know  that  virtue  is  its  own  reward. 
Yet  let  not  me  of  grievances  complain. 
Who  (though  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes'  train) 
Can  boaft  fubfcriptions  to  my  humble  lays. 
And  mingle  profit  with  my  little  praife. 

A(k  Painting,  why  Ihe  loves  Hefpenan  air  ? 
Go  view,  ftie  cries,  my  glorious  laboiirs  there  ; 
There  in  rich  palaces  I  reign  in  ftate, 
And  on  the  temples  lofty  domes  create. 
The  noble  view  my  works  with  knowing  eyes. 
They  love  the  fcience,  and  the  painter  prize. 

Why  didft  thou,  Kent,  forego  thy  native  land, 
To  emulate  in  piifture  Raphael's  hand  \ 
Think' ft  thou  for  this  to  raife  thy  nan^e  at  home  ? 
Go  back,  adorn  the  palaces  of  Rome ; 


There  on  the  wa:Ils  let  thy  )u{l  labours  fhine, 
And  Raphael  live  again  in  thy  defign. 
Yet  ftay  awhile ;  call  all  thy  genius  forth. 
For  Burlington  unblafs'd  knows  thy  worth  ; 
His  judgment  in  thy  mafter-ftrokes  can  trace 
Titian's  ftrong  fire,  and  Guido's  fofter  grace. 
But,  oh,  confidcr,  ere  thy  works  appear, 
Caaft  thou  unhurt  the  tongue  cf  Envy  hear? 
Cenfure  will  blame  ;  her  breath  was  ever  fpcnt 
To  blaft  the  laurels  of  the  eminent. 
While  Burlington's  proportion'd  columns  rife. 
Does  not  he  ftand  the  gaze  of  envious  eyes  ? 
Doors,  windows,  are  condemn'd  by  pafling  fools. 
Who  know  not  that  they  damn  Palladio's  rules. 
If  Chandos  with  a  liberal  hand  beftow, 
Cenfure  imputes  it  all  to  pomp  and  Ihow ; 
When,  if  the  motive  right  were  underftood. 
His  daily  pleafure  is  in  doing  good.  [p'g^» 

Had  Pope  with  groveling  numbers  fill'd  his 
Dennis  had  never  kindled  into  rage. 
'Tis  the  fublime  that  hurts  the  critic's  eafe ; 
Write  nonfenfe,  and  he  reads  and  fleeps  in  peace. 
Were  Prior,  Congreve,  Swift,  and  Pope,  unknown;  ^ 
Poor  flander- felling  Curll  would  be  undone. 
He,  who  would  free  from  malice  pafs  his  days, 
Muft  live  obfcure,  and  never  merit  praife. 
But  let  this  tale  to  valiant  virtue  tell 
The  daily  perils  of  deferving  well. 

A  crow  was  ftrutting  o'er  the  ftubbled  plain, 
Juft  as  a  lark  defcending  clos'd  his  ftrain. 
The  crow  befpoke  him  thus,  with  folemn  grace  : 
"  Thou  moft  accomplifti'd  of  the  feather'd  race  \ 
"  What  force  of  lungs !  how  clear  1  how  fweet  yott 

"  And  no  bird  foars  upon  a  ftronger  wing." 
The  lark,  who  fcorn'd  foft  flattery,  thus  replies  : 
"  True,  I  fing fweet,  and  on  ftrong  pinion  rife; 
"  Yet  let  me  pafs  my  life  from  envy  free, 
"  For  what  advantage  are  thefe  gifts  to  rac  r 
"  My  fong  confines  me  to  the  wiry  cage, 
"  My  flight  provokes  the  falcon's  fatal  rage. 
"  But,  as  you  pafs,  I  hear  the  fowler's  fay, 
"  To  flioot  at  crows  is  powder  flung  away.'* 

EPISTLE    V. 

To  her  Grace  Henrietta^  Duchefs  of  Marlhorcugh  ^  X'JiZ» 

Excuse  me,  madam,  if  amidft  your  tears 
A  mufc  intrudes,  a  mufe  who  feels  your  cares  ; 
Numbers,  like  mufic,  can  ev'n  grief  controul. 
And  lull  to  peace  the  tumults  of  the  foul. 

If  partners  in  our  woes  the  mind  relieve, 
Confider  for  your  lofs  ten  thoufand  grieve  ; 
Th'  afilidtion  burthens  not  your  heart  alone ; 
When  Marlborough  died,  a  nation  gave  a  groan. 
Could  I  recite  the  dangerous  toils  he  chofe, 
To  blefs  his  country  with  a  fix'd  repofe; 
Could  I  recount  the  labours  he  o'ercame. 
To  raife  his  country  to  the  pitch  of  famey 
His  councils,  fieges,  his  vi(itorious  fights. 
To  fave  his  country's  laws  and  native  rights; 
No  father  (every  generous  heart  muft  own) 
Has  ftronger  fondnefs  to  his  darling  ftiown. 
Britannia's  Cghs  a  double  lofs  deplore, 
Her  father  and  her  hero  is  no  m<?re. 
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Does  Britain  nnly  p*:)'  licr  debt  of  tears  ? 
Yes.     Holland  (Ighs,  and  for  her  freedom  fears. 
When  Gallia's  monarch  pour'd  his  wafteful  bands, 
JLike  a  iPiide  deliig:e,  o'er  her  level  lands, 
She  faw  her  frontier  towers  in  ruin  lie, 
Ev'n  Liberty  had  priin'd  her  vings  to  fly : 
Then  Marlborough  came,  defeated  Gallia  fled ; 
And  fliatter'd  Belgia  rais'd  her  languid  head; 
In  him  fecure,  as  in  her  ftmngeft  mound 
That  keeps  the  raging  fea  v/ithin  its  bound. 

O  Germany  !  remember  Hockftet's  plain^ 
Where  proftrate  Gallia  bled  at  every  vein  : 
Think  on  the  rcfciie  of  th'  imperial  throne, 
Then  think  of  Marlborough's  death  without   a 
groan  I 

Apollo  kindly  whifpers  me  :  "  Be  wife  : 
*'  How  to  his  glory  fliall  thy  numbers  rife  ? 
"  The  force  of  verfe  another  theme  might  raife, 
"  But  here  the  merit  muft  tranfcend  the  praife. 
"  Haft    thou,  prefumptuous  bard '.    that    godlike 

"  flame 
•«  Which  with  the  funfhail  laft,  and  Marlborough's 

"  fame  ? 
•'  Then  fing  the  man.  But  who  can  boaft  this  fire  ? 
"  Refign  the  tafk,  and  filently  admire." 

Yet  ftiall  he  not  in  worthy  lays  be  read  ? 
Raife  Homer,  call  up  Virgil  from  the  dead. 
But  he  requires  not  the  ftrcng  glare  of  verfe  : 
Let  pun6lual  hiftory  his  deeds  rthearfe  ; 
t,et  truth  in  narive  purity  appear, 
You'll  find  Achilles  and  ^neas  there. 

Is  this  the  comfort  which  the  mule  befto-«'s  ? 
Ibut  indulge  and  aggravate  ynur  w<ies. 
A  prudent  friend,  who  feeks  to  give  relief. 
Ne'er  touches  on  the  fpring  that  mov'd  the  grief. 
Is  it  not  barbarous,  to  the  fighing  maid 
To  mention  broken  vows  and  nymphs  betray'd  ? 
Would  you  the  ruin'd  mercliant's  foul  appcafe. 
With  talk  of  fands,  and  rocks,  and  ftormy  feas.' 
Ev'n  while  I  ftrive  on  Marlborough's  fame  to  rife, 
]  call  up  forrow  in  a  daughter's  eyes. 

Think  on  the  laurels  that  his  temple's  fhade, 
Laurels  that  (fpite  of  time)  fliall  never  fade. 
Immortal  honour  has  enroU'd  his  name  ; 
Detra<Siion'sdumb,  and  Envy  put  to  fhame. 
Say,  who  can  fear  beyond  his  eagle  flight ; 
Has  he  not  reach'd  to  glory's  utmoft  height.  ? 
'     What  could  he  more,  had  Hcav'n  prolong'd  his 
date  ? 
All  human  power  is  limited  by  fate. 

Forbear.  'Tis  cruel  further  to  commend; 
1  wake  your  forrow,  and  again  offend. 
Yet  fure  your  goodnefs  muft  forgive  a  crime. 
Which  will  be  fpread  through  every  age  andclime; 
Though  in  your  life  ten  th»ufand  fummers  roll. 
And  though  you  compafs  earth  fiom  pole  to  pole. 
Where'er  men  talk  of  war  and  martial  fame, 
They'll  mention  Marlborough's  and  Cafar'sname. 

But  vain  are  all  the  counfels  of  the  mufe  ; 
A  foul  like  yours  could  not  a  tear  refufe  : 
Could  you  your  birth  and  filial  love  forego. 
Still  fighs  muft  rife,  and  generous  forrow  flow  ; 
For,  when  from  earth  fuch  matchkfs  worth  re- 
moves, 
A  great  mind  fuffcrs.    Virtue  virtue  loves. 


EPISTLE   Vr. 

To  Jlfr.  Pope,  on  Lis  lavw^  Jinified  b'u  Tranjlation  of 

Hovicrs  Iliad. 

A  WELCOME  FROM  GREECE. 
I. 

Long  haft  thou,  friend  1  been  abfent  from  my  foil,' 

Like  patient  Ithacus  at  fiege  of  Troy  ; 
I  have  been  witnefs  of  thy  fix  years  toil, 

Thy  daily  labours,  and  thy  night's  annoy, 
Loft  to  thy  native  land,  with  great  turmoil. 

On  the  wide  fea,  oft  threatening  to  deftroy  : 
Methinks  with  thee  I've  trod  Sigsean  ground, 
And  heard  the  fhores  of  Hellefpont  refound. 

II. 
Did  I  not  fee  thee  when  thoa  firft  fett'ft  fail 

To  feek  adventures  fair  in  Homer's  land  ? 
Did  I  not  fee  thy  finking  fpirits  fail, 

And  wlfh  thy  bark  had  never  left  the  ftrand  ? 
Ev'n  in  mid  ocean  often  didft  tliou  quail, 

And  oft  lift  up  thy  holy  eye  and  hand, 
Praying  the  virgin  dear,  and  faintly  choir. 
Back  to  the  port  to  bring  thy  bark  entire. 

III. 
Cheer  np,  my  friend!  thy  dangers  now  are  o'er  ; 

Methinks — nay,  fure  the  rifing  coafts  appear ; 
Hark  I  how  the  guns  falute  from  either  fliore, 

As  thy  trim  vefl'el  cuts  the  Thames  fo  fair  : 
Shouts  anfwering  fhouts  from  Kent  and  ElTex  roar. 

And  bells  break  loud  through  every  guft  of  air  : 
Bonfires  do  blaze,  and  bones  and  cleavers  ring. 
As  at  the  coaaing  of  fome  mighty  king. 

IV. 

Now  pafs  we  Gravefend  with  a  friendly  wind. 

And  Tilbury's  white  fort,  and  long  Blackwall ; 
Greenwich,  where  dwells  the  friend  of  humaR 
kind. 

More  vifited  than  or  her  park  or  hall, 
Withers  the  good,  and  (with  him  ever  join'd) 

Facetious  Difney,  greet  thee  firft  of  all  : 
I  fee  his  chimney  fmoke,  and  hear  him  fay, 
Duke*  !  that's  the  room  for  Pope,  and  that  for 
Gay. 

V. 

Come  in,  my  friends  I  here  fhall  ye  dine  and  lie. 
And  here  (hall  breakfaft,  and  here  dine  again  ; 

And  fup  and  breakfaft  on  (if  ye  comply), 
For  I  have  ftill  fonie  dozens  of  champaign  : 

His  voice  ftill  leflens  as  the  fhip  fails  by ; 

He  waves  his  hand  to  bring  us  back  in  vain  ; 

For  now  I  fee,  I  fee  proud  London's  fpires  ; 

Greenwich  is  loft,  and  Deptford  dock  retires. 

VI. 

Oh,  what  a  concourfe  fwarms  on  yonder  quay ! 

The  fky  re-echoes  with  new  flioutsof  joy  ; 
By  all  this  fliow,  I  ween,  'tis  Lord  Mayor's-day; 

I  hear  the  voice  of  trumpet  and  hautboy. — 
No,  now  I  fee  them  near. — Oh,  thefc  are  they 

Who  come  in  crowds  to  welcome  thee  from 
I'roy. 
Hail  to  the  bard,  whom  long  as  loft  we  mourn'd; 
From  fitge,  from  battle,  and  from  ftorm,  return'd  I 

*  He  -las  u/aally  called"  Dale  Dif'iy". 
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Pf  goodly  dames,  and  courteous  knights,  I  view 
The  filken  petticoat,  and  broider'd  veft  ;  . . 

Yea  peers,  and  mighty  dukes,  with  ribbands  bltie 
(True  blue,  fair  emblem  of  unflained  breaft). 

Others  1  fee,  as  noble,  and  more  true, 

By  no  court-badge  diftinguirti'd  from  the  reft  : 

Firft  fee  I  Methuen,  of  fincereft  mind, 

As  Arthur  graVc,  as  foft  as  womankind. 

VIII. 

What  lady's  that,  to  whom  he  gently  bends  ? 

Who  knows  not  her  ?  ah  1   thofe  are  Wortley's 
eyes  : 
Howart  thou  honour'd,number'dwith  her  friends! 

For  flie  diftinguiflies  the  good  and  wife. 
The  fweet-tongu'd  Murray  near  her  fide  attends  ; 

Now  to  my  heart  the  glance  of  Howard  flics ; 
Now  Harvey,  fair  of  face,  I  mark  full  well, 
With  thee,  youth's  youngeft  daughter,  fweet  Le- 
pell. 

ix. 
I  fee  two  lovely  fifters,  hand  ih  hand, 

The  fair-hair'd  Martha,  and  Terefa  brown  ; 
Madge  Bellenden,  the  talleft  of  the  land; 

And  fmiling  Mary,  foft  and  fair  as  down. 
Yonder  I  fee  the  cheerful  duchefs  ftand,  [known  : 

For  friendfhip,  zeal,  and   blithefome  humours 
Whence  that  loud  (hout  in  fuch  a  hearty  {train  ? 
Why,  all  the  Hamiltons  are  in  her  train. 

X, 

Sec  next  the  decent  Scudamore  advance, 
With  Winchelfea,  ftill  meditating  fong  :' 

With  her  perhaps  Mifs  Howe  came  there  by  chance, 
Nor  knows  with  whom,  or  why  fhe  comes  along. 

Far  off  from  thefe  fee  Santlow,  fam'd  for  dance ; 
And  frolic  Bicknell,and  her  filler  young; 

With  other  names,  by  me  not  to  be  nam'd, 

Much  lov'd  in  private,  not  in  public  fam'd  1 

XI. 

But  now  behold  the  female  band  retire, 

And  the  flirill  mufic  of  their  voice  is  (lill'd ! 

Methinks  I  fee  fam'd  "Buckingham  admire, 

That  in  Troy's  ruin  thou  hadft  not  been  kill'd  ; 

Sheffield,  who  knows  to  ftrike  the  living  lyre 
With  hand  judicious,  like  thy  Homer  flcill'd, 

Bathurft  impetuous  haftens  to  the  Coaft, 

Whom  you  and  I  ftriVe  who  fhall  love  the  mbft. 

XII. 

See  generous  Burlington,  with  goodly  Bruce 
(But  Bruce  comes  wafted  in  a  foft  fedan;) 

Dan  Prior  next,  belov'd  by  every  Mufe ; 

And  friendly  Congreve,  unreproachful  man  I 

{Oxford  by  Cunningham  hath  fent  excufe;) 
See  hearty  Wdtkins  comes  with  cup  and  can  ; 

And  Lewis,  who  has  never  friend  forfaken; 

And  Laughton  whifpering  afks — Is  Troy  town 
taken  ? 

XIII. 

fiarl  Warwick  comes,  of  free  and  honeft  mind  ; 
Bold,  generous  Craggs,  whofe  heart  waS  ne'er 
difguis'd : 
Ah  why,  fweet  St.  John,  cannot  I  thee  find  I 
St.  John,  for  every  focial  virtue  priz'd.— • 
Alas  !  to  foreign  climates  he's  confin'd, 
Or  elfe  to  fee  thee  here  I  well  furmis'd  : 

Vot.  Vill,  '  ' 


Thou  too,  my  Svvift,  dofl:  breathe  Boeotian  air ; 
When  wilt  thou  bring  back  wit  and  humour  here  J 

xlv. 
Harcourt  I  fee,  for  eloquence  renown'd, 

The  mouth  of  juftice,  oracle  of  law  1 
Another  Simon  is  befide  him  found. 

Another  Simon,  like  as  flraw  to  draw. 
How  Lanfdown  fmiles,with  lading  laurel  crown'd!.. 

What  mitred  prelate  there  commands  our  awe  I 
See  Rochefler  approving  nods  his  head, 
And  ranks  one  modern  with  the  mighty  dead. 

XV. 

Carleton  and  Chandos  thy  arrival  grace  ; 

Hanmer,  whofe  eloquence  th'  unbiafs'd  fways ; 
Harley,  whofe  goodnefs  opens  in  his  face. 

And  Ihows  his  heart  the  feat  where  virtue  ftays. 
Ned  Blount  advances  next,  with  bufy  pace. 

In  hade,  but  fauntering,  hearty  in  his  ways  : 
I. fee  the  friendly  Carylls  come  by  dozens, [coufin's. 
Their  wives,  their  uncles,  daughters,  fons,  and 

XVI. 

Arbuthnot  there  I  fee,  in  phyfic's  art. 
As  Galen  learn'd,  or  famed  Hippocrate  ; 

Whofe  company  drives  forrow  from  the  heart, 
As  all  difeafe  his  medicines  diflipate  : 

Kneller  amid  the  triumph  bears  his  part. 

Who  could  (were  mankind  loft)  anew  create  i 

What  can  th'  extent  of  his  vaft  foul  confine  ? 

A  painter, critic, engineer,  divine! 

XVH. 

Thee  Jervas  hails,  robuft  and  debonair, .       [cries'? 
,  Now  have  [we]  conquer'd  Homer,  friends,  Y.t 
Darteneuf,  grave  joker,  joyous  Ford  is  there. 
And  wondering  Maine,  fo  fat  with  laughing 
eyes, 
(Gay,  Maine,  and  Cheney,  boon  companions  dear^ 

Gay  fat,  Maine  fatter,  Cheney  huge  of  fize) 
Yea  Dennis,  Gildon  (hearing  thou  haft  riches), 
And  honeft,  hatlefs  Cromwell,  with  red  breechesj 

XVIII. 

O  Wanlcy,\vhence  com'ft  thou  with  fhorten'd  hair. 

And  vifage  from  thy  ftielves  with  duft  befprent ; 

"  Forfooth  (quoth  he)  from  placing  Homer  therCj 

"  For  ancients  to  compyle  is  myne  entente  : 

"  Of  ancients  only  hath  Lord  Harley  care ; 

,  "  But  hither  me  hath  my  meekle  lady  fent  :— 

"  In  manufcript  of  Greeke  rede  we  thilke  fame, 

•'  But  book  yprint  beft  plefyth  myn  gude  dame,'* 

XIX. 

Yonder  I  fee,  among  th'  expedling  crowd, 
Evans  with  laugh  jocofe,  and  tragic  Young  ; 

High-biilkin'd  Booth,  grave  Mawbert,  wandering 
Frowrde, 
And  Titcomb's  belly  waddles  flow  along. 

See  Digby  faints  at  Southerne  talking  loud. 
Yea  Steele  and  Tickell  mingle,  in  the  throng : 

Tickcll,  whofe  Ikiff  (in  partnerfliip  they  fay) 

Set  forth  for  Greece,  but  fouhder'd  in  the  way,. 

■  XX.       - 

Lo,  the  two  Doncaftles  in  Berkftiire  known  1 
Lo  Bickford,  Fortefcue,of  Devon  land! 

Lo  Toolcer,  Eckerlhall,  Sykes,  Rawlinfon  I 
See  hearty  Morley  takes  thee  by  the  hand; 

Ayrs,  Graham,  Buckridge,  joy  thy  voyage  done^ 
But  who  can  count  the  leaves,  the  ftars,  the  fani? 
U 
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Lo  Stonor,  Fenton,  Caldwell,  Ward, and  Broome! 
L.0  thoufands  more  ;  but  I  want  rhyme  and  room! 

XXI. 

How  lov'd  !  how  honour'd  thou  !  yet  be  not  vain  : 
And  fure  thou  art  not,  for  I  hear  thee  fay. 

All  this,  my  friends,  I  owe  to  Homer's  ftrain. 
On  whofe  ftrong  pinions  I  exalt  my  lay. 

What  from  contending  cities  did  he  gain  ? 
And  what  rewards  his  grateful  country  pay  ? 

None,  none  were  paid — why  then  all  this  for  me? 

Thcfe  honours,  Homer,  had  been  jufl  to  thee. 

EPISTLE    VII. 

To  Mr.  Thomas  Snoiv,  Goldjmitby  near  Temple-Bar. 
A  Panegyric,  occajioned  by  bis  buying  and  Jelling  of 
ibe  third  South  ■  Sea  Jiibfiriftiom,  taken  in  by  the  Di- 
reSiors  at  a  thoufand per  cent. 

Disdain  not.  Snow,  my  humble  verfe  to  hear  : 
Stick  thy  black  pen  awhile  behind  thy  ear. 
Whether  thy  compter  fhine  with  funis  untold, 
And  thy  wide-grafping  hand  grow  black  with  goldj 
Whether  thy  mien  erecSl,  and  fable  locks, 
In  crowds  of  brokers  overawe  the  flocks  ; 
Sufpend  the  worldly  bufinefs  of  the  day, 

-   And,  to  enrich  thy  mind,  attend  my  lay. 
O  thou,  vfhofe  penetrative  wifdom  found 
The  South-Sea  rocks  and  Ihelves,  where  thoufands 

drown'd  : 
When  credit  funk,  and  commerce  gafping  lay. 
Thou  ftood'ft  ;  nor  fent'ft  one  bill  unpaid  away. 
When  not  a  guinea  chink'd  on  Martin's  boards, 
And  Atwell's  feif  was  drain'd  of  all  his  hoards. 
Thou  ftood'ft  (an  Indian  king  in  Cze  and  hue), 
Thy  unexliaufted  fliop  was  our  Peru. 
Why  did  'Change- Alley  wafte, thy  precious  hours 
Among  the  fools  who  gap'd  for  golden  Ihowers  ? 
No  wonder  if  we  found  fome  poets  there, 
Who  live  on  fancy,  and  can  feed  on  air;  [fchemes, 
No    wonder   they    were    caught    by    South-Sea 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  a  guinea,  but  in  dreams  ; 
No  wonder  they  their  third  fubfcriptions  fold, 
JFor  millions  of  imaginary  gold; 
No  wonder,  that  their  fancies  wild  can  frame 
Strange  reafons,  that  a  thing  is  ftill  the  fame, 
Though  chang'd  throughout  in  fubftance  and  in 

name. 
But  you  (whofe  judgment  fcorns  poetic  flights) 
With  contradls  furnifh  boys  for  paper  kites. 

Let  vulture  Hopkins  ftretch  his  rufty  throat, 
Who'd  ruin  thoufands  for  a  fingle  groat. 
J  know  thou  fpurn'ft  his  mean,  his  fordid  mind  ; 
Nor  with  ideal  debts  would'ft  plague  mankind. 
Why  ftrive  his  greedy  hands  to  grafp  at  more  .'■— 
I'he  wretch  was  born  to  want,  whofe  foul  is  poor. 

Madmen  alone  their  empty  dreams  purfue. 
And  ftill  believe  the  fleeting  vifion  true; 
'IT-iey  fell  the  treafure  wliich  their  ftumbcrs  get, 
Then  wake,  and  fai.iy  ail  the  world  in  debt. 
If  to  inftru<S  thee  all  my  reafons  fail, 
Yet  be  diverted  by  this  moral  tale.  [feat. 

Through  fam'd  Moorficlds  extends  a  fpacious 
Where  mortals  of  exalted  wit  retreat ; 
Where,  wrapp'd  iii  contemplation  and  in  ftraw, 

'1  he  wifcr  few  fioci  the  mad  world  withdraw. 
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There,  in  full  opulence,  a  banker  dwelt, 
Who  all  the  joys  and  pangs  of  riches  felt ; 
His  fideboard  glitter'd  with  imagin'd  plate  ; 
And  his  proud  fancy  held  a  vaft  eftate. 

As  on  a  time  he  pafs'd  the  vacant  hours, 
In  raifing  piles  of  ftraw  and  twifted  bowers  ; 
A  poet  enter'd,  of  the  neighbouring  cell. 
And  with  fix'd  eyes  obferv'd  the  ftrudure  well; 
A  fliarpen'd  fkewer  crofs  his  bare  fhoalders  bound 
A  tatter'd  rug,  which  dragg'd  upon  the  ground. 

The  banker  cry'd,  "  Behold  my  caftle  walls, 
"  My  ftatues,  gardens,  fountains,  and  canals ; 
"  Wirh  land  of  twenty  thoufand  acres  round ; 
"  All  thefe  1  fell  thee  tor  ten  thoufand  pound." 

The  bard  with  wonder  the  cheap  purchafe  faw. 
So  fign'd  the  contradl  (as  ordains  the  law),  [clear  ; 

The  banker's  brain  was  cool'd,  the   mill  grew 
The  vifionary  fcene  was  loft  in  air. 
He  now  the  vanifh'd  profpeiSl  underftood. 
And  fear'd  the  fancied  bargain  wai>  not  good : 
Yet,  loath  the  fum  entire  fhould  be  deftroy'd, 
"  Give  me  a  penny,  and  thy  contradl's  void." 

The  ftartlcd  bard  with  eye  indignant  frown'd. 
"  Shall  I,  ye  gods  (he  cries),  my  debts  compound'." 
So  faying,  from  his  rug  the  fkewer  he  tak&s. 
And  on  the  ftick  ten  equal  notches  makes ; 
With  juft  refentment  flings  it  on  the  ground; 
"  There,  take  my  tally  of  ten  thoufand  pound  ?'* 

EPISTLE   VIII, 
Mary  Gulliver  ie  Captain  Lemuel  Gulliver. 

Argument. 

The  captain,  fome  time  after  his  return,  being  re- 
tired to  Mr.  Sympfou's  in  the  country ;  Mrs. 
Gulliver,  apprehending  from  his  late  behaviour 
fome  eftraiigemcnt  of  his  affeiftions,  writes  him 
the  following  cxpoftulating,  foothing,  and  ten- 
dcrly-compiaiuing  epiftle. 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  to  thy  native  place  ! 
— What !  touch  me  not  ?  What  1  Ihun  a  wife's  em- 
brace ? 
Have  1  for  this  thy  tedious  abfence  borne,    [turn  ? 
And  wak'd  and  wifh'd  whole  nights  for  thy  re- 
in five  long  years  I  took  no  fecond  fpoufe  ; 
WJ.-at  RedrifFwife  fo  long  hath  kept  her  vows? 
Your  eyes,  your  nofe,  inconftancy  betray  ; 
Your  nofe  you  ftop,  your  eyes  you  turn  away."* 
'Tis  faid  that  thou  fiiould'ft  cleave  unto  thy  wife; 
Once  thou  didft  cleave,  and  I  could  cleave  for  life. 
Hear,  and  relent !  hark  how  thy  children  moan  : 
Be  kind  at  leail  to  thefc — they  are  thy  own ! 
Be  bold,  and  count  them  all ;  fecure  to  find 
The  honeft  number  that  you  left  behind. 
See  how  they  pat  thee  with  their  pretty  paws; 
Why  ftart  you  I  arc  they  fnakes  ?  or  have  they 

claws  i 
Thy  Chriftian  feed,  our  mutual  flefh  and  bone  : 
Be  kind  at  leaft  to  thefe — they  are  thy  own  ? 

*  Biddcl,  like  thee,  might  fartheft  India  rove; 
He  chang'd  his  country,  but  retains  his  love  : 


*  Natrtei  of  the  fea-raptaint  mtntitned  in  the  Traveh, 
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There's  Captain  *  Pannel,  abfent  half  his  life, 
Conies  back,  and  is  the  kinder  to  his  wife  ; 
Yet  Pannel's  wife  is  brown,  corupar'd  to  me. 
And  Miflrefs  Biddel  fure  is  fifty-three! 

Not  touch  me  !  never  neighbour  call'd  me  flut : 
\Vas  Flimnap's  dame  moreiweet  in  Lilliput  ? 
I've  no  red  hair,  to  breathe  an  odious  fume  ; 
At  lead  thy  confo't's  cleaner  than  thy  groom. 
Why  then  that  dirty  ftable-boy  thy  care  ? 
What  mean  thofe  vifits  to  the  forrel  mare  ? 
Siy,  by  what  witchcraft,  or  what  daemon  led, 
Preferr'ft  thou  litter  to  the  marriage-bed  ? 

Some  fay  the  devil  himfelf  is  in  that  mare  : 
If  fo,  our  dean  fhall  drive  him  forth  by  prayer. 
Some  think  you  mad  ;  fome  think  you  are  poffeft  ; 
That  Bedlam  and  dean  flraw  willfuit  you  bell. 
Vain  means,  alas,  this  phrenzy  to  appeafe ! 
TJiat  ftraw,  tliat- flraw  woiild  heighten  the  difeafe. 

My  bed  (the  fcene  of  all  our  former  j»ys, 
Witnefs  two  lovely  girls,  two  lovely  boys) 
Alone  I  prefs;  in  dreams  I  call  my  dear, 
I  ftretch  my  hand ;  no  Gulliver  is  there  I 
I  wake,  I  rife,  and,  ftiiverlng  with  the  froft. 
Search  all  the  houfe  :  my  Gulliver  is  loft ! 
Forth  in  the  ftreets  I  ruih  with  frantic  cries; 
The  windows  open  ;  all  the  neighbours  rife  : 
Where  fleeps  my  Gulliver  ?  O  tell  me  where  I 
The  neijrhbours  anfwer,  "  With  the  forrel  mare  '." 

At  early  morn,  I  to  the  market  hafle 
(Studious  in  every  thing  to  pleafe  thy  tafte)  ; 
A  curious  fowl  and  'fparagus  1  chofe 
(For  I  remember'd  yoij  v/ere  fond  of  thofe)  : 
Three  (hillings  coft  the  firft,  the  laft  fcven  groats ; 
Sullen  you  turn  from  both,  and  call  for  oats. 

Others  bring  goods  and  treafurc  to  their  houfes, 
Something  to  deck  their  pretty  babes  and  fpoufes; 
My  only  token  was  a  cup  like  horn. 
That's  mad(i  of  nothing  but  a  lady's  corn. 
'Tis  not  for  that  I  grieve  ;  no,  'tis  to  fee 
The  groom  and  forrel  mare  prefcrr'd  to  me  I 

Thefe  for  fomc  moments  when  you  deign  to  quit. 
And  (at  due  dillance)  fweet  difcourfe  admit, 
'Tis  all  my  pleafure  thy  paft  toil  to  know. 
For  pleas'd  remembrance  builds  delight  on  woe. 
At  every  danger  pants  thy  confort's  breaft, 
And  gaping  infanisfi^uall  to  hear  the  reft. 
H[ow  did  I  tremble  when,  by  thoufands  bound, 
•faw  thee  ftretch'd  on  l.ill.putian  ground  ! 
When  fcaling  armies  climb'd  up  every  part, 
iach  ftep  they  trod  I  felt  upon  my  heart. 
Jut  when  thy  torrent  quench'd  the  dreadful  blaze, 
Cing,  queen,  and  nation,  ftaring  with  amaie, 
?ull  in  my  view  how  all  my  hufband  came  1 
\nd  whatextinguifh'd  theirs,  increas'd  my  flame. 
Thofe  fpedacles,  ordain'd  thine  eye?,  to  fave,     . 
iVere  once  my  prefent ;  love  that  armour  gave. 
low  did  I  mourn  at  Bolgolam's  decree! 
•or,  when  he  fign'd  thy  death,  he  fentenc'd  me. 

When  folks  might  fee   thee   all   the   country 

round 
or  fixpence,  I'd  have  given  a  thoufand  pound, 
jord  :  when  that  giant  babe  that  head  of  thine 
rot  in  his  mouth,  my  heart  was  up  in  mine  ! 

*  Names  ofihefca-captains  ?nenticiied  in  the  Travel.'. 


When  in  the  marrow -bone  I  fee  thee  ramm'd. 
Or  on  the  houfe-top  by  the  monkey  cranim'd, 
The  piteous  images  renew  my  pain. 
And  all  thy  dangers  I  weep  o'er  again. 
But  on  the  maiden's  nipple  when  you  rid, 
Pray  Heav'n  'twas  all  a  wanton  maiden  did ! 
Glumdaiclitch  too  ! — with  thee  I  mourn  her  cafe  ; 
Heaven  guard  the  gentle  girl  from  all  difgrace  ! 
O  may  the  king  that  one  negledl  forgive. 
And  pardon  her  the  fault  by  which  I  live  ! 
Was  there  no  other  way  to  fet  him  free  ? 
My  life,  alas  I  1  fear,  prov'd  death  to  thee. 

O  teach  me,  dear,  new  words  to  fpeak  my  flame  I 
Teach  me  to  woo  thee  by  thy  beft-lov'd  name. 
Whether  the  ftyle  of  Grildrig  pleafe  thee  moft, 
So  call'd  on  Brobdingnag's  ftupendous  coaft. 
When  on  the  monarch's  ample  hand  you  fate. 
And  halloo'd  in  his  ear  intrigues  of  ftate ; 
Or  Quinbus  Fleftrin  more  endearment  brings, 
When  like  a  mountain  you  look'd  down  on  kings  j 
If  Ducal  Nardac,  Lilliputian  peer, 
Or  Glumblum's  humbler  title  footh  thy  ear ; 
Nay,  would  kind  JoVe  my  organs  fo  difpofe. 
To  hymn  harmonious  Houyhnbnm  through  the 

nofs, 
I'd  call  the  Houyhnbnm,  that  high-founding  name^ 
Thy  children's  nofes  all  Ihould  twang  the  fame. 
So  might  I  find  my  loving  fpoufe  of  courfe 
Endued  v/ith  all  the  virtues  of  a  horfe. 

EPISTLE    IX. 

BOUNCE    TO    FOP. 
From  a  Deg  at  Tiuhienham ,  io  a  Dog  at  Court, 

To  thee,  fweet  Fop,  thefe  lines  I  fend. 
Who,  though  no  fpaniel,  am  a  friend. 
Though  once  my  tail  in  v^anton  play. 
Now  friiking  this,  and  then  that  way, 
Chanc'd,  with  a  touch  of  juft  the  tip, 
To  hurt  your  lady-lap-dog-flijp  ; 
Yet  thence  to  think  I'd  bite  your  head  6fF, 
Sure  Bounce  is  one  you  never  read  of. 

Fop  1  you'can  dance,  and  make  a  leg, 
Can  fetch  and  carry,  cringe  and  beg ; 
And  (what's  the  top  of  all  your  tricks) 
Can  ftcop  to  pick  up  firings  and  fticlis. 
We  country  dogs  love  nobler  fport. 
And  fcorn  the  pranks  of  dogs  at  ciiurt, 
Fy,  naughty  Fop !  where'er  you  come 
To  fart  ahd  pifs  about  the  room. 
To  lay  your  head  in  every  lap. 
And  wlien  they  think  not  of  you — fnap  ', 
Th.e  worft  that  envy,  or  that  Ipite, 
E'er  fiiid  of  me  is,  I  can  bite  ; 
That  fturdy  vagrants,  rog'ues  in  rags, 
Who  poke  at  me,  can  make  no  brags ; 
And  that  to  touze  fuch  things  asjlutter, 
I'he  iioneft  Bounce  is  bread  and  blatter. 

While  you  and  every  courtly  fop 
Fawn  on  the  devil  for  a  chop  ; 
I've  the  humanity  to  hate 
A  butcher,  though  he  brings'm^meat : 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  have  a  nofc 
(Whatever  ftinking  fops  fuppofe) 
U  ij  * 
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That,  under  doth  of  gold  or  tiffuc, 

Can  fmell  a  plafter,  or  an  ifiue. 

Your  piiferintj  lord,  with  fimple  pride, 

May  wear  a  pick-lock  at  his  fide  :• 

My  mafter  wants  no  key  of  ftate, 

For  Bounce  can  keep  his  houfe  and  gate. 

When  all  fuch  dogfs  have  had  their  days, 
As  knavifti  Pams,  and  fawning  Trays  : 
iVhen  pami  er'd  Cupids,  beaftly  Veni's, 
And  motly,  fquinting  Harleqiiini's  *, 
Shall  lick  no  more  their  lady's  breech. 
But  die  of  loofenefs,  claps,  or  itch  ; 
Fair  Thames  from  either  echoing;  fhore 
Shall  hear  and  dread  my  manly  roar. 

See  Bounce,  like  Berecynthia  crown'd, 
"With  thunderinj);  offspring  all  around, 
Beneath,  befide  me,  and  at  top, 
A  hundred  fons  !  and  not  one  Fop. 
Before  my  children  fet  your  beef, 
>Iot  one  true  Bounce  will  be  a  thief; 
Not  one  without  permifiion  feed 

(Though  fomc  of  J 's  hungry  breed)  ; 

But  whatfoe'er  the  father's  race, 
¥rom  me  they  fuck  a  little  grace  : 
While  your  fine  whelps  learn  all  to  fteal, 
JBred  up  by  hand  on  chick  and  veal. 

My  eldeft-born  refides  not  far 
Where  fbines  great  Stafford's  glittering  ftar ; 
IMy  fecond  (child  of  fortune  ; )  waits 
At  Burlington's  Palladian  gates; 
A  third  majeftically  ftalks 
(Happieft  of  dogs)  in  Cobham's  walk-sl 
One  ufhers  friends  to  Bathurft's  door, 
One  fawns  at  Oxford's  on  the  poor. 

Nobles,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn, 
Wait  for  my  infants  yet  unborn. 
!None  but  a  peer  of  wit  and  grace 
Can  hope  a  puppy  of  my  race  : 
And,  oh  !  wotdd  fate  the  blifs  decree 
To  mine  (a  blifs  too  great  for  me). 
That  two  my  tailed  fons  might  grace. 
Attending  each  with  ftately  pace. 
Till. is'  fide,  as  erft  Evandcr'sf, 
To  keep  off  flatterers,  fpies,  and  panders; 
To  let  no  nrble  flave  ceme  near, 
And  fcare  Lord  Fannies  from  his  ear  : 
Then  might  a  royal  youth,  and  true, 

Injoy  at  leaft  a  friend or  two; 

A  tieafure,  which,  of  royal  kind. 

Few  but  himfelf  deferve  to  find  ; 

Then  Bounce  .  'tis  all  that  Bounce  can  crave) 

Shall  wag  her  tail  within  the  grave. 

And  though  no  doAors,  Whig  or  Tory  ones, 

Except  the  fccft  of  Pvthagoreans, 

Have  immortality  affign'd 

To  any  bcaft  but  Dryden's  hind  f : 

Yet  Mafttr  Pope,  whom  truth  and  fenfe 

Shall  call  their  friend  fome  ages  heiice. 

Though  now  on  loftier  themes  he  fings, 

Than  to  beflow  a  word  on  kings, 

*  ^lli  legunt  Harveijuini'j, 
•^  P'irg.  JEn.  viii. 

:>  "  A    milk-white   hind,    immortal   and   un- 
ghang'd."  Hind  and  I-'anther,  vcr,  I. 


-         \ 

acquire ;     ^ 


Has  fworn  by  Styx  *,  the  poet's  oath, 
And  dread  of  dogs  and  poets  both, 
Man  and  his  works  he'll  foon  renounce, 
And  roar  in  numbers  worthy  Bounce. 

EPISTLE   X. 

To  the  Learned  Ingenious  Author  f  o/""  Licentia  Po"' 
"  etica  Difcuffed,"  or,  the  "  True  Teft  of  Pc 
"  etry."   Written  in  1 709. 

The  vulgar  notion  of  poetic  fire 
Ts,  that  laborious  art  can  ne'er  afpire. 
Nor  conftant  ftudies  the  bright  bays  acquire  ;     ^    .1 
And  that  high  flights  the  unborn  bard  receives^ 
And  only  nature  the  due  laurel  gives  : 
But  you,  with  innate  fhining  flames  endow'd, 
To  wide  Caftalian  fprings  point  out  the  god; 
Through  your  perfpedlive  we  can  plainly  fee 
The  new-^ifcoverr'd  road  of  poetry ; 
To  fteep  Parnaffus  you  diredl  the  way 
So  fmooth,  that  venturous  travellers  cannot  flray, 
But  with  unerring  fteps  rough-  ways  difdain. 
And  by  you  led,  the  beauteous  fummit  gain. 
Where  polifh'd  lays  (hall  raife  their  growing  fames,. 
And  with  their  tuneful  guide  enrol  their  honour'd 
names. 

EPISTLE    XL 

To  my  Ingenious  and  IVorthy  Friend,  WlLLIAM 
LoWNDS,  Efq.  Author  of  that  Celebrated  Treatife, 
in  folio,  called  "  The  Land-Tax  Bill." 

When  poets  print  their  works,  the  fcribbling  crew 
Stick  the  bard  o'er  with  bays,  like  Chriftmas-pew» 
Can  meagre  poetry  fuch  fame  deferve  ? 
Can  poetry,  that  only  writes  to  flarve  ? 
And  fhall  no  laurel  deck  that  famous  head. 
In  which  the  fenate's  annual  law  is  bred  ? 
That  hoary  head,  which  greater  glory  fires. 
By  nobler  ways  and  means  true  fame  acquires. 
O  had  I  Virgil's  force,  to  fmgthe  man, 
Whofe  learned  lines  can  millions  raife /i?r  ann., 
Great  Lownds's  praife  fhould  fwell  the  trump  of 

fame, 
And  rapes  and  weapontake?  rcfound  his  name  1 

If  the  blind  poet  gain'd  a  long  renown 
By  finging  every  Grecian  chief  and  town  ; 
Sure  Lownds'sprofemuch  greater  fame  requires,' 
Which  fweetly  counts  five  thoufandkni 

fquires, 
Their  feat?,  their  cities,  parifhes,  and  fhir 

Thy  copious  preamble  fo  fmoothly  runs, 
Taxes  no  more  appear  like  legal  duns  :  [obey; 
Lords,  knights,  and  'fquires,  th'  affeffor's  power 
We  read  with  pleafurc,  though  with  pain  we  pay. 

Ah  !  why  did  Coningfby  thy  works  defame  ! 
That  author's  long  harangue  betrays  his  name. 
After  his  fpeeches  can  his  pen  fuccetd  ? 
Though  forc'd  to  hear,  we're  not  oblig'd  to  read. 

Under  what  fcience  fhall  thy  works  be  read? 
All  know  thou  wert  not  poet  born  and  bred. 

*  Orig.  Sticks  ;  purpofely  mis-ffelt,  io  make  it  "  th<J 
"  dread  of  I'ogs  " 


Bvn  ; 

5  requires, 1^ 

lights  and  f 

fhires.        3 


\  Dr.  William  Coivard, 
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0r  doft  thou  boaft  th'  hiftorian's  lafting  pen, 
Whofe  annals  are  the  afts  of  worthy  men  ? 
No.   Satire  is  thy  talent ;  and  each  lafh 
Makes  the  rich  mifer  tremble  o'er  his  cafh. 
What  on  the  drunkard  can  be  more  fevere. 
Than  direful  taxes  on  his  ale  and  beer  ? 

Ev'n  Button's  wits  are  nought,  compar'd  to  thee, 
"Who  ne'er  were  known  or  prais'd  but  o'er  his 
tea ;  [fpread, 

While   thou   through  Britain's  diftant  iflc  Ihalt 
In  every  hundred  and  divifion  read. 
Critics  in  clafTics  aft  interpolate, 
But  every  word  of  thine  is  fix'd  as  fate. 
Some  works  come  forth  at  morn,  but  die  at  night. 
In  blazing  fringes  round  a  tallow-light. 
Some  may  perhaps  to  a  whole  week  extend, 
Like  Steele  (when  unaffifled  by  a  friend)  : 
But  thou  (halt  live  a  yezr,  in  fpite  of  fate  ; 
And  where's  your  author  boails  a  longer  date  ? 
Poets  of  old  had  I'uch  a  wond'rou    power, 
That  with  their  verfes  they  could  raife  a  tower  : 
But  in  thy  profe  a  greater  force  is  found  ; 
What  poet  ever  rais'd  ten  thoufand  pound  ? 
Cadsnus,  by  fowing  dragons  teeth,  we  read, 
Rais'd  a  vail  army  from  the  poifoi'ous  feed. 
Thy  labours,  Lownds,  can  greater  wonders  do  ; 
Thou  raifeft  armies  and  canft  pay  them  too. 
Truce  with  thy  dreaded  pen  ;  thy  annals  ceafe  ; 
Why  need  we  armies  when  the  land's  in  peace  ? 
Soldiers  are  perfedl  devils  in  their  way  ;  [lay. 

When  once  they're  rais'd,  they're  curfed  hard  to 

EPISTLE    XII. 

To  a  young  Lady,  ivlth  fami  Lampreys, 

With  lovers  'twas  of  old  the  fafhion 

By  prefents  to  convey  their  paffion ; 

"No  matter  what  the  gift  they  fent, 

The  lady  law  that  love  was  meant. 

Fair  Atalanta,  as  a  favour, 

Took  the  boar's  head  her  hero  gave  her ; 

Nor  could  the  briflly  thing  affront  her; 

'Twas  a  fit  prefent  from  a  hunter. 

When  'fquires  fend  woodcocks  to  the  dame. 

It  ferves  to  fhow  their  abfent  flame. 

Some  by  a  fnip  of  woven  hair. 

In  poefy'd  lockets,  bribe  the  fair. 

How  many  mercenary  matches 

Hive  fprungfrom  diamond-rings  and  watches  ? 

But  hold — a  ring,  a  watch,  a  locket, 

Would  drain  at  once  a  poet's  pocket ; 

He  ftiould  fend  fongs  that  coft  him  nought, 

Nor  ev'n  be  prodigal  of  thought. 

Why  then  fend  lampreys  ?   Fye,  for  fhame  ! 
'Twill  fee  a  virgin's  blood  on  flame. 
This  to  fifteen  a  proper  gift ! 
It  might  lend  fixry-tive  a  lift. 

I  know  your  maiden  aunt  will  fcold, 
And  think  my  prefent  fomewhat  bold. 
I  fee  her  lift  her  hands  and  eyes  : 
"  What :  eat  it,  niece  ;  eat  Spanifli  flies ! 
"  Lamprey's  a  moft  immodeft  diet  ; 
"  You'll  neither  wake  nor  fleep  in  quiet. 
"  Should  I  to-night  eat  Sago-cream, 

«  'T^yould  make  me  blulh  to  tell  my  dream : 


"  If  I  eat  lobfter,  'tis  fo  warming, 
"  That  every  man  I  fee  looks  charming. 
"  Wherefore  had  not  the  filthy  fellow 
"  Laid  Rochefter  upon  your  pillow  ? 
"  I  vow  and  fwear,  I  think  the  prefent 
"  Had  been  as  modeft  and  as  decent. 

"  Who  has  her  virtue  in  her  power  ? 
"  Each  day  has  its  unguarded  hour  ; 
"  Always  in  danger  of  undoing, 
''  A  prawn,  a  flirimp,  may  prove  our  ruin  i 

"  The  fhepherdefs,  who  lives  on  fallad, 
"  To  cool  her  youth,  controuls  her  palate. 
"  Should  Dian's  maids  turn  liquorifh  livers, 
"  And  of  huge  lampreys  rob  the  rivers, 
"  Then,  all  befide  each  glade  and  vifto, 
''  You'd  fee  nymphs  lying  like  Califto. 

"  The  man,  who  meant  to  heat  your  blood, 
"  Needs  no-  himfelf  fuch  vicious  food — " 

111  this,  I  own,  your  aunt  is  clear, 
I  fent  you  what  I  well  might  fpare  ; 
For,  when  I  fee  you  (without  joking), 
Your  eyes,  lips,  brealls,  are  fo  provoking, 
They  fet  my  heart  more  cock-a-hoop, 
Than  could  whole  feas  of  craw-fifh  foup. 

EPISTLE    Xm. 

To  a  Lady,  on  her  PaJJionfor  Old  Chinst 

What  ecftafies  her  bofom  fire  I 
How  her  eyes  languifli  with  dcfire  ! 
How  blefl,  how  hcippy,  fhould  I  be. 
Were  that  fond  glance  bellow'd  on  me  \ 
New  doubts  and  fe^rs  within  me  war  : 
What,  rival's  near  .'  a  china  jar. 

China's  the  pafiion  of  her  foul : 
A  cup,  a  plate,  a  difh,  a  bowl, 
Can  kindle  wiihes  in  her  breaft, 
Inflame  with  joy,  or  break  her  reft. 

Some  gems  collecft,  fome  medals  prize, 
And  view  the  ruft  with  lovers  eyes ; 
Some  court  the  ftars  at  midnight  hours; 
Some  doat  on  nature's  charms  in  flowers  : 
But  every  beauty  I  can  trace 
In  Laura's  mind,  in  Laura's  face  ; 
My  ftars  are  in  this  brighter  fpherc. 
My  lily  and  my  rofe  is  here. 

Philofophers,  more  grave  than  wife, 
Hunt  fcience  down  in  butterflies ; 
Or,  fondly  poring  on  a  fpider. 
Stretch  human  contemplation  wider. 
Foffils  give  joy  to  Galen's  foul ; 
He  digs  for  knowledge,  like  a  mole  ; 
In  fliells  fo  learn'd,  that  all  agree 
No  tifli  that  fwims  knows  more  than  he ! 
In  fuch  purfuics  if  wifdom  lies. 
Who,  Laura,  fhall  thy  tafte  defpife  .? 

Where  1  fome  antique  jar  behold, 
Or  white,  or  blue,  or  fpeck'd  with  gold  ; 
Veffels  fo  pure,  and  fo  refin'd, 
Appear  the  types  of  womankind  : 
Arc  they  not  valued  for  their  beauty. 
Too  fair,  too  fine,  for  houfehold  duty  .' 
With  flowers,  and  gold,  and  azure,  dy'd. 
Of  f  very  houfc  the  grace  and  pride  I 
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How  vrhite.  how  polidi'd  is  their  /kin, 
And  valued  mod  when  only  feen  1 
She,  who  before  was  hijheft  priz'd. 
Is  for  a  crack  or  flaw  ciefpift'd. 
I  grant  they're  frail;   yet  they're  fo  rare, 
The  treafure  cannot  coll  too  dear  ! 
But  msn  h  made  <[  coarfer  ftuff, 
And  ferves  convenience  well  enough ; 
He's  a  ftrong  earthen  vefiel,  made 
For  drudging,  labour,  toil,  and  trade  ; 
And,  when  wives  lofe  their  other  felt, 
With  eafe  ;hey  bear  the  lofs  of  pelf. 

Hulbands,  more  covetcus  than  fage. 
Condemn  this  china-buying  rage ; 
They  count  that  woman's  prudence  little. 
Who  fcts  her  heart  on  things  fo  brittle. 
But  are  tliofe  wife  men's  inclinations 
Frx'd  on  more  ftrong,  more  fure  foundations  ? 
If  all  that's  frail  we  muil  defpife, 
Ko  human  view  or  fcheme  is  wife. 
Are  not  Ambition's  hopes  as  weak  ? 
They  fwell  like  bubbles,  ftiine,  and  break. 
A  courtier's  prcmife  is  fo  flight, 
'Tis  made  at  noon,  and  broke  9t  night. 
What  pleafure's  fure  .'  The  mifs  you  keep 
Breaks  both  your  fortune  and  ynur  lltep. 
The  man  who  loves  a  country  life 
Breaks  all  the  comfcits  of  his  wife  ; 
And,  if  he  quit  hU  farm  and  piongh. 
His  wife  in  town  moy  break  her  vow. 
Love,  Laura,  love,  while  youth  is  warm, 
For  each  new  winter  breaks  a  charm  ; 
And  woman's  not  like  china  fold. 
But  cheaper  grows  in  growing  old  ; 
Then  quickly  choofe  the  prudent  pait, 
Or  eifc  you  break  a  faithful  heart. 

EPISTLE    XIV. 
J'    On  a  Mifcellanyof  Pottr.i.     Ta  Bernard  Linioti. 

"  Ipfa  varietate  tectamus  efficere  ut  alia  aliis,  qui- 
*'  dam  fortafle  omnibus  placeant."  Plin.  Epift. 

As  when  fome  fjtilfal  cook,  to  pleafe  each  gueH, 

Vrould  in  one  mixture  comprehend  a  feaft, 

With  due  proportion  and  judicious  care 

He  fills  h:»  dilh  with  different  forts  of  fare, 

Fifliesand  fowls  delicioufly  unite. 

To  fcaft  at  once  the  tafte,  the  fmell,  and  fight. 

So,  Bernard,  muft  a  mifcellany  be 
Compounded  of  all  kinds  of  poetry  ; 
The  mufes  olio,  which  all  taftes  may  fit, 
And  treat  each  reader  with  his  darlii-g  wit. 

Wouid'ft  thou  for  mifccllanies  ralfe  thy  fame. 
And  bravely  rival  Jacob's  mighty  name, 
Let  all  the  mufes  in  the  piece  confpire  ; 
The  lyric  bard  muft  ftrike  th'  harmonious  lyre  ; 
Heroic  flrains  muft  here  and  there  be  found. 
And  nervous  ftnfe  be  fung  in  lofty  found; 
Let  elegy  in  moving  numbers  flew. 
And  fill  fome  pages  with  melodious  woe  ; 
Let  not  your  an-.orous  fongs  too  numerous  prove, 
Nor  glut  thy  reader  with  abundant  love  ; 
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Satire  mufl:  interfere,  whcfe  pointed  rage 

May  lafh  the  madnefs  of  a  vicious  age  ; 

Satire  !  the  mufe  that  never  fails  to  hit. 

For  if  there's  fcandal,  to  be  fure  there's  wit. 

Tire  not  our  patience  with  Pindaric  lays, 

Thofe  fwell  the  piece,  but  very  rarely  pleafe  ; 

Let  fliort-breath'd  epigram  its  force  confine. 

And  ftrike  at  follies  in  a  iingle  line.  [fown, 

Tranflations    fliould    throughout    the    work    be 

And  Ho'ner's  godlike  nrufe  be  made  our  own ; 

Horace  in  ufeful  numbers  fliould  be  fung. 

And  Virgil's  thoughts  adorTi  the  Britifli  tongue. 

Let  Ovid  tell  Corinna's  hard  difdain. 

And  at  her  door  in  melting  notes  complain; 

His  tender  accents  pitying  virgins  move, 

And  charm  the  lift,ening  ear  with  tales  of  love. 

Let  every  claflic  in  the  volume  fliine. 

And  each  contribute  to  thy  great  defign; 

Through  various  fubjecfls  let  the  reader  range, 

And  raife  his  fancy  with  a  grateful  change. 

Variety's  the  fource  of  joy  below. 

From  whence  ftill  frefti  revolving  pleafures  flow. 

In  b:>ok5  and  love,  the  mind  one  end  purfues, 

Ard  only  change  th*  expiring  flame  renews. 

Where  Buckingham  will  condefcend  to  give. 
That  honour'd  piece  to  diftant  times  muft  live; 
When  noble  Sheffield  llrikesthe  trembling  ftrings. 
The  little  loves  rejoice,  and  clap  their  wings  ; 
Anacreon  lives,  they  cry,  th'  harmonious  fwain ' 
Reiunes  the  lyre,  and  tries  his  wonted  ftrain, 
'Tis  he — our  loft:  Anacreon  lives  again. 
But,  when  th'  iliuftrious  poet  foars  above 
The  fportive  revels  of  the  God  of  Love, 
Like  Maro's  mufe,  he  takes  a  loftier  flight, 
And  towers  beyond  the  wondering  Cupid's  fight. 

If  thou  would'fi  have   thy  volume  ftand  the 
teft, 
And  of  all  others  be  reputed  beft. 
Let  Congreve  teach  the  liftening  groves  to  mourn. 
As  when  he  wept  o'er  fair  Paftora's  urn. 

Let  Prior's  mufe  with  foftening  accents  move, 
Soft  as  the  ftrains  of  conftant  Emma's  love  : 
Or  let  his  fancy  choofe  fome  jovial  theme. 
As  when  he  told  Hans  Carvel's  jealous  dream  ; 
Prior  th'  admiring  reader  entertains 
With  Chaucer's  humour,  andwithSpenfer'sftrains. 

Waller  in  Granville  lives;  when  Mira  fings. 
With    Waller's   hand   he    ftrikes    the    founding 

firings, 
With  fprightly  turns  his  noble  genius  fiiines, 
And  manly  fenfe  adorns  his  eafy  lines. 

On  Addifou's  fweet  lays  attention  wait^. 
And  filence  guards  the  place  while  he  repeats  ; 
His  mufe  alike  on  every  fubjedl  charms, 
Whether  fhe  paints  the  god  of  love,  or  arms : 
In  him  pathetic  Ovid  fings  again. 
And  Homer's  Iliad  fhines  in  his  campaign. 

Whenever  Garth  Ihall  raife  his  fprightly  fong, 
Senfe  flows  in  eafy  numbers  from  his  tongue  ; 
Great  Phcbus  in  his  learned  fon  we  fee. 
Alike  in  phyfic,  as  in  poetry. 

When  Pope's  harmonious  mufe  Y^ith  pleafurc  • 
rove?,  [grove*, 

Amids  the  plains,  the  murmuring  flreams,  and 
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Ih'd  ears,  T 
lis  years,  > 
:ars.  j 


Attentive  echo,  pleas'd  to  hear  his  fongs, 
"through  the  glad  fhade  each  warbling  note  pro- 
longs; 
His  various  numbers  charm  our  ravilh'd  ears. 
His  fteady  judgment  far  out-flioofs  hi 
And  early  in  the  youth  the  god  appear^ 

From  thefe  fuccefsful  bards  colk6l  thy  ftrains; 
And  praife  with  profit  (hall  reward  thy  pains : 
Then,  while  calves-ieather-binding  bears  the  fway. 
And  flieep-lkin  to  its  flecker  glofs  gives  way  ; 
While  neat  old  Elzevir  is  reckon'd  better 
Than    Pirate    Hill's  brown    flieets   and    fcurvy 

letter ; 
While  print  admirers  careful  Aldus choofe, 
Before  John  Morphew,  or  the  weekly  news ; 
So  long  fliall  live  thy  praife  in  books  of  fame, 
And  Tonfon  yield  to  Lintott's  lofty  name. 


EPISTLE    XV, 


To  the  niojl  honourabla  ihe  Earl  of  Oxford,   the  Lord 
High  Treafurer , 

The  Epigrammatical  Petition  of  your  Lordlhip's 
moft  humble  Servant, 

John  Gay. 

I'm  no  more  to  converfe  with  the  fwains. 

But  go  where  fine  people  refort  : 
One  can  live  without  money  on  plains, 

But  never  without  it  at  court. 

If  when  with  the  fwains  I  did  gambol, 

I  array'd  me  in  fdver  and  blue  ; 
When  abroad  and  in  courts  I  {hall  ramble. 

Pray,  my  lord,  how  much  money  will  do  ? 


ECLOGUES. 


THE   BIRTH    OF   THE    S  QJJ  I  R  B. 

In  Imitation  of  the  PoUio  of  Virgil. 

Ye  fy Ivan  mufes,  loftier  ftrains  recite  : 
Not  at  all  in  fhades  and  humble  cots  delight. 
Hark!   the  bells  ring;  along  the  diftant  grounds 
The  drivijig  gales  convey  the  fwelling founds; 
Th'  attentive  fwain,  forgetful  of  his  work, 
With  gaping  wonder,  leans  upon  hij  fork. 
What  fudden  news  alarms  the  waking  morn  ? 
To  the  glad  Squire  a  hopeful  heir  is  born. 
Mourn,  mourn,  ye  flags,  and  all  ye  beafts  of  chafe  ; 
This  hour  deftrudion  brings  on  all  your  race  : 
See  the  pleas'd  tenants  duteous  ofrerings  bear. 
Turkeys  and  geefe,  and  grocer's  fweeteft  ware  ; 
With  the  new  health  the  ponderous  tankard  flows. 
And  old  Odober  reddens  every  nofe. 
Beagles  and  fpaniels  round  his  cradle  ftand, 
Kifs  his  moift  lip,  and  gently  lick  his  hand. 
He  joys  to  hear  the  flirill  horn's  echoing  founds. 
And  learns  to  lifp  the  names  of  all  the  hounds. 
With  frothy  ale  to  make  his  cup  o'erflow, 
Barley  Ihail  in  paternal  acres  grow; 
The  bee  fliali  fip  the  fragrant  Atw  from  flowers, 
To  give  methcglit)  for  his  morning-hours ; 
For  him  the  clnllering  hop  fhaji  climb  the  poles. 
And  his  own  orchard  fparkle  in  his  bowls. 

His  fire's  exploits  he  now  with  wonder  hears. 
The  .monllrous  tales  indulge  his  greedy  ears ; 
How,  when  youth  flrung  his  nerves  and  watm'd 

his  veins, 
He  rode  the  mighty  Nimrod  of  the  plains. 
He  leads  the  flaring  infant  through  the  liall, 
Points  out  the  horny  fpoils  that  grace  the  v;all ; 
Tells,  how  this  flag  through  three  whole  counties 

fled. 
What  rivers  fwam,  wherebay'd,and  where  he  bled. 
Now  he  the  wonders  of  the  fox  repeats, 
Defcribes  the  dcfperatc  chafe,  and  all  his  cheats ; 


How  in  one  day,  beneath  his  furious  fpeed. 
He  tir'd  feven  courfersof  the  fleeteft  breed  ; 
How  high  the  pale  he  leap'd,  how  wide  the  ditch, 
When  the  hound  tore  the  haunches  of  the  *  witch! 
Thefe  flories,  which  defcend  from  fon  to  fon. 
The  forward  boy  fliall  one  day  make  his  own. 

Ah,  too  fond  mother,  think  the  time  draws  nigh. 
That  calls  the  darling  from  thy  tender  eye  ; 
How  fhall  his  fpirit  brook  the  rigid  rules. 
And  the  long  tyranny  of  grammarfchools? 
Let  younger  brothers  o'er  dull  authors  plod,       ' 
Lafh'd  into  Latin  by  the  tingling  rod  ; 
No,  let  him  never  feel  that  fmart  di!'grace  : 
Why  fhould  he  wifer  prove  than  all  his  race  ? 
When  ripening  youth  with  down  o'erlhadcs  his 

chin,^ 
And  every  female  eye  incites  to  fin  ; 
The  milk-maid  'thoughtkfs  of  her  future  fliame) 
With  fmacking  lip  fliall  raife  bis  guilty  flame ; 
The  dairy,  barn,  the  hay-ioft,  and  the  grove. 
Shall  oft  be  corifcious  of  their  flolen  love. 
I*-  .t  think,  Priicilla,  on  that  dreadful  time, 
When  pangsand  watery  qualms iliall own  thycrime. 
How  wilt  thou  tremble  when  thy  nipple's  preft, 
To  fee  the  white  drops  bathe  thy  fwelling  breafl  1 
Nino  moons  fliall  publicly  divulge  thy  fliame, 
And  the  young  Iquire  foreflall  a  father's  name. 

When  twice  twelve  times  the  reaper's  fvvecping 
hand 
With  levell'd  harvefls  has  beflrovv-n  the  land  ; 
On  fani'd  tJt.  Hubert's  feafl,  his  winding  horn 
Shall  cheer  the  joyful  hound,  and  wake  the  morn: 
This  memorable  day  his  eager  fpeed 
Shall  urge  with  bloody  heel  the  rifing  fteed. 
O  check  the  foamy  bit,  nor  tempt  thy  fate, 
Think  on  the  murders  of  a  five-bar  gate  ! ' 


*    The  moji  common  accident  to  fportfmtn ^  to  hunt  a 
•witch  in  thejl.a^e  of  a  hare. 
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Yet,  prodigal  of  life,  the  leap  he  tries, 
Low  in  the  duft  his  groveling  honour  lies. 
Headlong  he  falls,  and  on  the  rugged  ftone 
DJftorts  his  neck,  and  cracks  the  collar-bone. 
O  venturous  youth,  thy  thirfl  of  game  allay : 
May'ft  thou  furvive  the  peril*  of  this  day  1 
He  fliall  furvive  ;  and  in  late  years  be  fent 
To  fnore  away  debates  in  parliament. 

The  time  fiiall  come,  when  his  more  folid  fenfe 
With  nod  important  fhall  the  laws  difpenfe ; 
A  Juftice  with  grave  Juftices  fhall  fit ; 
He  praife  their  wifdom,  they  admire  his  wit. 
No  greyhound  fhall  attend  the  tenant's  pace, 
No  rufty  gun  thie  farmer's  chimney  grace  ; 
Salmons  fhall  leave  their  covers  void  of  fear, 
Kor  dread  the  thievifli  net  or  triple  fpear; 
Poachers  fhall  tremble  at  his  awful  name,  [game. 
Whom  vengeance    now   o'ertakes   for   murder'd 

AfTift  me,  Bacchus,  and  ye  drunken  powers, 
To'fing  his  friendlhips  and  his  midnight  hours  ! 

Why  doft  thou  glory  in  thy  ftrength  of  beer, 
jFirmcork'd  and  niellow'd  till  the  twentieth  year; 
Erew'd,  or  when  Phoebus  warms  the  fleecy  fign, 
Or  when  his  languid  rays  in  Scorpio  fhine  ? 
Thick  on  the  mifchiefs  which,  from  hence  have 

fprung '. 
tt  arms  with  curfei  dire  the  wrathful  tongue  ; 
3?oul  fcandal  to  the  lying  lip  affords, 
And  prompts  the  memory  with  injurious  words. 
O  where  is  wifdom  when  by  this  o'erpower'd  ? 
The  (late  is  cenfur'd,  and  the  maid  deflower'd  ! 
•And  wilt  thou  ftill,  O  Squire,  brew  ale  fo  ftrong  ? 
Hear  then  the  didates  of  prophetic  fong. 

Methinks  I  fee  him  in  his  hall  appear, 
Where  the  long  table  floats  in  clammy  beer,  > 

'Midft  mugs  and  glalTes  fhatter'd  o'er  the  floor, 
Dead  drunk,  his  fervile  crew  fupinely  fnore  ; 
Triumphant,  o'er  the  proftrate  brutes  he  (lands, 
The  mighty  bumper  trembles  in  his  hands ; 
Boldly  he  drinks,  and,  like  his  glorious  fires. 
In  copious  gulps  of  potent  ale  expires. 

THE    TOILETTE, 

A  TOWN   ECLOCnE. 

Kow  twenty  fpriags  had  cloth'd  the  park  v^ith 

green,  ,      ■■    '  • 

Since  Lydia  knew  the  blolTom  of  fifteen  ; 
Ho  loveis  now  her  morning  hours  moltfl, 
And  catch  her  at  her  toilette  half  undreft ; 
'J  he  thundering  knocker  wakes  the  (Ireet  no  more, 
Ko  chair;-,  no  coaches,  crowd  her  fileiit  door  ; 
Her  midnights  once  at  cards  and  hazard  fled, 
WJiich  row,  ala«  !  (he  dreams  away  in  bed. 
Around  her  wait  Ihocks,  monkeys,  and  muckaws, 
To  fill  the  place  of  fops  and  petjur'd  beaui; 
In  thefc  fhe  views  the  mimickry  of  man, 
And  fmiles  when  grinning  Pug  gallants  her  fan  ; 
When  Poll  repeats,  the  founds  decive  her  ear 
(For  found?  l.ke  his  once  told  her  Damon's  care)  ; 
With  tliefe  alone  her  tedioufc  mornings  pafs  ; 
Or,  at  ll'.e  dumb  dcvorion  of  her  glafs, 
She  fmooths  her  blow,  and  frizzles  forth  her  hairs. 
And  fancies  yodthful  drcfs  gives  youthful  airs; 


With  crlmfon  wool  fhe  fixes  every  grace, 
That  not  a  blulh  can  difcompofc  her  face. 
Reclin'd  upon  her  arm,  (lie  penfive  fate, 
And  curs'd  th'  incohQancy  of  youth  too  late. 

O  youth  I  O  fpring  of  life  1  for  ever  loft  '. 
No  more  my  name  (hall  reign  the  favourite  toafl} 
On  glafs  no  more  the  diamond  grave  my  name. 
And  rhymes  mif-fpelt  record  a  lover's  flam^  : 
Nor  (hall  fide-boxes  watch  my  reftlefs  eyes, 
And,ai  they  catch  the  glance,  in  rows  arife 
With  humble  bows ;  nor  white  lov'd  beaux  en- 
croach 
In  crowds  behind,  to  guari  me  to  my  coach. 
Ah,  haplefs  nymph  !  fuch  conquefts  are  no  more ; 
For  Chloe's  now  what  Lydia  was  before  1 

'Tis  true,  this  Chloe  boafts  the  peach's  bloom. 
But  does  her  nearer  whifper  breathe  perfume  i 
I  own,  her  taper  fhape  is  form'd  to  pleafe. 
Yet  if  you  faw  her  unconfin'd  by  ftays  ! 
She  doubly  to  fifteen  may  make  pretence ; 
Alike  we  read  it  in  her  face  and  fenfe. 
Her  reputation  !  but  that  never  yet 
Could  check  the  freedoms  of  a  young  coquette. 
Why  will  ye  then,  vain  fops,  her  eyes  believe  i 
Her  eyes  can,  like  your  perjur'd  tongues,  deceive.- 

What  (hall  1  do .'  how  fpcnd  the  hajeful  day  ? 
At  chapel  (hall  I  wear  the  morn  away  ? 
Who  there  frequents  at  thefe  unniodifh  hours, 
But  ancient  matrons  with  their  frizzled  towers, 
And  gray  religious  maids?  My  prefence  there 
Amid  that  fober  train  would  own  defpair  ; 
Nor  am  I  yet  fo  old ;  nor  is  my  glance 
As  yet  fixt  wholly  to  devotion's  trance.        [sange 

Straight  then  I'll  drefs,  and  take  my  wonted 
Through  every  Indian  (hop  through  all  the  Change; 
M'here  the  tall  jar  erecSs  his  coftly  pride, 
Vv'ith  antic  (hapes  in  china's  azure  dy'd  ; 
There  cartlefs  lies  the  rich  brocade  unroll'd ; 
Here  (bines  a  cabinet  with  burnifh'd  gold  : 
But  then  remembrance  will  my  grief  renew, 
Twas  there  the  rafiling  dice  falfe  Damon  threw; 
The  rafiling  dice  to  him  decide  the  prize  ; 
'Twas  there  he  firft  convers'd  with  Chloe's  eyes. 
Hence  fprung  th'  ill-fated  caufe  of  all  my  fmart ; 
To  me  the  toy  he  gave,  to  her  his  heart. 
But  fonn  thy  perjury  in  the  gift  was  found. 
The  (hiver'd  china  dropt  upon  the  ground ; 
Sure  omen  that  thy  vows  would  faithlefs  prove  ; 
Frail  was  thy  prefent,  frailer  is  thy  love. 

O  happy  Poll,  in  wiry  poifon  pent ; 
Thou  ne'er  haft  known  what  love  or  rivals  meant. 
And  Pug  with  pleafure  can  his  fetters  bear, 
Who  ne'er  believ'd  the  vows  that  lovers  fwcar  1 
How  am  I  curft  (^unhajpy  and  forlorn) 
With  perjury,  with  love,  and  rival's  fcorn  I 
Falfe  are  the  loofe  coquette's  inveigling  airs, 
Falfe  is  the  pompous  grief  of  youthful  heirs, 
Falfe  is  the  cringing  courtier's  plighted  word, 
Faife  are  the  dice  when  gamefters  (lamp  the  board  j 
Falfe  is  the  fprightly  widow's  public  tear; 
Yet  thefe  to  Damon's  oaths  are  all  fincere. 

Fly  from  perfidious  man,  the  fcx  difdain; 
Let  fervile  Chloe  wear  the  nuptial  chain. 
Damon  is  pradtis'd  in  the  modiih  life, 
Can  hate,  and  yet  be  civil  to  a,  wife. 
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He  games ;  he  fwears ;  he  drioks ;  he  fights ;  he 
roves ; 

Yet  Chloe  can  believe  he  fondly  loves. 
Miftrefs  and  wife  can  well  fupply  his  need ; 
A  niifs  for  pleafure,  and  a  wife  for  bread. 
But  Chloc's  air  is  unconfin'd  and  gay. 
And  can  perhaps  an  injur'd  bed  repay  ; 
Perhaps  her  patient  temper  can  behold 
The  rival  of  her  love  adorn'd  with  gold. 
Powder'd  with  diamonds;  free  from  thought  and 

care, 
A  huiband's  fuUen  humours  (he  can  bear,     [eyes  ? 

Why  are  thefe  fobs  ?  and  why  thefe  flreaming 
Is  love  the  caufe  ?  No,  1  the  fex  defpife  ; 
I  hate,  I  lothe  his  bafe  perfidious  name. 
Y^'if  he  fhould  but  feign  a  rival  flame  ? 
But  Chloe  boafls  and  triumphs  in  my  pains ; 
To  her  he's  faithful,  'tis  to  mc  he  feigns. 

Thus  love-fick  Lydia  rav'd.  Her  maid  appears; 
A  band-box  in  her  fleady  hand  fhe  bears. 
How  well  this  ribband's  glofs  becomes  your  face  ; 
She  cries,  in  raptuaes  ;  then,  fo  fweet  a  lace! 
How  charmingly  you  look  !   fo  bright !  fo  fair  I 
*Tis  to  your  eyes  the  head-drefs  owes  its  air. 
Straight  Lydia  fmil'd  ;  the  conib  adjufts  her  locks 
And  at  the  playhoufe  Harry  keeps  her  box. 

THE  TEA-TABLE, 

A  TOWN   ECLOGUE. 

Doris   and  Melanthe. 
Saint  James's  noon-day  bell  for  prayers  hadtoU'd, 
And  coaches  to  the  patron's  levee  roU'd, 
When  Doris  rofe.  And  now  through  all  the  room 
From  flowery  tea  exhales  a  fragrant  fume. 
Cup  after  cup  they  fipt,  and  talk'd  by  fits, 
For  Doris  here,  and  there  Melanthe  fits. 
Doris  was  young,  a  laughter-loving  dame, 
Nice  of  her  own  alike  and  others'  fame  : 
Melanthe's  tongue  could  well  a  tale  advance, 
And  fooner  gave  than  funk  a  circumftancc ; 
Lock'd  in  her  memory,  fecrets  never  dy'd. 
Doris  begun  :  Melanthe  thusreply'd. 

Doris. 
Sylvia  the  vain  fantaftic  fop  admires ; 
The  rake's  loofe  gallantry  her  bofom  fires : 
Sylvia  like  that  is  vain,  like  this  fhe  roves; 
In  liking  them,  fhe  but  herfelf  approves. 

Melanth:. 
Laura  rails  on  at  men,  the  fex  reviles, 
Their  vice  condemns,  or  at  their  folly  fmiles. 
Why  fhould  her  tongue  in  juft  refentment  fail. 
Since  men  at  her  with  equal  freedom  rail  I 

Doris, 
Laft  mafquerade  was  Sylvia  nymph-like  feen, 
Her  hand  a  crook  fuftain'd,  her  drefs  was  green; 
An  amorous  ftiephcrd  led  her  through  the  crowd, 
The  nymph  was  innocent,  the  fhepherd  vow'd; 
But  fiymphs  their  innocence  with  (hephcrds  truft; 
So  both  withdrew,  as  nymph  and  fhepherd  muft. 

Mdantbe. 
Name  but  the  licence  of  the  modern  ftagc, 
Laura  takes  fire,  and  kindles  into  rage; 
The  whining  tragic  love  Ihe  fcarce  can  bear. 
But  nau&ous  comedy  ne'er  ihock'd  her  ear ; 


Yet,  in  the  gallery  mobb'd,  (he  fits  fecure, 
And  laughs  at  jefts  that  turn  the  box  demure. 

Doris. 
Truft  not,  ye  ladies,  to  your  beauty's  power, 
For  beauty  withers  like  a  fhrivel'd  flower  ; 
Yet  thofe  fair  flowers,  that  Sylvia's  temples  bind, 
Fade  not  with  fudden  blights  or  winter's  wind  ; 
Like  thofe,  her  face  defies  the  roliing  years  ; 
For  art  her  rofes  and  her  charms  repairs. 

Melanthe. 
Laura  defpifes  every  outward  grace, 
The  wanton  fpaikling  eye,  the  blooming  face; 
The  beauties  of  the  foul  are  all  her  pride. 
For  other  beauties  nature  has  deny'd  : 
If  affcvSlation  fhow  a  beauteous  mind. 
Lives  there  a  man  to  Laura's  merits  blind  ? 

Deris. 
Sylvia  be  fure  defies  the  town's  reproach, 
Whofe  difiiabille  is  foil'd  in  hackne^i  coach"; 
What  though  the  fafli  was  clos'd,  mull  wc  co%' 

elude. 
That  (he  was  yielding,  when  her  fop  was  lude  ? 

Melanthe. 
Laura  learnt  caution  at  too  dear  a  coft, 
What  fair  could  e'er  retrieve  her  honour  Ibft  ? 
Secret  (he  loves ;   and  who  the  nymph  can  blarney 
Who  durft  not  own  a  footman's  vulgar  flame  \ 

Doris, 
Though  Laura's  homely  rafte  defcends  fo  low ; 
Her  footman  well  may  vie  with  Sylvia's  beau. 

Melanthe. 
Yet  why  fhould  Laura  think  it  a  difgrace, 
When    proud  Miranda's  groom  wears  Flanders 
lace  ? 

•  Doris. 

What  though  for  mufic  Cynthio  boafts  an  ear  J 
Robin  perhaps  can  hum  an  opera  air. 
Cynthio  can  bow,  takes  fnuff,  and  dances  well ; 
Robin  talks  common-fenfe,  can  write  and  fpcll. 
Sylvia's  vain  fancy  drefs  and  (how  admires; 
But  'tis  the  man  alone  whom  Laura  fires. 

Mdanthe. 
Plato's' wife  morals  Laura's  foul  improve  : 
And  this,  no  doubt,  muft  be  Platonic  love  I 
Her  foul  to  generous  adts  was  ftill  inclin'd. 
What  (hows  more  virtue  than  an  humble  mind  ? 

Doris. 
What  though  young  Sylvia  love  the  park's  cool 

(hade, 
And  wander  in  the  du(k  the  fecret  ghde  ? 
Mafqu'd  and  alone  (by  chance)  (he  met  her  fparkj 
That  innocence  is  weak  which  fhuns  the  dark. 

Melanthe. 
But  Laura  for  her  flame  has  no  pretence ; 
Her  footman  is  a  footman  too  in  lenfe. 
All  prudes  I  hate  ;  and  thrifc  are  rightly  curft 
With  fcandal's  double  loao,   -ho  ceiifure  firft. 

Doris. 
And  what  if  Cynthio  Sylvia's  garte"-  ty'd  ? 
Who  fuch  a  foot  and  fuch  a  leg  would  hide ; 
When  crook-kneed  Phyllis  can  expofe  to  view 
Her  gold-clock'd  ;>ocking,  and  her  tawdry  (hoc  \ 

elanthe 
If  pure  devotion  centre  in  the  face, 
If  cecfuring  others  ft^ow  intrinfic  gracsj 
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If  guilt  to  public  freedoms  be  combin'd, 
Prudes  (all  muft  ov.n)  are  of  the  holy  kind  1 

Dorb. 
Sylvia  difdains  referve,  and  flies  conflraint ; 
She  neither  is,  nor  would  be  thought,  a  faint. 

Mt!anihe. 
J.ove  is  a  trivial  paflion,  Laura  cries : 
May  I  be  bleft  with  friendlhip's  (Irider  ties ! 
To  fuch  a  brcaft  all  fecrets  we  commend  ; 
Sure  the  whole  drawing-room  is  Laura's  friend. 

Doris. 
At  marriage  Sylvia  rails ;  who  men  would  truft  ? 
Yet  hufbands'  jealoufies  are  fometimes  juft. 
Her  favours  Sylvia  Ihares  among  mankind  : 
Such  generous  love  fhould  never  be  confin'd. 

As  thus  alternate  chat  employ'd  their  tongue. 
With  thundering  raps  the  brazen  knocker  rung. 
Laura  and  Sylvia  came  ;  the  nymphs  arife  ; 
««  This  unexpeded  vifit,"  Doris  cries, 
««  Is  doubly  kind  !"  Melanthe  Laura  led  : 
•«  Since  I  was  lafl  fo  bleft,  my  dear,"  fhe  faid, 
"  Sure  'ti?  an  age."    They  fate  ;  the  h  jur  wasfet; 
And  all  again  that  night  at  ombre  met. 

THE  FUNERAL. 

A    TOWN    ECL9feUE, 
Saiina,  Lucy. 
Twice  had  the  moon  perform'd  her  earthly  race, 
Since  firft  the  veil  o'ercaft  Sabina's  face. 
Then  dy'd  the  tender  partner  of  her  bed. 
And  lives  Sabina  when  Fidelio's  dead  ? 
Fidelio's  dead,  and  yet  Sabina  lives. 
But  fee  the  tribute  of  her  tears  (he  gives  ; 
Their  abfent  lord  her  rooms  in  fable  mourn, 
And  all  the  day  tlie  glimmering  tapers  burn  ; 
Stretch'don  the  couch  of  ftate  ftie  penfive  lies. 
While  oft"  the  fnowy  cambric  wipes  her  eyes. 
Now  enter'd  Lucy  :  trufty  Lucy  knew 
To  roll  a  fleeve,  or  bear  a  billet-doux  ; 
Her  ready  tongue,  in  fccret  fervice  try'd, 
With  equal  fluency  fpoke  truth  or  ly'd;    , 
She  well  could  flufli  or  humble  a  gallant. 
And  ferve  at  once  as  maid  and  confidant ! 
A  letter  from  her  faithful  ftays  fhe  took, 
Sabina  fnatch'd  it  with  an  angry  look, 
And  thus  in  hafly  words  her  grief  confefl  •, 
While  Lucy  ftrove  to  foothe  her  troubled  breaft. 

Saiina. 
What,  ftill  Myrtillo's  hand  '.  his  flame  I  fcorn  ; 
Give  back  his  puflion  with  the  feal  untorn. 
To  break  our  foft  repofe,  has  man  a  right  ? 
And  are  we  doom'd  to  read  whate'er  they  write? 
Not  ail  the  fcx  my  f.:m  refolves  fhall  move  ; 
My  life's  a  life  of  forrow,  not  of  love. 
May  Lydia's  wfinklss  all  my  forehead  trace, 
And  Cella's  paienef-  ficken  o'er  my  face  ; 
May  fops  of  mine,  as  Flavia's  favours,  boaft, 
And  coquettes  triumph  in  my  honour  loft  ; 
May  cards  employ  my  nights,  and  never  more 
May  thefe  curft  eyes  behold  a  matadore  ; 
Break  china,  pcriih  fhock,  die  pcrroquet; 
When  I  Fidelio's  dearer  love  forget ! 
Fidelio's  judgment  fcorn'd  the  foppifh  train  ; 
jiis  air  was  eafj-,  and  his  drefs  was  plain ; 


His  words  fincere,  refpeA  his  prefence  drew. 
And  on  his  lips  fweet  converfation  grew. 
Where's  wit,  where's  beauty,  where  is  virtue  fled  ? 
Alas  I  they're  now  no  more  ;  Fidelio's  dead  I 

Lucy. 
Yet,  when  he  liv'd,  he  wanted  every  grace; 
That  eafy  air  was  then  an  aukward  pace  : 
Have  not  your  fighs  in  whifpers  often  faid. 
His  drefs  was  flovenly,  his  fpeech  ill-bred  ? 
Have  not  I  heard  you,  with  a  fecret  tear, 
Call  that  fweet  converfe  fullen  and  fevere  ? 
Think  not  I  come  to  take  Myrtillo's  part: 
Let  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  fhare  his  heart ; 
Let  Chloe's  love  in  every  ear  exprefs 
His  graceful  perfon  and  genteel  addrefs ; 
All  well  may  judge  what  fhaft  has  Daphne  hit, 
Who  fufFers  filence,  to  admire  his  wit. 
His  equipage  and  liveries  Doris  move; 
But  Chloe,  Daphne,  Doris,  fondly  love. 
Sooner  fhall  cits  in  fafhions  guide  the  court, 
And  beaux  upon  the  bufy  Change  refort ; 
Sooner  the  nation  fhall  from  fnuff  be  freed. 
And  fops  apartments  fmoke  with  India's  weed  ; 
Sooner  I'd  wiih  and  figh  through  nunnery  grates ; 
Than  recommend  the  flame  Sabina  hates, 

Sabina. 
Becaufe  fome  widows  are  in  hafte  fubdued ; 
Shall  every  fop  upon  our  tears  intrude  ? 
Can  I  forget  my  lov'd  Fidelio's  tongue, 
Soft  as  the  warbling  of  Italian  fong  .' 
Did  not  his  rofy  lips  breathe  forth  perfume, 
Fragrant  as  fleams  from  tea's  imperial  bloom  .' 

Lucy. 
Yet  once  you  thought  that  tongue  a  greater  curfe 
Than  fqualls  of  children  for  an  abfent  nurfe. 
Have  you  not  fancy'd,  in  his  frequent  kifs, 
Th'  ungrateful  leavings  of  a  filthy  mifs  ? 

Sabini. 
Love,  1  thy  power  defy  ;  no  fecond  flame 
Shall  ever  raze  my  dear  Fidelio's  name. 
Fannia  without  a  tear  might  lofe  her  lord. 
Who  ne'er  enjoy'd  his  prefence  but  at  board. 
And  why  ftiould  forrow  fit  on  Lefbla's  fat«  ?  ' . 
Are  there  fuch  comforts  in  a  fot's  embrace  ? 
No  friend,  no  lover,  is  to  Lefbia  dead  ; 
For  Lefbia  long  had  kno  vn  a  feparate  bed. [breaft; 
Gulh  forth,  ye  tears ;  wafte,  wafte,  ye  fighs,  my 
My  days,  my  nights,  were  by  Fidelio  bleft  I 

Lucy. 
You  cannot  fure  forget  how  oft'  you  faid. 
His  teazing  fondnefs  jcaloufy  betray'd  I 
When  at  the  play  the  neighbouring  box  he  took, 
You  thought  you  read  fufpicion  in  his  look. 
When  cards  and  counters  flew  around  the  board. 
Have  you  not  wifh'd  the  abfencc  of  your  lord  I 
His  company  wa*  then  a  poor  pretence. 
To  cheek  the  freedom  of  a  wife's  expence. 

Sabina. 
But  why  fhould  I  Myrtillo's  paffion  blame. 
Since  love's  a  fierce  involuntary  flame  ? 

Lucy. 
Could  he  the  fallies  of  his  heart  withftand, 
Why  fhould  he  not  to  Chloe  give  his  hand  ? 
For  Chloe'c  handfome  ;  yet  he  flights  her  flame; 
L^a  nj^hc  flw  fainted  at  Sabina's  name. 
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Why,  Daphne,  doft  thou  blame  Sabina's  charms  ? 
Sabina  keeps  no  ]over  from  thy  arms. 
At  crimp  Myrtillo  play'd  ;  in  kind  regards 
Dorjii  threw  love,  unmindful  of  the  cards; 
Doris  was  touch'd  with  fpleen;   her  fan  he  rent, 
Flew  from  the  table,  and  to  tears  gave  vent. 
Why,  Doris,  doft  thou  curfe  Sabina's  eyes  i 
To  her  Myrtillo  is  a  vulgar  prize. 

Sdbina, 
Yet  fay,  1  lov'd  ;  how  loud  would  cenfure  rail ! 
So  foon  to  quit  the  duties  of  the  veil ! 
No,  fooner  plays  and  operas  I'd  forfwear, 
And  change  thefe  chiria  jars  for  Tunbridge  ware  ; 
Or  truft  my  mother  as  a  confidant, 
Or  fix  a  friendfliip  with  my  maiden  aunt ; 
Than  till — to-morrow  throw  my  weeds  away. 
Yet  let  me  fee  him,  if  he  comes  t,o-day  1 

THE  ESPOUSAL, 

A   SOBER  ECLOGUE. 

Bd-wetn  izuo  of  the  People  calltd  ^jtaltrs. 

CALEB.    TABITHA. 

Be  HEATH  the  fhadow  of  a  beaver  hat. 
Meek  Caleb  at  a  filent  meeting  fat ; 
His  eye-balls  oft'  forgot  the  holy  trance. 
While  Tabitha  demure  return'd  the  glance. 
The  meeting  ended,  Caleb  filence  broke, 
And  Tabitha  her  inward  yearnings  fpoke. 
Caleb. 

Beloved,  fee  how  all  things  follow  love  ; 
Lamb  fondleth  lamb,  and  dove  difports  with  dove  j 
Yet  fondled  lambs  their  innocence  fecure, 
And  none  can  call  the  turtle's  bill  impure. 
'O  faireft  of  our  fillers,  let  me  be 
The  billing  dove  and  fondling  lamb  to  thee. 
Tabitha. 

But,  Caleb,  know  that  birds  of  gentle  mind 
Eledl  a  mate  among  the  fober  kind ; 
Not  the  mockaws,  all  deck'd  in  fcarlet  pride, 
Entice  their  mild  and  modeft  hearts  afide  ; 
But  thou,  vain  man  !  beguil'd  by  Popifii  {hows, 
Doatcft  on  ribbands,  flounces,  furbelowa. 
If  thy  falfe  heart  be  fond  of  tawdry  dyes, 
po,  wed  the  painted  arch  in  fummer-lkies  ; 
Such  love  will  like  the  rainbow's  hue  decay, 
Strong  at  the  firft,  but  paffeth  foon  away. 

Caleb. 
Name  not  the  frailties  of  my  youthful  days, 
When  vice  milled  me  through  the  harlot's  ways ; 
"VVhen  I  with  wanton  look  the  fex  beheld, 
And  nature  with  each  wanton  look  rcbell'd  ; 
Then  party-colour'd  pride  my  heart  might  move 
With  lace,  the  net  to  catch  unhallow'd  love. 
All  fuch  like  love  is  fading  as  the  flower. 
Springs  in  a  day,  and  withereth  in  an  hour  : 
But  now  I  feel  the  fpoufal  love  within. 
And  fpoufal  love  no  filler  holds  a  fin.  If 

TalHha. 
I  knqw  thou  longefl;  for  the  flauating  maid, 
Thy  falfehood  own,  and  fay  I  am  betray'd ; 
The  tongue  of  man  is  blifter'd  o'er  with  lies, 
But  truth  is  ever  read  in  woman's  eyes. 
O  that  my  lip  obcy'd  a  tongue  like  thine  I 
Or  '.hat  thine  eye  bewray'd  a  love  like  mine  \ 


Caleb, 


How  bitter  are  thy  words !  forbear'te  teafe, 
I  too  might  blame — but  love  delights  to  pleafe. 
Why  fliould  I  tell  thee,  that,  when  laft  the  fua 
Painted  the  downy  peach  of  Newington, 
Jofiah  led  thee  through  the  garden's  walk. 
And  mingled  melting  kifles  with  his  talk  ? 
Ah,  jeajoufy  !  turn,  turn  thine  eyes  afide: 
How  can  I  fee  that  watch  adorn  thy  fide  ? 
For  verily  no  gift  the  fillers  take. 
For  luft  of  gain,  but  for  the  giver's  fake. 

Tahitba. 
I  ov/n,  Jofiah  gave  the  golden  toy, 
Which  did  the  righteous  hand  of  Quare  employ, 
When  Caleb  hath  aflTign'd  fome  happy  day, 
I  look  on  this,  and  chide  the  hours  delay  : 
And,  when  Jofiah  would  his  love  purfu:^*. 
On  this  I  look,  and  (hun  his  wanton  view. 
Man  but  in  vain  with  trinkets  tries  to  move ; 
The  only  prefent  love  demands  is  love. 

Caleb. 
Ah,  Tabitha,  to  hear  thefe  words  of  thine, 
My  pulfe  beats  high,  as  if  enflam'd  with  wine  J 
When  to  the  brethren  firft  with  fervent  zeal 
The  fpirit  mov'd  the  yearnings  to  reveal, 
Hotv  did  I  joy  tiiy  trembling:  lip  to  fee 
Red  as  the  cherry  from  the  Kentifli  tree  I "~ 
When  ecftafy  had  v^arm'd  thy  look  fo  meek. 
Gardens  of  rofes  blufiied  on  thy  cheek  !  [eyes  ! 

With  what  fweet  tranfport  didft  thou  roll  thine 
How  did  thy  words  provoke  the  brethren's  fighs  ! 
Words  that  with  holy  fighs  might  others  move. 
But,  Tabitha,  my  fighs  were  fighs  of  love. 

Tabitha. 
Is  Tabitha  beyond  her  wiflies  bleft  ? 
Does  no  proud  worldly  dame  divide  thy  breaft  J 
Then  hear  me,  Caleb,  witnefs  what  I  ^leak. 
This  folemn  promife  death  alone  can  break  : 
Sooner  I  would  bedeck  my  brow  with  lace. 
And  with  imniodefl;.  favourites  ftiade  my  face. 
Sooner  like  Babylon's  lewd  whore  be  dreft 
In  flaring  diamonds  and  a  fcarlet  veft. 
Or  make  a  curtfey  in  Cathedral  pew, 
Than  prove  inconllant,  while  my  Caleb's  trne. 

Caleb. 
When  I  prove  falfe,  and  Tabitha  forfake. 
Teachers  fliall  dance  a  jig  at  country  wake  ; 
Brethren  unbe.iver'd  then  fhall  bow  their  head. 
And  with  profane  cn'nce-pies  our  babes  be  fed. 

Tabitha. 
If  that  Jofiah  were  with  paflion  fir'd, 
Warm  as  the  zeal  of  youth  when  firft  infpir'd; 
In  fteady  love  though  he  might  perfevere, 
Unchanging  as  the  decent  garb  we  wear. 
And  thou  vvert  fickle  as  the  wind  that  blows. 
Light  as  the  feather  on  the  head  of  beaux  ; 
Yet  1  for  thee  would  all  thy  fex  refign  : 
Sillers,  take  all  the  reft — be  Caleb  mine. 

Caleb. 
Though  I  had  all  that  finful  love  affords. 
And  all  the  concubines  of  all  the  lords, 
Whofecouchcscreakwith  whoredom's  finful  fham«, 
Whofe  velvet  chairs  are  with  adultery  lame ; 
Ev'n  in  the  harlot's  hall,  I  would  not  fip 
The  dew  of  lewdncfs  from  her  lying  lip ; 
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I'd  (hun  her  paths,  upon  thy  mouth  to  dwell, 
More  fweet  than  powder  which  the  merchants  fell. 
Ofolace  me  with  kilTes  pure  like'thine  1 
Enjijy,  ye  lords,  the  wanton  concubine. 
The  fpring  now  calls  us  forth;  come, fifter,  come. 
To  fee  the  primrofe  and  the  daify  bloom. 
Let  ceremony  bind  the  worldly  pair; 
Sifters  efteem  the  brethren's  words  fincere. 


fabilha. 
Efpoufals  are  but  forms.  O  lead  me  hence, 
For  fecret  love  can  never  give  offence. 

Then  hand  in  hand  the  loving  mates  withdraw  J 
True  love  is  nature  unrejlrain'd  by  laic. 
This  tenet  all  the  holy  fc(ft  allows ; 
So  Tabitha  took  earucft  of  a  fpoufe. 


jE  I,  j:  G  I  E  s. 


P  A  N  T  H  E  A. 

£,«MG  had  Panthea  felt  love's  fecret  fmart, 

And  hope  and  fear  alternate  rul'd  her  heart ; 

Confenting  glances  had  her  flame  confeft  ; 

In  woman's  eyes  her  very  foul's  expreft, 

Perjur'd  Alexis  faw  the  bluftiing  maid, 

lie  faw,  he  fwore,  he  conqucr'd,  and  betray'd. 

Another  love  now  calls  him  from  her  arms, 

His  fickle  heart  another  beauty  warms; 

Thofe  oaths,  oft'  whifper'd  in  Panthea's  ears, 

He  now  again  to  Galatea  fwears. 

Beneath  a  jjeerh  th'  abandon'd  virgin  laid, 

In  grateful  folitude  enjoys  the  fhade  ;  [drains, 

There  with  faint  voice  fhe  breath'd  thefe  moving 

While  fighing  zephyrs  (liar'd  her  amorous  pains. 

Pale  fettled  furrow  hangs  upon  my  brow, 
Dead  arc  my  charms  ;  Alexis  breaks  his  vow  I 
Think,   think,   dear  fhepherd,   on  the  days  you 

knew,  , 

When  I  was  happy,  when  my  fwain  was  true  ; 
Think  how  thy  looks  and  tongue  are  form'd  to 

move; 
Aud  think  yet  more — that  all  my  fault  was  love. 
Ah,  could  you  view  me  in  this  wretched  llate, 
You  might  not  love  me,  but  you  could  not  hatb. 
Could  you  behold  me  in  this  confcious  fhade, 
WTiere  firft  thy  vows,  where  firft  my  love  was 

paid. 
Worn  out  with  watching,  fallen  with  defpair. 
And  fee  each  eye  fwell  with  a  gufliing  tear; 
Could  you  behold  me  on  this  nviffy  bed. 
From  my  pale  check  the  lively  crimfon  fled, 
Which  in  my  foftcr  hours  you  oft'  have  fworn, 
With  rofy  beauty  far  outblufli'd  the  morn ; 
Could  you  untouch'd  this  wretched  objcft  bear. 
And  would  not  loft  Panthea  claim  a  tear  ?     [fleal, 
You  could  not,  fure — tears  from  your  eyes  would 
And  unawares  thy  tender  foul  reveal. 
Ah  no  '.   thy  foul  with  cruelty  is  fraught, 
No  tendernefs  difturbs  thy  favage  thought ; 
Sooner  fliall  tigers  fpare  the  trembling  lambs, 
And  wolves  with  pity  hear  their  bleating  dams  ; 
Sooner  fhall  vultures  from  their  quarry  fly; 
Thao  failc  Alexis  for  Panthea  fi^h. 


Thy  hofom  ne'er  a  tender  thought  confeft. 
Sure  ftubbofn  flint  has  arm'd  thy  criiel  breaft; 
But  hardeft  flints  are  worn  by  frequent  rains. 
And  the  foft  drops  diffolve  their  folid  vcms  ; 
While  thy  relentlefs  heart  more  hard  appears. 
And  is'  not  foften'd  by  a  fii^od  of  tears. 

Ah,  what  is  love  1    Panthea's  joys  are  gone,    . 
Her  liberty,  her  peace,  her  reafon,  flown  1 
And  when  I  view  me  in  the  watery  glafs, 
I  find  Panthea  now,  not  what  ftie  was. 
As  northern  winds  the  new-blown  rpfes  blaft. 
And  on  the  ground  their  fading  ruins  caft  ; 
As  fudden  blights  corrupt  the  ripen'd  grain. 
And  of  its  verdure  fp<  il  the  mournful  plain  ; 
So  haplefslove  on  blooming  features  preys, 
Sohaplefs  love  deftroys  our  peaceful  days. 

Come,  gentle  fleep, relieve  thefe  weary'd  eycs» 
All  forrow  in  thy  foft  embraces  dies  : 
There,  fpite  of  all  thy  perjiird  vows,  1  find 
Faithlefs  Alexis  languifhingly  kind: 
Sometimes  he  leads  me  by  the  mazy  ftream, 
And  pleafingly  deludes  me  in  my  dream  ; 
Sometimes  he  guides  me  to  the  lecret  grove. 
Where  all  our  looks,  and  all  our  talk  is  love. 
Oh,  could  I  thus  confume  each  tedious  day. 
And  in  fweet  flumbcrs  dream  my  life  away  ! 
But  fleep,  whicii  now  no  more  relieves  thefe  eyes. 
To  my  lad  foul  the  dear  deceit  denies. 

Why  does  the  fun  dart  forth  its  tlieerful  rays  ? 
Why  do  the  woods  relbund  with  warbling  lays  ? 
Why  does  the  rofe  her  grateful  fragrance  yield, 
And  yellow  cowflips  paii-t  the  fmiling  field  ? 
Why  do  the  ftreams  with  murmuring  mufic  flow, 
And  why  do  groves  their  friendly  fl-.ade  btflow  i 
Let  fable  clouds  the  ch>e:ful  fun  deface, 
^et  mournful  filencc  feize  the  feather'd  race  ; 
T^o  more,  ye  roles,  grateful  fragrance  yield. 
Droop,  droop,  ye  cowflips,  in  the  blafted  field ; 
No   more,  ye  l\rcams,    wich  murmuring  mufic 

flow, 
And  let  not  groves  a  friendly  fhade  beflow  : 
With  fympathifing  grief  let  nature  mourn. 
And  never  know  the  youthful  fpring's  tttas^ 


POEMS. 
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And  fhall  I  never  more  Alexi*  fee  ? 

Then  what  is.fpring,  or  grove,  orftream,  to  me  ? 

Why  fport  the  Ikipping  lambs  on  yonder  plain  ? 
Why  do  the  bird*  their  tuneful  voices  ftrain  ? 
Why  frilk  thofe  heifers  in  the  cooling  grove  ? 
Their  happier  life  is  ignorant  of  love. 

Oh,  lead  me  to  fome  melancholy  cave, 
To  lull  my  forrows  in  a  living  grave ; 
From  the  dark  rock  where  dafliing  waters  fall, 
And  creeping  ivy  hangs  the  craggy  wall ; 
Where  1  may  wafte  in  rears  my  hours  away, 
And  never  know  the  feafons  or  the  day  ? 
Die.^lie,  Panthea — fly  this  hateful  grove  ; 
for  what  is  life  without  the  fwain  I  love  I 

A  R  A  M  I  N  TA. 

AN  ELECr. 

Now  Phoebus  rofc,  and  with  his  early  beams 
Wak'd  {lumbering  Delia  from  her  pleafmg  dreams ; 
Her  wifhes  by  her  fancy  were  fupply'd, 
And  in  her  fleep  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd. 
With  fecret  joy  fhe  faw  the  morning  ray 
Chequer  the  floor,  and  through  the  curtains  play ; 
The  happy  morn  that  fliall  her  blifs  complete. 
And  all  her  rivals'  envious  hopes  defeat. 
In  hade  fhe  rofe,  forgetful  of  her  prayers, 
Flew  to  the  glafs,  and  praftis'd  o'er  her  airs : 
Her  new-fet  jewels  round  her  robe  are  plac'd, 
Some  in  a  brilliant  buckle  bind  her  waift. 
Some  round  her  neck  a  circling  light  difplay, 
Some  in  her  hair  diffufe  a  trembling  ray ; 
The  filver  knot  o'erlooks  the  iVIechlin  lace. 
And  adds  becoming  beauties  to-her  face  ; 
Brocaded  flowers  o'er  the  gay  mantua  fliine, 
And  the  rich  flays  her  taper  fliape  confine ; 
Thus  all  her  drefs  exerts  a  graceful  pride, 
And  fporting  loves  furround  th'  expedling  bride ; 
For  Daphnrs  now  attends  the  bluflning  maid, 
Before  the  prieft  the  folcmn  vows  are  paid  ; 
This  day,  which  ends  at  once  all  Delia's  cares, 
Shall  fwell  a  thoufand  eyes  with  fecret  tears. 
Ceafe,  Araminta,  'tis  in  vain  to  grieve, 
Canfl  thou  from  Hymen's  bonds  the  youth  re- 
trieve ? 
iDlfdain  his  perjuries,  and  no  longer  mourn  : 
Recal  my  love,  and  find  a  fure  return. 

But  ftill  the  wretched  maid  no  comfort  knows, 
And  with  refentment  cherifhes  her  woes; 
Alone  fhe  pines,  and,  in  thefc  mournful  drains. 
Of  Daphnis*  vows,  and  her  own  fate  complains  : 

Was  it  for  thi-'  I  fparkled  at  the  Play, 
And  loiter'd  in  the  Ring  whole  hours  away  ? 
When  if  thy  chariot  in  the  circle  (hone, 
Our  mutual  paffion  by  our  looks  was  known  : 
Through  the  gay  cr»wd  my  watchful  glance?  flew, 
Where'er  I  pafs,  thy  grateful  eyes  purfue.    [jJain  ; 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  '  too  well   you  faw  my 
•'  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Think,  Daphnis,  think  that  fcarce  five  days  are 
fled,  [you  faid; 

Since  (Ofalfe  tongue  !)  thofe  treacherous  things 
How  did  you  praife  my  ftiape  and  graceful  air  : 
And  woman  thinks  all  compliments  fincere. 
Didft  thou  not  then  in  raptiire  fpeak  thy  flame, 
And  iB  foft  fighs  breathe  Araminta's  name  i 


Didft  thou  not  then  with  oaths  thy  pafllon  prove^ 
And  with  an  awful  trembling,  fay — Ijlove?  [pain  ; 

"   Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well  you  faw  my 
"   For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

How  could'ft  thou  thus,  ungrateful  youth   ds- 
ceive  ? 
How  CDuld  I  thus,  unguarded  maid,  believe  I 
Sure  thou  canft  well  recal  that  fatal  night, 
When  fubtle  love  firft  enter'd  at  my  fight  j 
^When  in  the  dance  1  was  thy  partner  chofe, 
Gods  1   what  a  rapture  in  my  bofom  rofe  ! 
My  trembling  hand  my  fudden  joy  confefs'd 
My  glowing  cheeks  a  wounded  heart  exprefs'd  • 
My  looks  fpoke  love ;  while  you,  with  anfwerinff^ 

eyes. 
In  killing  glances  made  as  kind  replies.  [faid 

Think,  Daphnis,   think  what   tender  things  you 
Think  what  confufion  all  my  foul  betrayM. 
You  call'd  my  graceful  prefence  Cynthia's  air ; 
And  when  I  fung,  the  fyrens  charm'd  your  ear : 
My  flame,  blown  up  by  flattery,  ftronger  grew- 
A  gale  of  love  in  every  whifper  flew.        [«  pajn  • 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth  !  too  well   you  faw  my 
"  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain." 

Whene'er  I  drefs'd,   my  maid,  who  knew  my 
flame,  ' 

Cherifli'd  my  pafllon  with  thy  lovely  name  • 
Thy  pidure  in  her  talk  fo  lively  grew. 
That  thy  dear  image  rofe  before  my  view  • 
She  dwelt  whole  hours  upon  thy  fliape  and  mien 
And  wounded  Delia's  fame,  to  footh  my  fpleen  :* 
When  flie  beheld  me  at  the  name  grow  pale. 
Strait  to  thy  charm^^  flie  chang'd  her  artful  tale  • 
And,  when  thy  matchlefs  charms  were  quite  run 

o'er, 
I  bid  her  tell  the  pleafing  tale  once  more. 
Oh,  Daphnis !  from  thy  Araminta  fled  ! 
Oh,  to  my  love  for  ever,  ever  dead! 
Like  death,  his  nuptials  all  my  hope  remove, 
And  ever  part  me  from  the  man  I  love.   ['«  pain  ; 

"   Ah,  faithlefs  youth !  too  well   you   faw  my 
"  For  eyes  the  language  of  the  foul  explain.'" 

O  might  I  by  my  cruel  fate  be  thrown. 
In  fome  retreat  far  from  this  hateful  town '. 
Vain  drefs  and  glaring  equipage,  adieu  ! 
Let  happier  nymphs  thofe  empty  ftiows  purfue. 
Me  let  fome  melancholy  fliade  furround. 
Where  fiot  the  print  of  human  ftep  is  found. 
In  the  gay  dance  my  feet  no  more  fliall  move 
But  bear  me  faintly  through  the  lonely  grove! 
No  more  thefe  hands  fliallo'er  the  fpiniiet  bound. 
And  from  the  fleeping  firings  call  forth  the  found  i 
Mufic,  adieu!   farewell.  Italian  airs 
The  croaking  raven  now  fliall  footh  my  cares. 
On  fome  old  ruin,  loft  in  thought,  I  reft. 
And  think  how  Aramirta  once  w<is  bleft  •> 
There  o'ei  and  o'er  thy  Ifrtrers  I  perufe. 
And  all  my  grief  in  one  kind  fenrei.cc-  lofe  • 
Some  tendt-r  line  by  chaiic  -  my  woe  beguiles 
And  on  my  cheek  a  fliort  liv'd  pleafure  fmiles. 
Why  is  this  dawn  of  joy  .'  flow,  tears  again  !  * 
Vain  are  thefe  oaths,  and  all  thefe  vows  are  vain  • 
Daphnis,  alas     the  Gordian  knot  has  ty'd;  ' 

Nor  force  nor  cunning  can  the  band  divide.' [plain 

"  Ah,  faithlefs  youth     fince  eyes  th?   foul  ex^ 
"  Why  knew  I  not  that  artful  tongue  could  feign.'* 
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Shock's  fate  I  mourn  ;  poor  Shock  is  now  no 

more; 
Yc  mufes,  mourn ;  ye  chambermaids,  deplore. 
Unhappy  Shock  !   yet  more  unhappy  fair, 
Doom'd  to  furvive  thy  joy  and  only  care  ! 
Thy  wretched  fingers  now  no  more  fliall  deck, 
And  tie  the  favourite  ribband  round  his  neck  ; 
No  more  thy  hand  fliall  fmooth  his  glofly  hair, 
And  comb  the  wavings  of  his  pendent  ear. 
Yet  ceafe  thy  flowing  grief,  forfaken  maid ; 
All  mortal  pleafures  in  a  moment  fade ; 
Our  fureft  hope  is  in  an  hour  deftroy'd ; 
And  love,  bell  gift  of  Heaven,  not  long  enjoy 'd. 

Methinks  1  fee  her  frantic  with  defpair, 
Her  flreaming  eyes,  wrung  hands,  and  flowing 
hair; 


Her  Mechlin  pinners,  rent,  the  floor  bcllrow. 
And  her  torn  fan  gives  real  figns  of  woe. 
Hence  fuperftition,  that  tormenting  gueil, 
That  haunts  with  fancy'd  fears  the  coward  breaft  j 
No  dread  events  upon  this  fate  attend, 
Stream  eyes  no  more,  no  more  thy  trefies  rend. 
Though  certain  omens  oft'  forewarn  a  ftate, 
And  dying  lions  fhow  the  monarch's  fate  ; 
Why  fhould  fuch  fears  bid  CseHa's  forrow  rife  ? 
For,  when  a  lap-dog  falls,  no  lover  dies. 

Ceafe,  Czlia,  ceafe  ;  reftrain  thy  flowing  tears  ; 
Some  warmer  pafion  will  difpel  thy  cares. 
In  man  you'll  find  a  more  fubftantial  blifs, 
More  grateful  toying,  and  a  fweeter  kifs. 

He's  dead.     Oh  lay  him  gently  in  the  ground  I 
And  may  his  tomb  be  by  this  verfe  renovi'^n'd  : 
"  Here  Shock,  the  pride  of  all  his  kind,  is  laid  : 
"  Who  fawn'd  like  man,  but  ne'er  like  man  be- 
"  tray'd." 


SONGS   AND    BALLADS. 


SWEET  WILLIAM'S  FAREWELL  TO 
BLACK-EYED  SUSAN. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moor'd. 

The  ftreamers  waving  in  the  wind. 
When  black-ey'd  Sufan  came  aboard. 
Oh  1  where  fhall  I  ray  true-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  failors,  tell  me  true. 
If  my  fweet  William  fails  among  the  crew. 
William,  who  high  upon  the  yard 

Rock'd  with  the  billow  to  and  fro, 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard, 
He  figh'd,  and  cafl;  his  eyes  below  : 
The  cord  Aides  fwiftly  through  his  glowing  hands, 
And  (quick  as  lightning)  on  the  deck  be  ftands. 

So  the  fweet  lark,  high  pois'd  in  air, 
Shuts  clofe  his  pinions  to  his  breaft 
(If  chance  his  mate's  ftirill  call  he  hear), 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  ncft. 
The  nobleft  captain  in  the  Britifh  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  lip  thofe  kiflcs  fweet. 
O  Sufan,  Sufan,  lovely  dear. 

My  vowsftiall  ever  true  remaiajj 
Let  me  kifs  off"  that  falling  tear  ; 
We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  lift,  ye  winds ;  my  heart  fliall  be 
The  faithful  compafs  that  flill  points  to  thee. 

Believe  not  what  the  landmen  fay, 

Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  conftant  mind. 
They'll  tell  thee,  failors,  when  away. 
In  every  port  a  miftrefs  find  : 
Yes,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  fo, 
For  thou  art  prefcnt  whcrefoe'er  I  go. 


If  to  fair  India's  coaft  we  fail, 

Thy  eyes  are  feen  in  diamonds  bright, 
Thy  breath  is  Afric's  fpicy  gale. 
Thy  Ikin  is  ivory  fo  white. 
Thus  every  beauteous  obje<5l  that  I  view. 
Wakes  in  my  foul  fome  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 
Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms. 

Let  not  my  pretty  Sufan  mourn; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet,  fafe  from  harms, 
William  flidl  to  his  dear  return. 
Love  turns  afidc  the  balls  that  round  me  fly. 
Left  precious  tears  flioulJ  drop  from  Sufan's  eye* 
The  boatfwain  gave  the  dreadful  word, 
The  fails  their  fwelling  bofom  fpread ; 
No  longer  muft  ftie  ftay  aboard  : 

They  kifs'd,  flie  figh'd,  he  hung  his  head; 
Her  leflening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land  : 
Adieu  ;  fhe  cries  ;  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand. 

A    BALLAD, 

FROM  THE  WUAT-d'yE-CALL-IT«- 

'TwAS  when  the  feas  were  roaring 

With  hollow  blafts  of  wind ; 
A  damfel  lay  deploring, 

All-on  a  rock  reclin'd. 
Wide  o'er  the  foaming  billows 

She  caft  a  wiftful  look; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  willowsj 

That  trembled  o'er  the  brook.  ^ 

Twelve  months  are  gone  and  over, 

And  nine  long  tedious  days. 
Why  didft  thou,  venturous  lover, 

Why  didft  thou  truft  the  feasj 
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Ceafe,  ceafe,  thou  cruel  ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  reft  : 
Ah  1  ■what's  thy  troubled  motion 

To  that  within  my  breaft  ? 
The  merchant,  rohb'd  of  pleafure, 
'     Sees  tenipefts  in  defpair ; 
But  what's  the  lofs  of  treafure, 

To  lofing  of  my  dear  ? 
Should  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on. 

Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow, 
You'd  find  a  richer  maiden, 

But  none  that  loves  you  fo. 

How  can  they  fay  that  nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Should  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eyes  the  rocks  difcover, 

That  lurk  beneath  the  deep. 
To  wreck  the  wandering  lover. 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 

All  melancholy  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  fhe  for  her  dear ; 
Repay'd  each  blaft  with  fighing, 

Each  billow  with  a  tear; 
When  o'er  the  white  wave  ftooping, 

His  floating  corpfe  fhe  fpy'd ; 
Then,  like  a  lily  drooping. 

She  bow'd  her  head,  and  dy'd. 

THE  LADY'S  LAMENTATION. 

A  BALLAD. 

Phtllida,  that  lov'd  to  dream 
In  the  grove,  or  by  the  fiream ; 

Sigh'd  on  velvet  pillow. 
What  alas !  Ihould  fill  her  head, 
But  a  fountain,  or  a  mead, 

Water  and  a  willow? 

Love  in  cities  never  dwell*, 
Me  delights  in  rural  cells 

Which  fweet  v/oodbine  covert. 
What  are  your  afTemblies  then  .' 
There,  'tis  true,  we  fee  more  men  ; 

But  much  fewer  lovers. 
Oh,  how  chang'd  the  profped  grows ! 
Flocks  and  herds  to  fops  and  beaux, 

Coxcombs  without  number  I 
Moon  and  ftars  that  fhone  fo  bright, 
To  the  torch  and  waxen  light, 
■    And  whole  nights  at  ombre. 

Pleafant  as  it  is,  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear, 

Ev'n  of  our  own  mothers  j 
In  the  chit-chat  of  the  day. 
To  us  is  pay 'd,  when  we're  away, 

What  \/c  lent  to  others. 

Though  the  favourite  toaft  I  reign ; 
Wine,  they  fay,  that  prompts  the  vain, 

Heightens  defamation. 
Mufl  1  live  'twixt  fpite  and  fear. 
Every  day  grow  handfomer, 

And  lofc  my  reputation  i 


Thus  the  fair  to  fighs  gave  way. 
Her  empty  purle  befide  her  lay. 

Nymph,  ah,  ceafe  thy  forrow. 
Though  curfl  fortune  frown  to-night, 
This  odious  town  can  give  delight. 

If  you  win  to-morrow. 

DAMON  AND  CUPID. 


The  fun  was  now  withdrawn. 

The  Ihepherds  home  were  fj^cd; 
The  moon  wide  o'er  the  lawn 

Her  filver  mantle  fpread  ; 
When  Damon  flay'd  behind. 

And  faunter'd  in  the  grove. 
Will  ne'er  a  nymph  be  kind. 

And  give  me  love  for  love  ? 

Oh !  thofe  were  golden  hours. 

When  love,  devoid  of  cares. 
In  all  Arcadia's  bowers 

Lodg'd  fwains  and  nymphs  by  palrsj 
But  now  from  wood  and  plain 

Flies  every  fprightly  lafs; 
No  joys  for  me  remain. 

In  ftiades,  or  on  the  grafs. 

The  winged  boy  draws  near. 

And  thus  the  fwain  rcprovei ; 
While  beauty  revel'd  here. 

My  game  lay  in  the  groves ; 
At  court  I  never  fail 

To  fcatter  round  my  arrows ; 
Men  fall  as  thick  as  hail. 

And  maidens  love  like  fparrows. 

Then,  fwain,  if  me  you  need, 

Straight  lay  your  iheep-hook  down  ; 
Throw  by  your  oaten  reed, 

And  hafte  away  to  town. 
So  well  I'm  known  at  court. 

None  afks  where  Cupid  dwells ; 
But  readily  refort 

To  Bellendeii's  or  Lepell's. 

DAPHNIS  AND  CHLOE. 


Daphnis  flood  penfive  in  the  fhade, 

With  arms  acrofs,  and  head  reclin'd ; 
Pale  looks  accus'd  the  cruel  maid. 

And  fighs  reliev'd  his  love-fick  mind : 
His  iuneful  pipe  all  broken  lay; 
Looks,  fighs,  and  a<Slions,  feem'd  to  fay. 

My  Chloe  is  unkind. 
Why  ring  the  woods  with  warbling  throats  ? 

Ye  larks,  ye  linnets,  ceafe  your  ftrains; 
I  faintly  hear  in  your  fweet  notes 

My  Chloe's  voice  that  wakes  my  pains : 
Yet  why  fliould  you  your  fong  forbear  I 
Your  mates  delight  your  fong  to  hear; 
^  But  Chloe  mine  difdains. 
As  thus  he  melancholy  flood, 

Dejedltd  as  the  lonely  dove,  ^ 

Sweet  founds  broke  gently  through  the  wood, 

I  feel  the  found;  myheart-ftringsmove. 


'^2X3 


THE   WORKS   OF  GAY. 


'Twas  not  tbe  nightingale  that  fung; 

Ho.     'TJs  my  Chloe's  fweeter  tongue. 

Hark,  hark,  what  fays  my  love  ? 

How  fooiifli  is  the  nymph  (ftie  cries) 
Who  trifles  with  her  lover's  pain  ! 

Nature  ftill  fpeaks  in  woman's  eyes, 
Our  artful  lips  were  made  to  feigii. 

O  Daphnis,  Daphnis,  'twas  my  pride, 

'Twas  not  my  heart  thy  love  deny'd; 
Come  back,  dear  youth,  again. 

As  t'other  day  my  hand  he  feiz'd, 

My  blood  with  thrilling  motion  flew 5 

Sudden  I  put  on  looks  difpleas'd, 
And  hafty  from  his  hold  withdrew. 

'Twas  fear  alone,  thou  fimple  fwain  ; 

Then  hadft  thou  preft  my  hand  again, 
My  heart  had  yielded  too  1 

'Tistrue,  thy  tuneful  reed  I  blam'd,    , 
That  fwell'd  thy  lip  and  rofy  cheek ; 

Think  not  thy  flcill  in  fong  defam'd, 
That  lip  (hould  other  pleafures  feek : 

Much,  much  thy  mufic  I  approve  ; 

"Yet  break  thy  pipe,  for  more  I  love, 
Much  more  to  hear  thee  fpeak. 

My  heart  forbodes  that  I'm  betray'd,       , 

Daphnis,  I  fear,  is  ever  gone  ; 
Laft  night  with  Delia's  dog  he  play'd, 

I^Dve  by  fuch  trifles  firft  comes  on. 
Now,  new,  dear  fhepherd,  come  away, 
My  tongue  would  now  my  heart  obey. 

Ah,  Chloe,thou  art  won  ! 

The  youth  ftepp'd  forth  with  hafty  pace. 
And  found  where  wifhing  Chloe  lay  ; 

Shame  fudden  lighten'd  in  her  face, 
Confus'd,  fhe  knew  not  what  to  fay. 

At  laft,  in  broken  words,  Ihe  cry'd ; 

To-morrow  you  in  vain  had  try'd. 
But  I  am  loft  to-day  ! 

THE  COQUETTE  MOTHER  AND 
DAUGHTER. 


At  the  clofe  of  the  day, 
When  the  bean-flower  and  hay 

Breath'd  odourb  in  every  wind; 
.Love  enliven'd  the  veins 
Of  the  damfels  and  fwains ; 

Each  glance  and  each  adion  was  kind. 

Molly,  wanton  and  free, 
/        Kifs'd,  and  fat  on  each  knee. 

Fond  ecftafy  fwam  in  her  eyes. 
See,  t!iy  mother  is  near  ; 
Hark  !  (he  calls  thee  to  hear 

What  age  and  experience  advifc. 
Haft  thou  feen  the  blithe  dove 
Stretch  her  neck  to  her  love, 

All  glolTy  with  purple  and  gold  ? 
)f  akifi  he  obtain. 
She  returns  it  again  : 

What  follows,  you  need  not  be  told. 


Look  ye,  mother,  fiifS  cry'd, 
You  inftrud  me  in  pride, 

And  men  by  good  manners  arc  wtfaV 
She  who  trifles  with  all 
Is  lefs  likely  to  fall 

Than  fhe  who  but  trifles  with  one. 
Pr'ythee,  Molly,  be  wife, 
Left  by  fudden  furprife 

Love  fliould  tingle  in  every  vein  i 
Take  a  fhephefd  for  life. 
And  when  once  you're  a  wife, 

You  fafely  may  trifle  again. 

Molly  fmiling  reply'd, 
rhen  I'll  foon  be  a  bride ; 

Old  Roger  has  gold  in  his  cheff. 
But  I  thought  all  you  wives 
Chofe  a  man  for  your  lives, 

And  trifled  no  more  with  the  reft. 

MOLLY    MOG: 

Or,  ihe  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn.      A  Ballad  *, 

Says  my  uncle,  I  pray  difcover 

What  hath  been  the  ciiife  of  your  woes ;' 

Why  you  pine  and  you  whine  like  a  Isver  \ 
—  I  have  feen  Molly  Alog  of  the  Rofe. 

0  nephew  1  your  grief  is  but  folly. 

In  town  you  may  find  better  prog ; 
Half  a  crown  there  will  get  you  a  MoUj, 
A  Molly  much  better  than  Mog. 

1  knovs^  that  by  wits  'tis  recited 

That  women  are  heft  at  a  clog; 
But  I  am  not  fo  eafily  frighted 

From  loving  of  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

The  fchool-boy's  defire  is  a  play-day; 

The  fchoolnlafter's  joy  is  to  flog; 
The  milk-maid's  delight  is  on  May-day; 

But  mine  is  on  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Will-a-wifp  leads  the  traveller  gadding         [bog ; 

Througii  ditch,  and  through  quagmire,  an< 
But  no  light  can  fet  me  a-madding 

Like  the  eyes  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
For  guineas  in  other  men's  breeches 

Your  gamefterswill  palm  and  will  cog; 
But  I  envy  them  none  of  their  riches. 

So  I  may  win  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
The  heart  when  half  wounded  is  changing, 

It  here  and  there  leaps  like  a  frog ; 
But  my  heart  can  never  be  ranging, 

'Tis  fo  fix'd  upon  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Who  follows  all  ladies  of  pleafure, 

In  pleafure  is  thought  but  a  hog; 
All  the  lex  cannot  give  fo  good  meafure 

Of  joys,  as  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
I  feel  I'm  in  love  to  diftra(ftiori. 

My  fenfes  all  foft  in  a  fog  ; 
And  nothing  can  give  fatisfa<5lion. 

But  thinking  of  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

*  This  ballad  tvat  •written  on  an  inn-keeper's  daugh- 
ter at  Oakingham  in  Berijbire,  ivho  in  her  youth  -was  a 
celebrated  beauty  and  toaji :  Jhe  lived  to  a  very  advanced 
a^e,  dying/9  lately  as  tht  month  of  March ,  1 766. 
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A  letter  when  1  am  Inditing,      ■  . , 

Comes  Cupid  and  gives  me  a  ja^ , 
And  I  fill  all  the  paper  with  writing 

Of  nothing  but  fweet  Molly  Mog. 
If  I  would  not  give  up  the  three  Graces, 

r  wifli  I  were  hang'd  like  a  dog, 
And  at  court  all  the  drawing-room  faces, 

For  a  glance  of  my  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

Thofe  faces  want  nature  and  fpirit, 

And  fcem  as  cut  out  of  a  log : 
Juno,  Venus,  and  Pallas's  merit,  '' 

Unite  in  my  fweec  Molly  Mog. 
Thofe  who  toad  all  the  Family  Royal,' 

[n  bumpers  of  Hogan  and  Nog,  j 

Have  hearts  not  more  true  or  more  loyal 

Than  mine  to  my  fweet  Molly  Mog, 

Were  Virgil  alive  with  his  Phyllis, 

And  writing  another  eclogue  ;  , 

Both  his  Phyllis  and  fair  Amaryllis 

He'd  give  up  for  fweet  Molly  Mog. 

When  (he  fmiles  on  each  gueft,  like  her  liqiiof/ 

Then  jealoufy  fets  me  agog  ; 
To  be  fure  fhe's  a  bit  for  the  Vicar. 

And  fo  [  ftiall  lofe  Molly  Mog. 

BALLAD 

Of  all  the  girls  that  e'er  were  feen,' 

There's  none  fo  fine  as  Nelly,  ^ 

For  charming  face,  and  fhape,  and  mien, 

And  what's  not  fit  to  tell  ye  ; 
Oh  !  the  turn'd  neck,  and  fmooth  white  ititii 

Of  lovely  deareft  Nelly  ! 
For  many  a  fwain  it  well  had  been 

Had  Ihe  ne'er  been  at  Calai-. 
For  when  as  Nelly  came  to  France 

(Invited  by  her  coufins), 
Acrofs  the  Tuilleries  each  glance 

Kill'd  Frenchmen  by  v/hole  dozens. 
The  king,  as  he  at  dinner  fat, 

Did  beckon  t»  his  huffar, 
And  bid  him  bring  his  tabby  cat. 

For  charming  Nell  to  bufs  her. 

The  ladies  were  with  rage  provok'd, 

To  fee  her  fo  refpedied ; 
The  men  look'd  arch,  as  Nelly  ftrok'J, 

And  pufs  her  tail  erected. 
But  not  a  man  did  look  employ, 

Except  on  pretty  Nelly  ; 
Then  faid  the  Duke  de  Villeroy, 
,    "  Ah  !  qii'elle  eft  bien  jolie  i" 

But  who's  that  great  philofopher, 

That  carefully  looks  at  her? 
By  his  concern  it  fliould  appear. 

The  fair  one  is  his  daughter. 
Mafoy  !  (quoth  then  a  courtier  fly  J 

He  on  his  child  does  leer  too  : 
I  wifti  he  has  no  mind  to  try 

What  fome-  papa's  will  here  dos 
't'he  courtiers  all,  with  one  accord. 

Broke  out  in  Nelly's  praifes, 
Admir'd  her  rofe,  and  lys  fans  far  Je, 

(Which  are  your  Urmss  FrancoifesX 
Vol.  VIII; 


Then  might  you  fee  a  painted  ring. 

Of  dames  that  ftood  by  Nelly  j 
She  like  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring", 

And  they,  like  Fleurs  de  Palait. 

In  Marli's  gardens,  and  St.  Clou, 

I  faw  this  charming  Nelly, 
Where  (hamelefs  nymphs,  expos'd  to  vieW^ 

Stand  naked  in  each  allee  : 
Bat  Venus  had  a  brazen  face 

Both  at  Verfailles  and  Mcudon, 
Or  elfe  (he  had  refign'd  her  place. 

And  left  the  ftond  fhe  flood  on. 
Were  Nelly's  figure  mounted  there, 

T would  put  down  all  th'  Italian  : 
Lord  I  how  thofe  foreigners  would  ftari  5 

But  I  Ihould  turn  Pygmalion  : 
For,  fpite  of  lips,  and  eyes,  and  mien. 

Me  nothing  can  delight  fo. 
As  does  that  part  that  lies  between 

Her  left  toe  and  her  right  toe. 

A  BALLAD  ON  QUADRILLE, 

When  as  corruption  hence  did  go. 

And  left  the  nation  free ; 
When  Ay  faid  ay,  and  No  faid  no, 

Without  or  place  or  fee  ; 
Then  Satan,  thinking  things  went  ill, 
Sent  forth  his  fpirit  called  Quadrille. 

Quadrille,  Quadrille,  &.C, 
Kings,  queens,  and  knaves,  made  up  his  pack. 

And  four  fair  fuits  he  wore ; 
His  troops  they  were  with  red  and  black 

All  blotch'd  and  fpotted  o'er; 
And  every  houfe,  go  where  you  will. 
Is  haunted  by  this  imp  Quadrille,  &c. 
Sure  cards  he  has  for  every  thing, 

Which  well  court  cards  they  name. 
And,  flatefman-like,  calls  in  the  king. 

To  help  out  a  bad  game ; 
But,  if  the  parties  manage  ill, 
The  king  is  forc'd  to  lofe  Codille,  &c. 

When  two  and  two  were  met  of  old. 

Though  they  ne'er  meant  to  marry, 
They  were  in  Cupid's  books  enroU'd, 

And  call'd  a  Partie  Quarree  ; 
But  now,  meet  when  and  where  you  wIlJj 
A  Partie  Quarree  is  Quadrille,  &c. 
The  commoner,  and  knight,  and  peer. 

Men  of  all  ranks  and  fame. 
Leave  to  their  wives  the  only  care 

To  propagate  their  name ; 
And  well  that  duty  they  fulfil. 
When  the  good  htffband's  at  QwadrlUe,  &<;j 
When  patients  lie  in  piteous  cafe, 

In  comes  th'  apothecary  ; 
And  to  the  do(ftor  cries,  Alas  I 

N'on  dekes  ^adrillare  : 
The  patient  dies  without  a  pill : 
For  why  ?  the  do<Sor's  at  Quadrille,  &c. 
Should  France  and  Spain  again  grow  loud, 

The  MufcGvite  grow  louder; 
Britain,  to  curb  her  neighbours  proud» 

Would  want  both  bail  and  powder  % 
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Maft  wantlioth  fword  and  gun  to  kill  : 
For  why  ?  the  general's  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

The  king  of  late  drew  forth  his  fword 
(Thank  God  'twas  not  in  wrath), 

And  made,  of  many  a  'fquire  and  lord, 
An  unwafli'd  Knight  of  Bath  : 

What  are  their  feats  of  arms  and  fkill  ? 

They're  but  nine  parties  at  Quadrille,  &c. 

A  party  late  at  Cambray  met, 

Which  drew  all  Europe's  eyes ; 
'Twas  call'd  in  Foft-Boy  and  Gazette 

The  Quadruple  Allies ; 
But  fomebody  took  fomething  ill, 
So  broke  this  party  at  Quadrille,  &c. 
And  now  God  faVe  this  noble  realm, 

And  God  fave  eke  Hanover  ; 
And  God  fave  thofe  who  hold  the  helm," 

When  as  the  king  goes  over  ; 
But  let  the  king  go  where  he  will, 
His  fubjeAs  mud  play  at  Quadrille, 
(Q^idrilie,  Qiiadrille,  &c. 

A  KiEW  SONG  OF  NEW  SIMILIeV. 
My  paSion  is  as  muftard  ftrong  ; 

I  lit  all  fober  fad  ; 
Drunk  as  a  piper  all  day  long, 

Or  like  a  March-hare  mad. 

Round  as  a  hoop  the  bumpers  flow  ; 

I  drink',  yet  can't  forget  her ; 
For,  though  as  drunk  as  David's  fow, 

1  loviE  her  ftill  the  better. 

Pert  as  a  pear-monger  I'd  be, 

If  Molly  were  but  kind ; 
Cool  aj  a  cucumber  could  fee 

The  refl  of  wdmankind. 

Like  a  fluck  pig  I  gaping  ftare, 

And  eye  her  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Lean  as  a  rake  with  fighs  and  care,' 

Sleek  as  a  moufe  before. 

Plump  as  a  partridge  was  I  known. 

And  foft  as  (ilk  my  fkin, 
My  cheeks  as  fat  as  butter  grown  ; 

But  as  a  groat  now  thin  1 

I,  melancholy  as  a  cat, 

And  kept  awake  to  weep ; 
But  {he,  in&niible  of  that, 

Sound  as  a  top  can  ileep. 

Hard  is  her  heart  as  flint  or  ftonCj 

She  laughs  to  fee  mc  pale ; 
And  merry  as  a  grig  is  grown, 

And  brilk  as  bottled  ale. 

The  God  of  ioTc  at  her  approach 

Is  bufy  as  a  bee  ; 
Hearts,  found  as  arfy  bell  or  roachj 

Are  fmit  and  figh  like  me. 
Ay  me  '.  as  thick  as  hops  or  hail. 

The  fine  men  crowd  about  her  j 
But  foon  as  dead  as  a  door  nail 

Shall  I  be,  if  without  her. 

Straight  as  my  leg  her  fbape  appeari  j' 
•  W«re  we  join'd  together"; 


My  heart  would  be  fcot-free  from  carasj 

And  lighter  than  a  feather. 
As  fine  as  fivepence  is  her  mien, 

No  drum  was  ever  tighter; 
Her  glance  is  as  the  razor  keen. 

And  not  the  fun  is  brighter. 

As  foft  as  pap  her  kifles  are, 

Methinks  I  tafte  them  yet; 
Brown  as  a  berry  is  her  hair, 

Her  eyes  as  black  as  jet : 

As  fmooth  as  glafj,  as  white  as  curds,, 

Her  pretty  hand  invites; 
Sharp  as  a  needle  are  her  words ; 

Her  wit,  like  pepper,  bites  : 
Brilk  as  a  body-loufe  ftie  trips, 

Clean  as  a  penny  dreft  ; 
Sweet  as  a  rofe  her  breath  and  lips. 

Round  as  the  globe  her  breaft. 
Full  as  an  egg  was  I  with  glee  ; 

And  happy  as  a  king. 
Good  Lord  !  how  all  men  envy'd  me ! 

She  lov'd  like  any  thing. 

B'jt,  falfe  as  hell  I  (he,  like  the  wind,. 

Chang'd,  as  her  fex  muft  do  ; 
Though  feeming  as  the  turtle  kind. 

And  like  the  gofpel  true. 
If  I  and  MaJly  could  agree. 

Let  who  would  take  Peru  I 
Great  as  an  emperor  fhould  I  be. 

And  richer  than  a  Jew. 
Till  you  grow  tender  as  a  chick,. 

I'm  dull  as  any  poft  ; 
Let  us,  like  burs,  together  flick. 

And  warm  as  any  toaft. 

You'll  know  me  truer  than  a  dye  y 

And  wifli  me  better  fped ; 
Flat  as  a  flounder  when  I  lie, 

And  as  a  herring  dead. 

Sure  as  a  gun,  flie'll  drop  a  tear, 
,    And  figh,  perhaps,  and  wiih, 
When  I  am  rotten  as  a  pear, 
And  mute  as  any  fifh. 

NEWGATE'S  GARLAND: 

B2ING  A  NEW  BALLAD, 

Sbozving  fio-:u  Mr-  Jonathan  Wild's  Tbroaf  iva: 
cut  from  Ear  to  Ear  •zvltb  a  Penknife,  by  Mr. 
Blake,  alias  Blueskin,  the  hold  High-wayman, 
as  he  flood  at  h'ls  Trial  in  the  Old- Bailey,  17^5. 

To  the  rune  ?/"— «  The  Cut-purfe." 

Ye  gallants  of  Newgate,  whofc  fingers  are  nice, 
In  diving  in  pockets,  or  cogging  of  dice ; 
Ye  (harpers  fo  riich,  who  can  buy  off  the  noofe ; 
Ye  honefter  poor  rogues,  who  die  in  your  ftio«  ; 

Attend  and  draw  near, 

Good  news  you  (hall  hear,  [ear ; 

How  Jonathan's  throat  was  cut  from  car  to 
How  Bluelkin's  fharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at 

eafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 
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When  to  the  Old-Bailey  this  Bliiefkin  was  led, 
Hfi  held  lip  his  hand,  his  indi<Slment  was  read-, 
JLoud  rattled  his  chains,  near  him  Jonathan  ftood, 
For  full  forty  pounds  was  the  price  of  his  blood. 

Then,  hopelefs  of  life, 

He  drew  his  penknife. 

And  made  a  fad  widow  of  Jonathan's  wife. 
feut  forty  pounds  paid  hef,  her  grief  fhall  appeafe, 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 

Some  fay  there  are;  courtiers  of  higheft  renown. 
Who  Ileal  the  king's  gold,  and  leave  him  biit  a 
crown;  [men. 

Some  fay  there  are  peers,  and  fome  parliament- 
Who  meet  onie  a  year,  to  rob  courtiers  again  : 

L,et  them  all  take  their  fwing, 

To  pillage  the  king, 

And  get  a  blue  ribbon  inftead  of  a  ftrlng. 
Now  Bluefein's  fharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe. 
And  every  man  round  mc  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 


Knaves  of  old,  to  hide  guilt  by  their  cunning  in- 
ventions, [fions ; 
Call'd  briberies  grants,  and  plain  robberies  pen- 
Phyficians  and  lawyers  (who  take  their  degrees 
To  be  learned  rogues)  call'd  their  pilfciing  fees  : 

Siace  this  happy  day, 

Now  every  man  may 

Rob  (as  fafe  as  in  office)  upon  the  highway* 
For  filuefkin's  ftiarp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe^ 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 

Some  cheat  in  the  cuftoms,  fome  rob  the  excife, 
But  he  who  robs  both  is  cfteenied  moft  wife. 
Church-wardens,  too  prudent  to  hazard  the  halterj 
As  yet  only  venture  to  fteal  froai  the  aJtar  : 

But  now  to  get  gold, 

They  may  be  more  bold,  [cold. 

And  rpb  on  the  highway,  fince  Jonathan's 
for  Bluefkin's  fharp  penknife  hath  fet  you  at  eafe. 
And  every  man  round  me  may  rob  if  he  pleafe. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Defigned for  the  Pajloral  Tragedy  of  Hione, 

There  was  a  time  (O  were  thofe  days  renew'dl) 
Ere  tyrant-laws  had  woman's  will  fubdued; 
Then  nature  rul'd  ;  and  love,  devoid  of  art. 
Spoke  the  confenting  language  of  the  heart. 
Jjove  uncontroul'd  \  infipid,  poor  delight  I 
'  fis  the  reftraint  that  whets  our  appetite. 
Behold  tke  beafts  who  range  the  forefts  free  ; 
Behold  the  birds  who  fly  from  tree  to  tree; 
in  their  amours  fee  nature's  power  appear  I 
And  do  they  love  ?  Yes — one  month  in  the  year. 
Were  thefe  the  pleafures  of  the  golden  reign  ? 
And  did  free  nature  thus  inftrudl  the  fwain  ? 
I  envy  not,  yfe  nymphs,  your  amorous  bowers  : 
Such   harmlefs  fwains! — I'm  cv'n  content  with 

ours. 
But  yet  there's  fomethiftg  in  thefe  fylvan  fcenes, 
That  tells  our  fancy  what  the  lover  means. 
Name  but  the  molTy  bank,  and  moon-light  grove, 
Is  there  a  heart  that  does  not  beat  with  love  ? 

To-night  we  treat  you  with  fuch  country  fare : 
Then  for  your  lover's  fake  our  author  fpare. 
He   draws  no   Hemlkirk  boors,    or  home-bred 

•         clowns,    . 
But  the  foft  ftiepherds  of  Arcadia's  downs. 

When  Paris  on  the  tjiree  his  judgment  pafs'd  ; 
I  hope  you'll  own  the  fhepherd  fliow'd  his  tafle  : 
And  Jove,  all  know;"  was  a  good  judge  of  beauty, 
Who  made  the  nymph  Califto  break  her  duty ; 
Then  was  the  country-nymph  no  aukward  thing. 
See  what  ftrange  revolutions  time  can,  bring  1 

Yet  ftill  methinks  an  author's  fate  I  dread. 
Were  it  not  fafer  beaten  paths  to  tread 
Of  tragedy ;  than  o'er  wide  heaths  to  ftray. 
And  feeding  ftrange  adventures  lofe  his  way  ? 
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No  trumpet's  clangour  makes  his  heroine  ftart, 
And  tears  the  fpldier  from  her  bleeding  heart. 
He,  fooiifli  bard  ;  nor  pomp  nor  {how  regards. 
Without  the  witnefs  of  a  hundred  guards 
His  lovers  figh  their  vows. — If  fleep  fhould  take  ye. 
He  has  no  battle,  no  loud  drum  to  vyake  ye. 
What,  no  fuch  fhifts  ?  there's  danger  in't,  'tis  true  i' 
Yet  fpare  him,  as  he  gives  you  fomething  new. 

A  CONTEMPLATION  ON  NIOHT. 

Whether  amid  the  globm  of  night  I  ftray. 
Or  my  glad  eyes  enjoy  revolving  day, 
Still  nature's  various  face  informs  my  fenfe, 
Of  an  all-wife,  all-powerful  Providence. 

When  the  gay  fun  firft  breaks  the  ftiadesof  iiightj 
And  ftrikes  the  diftant  eaftern  hills  with  light, 
Colour  returns,  the  plains  their  livery  wear,  ^ 

And  a  bright  verdure  clothes  the  fmiling  year; 
The  blooming  flowers  with  opening  beauties  glowj 
And  grazing  flocks  their  milky  fleeces  fhow; 
The  barren  cliffs  with  chalky  fronts  arife, 
And  a  pure  azure  arches  o'er  the  Ikies, 
But  when  the  gloomy  reign  of  night  returns, 
Stript  of  her  fading  pride  all  nature  mourns  : 
The  trees  no  more  their  wonted  verdure  boaft^' 
But  weep  in  dewy  tears  their  beauty  loft  : 
No  diftant  landfcapes  draw  our  curious  eyes; 
Wrapt  in  night's  robe  the  whole  creation  lies. 
Yet  ftill,  cv'n  now,  while  darknefs  clothes  the  land. 
We  view  the  traces  of  th'  Almighty  hand ; 
Millions  of  ftars  in  heaven's  wide  vault  appear, 
-4nd  with  new  glories  hangs  the  boundlcfs  fphers  \ 
The  filver  moon  her  weftern  couch  forfakes. 
And  o'er  the  Ikies  her  nightly  circle  m^kes ; 
Her  folid  globe  beats  back  the  funny  rays. 
And  to  ths  world  her  borrow'd  light  r^ayj, 
X  ij 
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Whether  thofe  ftars,  that  twinkling  luftre  fend, 
Are  funs,  and  'olling  worlds  thofe  funs  attend, 
Man  may  conjecture,  and  new  fchemes  declare  r 
Yet  all  his  fyftems  but  conjedlures  are. 
But  this  we  knaw,  that  heaven's  eternal  King, 
"Who  bade  this  univerfe  from  nothing  fpring. 
Can  at  his  word  bid  numerous  worlds  appear, 
And  riGng  worlds  th'  all-powerful  word  (hall  hear. 

When  to  the  weftern  main  the  fun  defcends. 
To  other  lands  a  rifing  day  he  lends; 
The  fpreading  dawn  another  fliepherd  fpies, 
The  wakcfulflocks  from  their  warm  folds  arife  ; 
jRefrefli'd,  the  peafant  feeks  his  early  toil, 
And  bids  the  plough  corred  the  fallow  foil. 
While  we  in  fleep's  embraces  wafte  the  night, 
The  climes  oppos'd  enjoy  meridian  light : 
And  when  thofe  lands  the  bufy  fun  forfakcs, 
With  us  again  the  rofy  morning  wakes ; 
In  lazy  fleepthe  night  rolls  fwift  away. 
And  neither  clime  laments  bis  abfent  ray. 

When  the  pure  foul  is  from  the  body  flown, 
!j^o  more  (hall  night's  alternate  reign  be  known  ; 
The  fun  no  more  fhall  rolling  light  beftow. 
But  from  th'  Almighty  dreams  of  glory  flow. 
Oh,  may  fottie  nobler  thought  my  foul  employ, 
Than  empty,  tranficnt,  fablunary  joy  ! 
The  ftars  (liall  drop,  the  fun  (hall  lofe  his  flame  : 
But  thou,  O  God  1  for  ever  (hine  the  fame. 

A  THOUGHT  ON  ETERNITY. 

Ere  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  laid, 
Ire  kindling  light  th'  Almighty  word  obey'd, 
Thou  wen  ;  and  when  the  fubterraneous  flame 
Shall  burft  its  prifon,  and  devour  this  frame, 
Trom  angry  heaven  when  the  keen  lightning  flics, 
When  fervent  heat  dilTolves  the  melting  ikies, 
Thou  ftill  (halt  be  ;  ftill  as  thoa  wert  before. 
And  know  no  change,  when  time  (hall  be  no  more. 
O  endlefs  thought '.  divine  Eternity  '. 
Th'  immortal  foul  (hares  but  a  part  of  thee  ! 
For  thou  wert  prefent  when  our  life  began. 
When  the  warm  duft  (hot  up  in  breathing  man. 

Ah  !  what  is  life  ?  with  ills  cncompafs'd  round, 
Amidft  our  hopes,  fate  (Irikes  th?  fudden  wound  : 
To- day  the  ftaicfman  of  new  honour  dreams, 
To-morrow  death  deftroys  his  airy  fchemes; 
Is  mouldy  treafure  in  thy  cheft  confin'd  ? 
Thii.k  all  that  treafure  thou  muft  leave  behind ; 
Thy  heir  with  fmiles  fhall  view   thy   blazon'd 

herfe. 
And  all  thy  hoards  with  lavilh  hand  difperfe. 
Should  certain  fate  th'  impending  blow  delay, 
Thy  mirth  will  ficken,  and  thy  bloom  decay  ; 
Then  feeble  age  will  all  thy  nerves  dilarm, 
No  more  thy  blood  its  narrow  channels  warm. 
Who   then  would  wiftv  to  ftrecih  this  narrow 

fpan, 
To  fufTcr  life  beyond  the  date  of  man  ? 

The  virtuous  foul  purfucsa  nobler  ainr, 
And  life  regards  but  as  a  fleeting  dream  : 
She  longs  to  wake,  and  wilhcs  to  get  free. 
To  launch  from  earth  into  eternity. 
3For while  the  boundlefs  therne  extends  our  thought, 
Tea  thonfand  ihvufand  rolling  years  are  nought. 
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EPIGRAMMATICAL  EXPOSTULATION'*. 

From  Mohock  and  from  Hawkubite, 

Good  Lord  deliver  me  ! 
Who  wander  through  the  ftreetsby  night, 

Committing  cruelty. 

They  flafh  our  fons  with  bloody  knivcsj 

Arid  on  our  daughters  fall; 
And  if  they  ravilh  not  our  wives,. 

We  have  geod  luck  withal. 

Coaches  and  chairs  they  overturn, 

Nay  carts  moft  eafily  : 
Therefore  from  Gog,  and  eke  Magog, 

Good  Lord  deliver  me  ! 

EPITAPH  OF  BYE-WORDS. 

Here  lies  a  round  woman,  who  thonght  mighty; 
odd  [Godi 

Every  word  fhe  e'er  heard  in  this  church  about 

To  convince  her  of  God,  the  good  dean  did  en- 
deavour. 

But  ftill  in  her  heart  fhe  held  nature  more  clever. 

Though  he  talk'd  much  of  virtue,  her  head  always 
run 

Upon  fomething  or  other,  (he  found  better  fun. 

For  the  dame,  by  her  (kill  in  affairs  aftronomical, 

Imagin'd  to  live  in  the  clouds  was  but  comical. 

In  this  world  (he  defpis'd  every  foul  fhe  met  here. 

And  now  (he's  in  t*  other,  fhe  thinks  it  but  queer, 

MY  OWN  EPITAPH. 

Life  is  a  jeft,  and  all  things  fhow  it; 
I  thought  fo  once,  but  now  I  know  it. 

A  MOTTO 
For  the  Opera  of  Mutlus  Se^ivola  f . 

Who  here  blames  words,   or  verfes,  fongs,  or 

fingers. 
Like  Mutius  Scsevola  will  burn  his  fingers. 

WINE: 


"  Nulla  placerc  diu,  nee  vivere  carmina  polTunts 
"  Qux  fcribuntur  aquae  potonbus." 

Of  happinefs  terreftrial,  and  the  fource      [mufc ; 
Whence   human   pleafures   flow,  fing,  heavenly' 
Of  fparkling  juices,  of  th'  enlivening  grape, 
Whofe  quickening  tafte  adds  vigour  to  the  foul, 
Whole  fovercin  power  revives  decaying  nature, 
And  thaws  the  frozen  blood  of  hoary  ag^e, 
A  kindly  warmth  dirTufing  : — youtjiful  fires 
Gild  his  dim  eyes,  and  paint  with  ruddy  hue 
His  wrinkled  vifage,  ghaftly  wan  before: 
Cordial  reftorative  to  mortal  man. 
With  copious  hand  by  bounteous  gods  beftow'd  I 

•  Annexed,  in   tjll,  to  Gay's  "  Wonderful  Fro^ 
fl-ciy,"  a  humorous  treatife  on  tie  Mohocks. 
.    f  ^In  opera  by  il/r.  Rdl!,pcrforrr.ed  In  llVl-i, 
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"Bacclius  divine,  and  my  adventurous  fong, 
That  vfhh  no  middle  flight  intends  to  fear. 
Infpir'd,  fublime,  on  Pegafean  wing, 
By  thee  upborne,  I  draw  Miltonic  air. 

When  fumy  vapours  clog  our  loaded  brows 
With  furrow'd  frowns;  whenftupid,  downcaft  eyes, 
Th'  external  fymptoms  of  rcmorfe  within, 
Exprefs  out  grief ;  or  when  in  fullen  dumps, 
With  head  incumbent  on  expanded  palm, 
Aloping  we  fit,  in  filent  forrow  drown'd  : 
Whether  inveigling  Hymen  has  trepann'd 
Th'  unwary  youth,  and  tied  the  Gordian  knot 
Of  jangling  wedlock  not  to  be  diffolv'd  ; 
Worry'd  all  day  by  loud  Xantippe's  din. 
Who  fails  not  to  exalt  him  to  the  ftars, 
And  fix  him  there  among  the  branched  crew 
(Taurus,  and  Aries,  and  Capricorn, 
The  greateft  monfters  of  the  zodiac)  : 
Or  for  the  lofs  of  anxious  worldly  pelf, 
(Or  Cadia's  fcornful  flights,  and  cold  difdain, 
Which  check'd  his  amorous  flame  with  coy  repulfc; 
■  The  word  evente  that  mortals  can  befall : 
>By  cares  deprcfs'd,  in  penfive  hyppifh  mood, 
With  floweft  pace  the  tedious  minutes  roll. 
Thy  charming  fight,  but  much  more  charming  guft, 
J^ew  life  incites,  and  warms  our  chilly  blood. 
Straight  with  pert  looks,  we  raife  our  drooping 

fronts. 
And  pour  in  cryflal  pure,  thy  purer  juice ; — 
?JlVith  cheerful  countenance  and  fteady  hand 
jlaife  it  lip-high,  then  fix  the  fpafcious  rim 
To  the  expecSling  mouth ; — with  grateful  tafte, 
The  ebbing  wine  glides  fwiftly  o'er  the  tongue  ; 
The  circling  blood  with  quicker  motion  flies  : 
Such  is  thy  powerful  influence,  thou  flraigbt 
Difpell'ft  thofe  clouds,  that,  louring  dark,  eclipsM 
The  whilom  glories  of  the  gladfome  face  ; — 
While  dimpled  cheeks,  and  fparkling,  rolling  eyes, 
Thy  cheering  virtues  and  thy  worth  proclaim. 
So  mifts  and  exhalations,  that  arife 
From  hills  or  fleamy  lake,  dulky  or  gray, 
Prevail ;  till  Phoebus  fheds  Titanian  rays. 
And  paints  their  fleecy  Ikirts  with  fhining  gold : 
Unable  to  refift,  the  foggy  damps, 
That  veil'd  the  furface  of  the  verdant  fields, 
At  the  god's  penetrating  beams  difperfe ; 
The  earth  again  in  fgrmer  beauty  fmiles, 
In  gaudieft  livery  dreil,  all  gay  and  clear. 

When  djfappointed  Strephon  meets  rcpulfe^ 
Scoff'd  at,  defpis'd,  in  melancholic  mood, 
Joylefs  he  waftesin  fighs  the  lazy  hours; 
Till,  reinforc'd  by  thy  mod  potent  aid. 
He  ftorms  the  breach,  and  wins  the  beauteous  fart. 

To  pay  thee  homage,  and  receive  thy  bleffing, 
The  Britifh  feamen  quits  his  native  ftiore. 
And  ventures  through  the  tracklefs,  deep  abyfs. 
Ploughing  the  ocean,  while  the  upheav'd  oak, 
"  With  bjaked  prow,  rides  tilting  o'er  the  waves  ;" 
Shock'd  by  tempefluous  jarring  winds,  fhe  rolls 
•in  dangers  imminent,  till  flie  arrives  [fence. 

At  thofe  heft  climes  thou  favour'fl  with  thy  pre- 
Whether  at  Lufitania's  fultry  coaft, 
Or  lofty  Teneriif,  Palma,  Ferro, 
Provence,  or  at  the  Celtiberian  fliores ; 
Wkh  gazing  pleafurs  and  aftoniflimen? 


At  Paradife  (feat  of  our  ancient  fire) 
He  thinks  himfelf  arriv'd;  the  purple  grapes. 
In  largcft  clufters  pendant,  grace  the  vines 
Innumcrous ;  in  fields  grotefque  and  wild 
They  with  implicit  curls  the  oak  entwine, 
And  load  with  fruit  divine  his  fpreading  boughe; 
Sight  moft  delicious !  not  an  irkfome  thought. 
Or  of  left  native  iflc,  or  abfent  friends, 
Or  dearcft  wife,  or  tender  fucking  bab^ 
His  kindly-treacherous  memory  now  prefents; 
The  jovial  god  has  left  no  room  for  cares. 
Ccleftial  liquor  1  thou  that  didft  infpire 
Maro  and  Flaccus,  and  the  Grecian  bard. 
With  lofty  numbers,  and  heroic  ftrains 
Unparallel'd  ;  with  eloquence  profound. 
And  arguments  convidtive,  didft  enforce 
Fam'd  TuUy,  and  Demofthenes  renown 'd  : 
Ennius,  firfl  fam'd  in  Latin  fong,  in  vain 
Drew  Heliconian  ftreams,  ungrateful  whet 
To  jaded  mufe,  and  oft,  with  vain  attempt. 
Heroic  adts,  in  flagging  numbers  dull, 
With  pains  efl"ay'd;  but,  abjedl  ftill  and  low. 
His  unrecruited  mufe  could  never  reach 
The  mighty  theme,  till,  from  the  purple  fount 
Of  bright  Lenxan  fire,  her  barren  drought 
He  quenth'd,  and  with  infpiring  neAarous  juice 
Her  drooping  fpirits  cheer'd  ; — aloft  Ihe  towerSj 
Borne  on  ftilf  pennons,  and  of  war's  alarms. 
And  trophies  won,  in  lofticft  numbers  lings. 
'Tis  thou  the  hero's  brcaft  to  martial  adls. 
And  refolution  bold,  and  ardour  brave, 
Excit'ft  :  thou  check'ft  inglorious,  lolling  eafe. 
And  fluggifh  minds  with  generous  fires  inflam'fi^ 

0  thou,  tnat  firft  my  quicken'd  foul  didft  warm. 
Still  with  thy 'aid  affi:^  me,  that  thy  praife, 
Thy  univerfal  fway  o'er  all  the  world. 

In  everlafting  numbers,  like  the  theme, 

1  may  record,  and  fing  thy  matchlefs  worth. 

Had  the  Oxonian  bard  thy  praife  rehears'd. 
His  mufe  had  yet  retain'd  her  wonted  height ; 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  Blenheim's  field  Ihe  foar'd 
Aerial  :  now  in  Ariconian  bogs 
She  lies  inglorious  floundering,  like  her  theme 
Languid  and  faint,  and  on  damp  wing,  immerg'3 
In  acid  juice,  in  vain  attempts  to  rife. 

With  what  fublimeft  joy  from  noify  town. 
At  rural  feat,  Lucretelus  retir'd  : 
Flaccus,  untainted  by  perplexing  cares. 
Where  the  white  poplar,  and  the  lofty  pine, 
Join  neighbouring  boughs,  fweet  hofpitable  Ihade 
Creating,  from  Phcebean  rays  fecure, 
A  cool  retreat,  with  few  well-chofen  friends. 
On  flowery  mead  recumbent,  fpent  the  hours 
In  mirth  innocuous,  and  alternate  verfe  ! 
With  rofes  interwoven,  poplar  wreaths 
Their  temples  bind,  drefs  of  fylveftrian  gods  ! 
Choiceft  nedlarean  juice  crown'd  largeft  bowls, 
And  overlook'd  the  brim,  alluring  fight. 
Of  fragrant  fcent,  attraftive,  tafte  divine  ! 
Whether  from  Formian-grape  deprefs'd,  Falern, 
Or  Setin,  Maflic,  Gauran,  or  Sabine, 
Lefbian,  or  Coecuban,  the  cheering  bowl 
Mov'd  briflcly  round,  and  fpurr'd  their  heighten'd 

wit 
To  flag  M^cenas'  praife,  their  patron  kind, 
*  Xiij 
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But  wc  not  as  our  priftine  fires  repair 
T'  umbrageous  grot  or  vale;  but,  when  the  fun 
Faintly  from  weftern  fkies  his  rays  oblique 
Darts  floping,  and  to  Thetis'  watery  lap 
Haftens  in  prone  career,  with  friends  felecfl 
Swiftly  we  hie  to  Devil  *,  young  or  old. 
Jocund  and  boon,  where  at  the  entrance  ftands 
A  ftripling,  who  with  fcrapes  and  humil  cringe 
Greets  us  in  winning  fpeech,  and  accent  bland  ; 
With  lighteft  bound,  and  fafe,  unerring  ftep, 
He  flcips  before,  and  nimbly  climbs  the  ftaira: 
Melampus  thus,  panting  with  lolling  tongue. 
And  wagging  tail,  gambols,  and  frifks  before 
His  fequent  lord,  fiom  penfive  walk  return'd. 
Whether  in  fhady  wood,  or  pafture  green. 
And  waits  his  comuig  at  the  well-known  gate- 
Nigh  to  the  ftairs' afcent,  in  regal  port, 
Sits  a  maieftic  dame,  whofe  looks  denounce 
Command  and  fovereignty  ;  with  haughty  air, 
And  ftudied  mien,  in  femi-circular  throne 
Enclos'd,  flie  deals  around-her  dread  commands; 
Behind  her  (dazzling  fight !)  in  order  rang'd. 
Pile  above  pile,  cryllalline  veflels  fhine ; 
Attendant  flaves  with  eager  ftrides  advance, 
And,  after  homage  paid,  bawl  out  aloud    " 
Words  unintelligible,  noife  confus'd  : 
She  knows  the  jargon  founds,  and  flraight  de- 

fcribes. 
In  chara<5fcers  myfierious,  words  obfcurc  ; 
^lore  legible  are  algebraic  figns, 
Or  myflic  figures  by  magicians  di^wn, 
W'hen  they  invoke  th'  infernal  fpirits  aid. 

Drive  hence  the  rude  and  barbarous  difTonance 
Of  favage  Thracians,  and  Croation  boors ;  " 

The  loud  Centaurian  broils  with  Lapithae 
Sound  harfli  and  grating  to  Lensan  god ; 
Chafe  brutal  feuds  of  Belgian  fkippers  hence 
(Amid  their  cup^  whofe  innate  temper's  fhown). 
In  clumfy  lift  wielding  fcymineterian  knife. 
Who  flafh  each  other's  eyes  and  blubber'd  face, 
profaning  Bacchanalian,  folemn  rites: 
Mufic's  harmonious  numbers  better  fuit 
His  feftivals,  from  inftrumentsor  voice. 
Or  Gafperini's  hand  the  trembling  firing 
(Should  touch  ;  or  from  the  dulcet  Tufcan  dames, 
Or  warbling  Toft's  f^r  more  melodious  tongue, 
Sweet  Symphonies  fliould  flow,  the  Delian  god 
For  aiiy  Bacchus  is  affociate  meet. 

The  ftairs  afcent  now  gain'd,  our  guide  unbars 
The  doors  of  fpacious  room,  and  creeking  chairs 
4^To  car  offenfive^  round  the  table  fets. 
\Ve  fit,  whtn  thus  his  fliirid  fpeech  begins : 
"  Name,   Sirs,  the  wine  that  mqfl  invites  your 

tafle, 
"  Champaign,  or  Burgundy,  or  Florence  pure, 
*'  Or  Hock  antique,  or  Lifijon'new  or  old, 
"  Bourdcaux,  or  neat  French  wine,  or  Hlicant." 
Por  Bourdeaux  wc  with  voice  unanimous 
Declare  (fuch  fympathy's  in  boon  compeers)^ 
He  quits  the  room  alert,  but  foon  returns ; 
One  hand  capacious  giiftering  vclfels  bears 
iitlplendent;  t'other  with  a  grafp  fecure; 

*  7ie  Z)cvil-(at/ern,  Temple-bar,  frequtnted  iy  his 
ijrliiias,  .•'.■. 


A  bottle  (mighty  charge)  1  upftaid,  full-fraughj: 
With  goodly  wine.     He,  with  extended  hand 
Rais'd  high,  pours  forth  his  fanguine  frothy  juice, 
O'erfpread  with  bubbles,  diflipated  foon  : 
We  flrait  to  arms  repair,  cxperien'd  chiefs ; 
Now  glaffes  clafli  with  glalfes  (charming  found  I) 
And  glorious  Anna's  health,  the  firfl,  the  beft. 
Crowns  the  full  glafs  ;— at  her  infpiring  name, 
The  fprightly  wine  refults,  and  feems  to  fmile ; 
With  hearty  zeal,  and  wilh  unanimous. 
Her  health  we  drink,  and  in  her  health  our  owq. 

A  paufe  enfues ;  and  now  with  grateful  chat 
W'  improve  the  interval;  and  joyous  mirth 
Engages  our  rais'd  fouls,  pat  repartee, 
Or  witty  joke  our  airy  fenfes  moves 
To  pleafant  laughter ;  ftraight  the  echoing  room 
Witli  univerfal  peals  and  fhouts  refounds. 

The  royal  Dane,  blefl  confort  of  the  queen. 
Next  crovvns  the  ruby'd  nedar,  all  whofe  blifs 
In  Anna's  plac'd  : — with  fynipathetic  flame. 
And  mutual  endearments,  all  her  joys, 
Like  the  kind  turtle's  pure  untainted  love. 
Centre  in  him,  who  fhares  the  grateful  hearts 
Of  loyal  fubjedls  with  his  fovereign  queen ; 
For  by  his  prudent  care,  united  fhores 
Were  fav'd  from  hoftile  fleets  invaiiou  dire. 

The  hero  Marlborough  next,  whofe  vaft  ex- 
ploits 
Fame's  clarion  founds ;  frefh  laurels  triumphs  new. 
We  wifli,  like  thofe  he  won  at  Hochftet's  field. ' 

Next  Devonfhire  iliuftrious,  who  from  race 
Of  nobleft  patriots  fprang,  whofe  vvorthy  foul 
Is  with  each  fair  and  virtuous  gift  adorn'd. 
That  flione  in  his  moft  worthy  anceftors : 
For  then  diflindl  in  feparate  breafts  were  feeu 
Viriues  diftindl,  but  all  in  him  unite. 

Prudent  Godolphin,  of  the  nation  s  weal 
Frugal,  but  free  and  generous  of  his  oiim. 
Next  crowns  the  bowl ;  with  faithful  Sunderland. 
And  Halifax,  the  niufes'  darling  fon. 
In  whom  confpicuous,  with  full  luftre,  (hine 
The  fureft  judgment,  and  the  brighteft  wit, 
Himfelf  Maecenas  and  a  Flaccus  too — 
And  all  the  worthies  of  the  Britilh  realm, 
In  order  rang'd,  fucceed;  fuch  healths  as  tinge 
The  dulcet  wine  with  a  more  charming  guft. 

Now  each  his  miftrefs  toafts,  by  whofe  bright 
eye 
He's  fit 'd;  Cofmclia  fair,  or  Dukibel', 
Or  Sylvia,  comely  black,  with  jetty  eyes 
Piercing  ;  or  airy  Celia,  fprightly  maid ! — 
Infenfibly  thus  flow  unnumber'd  hours  ; 
Glafs  fucceeds  glafs,  till  the  Dircean  god 
Shines  in  our  eyes,  and  with  his  fulgent  rays 
Enlightens  our  glad  looks  with  lovely  dye  ; 
All  blithe  and  jolly,  that,  like  Arthur's  knights. 
Of  rotund  table,  fam'd  in  old  records, 
Now  moA  we  feem'd — fuch  is  the  power  of  JJlntt 

Thus  we  the  winged  hours  in  harmless  mirth 
And  joys  unfully'd  pafs,  till  humi«^i)ight 
Has  half  her  race  perform'd  ;  now  all  abroad 
Is  hujh'd  and  filent,  nor  the  rumbling  noife 
Of  coach  or  cart,  or  fmoky  link-boy's  call, 
Fs  heard — but  univerfal  filence  reigns :         ' 
\yiicn  we  in  merry  i>light,  airy  and  gr.y. 
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SnrprisM  to  find  tliie  hours  fo  fwiftly  fly. 
With  hafty  knock,  or  twang  of  pendent  cord, 
Alarm'  the  drowfy  youth  from  flumbcring  nod ; 
Startled  he  flies,  and  ftumbles  o'er  the  ftairs 
Erroneous,  and  with  bufy  knuckles  plies 
His  yet  clung  eye-lids,  and  with  daggering  reel 
Enters  confus'd,  and  muttwing  afks  our  wills ; 
When  we  with  liberal  hand  the  fcore  difcharge, 
And  homeward  each  his  courfe  with  fteady  fbep 
Unerring  ftecrs,  of  cares  and  coin  bereft. 

THE 

LAMENTATION  OFXJLUMDALCLITCH 

Far  the  Lofs  of  Grildrig  *. 

A  PASTORAL. 

Soon  a«  Glumdalclitch  mifs'd  her  pleafing  care, 

She  wept,  Ihe  blubber'd,  and  flie  tore  her  hair. 

No  Britifh  mifs  fincerer  grief  has  known. 

Her  fquirrel  milling,  or  her  fparrow  flown. 

She  furl'd  her  fampler,  and  haul'd  in  her  thread, 

And  ftuck  her  needle  into  Grildrig's  bed  ; 

Then  fpread  her  hands,  and  with  a  bounce  let  fall 

Her  baby,  like  the  giant  in  Guildhall. 

In  peals  of  thunder  now  flie  roars,  and  now 

She  gently  whimpers,  like  a  lowing  cow  : 

Yet  lovely  in  her  forrow  ftill  appears; 

Her  locks  difhevel'd,  and  her  flood  of  tears, 

Seem  like  the  lofiy  barn  of  fome  rich  fwain. 

When  from  tlie  thatch  drips  faft  a  (hower  of  rain. 

In  vain  fbe  fearch'd  each  cranny  of  the  houfe, 
Each  gaping  chink  impervious  to  a  moufe. 
"  Was  it  for  this  (flie  cry'd)  with  daily  care 
"  Within  thy  reach  I  fet  the  vinegar ; 
"  And  fiU'd  the  cruet  with  the  acid  tide, 
"  While  pepper-water  worms  thy  bait  fupply'd, 
"  Where  twin'd  the  filver  eel  around  thy  hook, 
"  And  ail  the  little  monfters  of  the  brook  ? 
"  Sure  in    that  lake    be    dropt  :    My    Griily's 

drown'd." — 
She  dragg'd  the  cruet,  but  no  Grildrig  found. 

"  Vain  is  thy  courage,  Grilly,  vain  thy  boaft  : 
"  But  little  creatures  enterprife  the  raoft. 
"  Trembling,  I've  feen  thee  dare  the  kitten's  paw, 
"  Nay,  mix  with  children  as  they  play'd  at  taw, 
"  Nor  fear'd  the  marbles,  as  they  bounding  flew : 
"  Marbles  to  them,  but  rolling  rocks  to  you. 

"  Why  did  I  truft  thee  with  that  giddy  youth  I 
"  Who  from  a  page  can  ever  learn  the  truth  ? 
"  Vers'd  iii  court-tricks,  that  money-loving  boy 
"  To  fome  lord's  daughter  fold  the  living  toy  ; 
*'  Or  rent  him  limb  from  limb  in  cruel  play, 
*'    As  children  tear  the  wings  of  flies  away. 
"  From  place  to  place  o'er  Brobdingnag  I'll  roam, 
"  And  never  will  return  or  bring  thee  home. 
"  But  who  hath  eyes  to  trace  the  pafling  wind  ? 
"  How  then  thy  fairy  footfteps  can  I  find  .' 
*'  Doft.  thou  bewilder'd  wander  all  alone, 
"  In  the  green  thicket  of  a  mofly  ftone ; 
"  Or,  tumbled  from  the  toadftool's  flippery  round, 
*•  Perhaps,  all   maina'd,   lie    grovelling   on    the 
"  ground  i 


*  In  Taulkener's  edition,  thh poem  is  afcrlhed to  F^pe, 
Sf-^d  the  Lilliputian  Ode  t»  Ariuthratf 


"  Dofl  thou,  'mbofom'd  In  the  lovely  roff, 

"  Or  funk  within  the  peach's  down,  repofe  ? 

"  Within  the  king-cup  if  thy  limbs  are  fpread, 

"  Or  in  the  golden  cowflip's  velvet  head  : 

"  O  fliowme,  Flora,  'midft  thofe  fweet?,  the  flower, 

"   Where  fleeps  my  Grildrig  in  his  fragrant  bower ! 

"  But  ah  !  I  fear  thy  little  fancy  roves 
"  On  little  females,  and  on  little  loves ; 
*'  Thy  pigmy  children,  and  thy  tiny  fpoufe, 
"  The  baby-playthings  that  adorn  thy  houlS, 
"  Doors, windows, chimneys,andtherpaciou8room3 
*'   Equal  in  fize  to  cells  of  honeycombs. 
"  Haft  thou  for  thefe  now  ventur'd  from  the  fliorc, 
"  Thy  bark  a  bean-ftiell,  and  a  ftraw  thy  oar  ? 
"  Or  in  thy  box  now  bounding  on  the  main  ? 
"  Shall  I  na'er  bear  thyfelf  and  houfc  again  ? 
"  And  fliall  I  fet  thee  on  my  hand  no  more, 
"  To  fee  thee  leap  the  lines,  and  traverfe  o'er 
"  My  fpacious  palm  ?  of  ftature  fcarce  a  fpan, 
"  Mimic  the  adlion*  of  a  real  man  ? 
"  No  more  behold  thee  turn  my  watch's  key, 
"  As  feamen  at  a  capftian  anchors  weigh  ?    [tread, 
"   How    waft  thou   wont  to  walk  with  cautious 
"  A  difli  of  tea,  like  milk-pail  on  thy  head  1 
"  How  chafe  the  mite  that  bore  thy  cheefe  away, 
"  And  keep  the  rolling  maggot  at  a  bay  :" 

She  faid ;  but  broken  accents  ftopt  her  voice. 
Soft  as  the  fpeaking  trumpet's  mellow  noifc. 
She  fobb'd  a  ftorm,  and  wip'd  her  flowing  eyes. 
Which  feem'd  like  two  broad  funs  in  mifty  Ikies '.  — ■ 
OI   fquander  not  thy  grief ;  thofe  tears  command 
To  weep  upon  our  cod  in  Newfoundland; 
The  plenteous  pickle  fliall  prcferve  the  fiftj, 
And  Europe  tafte  thy  furrows  in  a  difli. 

TO  QUINBUS  FLESTRIN, 


The  Man-Mountain,' 

I. 

In  amaze 
I.oft,  I  gaze. 
Can  our  eyes 
Reach  thy  fize  ? 
May  my  lays 
Swell'd  with  praife. 
Worthy  thee  1 
Worthy  me ! 
Mufe,  infpire 
All  thy  fire  '. 
Bards  of  old 
Of  him  told, 
When  they  (aid 
Atlas'  head 

Propt  the  fkies  :  [eyes  1 
See  ;   and  believe  jyour 
II. 
See  hifn  ftridc 
V^alleys  wide : 
Over  woods, 
Over  floods. 
When  he  treads, 
MouEtains  heads 
Groan  and  ftiake  t 
Armies  quake, 
Left  hisfpurn 
QTcrcum 


—A  Lill-putian    OJe. 

Man  and  fteed. 
Troops,  take  heed ! 
Left  and  right 
Speed  your  flight  I 
Left  an  hoft 
£.eueath  his  foot  b& 
loft. 

III. 
Turn'd  afide 
iFrom  his  hide, 
Safe  from  wound 
Darts  rebound. 
From  his  nofc 
Clouds  he  blows 
When  he  fpeaks. 
Thunder  breaks  I 
When  he  eats. 
Famine  threats! 
When  he  drinks, 
Neptune  ftirinks  1 
Nigh  thy  ear, 
In  mid  air. 
On  thy  hand. 
Let  me  ft.and, 
So  "hail  I 

(I  :  "<yp»t  !  }:^34^ 
Se. 
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ITfl  h  placeJ  under  the  F'lSiure  of  Sir  Richard 
BtAKMORE,  England's  Arcb-poet ^  -  ccntaining  a 
complete  Catalogue  »f  his  Werls, 

See  who  ne'er  was  nor  will  be  half  read  : 
AVho  firft  fang  (i)  Arthur,  then  fang  (z)  Alfred, 
Praisd  greaf  (3)  Eliza  in  God's  anger, 
Till  all  true  Englifhmen  cry'd.  Hang  her  I 
JVladc  William's  virtues  wipe  the  bare  a — 
And  hang'd  up  Marlborough  in  (4)  arras ; 
Then,  hifs'd  from  earth,  grew  heavenly  quite ; 
>Iade  every  reader  curfe  the  (5)  light  : 
^laul'd  human  wit  in  one  thick  (6)  fatire, 
JJext  in  three  books  fpoil'd  (7)  human  nature  j 
Undid  (8)  creation  at  a  jirk, 
And  of  (9)  redemption  made  damn'd  work. 
Then  took  his  mufe  at  once  artd  dipt  her 
Full  in  the  middle  of  the  Scripture. 
What  wonders  there  the  man,  grown  old,  did  ? 
Sternhold  himfelf,  he  out-Sternholded, 
IMade  (10)  David  feem  fo  mad  and  freakifli. 
All  thought  him  jiift  what  thought  king  Achifli. 
>Io  mortal  read  his  (11)  Solomon,         !  ' 

But  judg'd  Re'boam  his  own  fon. 
IMofes  he  ferv'd  as  Mofes  Pharoah, 
And  Deborah  (ia),as  ihe  Sife-rah  : 
Made  (13)  Jeremy  full  fore  to  cry. 
And  (14)  Job  himfelf  curfe  God  and  die. 
What  puniftiment  all  this  muft  follow  ? 
Shall  Arthur  ufe  him  like  King  Tollo  ? 
Shall  David  as  Uriah  flay  h^m  ? 
Or  dext'rous  Deborah  Sifera-him  ? 
Or  fiiall  Eliza  lay  a  plot. 
To  treat  him  like  her  fifter  Scot  ? 
Shall  William  dub  his  better  end  *, 
Or  Marlborough  ferve  him  like  a.  friend f 
No  I — ntind  of  thcfe  I — Heaven  fparc  his  life ! 
But  fend  him,  honcfl,  Job,  thy  wife  ! 

A  RECEIPT  FOR  STEWING  VEAL. 

WITH  MOTES  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

Take  k  knuckle  of  veal; 
"Vou  may  buy  it  or  fteal. 
in  a  few  pieces  cut  it : 
In  a  ftewing-pan  put  it, 

(1)  TroD  Heroic  Poems,  in  folio,  tiveniy  looks. 

^Z)  Heroic  Poem,  in  tivelve  bools, 

^3)  Heroic  Poem,  in  folio,  ten  books. 

(4)  InJlruBions  to  Vandtrl/ank,  a  tapeflry  iceavirt 

1(5)  Ilymn'to  the  light,  .    ■        • 

(6)  Sntirt  againjl -wit. 

(y)  Of  the  nature  of  man, 

(8)  Creati^,  a  Poem,in  ftven  htils. 

(9)  Redemption,  another  heroic  Poem,  in  fix  tools. 

(10)  Trarfation  of  all  the  Pfalms. 

(11)  Canticles  and  Eccleftaftes. 

(la)  Parephrafes  of  tht  Canticles  tf  Mofes  and  Le- 
'■  Lor  lit),  \ifc. 

(13)  Thi.  Lamentations. 

(14)  The  -u^hoU  Book  offoh,  a  Poem. 

*  j^iik  him  tn  the  breech,  not  knight  him  tn  thcfboal- 
%it'  ■  ■■  J-  ■        . 


Salt,  pepper,  and  mace 

Muft  feafon  thisknuck'e ; 
Then  f  when  what's  join'd  to  placs 

With  other  herbs  muckle  ; 
That  which  killed  King  t  Will. ; 
And  what  never  ||  ftands  ftill.     . 
Some  §  fprigs  of  that  bed 
Where  children  are  bred. 
Which  much  you  will  mend,  ii' 
Both  fpinnage  and  endive,        ' 
And  lettice,  and  beet, 
With  marigold  meet. 
Put  no  water  at  all. 
For  it  maketh  things  fmalJ, 
Which,  left  it  ftiouid  happen, 
A  clofe  cover  clap  on. 
Put  this  pot  of  **  Wood's  metal 
in  a  liot  boiling  kettle, 
And  there  let  it  be 

(Mark  the  doftrine  I  teach) 
About — let  me  fee — 

Thrice  as  long  as  you  preach  \\  5 
So  fiiimming  the  fat  oiF,  ;  - 

Say  grace  with  your  hat  off. 
O,  then,  with  what  rapture 
Will  it  fill  dean  and  chapter ! 

ACIS  AND  GALATEA, 

A  SERENATA. 

Hht  Mufe  h  Mr.  Handel. 


[A  rural  profpeA,  diverfified  with  rocks,  groves, 
and  a  river,  Acis  and  Galatea  feared  by  a  foun- 
tain. Chorus  of  nymphs  and  ftiepherds,  dillri- 
buted  about  the  landfcape ;  and  Polyphemus 
difcovered  fitting  upon  a  mountain.]  ^   ^ 

CHORUS. 

O  THE  pleafure  of  the  plains ! 
Happy  nymphs  and  happy  fwains 
(Harmlefs,  merry,  free,  and  gay) 
Dance  and  fport  the  hours  away. 

For  us  the  zephyr  blows. 

For  us  diftils  the  dew, 
For  U9  unfolds  the  rofe. 

And  flowers  difplay  their  hue : 
For  us  the  winters  rain  ; 

For  us  the  fummers  ihine  ; 
Spring  fwells  for  us  the  grain. 

And  autumn  bleeds  the  vine. 


JDa  Caj)4, 


RECITATIVE. 


Galatea.  > 

Ye  verdant  plains,  and  woody  mountains, 
Purling  ftreams,  and  bubbling  fountains, 


f  Vulgo,falary.  %   SuppofedforreU 

(I  This  is,  by  Dr.  Bently,  thought  to  be  time,  or  thyme^ 
§  Parfey.    Vide  Chamberlayne. 

*  *  Of  this  compefititn,  fee  the  "works  of  the  Copper.^ 
farthing  Dean. 

j  f  tVlfifl)  -vie  fuppfi  to  b*  nearfottr  bturst 


,^    O    E    M    ^' 


^ 


Ye  painted  glories  of  the  field, 
Vain  are  the  pleafures  which  you  yield ; 
'Too  thin  the  Ihadow  of  the  grove. 
Too  faint  the  gales,  to  codl  my  love. 

AIR. 

Hufli,  you  pretty  warbling  choic, 
Your  thrilling  ftrains 
Awake  my  pains, 
And  kindle  fierce  defire  : 
Ceafe  your  fong,  and  take  your  flight; 
Bring  back  iny  Acis  to  my  fight. 

£>a  Capo, 

/.IR. 
Acis. 
Where  (hall  I  feek  the  charming  fair  ? 
Diredl  the  way,  kind  genius  of  the  mountains ; 

O  tell  me  if  you  faw  my  dear  ; 
Seeks  Ihe  the  groves,  or  bathes  in  cryflal  fountains  ? 

Da  Capo, 

RECITATIVE. 
Damoh. 
Stay,  (hepherd,  flay  I 
See  how  thy  flocks  in  yonder  valley  flray^. 
What  means  this  melancholy  air  ? 
No  more  thy  tuneful  pipe  we  hear. 

AIR. 

Shepherd,  what  art  thou  purfuing, 
Heedlefs  running  to  thy  ruin  ? 

Share  our  joy,  our  pleafure  ffiare  : 
Leave  thy  paflion  till  to-morrow ; 
iet  the  day  be  free  from  forrow. 

Free  from  love,  and  free  from  care, 

-  Da  Capo. 

RECITATIVE. 

Acts. 
Lo  here,  my  love  ! 
Turn,  Galatea,  hither  turn  thine  eyes; 
See  at  thy  feet  the  longing  Acis  liej. 

AIR. 

Love  in  her  eyes  fits  playing, 

And  fheds  delicious  death  j 
Love  in  her  lips  is  flraying, 

And  warbling  in  her  breath  % 
Love  on  her  bread  fits  panting. 

And  fwells  with  foft  defire  ; 
Nor  grace,  nor  charm,  is  wanting 

To  fet  the  heart  on  fire. 

RECITATIVK. 
Galatea. 
O  !  didft  thou  know  the  pains  of  abfent  Iov6, 
Acis  would  ne'er  from  Galatea  rove. 

'  AIR. 

As  when  the  dove 

Laments  his  love, 
All  on  the  naked  fpray  % 

When  he  returns, 

No  more  (he  mourn;, 
But  loves  the  livelong  day. 

Billing,  cooing. 

Panting,  wooing, 
Melting  murmurs  fill  the  grove ; 
Melting  murmurs,  lading  love. 

■  UET. 

Acts  and  Calatia, 
Happy  we  I 

What  joys  1  feel !— What  charms !  fee  I 


Of  all  youths,  thou  dearefl  boy  I 

Of  all  nymphs,  thou  brighteft  fair  ! 
Thou  all  my  blifs,  thou  all  my  joy ! 

Da  Cape, 

CHORUS. 

Happy  we,  &c. 

PART  11. 

A  Concerto  en  the  Oraran, 

CHORUS. 

Wretched  lovers  !  fate  has  pafs'ij 
This  fad  decree— no  joy  fliall  laft. 
Wretched  lovers  I  quit  your  dream  ; 
Behold  the  monfler  Polypheme. 
See  what  ample  ftrides  he  takes ; 
The  mountain  nods,  the  forefl  fhakes; 
The  waves  run  frighten'd  to  the  fhores ; 
Hark,  how  the  thundering  giant  roars'. 
RECITATIVE  accompanied, 
'  ■  Polypheme. 

I  rage,  I  melt,  I  burn. 
The  feeble  god  has  ft;abb'd  me  to  the  heart. 

Thou  trufty  pine. 
Prop  of  my  godlike  fleps,  I  lay  thee  by. 
Bring  me  a  hundred  reads,  of  decent  growth^ 
To  make  a  pipe  for  my  capacious  mouth ;  '  ' 
In  foft  enchanting  accents  let  me  breathe 
Sweet  Galatea's  beauty,  and  my  love. 

AIR.     " 

O  ruddier  than  the  cherry! 

O  fweeter  than  the  berry  1 

O  nymph  more  bright 

Than  moon-fhine  night, 
Like  kidlings  blithe  and  merry  I 
Ripe  as  the  melting  clufter ! 
No  lily  has  fuch  luftre ; 

Yet  hard  to  tame 

As  raging  flame. 
And  fierce  as  ftorms  that  blufler ! 

Du  CaptH 

RECITATIVE. 
Polyphemus,  Galatea. 
Paly.   Whither,  faireft,  art  thou  running. 

Still  my  warm  embraces  fhunning  J 
Gal.    The  lion  calls  not  to  his  prey; 

Nor  bids  the  wolf  the  lambkin  ftay. 
Poly.  Thee  Polyphemus,  great  as  Jove, 
Calls  to  empire,  and  to  love  : 
To  his  palace  in  the  rock. 
To  his  dairy,  to  his  flock ; 
To  the  grape  of  purpie  hue. 
To  the  plum  of  giolVy  blue ; 
Wildings  which  expedling  ftand. 
Proud  to  be  gather 'd  by  thy  hand. 
Gal.    Of  infant  -liaiba  to  make  my  food. 

And  fwjsl  rail  draughts  of  human  blood 
Go,  monfter     bid  fome  other  gueft : 
I  lothe  the  hoft ;  I  lothe  the  feaft. 

AIR. 

Palypbemus, 
Ceafe  to  beauty  to  be  fuing : 

Ever  whining  love  difdaininw. 
Let  the  brave,  their  aims  purfuing, 
SUli  be  conquering,  not  complainig. 

Da  Capii 
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ATR. 

Damon, 
Would  you  gain  the  tender  creature  ? 
Softly,  gently,  kindly  treat  her  : 
SuflFering  is  the  lover's  part : 
Beauty  by  conftraint  polTeffing, 
You  enjoy  but  half  the  blefling, 
Ijfelefi  charms  without  the  heart. 

Da  Caft, 

RECITATIVE. 
Ach. 
His  hideous  love  provokes  my  rage ; 
Weak  as  I  am,  I  mud  engage  : 
Infpir'd  with  thy  vidlorieus  charms, 
The  god  of  love  will  lend  his  arms* 

AIR. 

Love  founds  th'  alarm. 

And  fear  is  a  flying  : 
When  beauty's  the  prize. 

What  mortal  fears  dying  ? 
In  defence  of  my  treafure, 

I'd  bleed  at  each  vein  : 
Without  her  no  pleafure ; 

For  life  is  a  pain. 


Dm  Cap», 


AIR. 

Damon. 
ConCder,  fond  fliepherd. 

How  fleeting's  the  pleafure. 
That  flatters  our  hopes 

In  purfuit  of  the  fair : 
The  joys  that  attend  it, 

By  moments  we  meafure ; 
But  life  is  too  little 

To  meafure  our  cafe. 

Da  Capo. 

RECITATIVE. 
Galatea, 
Ceafe,  O  ceafe,  thou  gentle  youth ; 
Truft  my  conftancy  and  truth ; 
Trufl  my  truth,  and  powers  above. 
The  powers  propitious  flill  to  love. 

TRIO. 
ActSf  GalaUOy  and  Polypbeme, 
At'n  and  Cat.  The  flocks  (hall  leave  the  mountains, 
The  woods  the  turtle-dove, 
The  nymphs  forfake  the  fountains, 
Ere  I  forfake  my  love. 

Ftly.  Torture  I  fury  1   rage  I  defpalr  I 
I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot  bear. 

Ae'u  and  Cat,  Not  fhowers  to  larks  fo  pleaCng, 
t^or  fun-fhiue  to  the  bee; 


Not  fleep  to  toil  fo  caCng, 
As  thefe  dear  fmiles  to  me. 

Poly.   FJy  fwift,  thou  maffy  ruin,  fly  i 
Die,  prefumptuous  Acis,  die. 

RECITATIVE. 

Acis. 
Help,  Galatea !  help,  ye  parent  gods  I 
And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  abodes  ! 

CHORUS. 

Mourn,  all  ye  mufes ;  weep,  ye  fwains; 
Tune,  tune  your  reeds  to  doleful  ftrains ; 
Groans,  cries,  and  bowlings,  fill  the  neighbourlnj 
fliore, 
Ahl — the  gentle  Acis  is  no  more. 

SONG  AND  CHORUS, 
Galatea, 
Muft  T  my  Acis  ftill  bemoan, 
Inglorious  crufh'd  beneath  that  flone  ? 
Muft  the  lovely  charming  youth 
Die  for  his  conftancy  and  truth  ? 
Say,  what  comfort  can  you  find  ? 
For  dark  defpair  o'erclouds  my  mind. 

CHORUS, 

Ceafe,  Galatea,  ceafe  to  grieve ; 
Bewail  not,  when  thou  canfl  relieve  : 
Call  forth  thy  power,  employ  thy  art ; 
The  goddefs  foon  can  heal  thy  fmart :  ' 
To  kindred  gods  the  youth  return, 
Through  verdant  plains  to  roll  his  urx. 

RECITATIVE, 
Galatea, 
'Tis  done :  thus  I  exert  my  power  divine  ; 
Be  thou  immortal,  though  thou  art  not  mine. 

AIR. 

Heart,  thou  feat  of  foft  delight  \ 
Be  thou  now  a  fountain  bright  ; 
Purple  be  no  more  thy  blood, 
Gli^ie  thou  like  a  Cryftal  flood  ; 
Rock,  thy  hollow  womb  difclofe : 
The  bubbling  fountain,  lo !  it  flows. 
Through  the  plains  he  joys  to  rove, 
Murmuring  ilill  his  gentle  love, 

CHORUS. 

Galatea,  dry  thy  tears  : 
Acis  now  a  god  appears. 
See  how  he  rears  him  from  his  bed ; 
See  the  wreath  that  binds  his  head. 
Hail !  thou  gentle  murmuring  ftream, 
Shepherds'  pleafure,  mufes'  theme ; 
Through  the  plain  ftill  joy  to  rove. 
Murmuring  ftill  thy  geotle  lovs. 


P    O    E    M    Si 


'^t' 


TRANSLATIONS. 

THE  STORY  OF  ACHELOUS  AND  HERCULES, 
FROM  ovid's  Metamorphoses,    book  ix. 

The  Argument. 

Tliefcu9,  returning  from  a  great  hunting-match  in  Calydon,  is  flopped  from  proceeding  by  the 
overflowing  of  the  river  Acheloiis.  The  god  of  the  ftream  courteoufly  invites  him  into  his  cave, 

■     where  they  pafs  the  time  in  difcourfing  of  various  metamorphofes.  At  laft.to  prove  the  poflibility  J 
of  fuch  changes,  he  afferts  that  he  has  himfelf  the  power  of  varying  his  form  within  certain  limi- 
tations, among  which  he  mentions  his  having  loft  one  of  his  horns  when  in  the  fhape  of  a  bull ; 
and  this  gives  rife  to  the  following  flory. 


Theseus  requefts  the  god  to  tell  his  woes, 
"Whence  his  maim'd  brow,  and  whence  his  groans 

arofe  ; 
When  thus  the  Calydonian  ftream  reply'd. 
With  twining  reeds  his  carelefs  trefTes  tied  : 
"  Ungrateful  is  the  tale  ;  for  who  can  bear, 
"  When  conquer'd,  to  rehearfe  the  lliameful  war? 
"  Yet  I'll  tlie  melancholy  flory  trace  ; 
''  So  great  a  conqueror  foftens  the  difgrace  ; 
"  Nor  was  it  flill  fo  mean  the  prize  to  yield, 
"  As  great  and  glorious  to  difpute  the  field, 

"  Perhaps  you've  heard  oi  Deianira's  name, 
''  For  all  the  country  fpoke  her  beauty's  fame. 
"  Long  was  the  nymph  by  numerous  fuitors  wop'd, 
"  Each  with  addrcfshis  envy'd  hopes  purfued  : 
♦'  I  join'd  the  loving  band  ;  to  gain  the  fair, 
"  RevegJ'd  my  paflion  to  her  fat^ier's  ear. 
*'  Their  vain  pretenfions  all  the  r».{lrefign; 
"  Alcides  only  drove  to  eqv^al  mine  : 
"  He  boafls  his  birth  from  Jove,  recounts  his  fpoils, 
"  His  ftcp-dame*8  hate  fubdued,  and  finifli'd  toils. 

"  Can  mortals  then  (faid  1)  with  gods  compare? 
"  Behold  a  god  ;  mine  is  the  watery  care  : 
"  Through  your  wide  realms  I  take  my  mazy  way, 
"  Branch  into  ftreams,  and  o'er  the  region  flray  : 
"  No  foreign  gueft  your  daughter's  charms  adores, 
"  But  one  who  rifes  in  your  native  fhores. 
"  Let  not  his  punifhment  your  pity  move  ; 
"  Is  Juno's  hate  an  argument  for  love  ? 
f'  Though  you  your  life  from  fair  Alcmena  drew, 
"  Jove's  a  feign'd  father,  or  by  fraud  a  true. 
"  Choofe  then  ;  confefs  thy  mother's  honour  loft, 
"   Or  thy  defcent  from  Jove  no  longer  boaft." 

While  thus  I  fpoke,  he  look'd  with  ftern  dif- 

dain, 

Nor  could  the  Tallies  of  his  wrath  reftrain, 

Which  thus  broke  forth  :  "  This  arm  decides  our 

right :  [fight :" 

"  Vanquifa'd   In  words;    be  mine  the  prize  in 

"  Bold  he  rufh'd  on.     My  honour  to  maintain, 
^  I  fiing  my  vsrdant  garnieiJts  on  the  plsiin^ 


My  arms  flretch  forth,  my  pliant  limbs  prepare. 
And  with  bent  hands  expeft  the  furious  war. 
O'er  my  fleek  flcin  now  gather'd  duft  he  throwsj 
And  yellow  fand  his  mighty  mufcles  flrows. 
Oft'  he  my  neck  and  nimble  legs  afTails, 
He  feems  to  grafp  me,  but  as  often  fails : 
Each  part  he  now  invades  with  eager  hand; 
Safe  in  my  bulk,  immoveable  I  ftand. 
So  when  loud  ftorms  breaks  high,   and  foam 

"  and  roar 
Againft  fome  mole  that  ftretches  from  the  fliorej 
The  firm  foundation  lafling  tempefls  braves. 
Defies  the  warring  winds,  and  driving  waves. 
"  Awhile  we  breathe,  then  forward  rulh  amain. 
Renew  the  combat,  and  our  ground  maintain ; 
Foot  ftrove  with  foot,  I  prone  extend  my  breaft. 
Hands  war  with  hands,  and  forehead  forehead 

"  prefs'd. 
Thus  have  I  feen  two  furious  bulls  engage, 
Inflam'd  with  equal  love,  and  equal  rage  ; 
Each  claims  the  faireft  heifer  of  the  grove. 
And  conqueft  only  can  decide  their  love  : 
The  trembling  herds  furvey  the  fight  from  far^ 
Till  vidlory  decides  th'  important  war. 
Three  times  iavain  he  ftrove  my  joints  to  wreft; 
To  force  my  hold,  and  throw  me  from  his  breaft; 
The  fourth  he  broke  my  gripe,  that  dafp'd  him 

"  round. 
Then  with  new  force  he  ftrctch'd  me  on  the 

ground; 
Clofe  to  my  back  the  mighty  burden  clung, 
A*  if  a  mountain  o'er  ray  limbs  were  flung. 
"  Beheve  my  tale;  nor  do  I,  boaftful  aim 
By  feign'd  narration  to  extol  my  fame. 
No  fooner  from  his  gafp  I  freedom  get. 
Unlock  my  arms,  that  ilow'd  with    trickling 

"  fweat,         -' 
But  quick  he  feiz'd  me,  and  renewM  the  ftrifc. 
As  my  exhaufted  bofoni  pants  for  life ; 
My  rieck  he  gripes,  my  knee  to  earth  he  ftrains; 
I  fall,  snd  bice  the  laod  with  Iham:  and  f  aiss. 


^3» 

"  0'er-:match'<l  In  ftrength,  to  wiles. and  arts  I 
take, 
*'  And  flip  his  hold,  in  form  of  fpeckled  fnake; 
•'  Who,  when  I  wreath'd  in  fpiresmy  body  round, 
"  Or  Ihow'd  my  forky-tonguc  with  hifling  found, 
•'  Smiles  at   my   threats.     Such  foes  my  cradle 

"  knew, 
"  He  cries;  dire  fnakes  my  infant  hand  o'erthrew; 
"  A  dragon's  form  might  other  conquefts  gain ; 
•'  To  war  with  me  you  take  that  {hape  in  vain. 
*«  Art  thou  proportion'd  to  the/Hydra's  length, 
"  Who  byhiswoundsreceiy'daugmented  ftrength? 
*'  He  rais'd  a  hundred  hifling  heads  in  air ; 
*'  When  one  I  lopp'd,  up  fprung  a  dreadful  pair. 
»«  By  his  wounds  fertile,  and  with  flaughter  ftrong, 
"  Singly  I  quell'd  him,  and  flretch'd  dead  along, 
•'  What  canft  thru  do,  a  form  precarious,  prone, 
"  To  roule  my  rage  with  terrors  not  thy  own  ?" 
'•  He  faid  ,  and  round  my  neck  his  hands  he  caft, 
"  And  with  bis  {training  fingers  wrung  nie  faft  : 
"  My  throat  he  tortur'd.  clofe  as  pincers  clafp, 
*'  In  vain  I  ftrove  to  loofe  the  forceful  grafp. 

"  Thus  vanquiCi'd  too,  a  third  form  ftill  remains, 
"  Chang'd  to  a  bull,  my  lowing  fills  the  plains. 
»'  Straight  ontheleft  his  nervous  armswere  thrown 
*'  Upon  my  brindled  neck,  andtugg'd  it  down; 
"  Then  deep  he  ftruck  nvy  horn  into  the  fand, 
"  And  fell'd  my  bulk  along  the  dufty  land. 
"  Nor  yet  his  fury  cool'd ;  'twixt  rage  and  fcorn, 
"  From  my  maim'd  front  he  tore  the  ftubborn 
"  hiorn;  [bear, 

"  This,  heap'd  with  flov/ers  and  fruits,  the  Naiads 
"  Sacred  to  plenty,  and  the  bounteous  year." 

He  fpoke  ;  when  lo !  a bcauteousnymph  appears, 
Girt,  like  Diana's  train,  with  flowing  hairs; 
The  horn  (he  brings,  in  which  all  autumn's  ftor'd, 
And  ruddy  apples  for  the  fecond  board. 

Now  morn  begins  to  dav.'n,  the  fun's  bright  fire 
Gilds  the  high  mountains,  and  the  youths  retire  ; 
Nor  fti<y'd  they,  till  the  troubled  ftream  fubfidef, 
And  in  its  bound  with  peaceful  current  glides. 
But  Acheloiis  in  his  oozy  bed 
Deep  hides  his  brow  deform'd,  and  ruftic  head : 
No  real  wound  the  vi(flor's  triumph  Ihow'd, 
But  his  loft  honour*  griev'd  the  watery  god  ; 
Yet  ev'n  that  lofs  the  willow's  leaves  o'erfpread, 
And  verdant  reed»,  in  garlands,  bind  hiii  head. 

The  Death  of  Nejfus  the  Centaur. 

This  virgin  too,  thy  love,  O  Nefl'us,  found. 
To  her  alone  you  owe  the  fatal  wound. 
As  the  ftrong  fon  of  Jove  his  bride  conveys. 
Where  his  paternal  lands  their  bulwarks  raife  ; 
Where  from  her  flopy  urn  Evenus  pours 
Her  rapid  current,  fwell'd  by  wintery  (liowers. 
He  came.  The  frequent  eddies  whirl'd  the  tide, 
And  the  deep  rolling  waves  all  pafs  deny'd. 
As  for  himfelf,  he  ftood  unmov'd  by  fears, 
For  now  his  bridal  charge  cmploy'd  his  cares. 
The  ftrong-limb'd  Neffus  thus  officious  cry'd 
(For  he  the  ftiallows  of  the  ftream  had  try'd), 
Swim  thou,  Alcides,  all  thy  ftrength  prepare ; 
On  yonder  bank  I'll  lodge  thy  nuptial  care. 
•Th*  Aonian  chief  to  Neffus  trufts  his  wife, 
AU  pale,  and  trembling  for  her  hero's  life  ; 


THE   WORKS   OV  GAY. 


Cloth'd  as  he  ftood  in  the  fierce  lion^sliide. 
The  laden  quiver  o'er  his  flioulder  ty'd 
(For  crofs  the  ftream  his  bow  and  dub  were  caft); 
Swift  he  plung'd  in ;  thefc  billows  fliall  be  pafs'd- 
He  faid,  nor  fought  where  fmootherwatersglide. 
But  ftemm'd  the  rapid  dangers  of  the  tide. 
The  bank  he  rcach'd  :  again  the  bow  he  bears; 
When,  hark  !  his  bride's  known  voice  alarms  his 

ears. 
Neffus,  to  thee  1  call  (aloud  he  cries)  ; 
Vain  is  thy  truft  in  flight,  be  timely  wife  : 
Thou  monfter  doublc-fliap'd,  my  right  fet  free  : 
If  thou  no  reverence  owe  my  fame  and  me, 
Yet  kindred  fnould  thy  lawlefs  luft  deny. 
Think  ngt,  perfidious  wretch,  from  me  to  fly, 
Though  wing'd.with  horfe's  fpeed  ;  wounds  fliall 

purfue ; 
Swift  as  his  words  the  fatal  arrow  fletw  : 
Tiie  Centaur's  back  admits,  the. feather'd  wood. 
And  through  his  breaft  the  barbed, weapon  ftood; 
Which  when,  in  anguifli,  through  the  flefli  he  tore. 
From  both  the  wounds  ^ufli'dfQrth.  (he  fpumy  gore 
Mix'd  with  Lernaeon  venom  ;  this  he  took, 
Nor  dire  revenge  his  dying  breaft  forfook. 
His  garment,  in  the  reeking  purple  dy'i. 
To  roufe  love's  paflion,  he  prefcnts  the  bride. 

The  Death  of  Hercules, 

Now  a  long  interval  of  time  fucceeds, 
When  the  great  fon  of  Jove's  immortal  deeds. 
And  ftepdarne's  hate,  had  fill'd   earth's   utmo^ 

round ;      ' 
He  from  Oechalia,  with  new  laurels  crown'd. 
In  triumph  was  return'd.     He  rites  prepares. 
And  to  the  king  of  gods  diredts  his  prayers. 
When  Fame  (who  falfeliood  clothes  in  truth's  dif- 

guife. 
And  fwells  her  little  bulk  with  growing  lies) 
Thy  tender  ear,  O  Deianira,  mov'd. 
That  Hercules  the  fair  lolc  lov'd, 

Her  love  believes  the  tale;  the  truth  flie fears 
Of  his  new  palTion,  and  gives  way  to  tears. 
The  flowing  tears  diffus'd  her  wretched  grief, 
Why  feek  I  thus,  from  ftreaming  eyes,  relief? 
She  cries ;  indulge  not  thus  thefe  fruitlefs  cares, 
The  harlot  will  but  triumph  in  thy  tears : 
Letfomcthing  bu  refolv'd,  while  yet  there's  timcj 
My  bed  not  confclous  of  a  rival's  crime. 
In  filence  fhall  I  mourn,  or  loud  complain  ? 
Shall  I  feek  Calydon,or  here  remain  ? 
What  though,  ally'd  to  Meleager's  fame, 
I  boaft  the  honours  of  a  iifter's  name  ? 
My  wrongs,  perhaps,  now  tirge  me  to  purfue 
Some  defperate  deed,  by  which  the  world  fliali 

view 
How  far  revenge  and  woman's  rage  can  rife, 
When  weltering  in  her  blood  the  harlot  dies. 

Thus  various  paflions  rul'd  by  turns  her  breaft. 
She  now  refolves  to  fend  the  fatal  veft,        [move 
Dy'd  v/ith  Lernatan   gore,  whofe   power  might 
His  foul  anev.',  and  roufe  declining  love. 
Nor  knew  flie  what  her  fudden  rage  beftows. 
When  flie  to  Lichas  trufts  her  future  woes; 
With  foft  endearments  flie  the  boy  commandf 
To  bear  the  garment  to  her  hulband'a  hsiMJs- 
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Th'  unwitting  hero  takes  the  gift  in  hafte, 
And  o'er  his  fhoulders  Lerna's  poifon  call. 
As  firft  the  fire  with  frankincenfe  he  ftrows, 
And  utters  to  the  gods  his  holy  vows; 
And  on  the  marble  altar's  polilh'd  frame 
Pours  forth  the  grapy  ftream ;  the  rifing  flame 
Sudden  diffolves  the  fubtle  poifonous  juice, 
Which  taints  his  blood,  and  all  his  nerves  bedews. 
With  wonted  fortitude  he  bore  the  fraart, 
And  not  a  groan  confefs'd  his  burning  heart. 
At  length  his  patience  was  fubdued  by  pain, 
He  rends  the  facred  altar  from  the  plain  ; 
Oetc's  wide  forefta  echo  with  his  cries ! 
Now  to  rip  off  the  deathful  robe  he  tries. 
Where'er  he  plucks  the  veft,  the  Iktn  he  tears. 
The  mangled  mufclcs  and  huge  bones  he  bares, 
(A  ghaftly  fight !)  or,  raging  with  his  pain. 
To  rend  the  flicking  plague  he  tugs  in  vain. 

As  the  red  iron  hilfes  in  the  flood. 
So  boils  the  venom  in  his  curdling  blood. 
Now  with  the  greedy  flame  his  entrails  glow, 
And  livid  fweats  down  all  his  body  flow ; 
The  cracking  nerves  burnt  up  are  burft  in  twain, 
The  lurking  venom  melts  his  fwimming  brain. 

Then,  lifting  both  his  hands  aloft,  he  cries. 
Glut  thy  revenge,  dread  emprefs  of  the  ikies ; 
Sate  with  my  death  the  ranceur  of  thy  heart, 
liook  down  with  pleafure,  and  enjoy  my  fmart. 
Or,  if  e'er  pity  mov'd  a  hoftile  breall 
(For  here  I  ftand  thy  enemy  profeft), 
Take  hence  this  hateful  life,  with  tortures  torn, 
Inur'd  to  trouble,  and  to  labours  born. 
Death  is  the  gift  moft  welcome  to  my  woe. 
And  fuch  a  gift  a  ftepdame  may  beftow. 
Was  it  for  this  Bufiris  was  fubdued,  [blood  ? 

Whofe  barbarous  temples  reek'd  with  ftrangers* 
Prefs'd  in  thefe  arms,  his  fate  Antsus  found. 
Nor  gain'd  recruited  vigour  from  the  ground. 
Did  1  not  triple-form'd  Geryon  fell  ? 
Or  did  I  fear  the  triple  dog  of  hell  ? 
Did  not  thefe  hands  the  bull's  arm'd  forehead  hold  ? 
Are  not  our  rnighty  toils  in  Elis  told  ? 
Did  not  Stymphalian  lakes  proclaim  my  fame  ? 
And  fair  Parthenian  woods  relound  my  name  ? 
Who  feiz'd  the  golden  belt  of  Thermodon  ? 
And  who  the  dragon-guarded  'apples  won  f  ■ 

Could  the  fierce  Centaur's  ftrength  my  force  with.' 

ftand; 
Or  the  fell  boar  that  fpoil'd  th'  Arcadian  land  ? 
Did  not  thefe  arms  the  Hydra's  rage  fubdue, 
Who  from  his  wounds  to  double  tury  grew  ? 
What  if  the  ^Thracian  horfes,  fat  with  gore, 
Who  human  bodies  in  their  mangers  tore, 
I  faw,  and' with  their  barbarous  lord  o'enhrew  ? 
What  if  thefe  hands  NeniEea's  lion  flew  ? 
Did  not  this  neck  the  heavenly  globe  fuftain  ?— 
The  female  partner  of  the  thunderer's  reign, 
Fatigu'd,  at  length  fufpends  her  harfli  commands; 
Yet  no  fatigue  hath  flack'd  thefe  valiant  hands. 
But  now  new  plagues  purfue  me  ;  neither  force. 
Nor  arm?,  nor  darts,  can  flop  their  raging  courfe. 
Dtvouring  flame  through  my  rack'd  entrails  ftrays, 
And  en  my  lungs  and  fhrivell'd  mufcles  preys; 
Yet  liill  Euryftheus  breathes  the  vital  ^ir  ; 
What  mortal  now  faall  feck  the  gods  with  ^)rayer  .' 


The  Transformai'iO-i  of  Lyclas  into  a  Rock. 
The  hero  faid;  and,  with  the  torture  flung. 
Furious  o'er  Oete'a  lofty  hills  he  fprung : 
Stuck  with  the  fliaft,  thus  fcours  the  tiger  round. 
And  feeks  the  flying  author  of  his  wound. 
Now  might  you  fee  him  trembling,  now  he  vcnt9 
His  anguifh'd  foul  in  groans  and  loud  laments; 
He  ftrives  to  tear  the  clinging  veft  in  vain, 
And  with  up-rooted  forefts  ftrews  the  plain ; 
Now,  kindling  into  rage,  his  hands  he  rears. 
And  to  his  kindred  gods  direds  his  prayers. 
When  Lychas.lo,  he  fpies,  who  trembling  flew. 
And,  in  a  hollow  rock  conceal'd  from  view. 
Had  fiiunn'd  his  wrath.     Now  grief  rencw'd  hie 

pain. 
His  madnefs  chaf 'd,  and  thus  he  raves  again  : 
Lychas,  to  thee  alone  my  fate  I  owe. 
Who  bore  the  gift,  the  caufe  of  all  my  woe. 
The  youth  all  pale  with  fliivering  fear  was  ftun^ 
And  vain  excufes  faulter'd  on  his  tongue. 
Alcides  fnatch'd  him,  as  with  fuppliant  face 
He  ftrovc  to  clafp  his  knees,  and  beg  for  grace. 
He  tcfs'd  him  o'er  his  head  with  airy  courfe, 
And  hurl'd  with  more  than  with   an   engineV 

force ; 
Far  o'er  tii'  Eubocan  main  aloft  he  flics, 
And  hardens  by  degrees  amid  the  flcies. 
So  fliowery  drops,  when  chilly  tempefts  bloWj 
Thicken  at  firft,  then  whiten  into  fnow ; 
In  balls  congeal'd  the  rolling  fleeces  bound. 
In  folid  hail  refult  upon  the  ground. 

Thus,  whirl'd  with  nervous  force  through  di£*. 
tant  air. 
The  purple  tide  forfook  his  veins  with  fear ; 
All  moillure  left  his>  limbs.  Transfbrm'd  to  flonCj 
In  ancient  days  the  craggy  flint  was  known  : 
Still  in  th'  Euhcean  waves  his  front  he  rears. 
Still  the  fmall  rock  in  human  form  appears, 
And  ftill  the  name  of  haplefs  Lychas  bears. 

I^be  ,  ipotheofts  of  Hercules, 
But  now  the  hero  of  iminortai  birth 
Fells  Oete's  forefts  on  the  groaning  earth  j 
A  pile  he  builds;  to  Phil -dletcs'  care 
He  leaves  his  deathful  inftruments  of  war; 
To  him  commits  chole  ai  rows,  which  agaia 
Muft  fee  the  bulwarks  of  the  Trojan  reign. 
The  fon  of  Psean  lights  the  lofty  pyre, 
High  round  the  ftru6lure  climbs  the  greedy  firej 
Plac'd  on  the  top,  thy  nervous  fhoulders  fpread 
With  the  Nemsean  f'poils  thy  carclefs  head  ; 
Rais'd  on  the  knotty  club,  with  look  divine  ;. 
Here  thou,  dread  hero  of  celeftial  line. 
Waft  Ilretch'd  at  eafe  ;  as  when,  a  cheerful  gueft. 
Wine  crown'd  thy  bowls,  and  flowers  thy  temples 

dreft.  ■      I 

Now  on  all  fides  the  potent  flames  afpire. 
And  crackle  round  thole  limbs  rhat  mock  the  firci 
A  fudden  tremor  feiz'd  th'.  immortal  hoft, 
Who  thought  the  world's  proftft  defender  loft. 
This  when  the  thunderer  faw,  with  fmiles  be. 

cries, 
'Tis  from  your  fears,  ye  gods,  my  pleafures  rife; 
Joy  fwells  my  breaft,  chat  my  ail  rulins;  hand 
O'er  fuch  a  grateful  people  boafts  cooiraindj 


in 
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That  jcu  Jny  fuffcrlng  projreoy  would  aid  ; 
Though  to  his  deeds  this  juft  refpe<St  be  paid, 
IVfe  you've  oblig'd.     Be  all  your  feari  forborn, 
Th'  Oetean  fires  do  thou,  great  hero,  fcorn. 
■W^ho  vanquifh'd  all  things,  Ihall  fubdue  the  flame. 
That  part  alone  of  grofs  maternal  frame 
Tire  Ihall  devour ;  while  vrhat  from  me  he  drew 
Shall  live  immortal,  and  its  force  fubdue; 
That,  ■when  he's  dead,  I'll  raife  to  realms  above  ; 
Iblay  all  the  powers  the  righteous  aft  approve  I 
If  any  god  difTcnt,  and  judge  too  great 
The  facred  honours  of  the  heavenly  feat, 
Iv'n  he  fhall  own,  his  deeds  deferve  the  flcy, 
£T'n  he,  rcluclant,  fhall  at  length  comply. 
Th'  aflembled  powers  afftnt.     No  frown  till  now 
Had  iriark'd  with  paflion  vengeful  Juno'*  brow. 
Mean  while  whate'er  was  in  the  power  of  flame 
Was  all  confuni'dj  his  body's  nervous  frame 
No  more  was  known  ; — of  human  form  bereft, 
Th'  eternal  part  of  Jove  alone  was  left. 
As  an  old  ferpent  calls  bis  fcaly  veft. 
Wreathes  in  the  fun,  in  youthful  glory  dreft ; 
So  when  Alcides  mortal  mould  refign'd. 
His  better  part  enlarg'd,  and  grew  rcnn'J, 
Augufl  his  vifage  fhone;  almighty  Jove 
In  his  fwif:  car  his  honcur'd  offspring  drove  ; 
High  o'er  the  hollow  clouds  the  couriers  3y, 
,   And  lodge  the  hero  in  the  flarry  iky. 

The  TraHtfsrmailon  of  Calantb'is. 

Atlas  perceiv'd  the  load  of  heaven's  new  gncft. 
Revenge  flill  rancour'd  in  Euryflheus'  breaft 
Agaicft  Akides'race.     Alcmena  goes 
To  lole,  to  vent  maternal  woes; 
Here  fhe  pours  forth  her  grief,  recounts  the  fpolls 
Her  fon  had  bravely  reap'd  in  glorious  toils. 
This  lo'e,  by  Hercules'  commands, 
Hyllushad  lov'd,  andjoin'd  in  nuptial  bands. 
Her  fwelling  womb  the  teeming  birth  confefj'd ; — 
To  whom  Alcmena  thus  herfpeech  adcfrefi'd  : 

0  may  the  gods  protefi  thee,  in  that  hour, 
"When  'midll  thy  throes  thou  call'il  th'  Ilithyan 
May  no  delays  prolong  thy  racking  pain, [power ! 
As  when  I  fued  for  Juno's  aid  in  vain  1 

"When  now  Alcides'  mighty  birth  drew  nigh. 
And  the  tenth  fign  roll'd  forward  on  the  C:y, 
My  womb  extends  with  fuch  a  mighty  load. 
As  Jove  the  parent  of  the  burden  (how'd. 

1  could  no  more  th"  increafing  fmart  fnflain ; 
My  horror  kindles  to  recount  the  pain  ; 
Cold  chills  my  limbs  while  I  the  tale  purfue, 
And  now  mcthinks  I  feel  my  pangs  anew. 
.Seven  days  and  nights  amidft  inceffant  throes. 
Fatigued  with  ills  I  lay,  nor  knew  rcpofe  ; 
Wten  lifting  high  my  hands,  in  (hUeks  I  pray'd, 
Implor'd  the  gods,  and  call'd  Lucina's  aid. 

She  came,  but  prejudic'd  to  giva  my  fate 
A  facrifice  to  vengeful  Juno's  hate. 
She  hears  the  groaning  ari^ifh  of  my  fit», 
And  on  the  altar  at  my  door  fhe  fits ; 
O'er  her  left  knee  her  crofling  leg  fhe  caft, 
Then  knits  her  fingers  clofe,  and  wrings  them  faft : 
This  ftay'd  the   birih ;  in    mutterii;g   verfe  fhe 

pray'd, 
Ths  murtchng  Tcrfc  th'  ualnift'd  \i-^i'.  dchy' j. 


Now  with  fierce  firuggies,  raging  with  mjr  pain, 
At  Jove's  ingratitude  I  rave  Ui  vain. 
How  did  I  wifh  for  death  !  fuch  groans  I  fent, 
As  might  have  made  the  flinty  heart  relent. 
Now  the  Gadmeian  matrons  round  me  prefs. 
Offer  their  vows,  and  feek  to  bring  redrefs. 
Among  the  Theban  dames  Galanthis  flandf, 
Strong-limb'd,  red-hair'd,  and  juft  to  my  com- 
mands: 
She  firft  perceiv'd  that  all  thefe  racking  woes 
From  the  perfifting  hate  of  Juno  rofe. 
As  here  and  there  fhe  pafs'd,  by  chance  fiie  fees 
The  feated  goddefs ;  on  her  clofe- prefs'd  knees 
Her  fafl-knit  hands  fhe  lea.ns  :  with  cheerful  voice 
Galanthis  cries.  Whoe'er  thou  art,  rejoice  • 
Congratulate  the  dame,  fhe  lies  at  reft. 
At  length  the  gods  Alcmena's  womb  have  bled. 
Swift  from  her  feat  the  flartled  goddefs  fprings. 
No  more  conceal'd,  her  hands  abroad  fhe  flings; 
The  charm  unloos'd,  the  birth  my  pangs  relicv'd ; 
Galanthis'  laughter  vei'd  the  power  deceiv'd. 
Fame  fays,  the  goddefs  dragg'd  the  laughing  tnaid 
Fafl:  by  the  hair ;  in  vain  her  force  effay'd 
Her  groveling  body  from  the  ground  to  rear; 
Chang'd  to  fore  feet  her  fhrinking  arms  appear ; 
Her  hairy  back  her  former  hue  retains. 
The  form  alone  is  loft ;  her  ftrength  remains ; 
Who,  fincc  the  lie  did  from  her  mouth  proceed. 
Shall  from  her  pregnant  mouth  bring  forth  her 

breed ; 
Nor  fhall  fhe  quit  her  long-frequented  home. 
But  haunt  tbofe  houfcs  where  fhe  lov'd  to  roam. 

The  Story  of  lolaiis  Rejlored  to  Youth. 

Argumekt. 
lole  having  related  the  fable  of  her  fifter  t>ryope, 
who  was  changed  into  a  tree  for  violating  the 
bloflbms  of  the  plant  Lotis  (once  a  nymph) ; 
while  fhe  is  difcouriing  on  thefe  matters  with 
Alcmena,  fhe  finds  new  matter  of  wonder,  iB 
the  fudden  change  of  loalus  to  a  youth. 

While  lole  the  fatal  change  declares, 
Alcmena's  pitying  hand  oft  wip'd  her  tears,  [flie s. 
Grief  too  ftream'd  down  her  cheeks;  foon  forrovf 
And  riCng  joy  the  trickling  moifture  dries  : 
Lo  lolausftands  before  their  eyes. 
A'yo;3th  he  flood  ;  and  the  foft  iown  beg«n 
O'er  his  fniocth  chin  to  fpread.and  promifc  nian-, 
Hebe  fuomitted  to  her  hufband's  prayers, 
Inftill'd  ntw  vigour,  and  reftor'd  his  years. 

The  Prophny  of  Tbtmls. 
Now  from  her  lips  a  folcmn  oath  had  pafsM,- 
That  lolaiis  the  gift  alone  fhould  tafle. 
Had  not  juft  Themis  thus  maturely  fiaid 
(Which  check'd  her  vow,  andaw'd  the  blooming 

maid)  : 
Thebes  is  embroil'd  in  war.     Capancus  fhfidt 
Invincible  ;  but  by  the  thunderer's  hands 
Anibition  fhall  the  guilty  •  brothers  fire. 
Both  rufh  to  mutual  wounds,  and  bo;h  expire: 

*  Etetslts  ami  Pdynlcti. 
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The  reeling  earth  fliall  ope  her  gloomy  womb, 
Where  the  *  yec  breathing  bard  fhali  find  hii 

tomb. — 
The  t  fon  'hall  bathe  his  hands  in  parent's  blood, 
And  in  one  a(5l  be  both  unjuft  and  good. 
Of  home  and  fenfe  depriv'd,  where'er  he  flies. 
The  furies  and  his  mother's  ghoft  he  fpics. 
His  wife  the  fatal  bracelet  (hall  iniplare, 
And  Phegeiis  flain  his  fwordin  kindred  gore. 
Callirhoe  Ihall  then  with  fuppliant  prayer 
Prevail  on  Jupiter's  relenting  ear. 
Jove  fhall  with  youth  her  infant  fons  Infpire, 
And  bid  their  bofoms  glow  with  manly  fire. 

7ie  Debate  of  the  Cods. 

WjjEN  Themis  thus  with   prefcient   voice    had 

fpoke 
Amonp  the  gods  a  various  murmur  broke; 
Diffeufion  rofe  in  each  immortal  breaft, 
That  one   Ihould  grant   what  was   deny'd   the 

reft. 
Aurora  for  her  aged  fponfe  complains, 
And  Ceres  grieves  for  Jafon's  freezing  veins ; 
Vulcan  would  Erichthonius'  years  renew; 
Her  future  race  the  care  of  Venus  drew, 
She  would  Anchifes'  blooming  age  reftore; 
A  different  care  employ'd  each  heavenly  power. 
Thus  various  interefts  did  their  jars  increafe. 
Till  Jove  arofe  ; — he  fpoke,  their  tumults  ceafc. 

— ts  any  reverence  to  our  prefence  given  ? 
Then  why  this  difcord  'mong  the  powers  of  hea- 
ven ? 
Who  can  the  fettled  will  of  Fate  fubdue  ? 
'  Twas  by  the  fates  that  lolafis  knew 
A  fecond  youth.     The  fates'  determin'd  doom 
Shall  give  Callirhnc's  race  a  youthful  bloom. 
Arms  nor  ambition  can  this  power  obtain  : 
<'^ell  your  defires ;  even  me  the  fates  reflrain. 
Could  I  their  will  controul,  no  rolling  years 
Had  JEacus  benf  down  with  filver  hairs  ; 
Then  Rhadamanthus  flill  had  youth  poffefs'd, 
And  Minos  with  eternal  bloom  been  blefs'd. 
Jove's  words  the  fynod  mov'd ;  the  power  give 
o'er, 
And  urge  in  vain  unjuft  complaint  no  more. 
Since  Rhadamanthus'  veins  now  flowly  flow'd. 
And  .^acus  and  Minos  bore  the  load ; 
Minos,  wha,  in  the  flower  of  youth  and  fame. 
Made  mighty  nations  tremble  at  his  name, 
Infirm  with  age,  the  proud  Miletus  fears, 
,  Vain  of  his  birth,  and  in  the  flrength  of  years ; 
And  now,  regarding  all  his  realms  as  lofl, 
He  durft  not  force  him  from  his  native  coaft. 
tut  you  by  choice,  Miletus,  fled  his  reign, 
And  your  fwift  vefTel  plow'd  th'  .^gean  main  ; 
On  Afiatic  fliores  a  town  y«u  frame, 
"Which  ftill  is  honour'd  with  the  founder's  name. 
Here  you  Cyanee  knew,  the  beauteous  maid, 
As  on  her  father's  winding  banks  ftie  ftray'd  : 
Caunus  andByblis  hence  their  lineage  trace. 
The  double  oflspring  of  your  warm  embritce. 

•  Ampbiaraus. 


The  Story  of  Ara;he, 

FROM  THE  BEGINNINO  OF  TH£  SIXTH  BOOK  0»J 
OVIb's   ME^AMORPUUSeS. 


AKGUMENT. 


Pallas,  vifiting  the  mufes  on  their  hill  to  fee  the 
fountain  Hippocrene,  is  by  them  informed  how 
the  Pieridcs  were  changed  into  chattering  piet 
for  rivaling  the  nine  fitters  in  fong. — This  fti- 
mulating  the  goddcfs  to  take  vengeance  on 
Arachne,  the  daughter  of  idmon,  who  defied  her 
in  her  own  art,  gives  rife  to  the  following  ftory. 

Pallas,  attentive,  heard  the  mufes'  f'>*ig, 
Pleai'd  thatfo  well  they  had  reveng'd  their  wrong: 
Reflc(fting  thus — A  vulgar  foul  can  praife, 
My  fame  let  gloriou*  emulation  raife  : 
Swift  vengeance  fliall  purfue  th'  audacious  prids 
That  dares  my  facred  deity  deride  : 
Revenge  the  goddefs  in  her  breaft  revolves ; 
And,flraightthc  bold  Arachne's  fate  refolves; 
Her  haughty  mind  to  Heaven  difdain'd  to  bend* 
And  durft  with  Pallas  in  her  art  contend. 
No  famous  town  fhe  boafts,  or  noble  name  ; 
But  to  her  flcilful  hand  owes  all  her  fame  ; 
Idmon.  her  father  on  his  trade  rely'd. 
And  thirfty  wool  in  purple  juicei  dy'd; 
Her  mother,  whom  the  fliades  of  death  confint, 
Was,  like  her  hufband,  born  of  vulgar  line. 
At  fmall  Hypsepe  though  Ihe  diil  refide. 
Yet  induftry  prociaim'd  what  birth  deny'd  : 
All  Lydia  to  her  name  due  honour  pay«. 
And  every  city  fpeaks  Arachne's  praife. 
Nymphs  of  Timolu*  quit  their  fliady  woods. 
Nymphs  of  Pacflolus  leave  their  golden  floods. 
And  oft  with  pleafure  round  her  gazing  ftand. 
Admire  her  work,  and  praife  her  artful  hand: 
They  view'd  each  motion,  with  new  wonder  feiz'dl 
More  than  the  work  her  graceful  manner  pleas'd. 

Whether  raw  wool  in  its  firft  orbs  ftie  wound. 
Or  with  fwift  fingers  twirl'd  the  fpindle  round; 
Whether  flie  pick'd  with  care  the  knotty  piece, 
Or  comb'd  like  ftreaky  clouds  the  ftretching fleece; 
Whether  her  needle  play'd  the  pencil's  part ; 
'  fwas  plain  from  Pallas  fhe  deriv'd  her  art. 
But  flie,  unable  to  fuftain  her  pride. 
The  very  miftrefs  of  her  art  defy'd.— 
Pallas  obfcures  her  bright  celeftial  grace, 
And  takes  an  old  decrepit  beldame's  face. 
Her  head  is  fcatter'd  o'er  with  filver  hairs. 
Which  feems  to  bend  beneath  a  load  of  years. 
Her  trembling  hand,  embofs'd  with  livid  vein*, 
On  trufty  ftaff  her  feeble  limbs  fuftains. 

She  thus  accofts  the  nymph  :  "  Be  timely  wife, 
"  Do  not  the  wholefome  words  of  age  defpife, 
"  For  in  the  hoary  head  experience  lies : 
"  On  earth  contend  the  greateft  name  to  gain  ; 
"  To  Pallas  yield;— with  Heaven  you  ftrive  ia 

"  vain." 
Contempt  contrafts  her  brow,  her  paflions  rife, 
Wrath  and  difdain  enflame  her  rolling  eyes; 
At  once  the  tangling  thread  away  ftie  throws. 
And  fcarcc  can  cnrb  her  threauniuj  hands  frosa 
kl©w?, 
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"  Worn  out  with  age,  and  by  dlfcafe  declin'd, 
"  rShe  cries)  thy  carcafe  has  furviv'd  thy  mind ; 
-  Thefe  leAures  might  thy  fervile  daughters  move, 
"  And  wary  doArines  for  thy  nieces  prove  : 
"  My  counfel  's  from  niyfelf,  my  will  commands, 
"  And  my  firft  refolution  always  (lands  : 
"  Let  her  contend ;  or  does  her  fear  impart 
'•  That  conqueft  waits  on  my  fuperior  art  ?"    . 

The  goddefs  ftraight  throws  eff  her  old  difguifc, 
And  heavenly  beauty  fparkles  in  her  eyes, 
A  youthful  bloom  fills  up  each  wrinkled  trace, 
And  Pallas  fmiles  with  every  wonted  grace. 
The  nymphs  furpris'd,  the  Deity  adore, 
And  Lydian  dames  confefs  her  matchlefs  power ; 
The  rival  maid  alone  unmov'd  remains. 
Yet  a  fwift  blufh  her  guilty  feature  ftains; 
In  her  unwilling  cheek  the  crimfon  glows, 
And  her  check'd  pride  a  ihort  confufion  knows. 
So  when  Aurora  firft  unveils  her  eyes, 
A  purple  dawn  invefts  the  blufhing  flcies ; 
But  foon  bright  Phcsbus  gains  th'  horizon's  height, 
And  gilds  the  hemifphere  with  fpreading  light. 

Defire  of  conqueft  iwajs  th*  giddy  maid. 
To  certain  ruin  by  vain  hopes betray'd  : 
The  goddefs  with  her  ftubboro  will  comply'd, 
And  deign'd  by  trial  to  convince  her  pride. 
Uoth  take  their  ftations,  and  the  piece  prepare, 
And  order  every  flender  thread  with  csre. 
The  web  enwraps  the  beam ;  the  reed  divides. 
While   through  the  widening  fpace  the  Ihuttle 

glides, 
Which  their  fwift  hands  receive ;  then,  pois'd  with 
lead,  [thread. 

The  fvvinging  weight  ftrikes  clofe  th'   inferted 
They  gird  their  flowing  garments  round  the  waift. 
And  ply  their  feet  and  arms  with  dext'rous  hafte. 
Here  each  inweaves  the  richeft  Tyrian  dye. 
There  fainter  (hades  in  foften'd  order  lie ; 
Such  various  mixtures  in  the  texture  fhine. 
Set  off  the  work,  and  brighten  each  defign. 
As  when  the  fun  his  piercing  rays  extends,  [cends. 
When  from  thin  clouds  feme  drilling  (hower  def- 
We  fee  the  fpacious  humid  arch  appear, 
Whofe  tranfient  colours  paint  the  fplendid  air  : 
By  fuch  degrees  the  deepening  Ihadows  rife 
As  pleafingly  deceive  our  dazzled  eyes; 
And  though  the  fame  th'  adjoining  colour  feems, 
Yet  hues  of  different  natures  dye  th*  extremes. 
Here  heightening  gold  they  'midft  the  woof  dif. 

pofe, 
And  in  the  web  this  antique  ftory  rofe. 

Pallas  the  lofty  mount  of  Mars  dcfigns, 
Cekftial  judgment  guides  th'  unerring  lines  ; 
Here,  in  juft  view,  th'  Athenian  ftrudures  ftand. 
And  there  the  gods  contend  to  name  the  land  ; 
Twelves  deities  (he  frames  with  ftately  mien. 
And  in  the  midft  fuperior  Jove  is  feen  ; 
A  glowing  warmth  the  blended  colours  give. 
The  figures  in  the  piiflure  feem  to  live. 
Hcaven'sthundering  monarch  fitswithawful  grace, 
And  dread  omnipotence  imprints  hib  face  ; 
There  Neptune  dood,  clifdaiufuLly  he  frown'd, 
And  with  his  trident  fmotc  the  tremblin;^  giound; 
The  parting  rocks  a  fpacious  chafhi  'iirclole. 
From  wheoce  4  ^cry,  prancing  ftecd  Mcis ; 
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And  on  that  ufeful  gift  he  founds  his  claim. 
To  grace  the  city  with  his  honour'd  name. 
See  her  own  figure  next  with  martial  air, 
A  (bining  helmet  decks  her  flowing  hair ; 
Her  thoughtful  breaft  her  well-pois'd(hield  defends. 
And  her  bare  arm  a  glittering  fpear  extends, 
With  which  (he  wounds  the  plain  ;  from  thence 

arofe 
A  fpreading  tree ;  green  olives  load  the  boughs. 
The  powers  her  gift  behold  with  wandering  eyes, 
And  to  the  goddefs  give  the  rightful  prize. 

Such  mercy  checks  her  wrath,  that,  to  di(ruade 
By  others  fate  the  too  prefumptuous  maid. 
With  miniatures  (he  fills  each  corner  fpace, 
To  curb  her  pride,  and  fave  her  from  difgrace. 

Haemus  and  Rhodope  in  this  (he  wrought, 
The  beauteous  colours  fpoke  her  lively  thought ! 
With  arrogance  and  fierce  ambition  fir'd. 
They  to  the  facred  names  of  gods  afpir'd ; 
To  mountains  chang'd,  their  lofty  heads  arife, 
And  lofe  their  IcfTening  fummits  in  the  (kies. 

In  that,  in  all  the  ftrength  of  art  was  feen 
The  wretched  fate  of  the  Pygmsean  queen ; 
Juno,  enrag'd,  refents  th'  audacious  aim, 
And  to  a  crane  transforms  the  vanqui(h'd  dame  5 
In  that  voracious  (hape  (he  ftill  appears. 
And  plagues  her  people  with  perpetual  wars. 

In  this,  Antigone  for  beauty  ftrove 
With  the  bright  confort  of  imperial  Jove  ; 
Juno,  incens'd,  her  royal  power  difplay'd. 
And  to  a  bird  converts  the  haughty  maid. 
Laomedoh  his  daughter's  fate  bewails. 
Nor  his,  nor  Illon's  fervent  prayer  prevails, 
But  on  her  lovely  (kin  white  feathers  rife ; 
Chang'd  to  a  clamorous  ftork,  (he  mounts  the  (kles> 

In  the  remaining  orb,  the  heavenly  maid 
The  tale  of  childlefs  Cynaras  difplay'd ; 
A  fettled  anguifh  in  his  look  appears. 
And  from   his  blood(hot  eyes  flow  ftreams  of 

tears ; 
On  the  cold  ground,  no  more  a  father,  thrown. 
He  for  his  daughters  clafp'd  the  polllh'd  ftone. 
And,  when  he  fought  to  hold  their  wonted  charm*, 
The  temple's  ^eps  deceiv'd  his  eager  arms. 
Wreathes  of  green  olive  round  the  borier  twine^ 
And  her  own  tree  enclofes  the  defign. 

Arachne  paints  th'  amours  of  mighty  Jove, 
How  in  a  bull  the  god  difguis'd  his  love ; 
A  real  bull  feems  in  the  piece  to  roar. 
And  real  billows  breaking  on  the  (hore  : 
in  fair  Europa's  face  appears  furprife. 
To  the  retreating  land  (he  turns  her  eyes. 
And  feems  to  call  her  maids,  who  wondering  (iood. 
And  with  her  tears  increas'd  the  briny  flood. 
Her  trembling  feet  (he  by  contradlion  faves 
From  the  rude  infult  of  the  rifing  waves. 

Here  amorous  Jove  diffolving  Lxda  trod. 
And  in  the  vigorous  fwan  conceal'd  the  god. 
Love  lends  him  now  an  eagle's  new  difguife. 
Beneath  his  fluttering  wings  Afteria  lies, 
Th'  enlivening  colours  here  with  force  cxprcf»'4 
How  Jove  the  fair  Antiope  carefs'd. 
In  a  ftrong  fatyr's  mul'cled  form  he  came, 
Inftilling  love  tranfports  the  glowing  dame, 
I  And  lulty  twioi  reward  his  nervous  flans* 
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Here  how  he  footh'd  the  bright  Alcmena's  love, 
Who  for  A.mphitryon  took  th'  inipoftur  Jove ; 
And  how  the  god  in  golden  {howsrallur'd 
Tile  giMi-ded  nymph,  in  brazen  walls  itnmur'd  : 
How,  in  a  fwaln,  IVInemofyne  he  charms ; 
How  lambent  flame  the  fair  iEg;ina  warms: 
And  how  with  variou?  glittering  hues  inlaid 
In  ferpent's  form  Deais  he  betray'd. 
Here  you,  great  Neptune,  with  a  fliort-liv"d  flame 
In  a  young  bull  enjoy  th'  jEolian  dame. 
Then  in  Knipeus'  fhape  intrigues  purl'iae  : 
'Tis  thus  th'  Aloids  boaft  defcent  from  you. 
Here  to  Bifaltis  wa^  thy  love  coavey'd, 
When  a  roujh  rani  deceiv'd  the  yielding  maid. 

Ceres,  kind  mother  of  the  bounrc-.us  year, 
Whofe  golden  loeks  a  flieafy  garland  bear  ;     ■ 
And  the  dread  dame,  with  hilnng  ferpents  hung, 
(From  whom  the  P;-gafjean  cour;er  fnrung) 
Thee  in  a  fnuiiling  ftallion's  form  eiijoy,  "^ 

Exhauit  thy  (trength,  and  every  nerve  employ;  > 
IVIelintho  as  a  dolphin  you  betray,  J 

And  fp  irt  in  pleafures  on  the  rolling  lea  : 
Such  jufl  proportion  graces  every  part, 
Nature  herlelf  appears  improv'd  by  art. 
Here  in  difgnife  was  mighty  Phtebus  Icent, 
With  clowniih  arpc(5c,  and  a  ruftic  mien  ; 
Again  transformM,  he's  drefs'd  in  falcon's  plumes, 
And  now  the  lion'^  noble  (liape  affumes; 
Now  in  a  ihepherd's  form,  with  treacherous  fmiles 
He  .Macareian  Iffe's  heart  beguiles. 
Here  his  pkiinp  ihape  enamour'd  Bacchus  leaves, 
And  in  the  g:  ape  Erigone  deceives. 
Tlitre  Saturn,  in  a  neighing  horfc,  (he  wove, 
And  Chiron's  double  form  rewards  his  love. 


Feftoons  of  Howers,  inwove  with  ivy,  Ihine, 
Border  the  wondrous  piece,  and  round  the  textur<? 

twine. 
Not  Pallas,  nor  ev'n  fpleen  itfelf,  could  Hams 
The  wondrous  work  of  the  Mxonian  dame  ; 
With  grief  her  vail  fuccefs  the  goddefs  bore, 
And  of  ce'.eicial  crimes  the  llory  tore. 
Her  boxen  fhuttle  now,  cnrag'd,  flic  took, 
An^  thrice  the  proud  Idmoniin  artift  (truck  : 
rh'  unhappy  maid,  to  fee  her  labours  vain, 
Grew  refolute  with  pride,  and  ihame,  and  pain  ; 
Around  her  neck  a  fatal  noofe  iha  ty'd, 
And  fought  by  fudden  death  her  guilt  to  hide. 
Pallas  with  pity  faw  the  defperate  deed. 
And  thus  the  virgin's  milder  fate  decreed  : 
"  Liv^e,  impious  rival,  mindful  of  thy  crime, 
"  Sufpended  tluis  to  walte  thy  future  time; 
"  Thy  punifhment  mvolves  thy  numerous  race, 
"  Who  for  thy  fault  fhall  fharc  itithy  d.i'grace,' 
Her  incantation  magic  juices  aid, 
With  fpiinkling  drops  Ihe  bath'd  the  pendent 

rriaid, 
And  thus  the  charm  itsnoitious  power  difplay' 
Like  leaves  in  autumn  drop  her  falling  hairs, 
With  thefe  her  nofe,  and  next  her  rifingears. 
Her  head  to  the  minuteft  fubftance  fhrunlc. 
The  focent  juice  coritr^cls  her  changing  trunk  ; 
Clofe  to  her  frdes  her  Hinder  fingers  clung. 
There  chang'd  to  nimble  feet  in  order  hung  ; 
Her  blotted  belly  fwelrs  to  larger  lize. 
Which  norw  with  fmalleft  threads  her  work  fup'v 

plies ; 
The  virgin  in  the  fpidcr  flill  remains  ; 
And  in  that  Ihape  her  former  art  retains. 


ce, 
lentL 


Tales, 


AN  AN'sWERI 

TO  THE   SOMPNEr's   PROLOGUE  OF  CILIWCER. 

Jft  Imitation  cff  Chaucer's  Sty!;. 

The  Sompner  lewdly  hath  his  prologue  told. 
And  fiine  on  the  Freers  his  tale  japing  and  bold  ; 
How  that  ill  Hell  they  fearchen  near  and  wide, 
And  ne  one  Freer  in  .ill  thiike  place  efpyde  : 
But  lo  I   the  devil  turn'd  his  eric  about, 
And  twenty  thoufand  Freers  wend  in  and  out. 
By  which  in  GeofFry's  rhyming  it  appears. 
The  devil's  belly  is  the  hive  of  Freers. 
Now  litlneth  lordingsl   forthwith  ye  ihall  hear^ 
What  happen'd  at  a  huufe  in  Lancafhire. 
A  niifere  tnat  had  londs  and  tenement. 
Who  laketh  from  his  vifiaines  taxes  and  rent, 
Owned  a  h'oufe  whic'n  emptye  long  yftood, 
Full  deeply  fited  in  a  derkning  Wood  ; 
Murmring  a  (hallow  brook  runneth  along, 
IVIoug  the  round  ftones  it  makcn  doleful  fong. 

Now  there  fpreaden  a  rumour  tliat  evcrich  night 
The  rooms  yhaunted  been  by  many  a  fprite ; 
Vol-.  Viik 


The  miller  avoucheth,  and  all  thereabout. 
That  they  full^t't  hearen  the  hellilh  rout; 
Some  faihe  they  hear  the  jnigling  of  chains, 
And  foine  hath  yheard  th»-  pfautries  ftraineij 
A.t  midnight  fouie  the  heedlels  liorfe  ymeet. 
And  fome  efpien  a  corfe  in  a  white  (heet, 
And  opther  things,  faye,  elfin,  and  elfe. 
And  (napes  that  fear  createn  to  itfelfe. 

Now  it  fo  hapt,  there  was  not  ferre  away,- 
Of  grey  Freers  a  fair  arid  rich  Abhayc, 
Were  liven  a  Freer  ycleped  Pere  Thomas, 
Who  daren  alone  in  derke  through  church-yerd 

This  Freer  VFOutd  lye  in  thiike  houfe  all  fligKt, 
In  hope  he  might  efpyen  a  dreadful  fprite. 
He  taketh  candle,  beades,  and  holy  watere,- 
And  legends  eke  of  faintes,  and  bocjkesof  prayerc. 
He  entere'h  the  room,  and  iooketli  round  about. 
And  hafpen  the  door,  to  hafpen  the  gofalin  out. 
The  candle  hatii  he  put  clofe  by  the  bed, 
And  in  lo'V  tone  his  avj  mcirye  fitid. 
With  water  now  bcfpi  inklcu  hath  the  floorej 
Aad  makeu  crof*  ou  key-hole  of  ihs  door?* 
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He  was  there  not  a  moufe-hole  in  thilke  place. 
But  he  ycrofled  hath  by  God  his  grace  : 
H^  crofied  hath  thi?,  and  eke  he  croffcd  that, 
"With  bened'iciic  and  God  knows  what. 

Now  he  goeth  to  bed  and  lieth  adown, 
When  the  clock  had  juft  ftricken  the  twelfth  foun. 
Bethinketh  hini  now  what  the  cnufe  had  ybeen, 
"Why  many  Tprites  by  mortals  have  been  feen. 
liem  rcmembreth  how  Dan  Plutarch  hath  yfed 
That  C-Elar's  fprite  came  to  Brute  his  bed; 
Oi  chains  that  frighten  erft  Artemidore, 
The  tales  of  Pline,  Valere,  and  many  more. 

Kem  thinketh  that  fome  murdere  here  been  done, 
And  he  mought  fee  fome  bloodye  ghoft  anore. 
Or  that  fome  orphlines  writings  here  be  ftor'd. 
Or  pot  of  gold  laine  deep  beneath  a  board : 
Or  thinketh  hem,  if  he  niight  fee  no  fprite, 
The  Abbayemought  buy  this  houfe  cheap  outright. 

As  hem  thus  thinketh,  anone  aflcep  he  lies, 
"Up  flarten  Sathanas  with  faucer  eyes. 
He  turned  the  Freer  upon  his  face  downright, 
IJifplaying  his  nether  cheeks  full  broad  and  white. 
Then  quoth  Dan  Sathanas  as  he  thwacked  him  fore, 
Thou  didfl  forget  to  guard  thy  poflern-dore. 
There  is  an  hole  which  hath  not  ctoffed  been  : 
Parewell,  from  whence  I  came,  F  creepen  in. 

Now  plain  it  is  ytellen  in  my  verfe, 
3f  devils  in  hell  bear  Freers  in  their  erfe. 
On  earth  the  devil  in  Freers  doth  ydwell; 
"^^'cre  there  no  Freers,  the  devil  mought  keep  in 
hell. 

WORK  FOR  A  COOPER. 

A  MAN  may  lead  a  happy  life, 
Without  that  needful  thir.g  a  wife  : 
This  long  have  lufly  abbots  known, 
Who  ne'er  knew  fpoufef — of  their  own. 

What  though  your  houfe  be  clean  and  neat, 
With  couches,  chairs,  and  beds  complete  ; 
Though  you  each  day  invite  a  friend, 
1  hough  he  fhould  every  difli  commend  ; 
On  Bagfhot-heath  ycur  mutton  fed, 
Your  fovvlr  at  Brentford  born  and  bred  ; 
Though  pureft  wine  your  cellars  boaft. 
Wine  worthy  of  the  fairefl;  toaft  ; 
Yet  there  are  other  things  requir'd  : 
Hing,  and  lei's  fee  the  maid  you  hir'd. — 
Blefs  me  :  thofe  hands  might  hold  a  broom. 
Twirl  round  a  mop,  and  v/afli  a  room  : 
A  bachelor  his  maid  flTould  keep, 
Not  for  that  fervilc  ufe  tn  f^^ceyi; 
^-ct  her  his  humour  underflard, 
"And  turn  to  every  thing  her  hand. 
Get  yon  a  •s  that's  young  and  tight, 
'Whofe  arms  are,  like  her  apron,  white. 
What  though  her  faiftbe  fcldom  leeii, 
l^et  that,  though  coarfe,  be  always  clt-an  ; 
"She  might  each  morn  your  tea  attend, 
And  on  your  wrifl  your  ruflle  mend  ; 
Then,  if  you  break  a  roguiili  jelt, 
Or  fquL'czs  her  hand,  or  pat  her  brcaft, 
She  cries,  Ch,  dear  Sir,  don't  be  nruo-ht! 
And  blufhes  fpeak  her  laft  night's  fault." 
To  her  your  houfchoid  caren  contde, 
JLct  your  keys  jingle  atl.cr  fiUO. 


A  footman's  blunijers  tcaze  and  fret  ye  ; 
Ev'n  while  you  chide,  you  fmile  on  Bettv. 
Difcharge  him  then,  if  he's  too  fpruce  ; 
For  Betty's  for  his  mafter's  ufe. 

Will  you  your  amorous  fancy  baulk. 
For  fear  fome  prudift  neighbour  talk  ? 
But  you'll  objed,  that  you're  afraid 
Of  the  pert  freedoms  of  a  maid. 
Befides,  your  wifer  heads  will  fay. 
That  fhe  who  turns  her  hand  this  way, 
From  one  vice  to  another  drawn. 
Will  lodge  your  filver  fpoons  in  pawn. 
Has  not  the  homely  wrinkled  jade 
More  need  to  learn  the  pilfering  trade  ? 
For  love  all  Betty's  wants  fupplies. 
Laces  her  fhoes,  her  mantua  dyes. 
All  her  fluff-fuits  flie  flings  away. 
And  wears  thread-fattin  every  day. 

Who  then  a  dirty  drab  would  hire. 
Brown  as  the  hearth  of  kitchen  fire  ; 
When  all  muft'own,  were  Betty  put 
To  the  black  duties  of  the  flut. 
As  well  flie  fcours  or  fcrubs  a  floor, 
And  ftill  is  good  for  fomething  more  ? 

Thus,  t»  avoid  the  greater  vice, 
I  knew  a  prieft,  of  eonfcience  nice, 
To  quell  his  luft  for  neighbour's  fpcufcj 
Keep  fornication  in  his  houfe. 

But  you're  impatient  all  this  time. 
Fret  at  my  counfel.  curfe  my  ryhme. 
Be  fatisfy'd  :  I'll  talk  no  more. 
For  thus  my  tale  begins — Of  yore 
There  dwelt  at  Blois  a  prieft  full  fair> 
With  rolling  eye  and  cnfped  hair  ; 
His  chin  hung  low,  his  brow  was  fleek. 
Plenty  lay  balking  on  his  cheek ; 
Whole  days  at  cloy fter  grates  he- fate, 
Ogled,  and  talk'd  of  this  and  that 
So  feelingly,  the  nuns  lamented 
Tliat  double  bars  were  e'er  invented. 
If  he  the  wanton  wife  confeft, 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  heaving  breaft ; 
He  flroak'd  her  cheek  to  flill  her  fear. 
And  talk'd  of  fins  en  cavalier  ; 
Each  tim.c  cnjein'd  her  penance  mild. 
And  fondled  on  her  like  his  child. 
At  every  jovial  golTip's  feafl 
Pere  Bernard  was  a  welcome  guefl ; 
Mirth  fuffer'd  not  the  leafl  reftraint. 
He  could  at  will  ftiake  off"  the  faint ; 
N^ir  fiown'd  he  when  they  freely  fpoke^ 
But  {hook  his  fides,  and  took  the  joke  ; 
Nor  fail'd  he  to  promote  the  jefl, 
And  {har'd  the  fins  which  they  confeft. 

Yet,  that  he  might  not  always  roara, 
He  kept  conveniencies  at  home. 
His  maid  was  in  the  bloom  of  beauty, 
Weil-limb'd  for  every  fecial  duty  ; 
He  meddled  with  no  houfehold  care«, 
I'o  her  confign'd  his  vt-hole  aflairs  : 
She  of  his  ftudy  kept  the  keys, 
For  he  was  ftudious — of  his  eafc  : 
She  had  the  pov/er  of  all  his  locks, 
Could  rummage  every  chcft  and  bos; 
Her  honefty  fuch  credit  gain'd, 
>;ot.  ev'n  the  celLr  wss  reftraiu'd. 
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In  troth  it  was  a  {ijoodly  fhowj 
Lin'd  with  f^U  hoglheads  all  a-row; 
One  veffel,  from  the  rank  remov'd. 
Far  dearer  than  the  reft  he  lov'd  ; 
Pour  la  bonne  bouche  'twas  let  afide. 
To  all  but  choicell  friends  deny'd. 
He  now  and  then  would  lend  a  quart,' 
To  warm  feme  wife's  retentive  heart,' 
Againft  confeflion's  fullen  hour  : 
Wine  has  all  iecrctsin  its  power. 
At  common  fcafts  it  had  been  waftcj 
Nor  was  it  fit  for  layman's  tafte. 
If  monk  or  friar  were  his  gueft, 
They  drank  it ;  for  they  know  the  befl:; 
Nay,  he  at  length  fo  fond  was  grown. 
He  always  drank  it  when — alone. 

Who  fhall  recount  his  civil  labours, 
In  pious  vifits  te  his  neighbours  ? 
Whene'er  w*eak  hufbands  went  aftray, 
He  guefs'd  their  wives  were  in  the  way  : 
'Twas  then  his  charity  vras  fhown. 
He  chofe  to  fee  them  when  alone. 

Now  was  he  bent  on  cuckuldom  : 
He  knew  friend  Dennis  was  from  home  : 
His  wife  (a  poor  negleifled  beauty, 
Defrauded  of  a  hufband's  dury) 
Had  often  told  him  at  confellion, 
How  hard  (he  ftruggled  'gainft  tranfgreffion, 
He  now  refolves,  in  heat  of  blood. 
To  try  how  firm  her  virtue  flood. 
He  knew  that  wine  (to  love  beft  aid) 
Has  oft  made  bold  the  (hame-fac'd  maid. 
Taught  her  to  romp,  and  take  more  ffeedono'?, 
Than  nymphs  train'd  up  at  Smith's  or  Needham' 

A  mighty  bottle  ftrait  he  chofe, 
Such  as  might  give  two  friars  their  dofe. 
Nannette  he  call'd  :  the  cellar  door 
She  ftraight  unlocks,  defcends  before  ; 
He  follow'd  clofe.  But  when  he  fpies 
His  favourite  calk  ;  with  lifted  eyes  ! 

And  lifted  hands  aloud  he  cries, 
Heigh-day  !  my  darling  wine  aftoop! 
It  muft  alas  1  have  fprung  a  hoop. 
That  there's  a  leak  is  paft  all  doubt, 
(Reply'd  the  maid) — I'll  find  it  out. 
She  fcts  the  candle  down  in  hafte, 
Tucks  her  white  apron  round  her  waift. 
The  hogfljead's  mouldy  fide  afcends; 
She  flraddles  wide,  and  downward  bends  i 
So  low  ftie  ftoops  to  feek  the  flaw. 
Her  coats  rofe  up,  her  niafier  faw^- 
1  fee — he  cries — (then  chlpt  her  faft) 
The  leak  through  which  my  wine  has  paft; 

Then  all  in  hafte  the  maid  defcended, 
And  in  a  trice  the  leak  was  mended. 
He  found  in  Nannette  all  he  wanted, 
So  Dennis'  brows  remain'd  unplantei. 

Ere  fi  jce  this  time,  all  lufty  friars 
(Warm'd  with  predominant  defires, 
Whene'er  the  flelh  with  fpirit  quarrels) 
Look  on  the  fex  as  leaky  barrels. 
Beware  of  thefe,  ye  jealous  fponfes ! 
From  fuch  like  cooper?  guard  your  houfes ; 
For,  if  they  find  not  work  at  home, 
For  jobs  through  al!  the  town  they  roam. 


THE  EC^IVOCATION. 

Am  abbot  rich  (whofe  tafte  was  good 
Alike  in  fcience  and  in  food) 
His  biftiop  had  refolv'd  to  treat ; 
I'hc  bifhop  came,  die  bilhop  eat. 
Twasfilence,  till  their  ftomachs  fail'd; 
And  now  at  heretics  they  rail'd. 
What  herefy  (the  prelate  faid) 
Is  in  that  church  where  priefts  may  wed ! 
Do  not  we  take  the  church  for  life  \ 
But  thofc  divorce  her  for  a  wife ; 
Like  laymen,  keep  her  in  their  houfes, 
And  own  the  children  of  their  fpoufes. 
Vile  pra<flifes  1  the  abbot  cry'd, 
For  pious  ufe  we're  fct  afide  I 
Shall  we  take  wives  ?  Marriage  at  beft 
Is  but  carnality  profeft  ! 

Now,  as  the  biftiop  took  his  glafs. 
He  fpy'd  our  abbot's  buxom  lafs, 
Who  crofs'd  the  room  ;  he  mark'd  her  eye 
That  glow'd  with  love  ;  his  pulfe  beat  high, 
Fye,  father,  fye,  (the  prelate  cries) 
A  maid  fo  young  1  for  (hame,  be  wife. 
Thefe  indifcretions  lend  a  handle 
To  lewd  lay-tongues,  to  give  us  fcandal. 
For  your  vow's  fake,  this  rule  I  give  t'  ye  5 
Let  all  your  maids  be  turn'd  of  fifty. 

The  prieft  reply'd,  I  have  not  fwerv'd, 
But  your  chaftc  precept  well  obferv'd  : 
That  lafs  full  twenty-five  has  told;  v^ 

I've  yet  another  who's  as  old  ; 
Into  one  fum  their  ages  caft ; 
So  both  my  maids  have  iifty  pafc. 

The  prelate  fmil'd,  but  durft  not  blame.* 
For  why  ?  his  lordftiip  did  the  fame. 

Let  ti.oie  who  reprimand  their  brothers, 
Firil  mend  the  faults  they  find  in  others. 

A  TRUE  STORY  OF  AN  APPARITIONT. 

Sceptics    (whofe  ftrength  of   argument  makes 

out. 
That  wifdom's  deep  inquiries  end  in  doubt) 
Hold  this  affertion  pofitive  and  clear. 
That  fprites  are  poor  deluCons,  rais'd  by  fear. 
Not  that  fam'd  ghoft,  which  in  prefaging  lound 
Call'd  Brutus  to  Philippi's  Ircai  ground, 
Nor  can  Tiberius  Gracchus*  goary  ftiade, 
Thefe  ever -doubting  difputants  perfuade. 
Straight  they  with  fmiles  reply,  thofe  tales  of  old 
By  vifionary  priefts  were  made  and  told. 
Oh,  might  fonie  ghoft  at  dead  of  right  appear. 
And  make  you  own  convidlion  by  your  fear ! 
I  knov/  your  fneers  my  eafy  faith  accufe. 
Which  with  fuch  idle  legends  fcares  the  mufe  : 
But  think  not  that  1  tell  thofe  vulgar  fprites. 
Which  frighted  boys  relate  on  winter  nights. 
How  cleanly  milk-maids  meet  the  fairy  train, 
How  heedlefs  horfes  drag  the  clinking  chain. 
Night-roaming  ghofts,  by  faucer  eye-balls  known. 
The  common  fpciftres  of  each  country-town. 
No,  1  fuch  fables  can  like  you  defpife, 
Aiid  laugh  to  hear  ihefc  nurfe-invented  lies. 
Yet  has  n«t  oft  the  fraudful  guardian's  fright 
Compell'd  hiiii  to  reftore  an  orj  ban's  ri^iht  ? 
^  Yij 
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And  can  we  doubt  that  harriil  ghofts  afcend, 
Which  on  the  confcious  murderer's  fteps  attend  ? 
Hear  then,  nnd  let  attefted  truth  prevail ; 
From  faithful  lips  I  learnt  the  dreadful  tale. 

Where  Arden's  foreft  fpreadsits  limits  wide, 
Whofe  branching  Y^ths  the  doubtful  road  divide, 
A  traveller  took  his  folitary  way. 
When  low  beneath  the  hills  was  funk  the  day. 
And  now  the  fkies  with  gathering  darkncfs  lour, 
The  branches  ruftle  with  the  threafen'd  fliowcr ; 
With  fudden  blafls  the  foreft  murmurs  loud, 
Indented  liarhtning?  cleave  the  fable  cloud. 
Thunder  on  thunder  breiks,  the  tempeft  roars-, 
And  heaven  dixharges  all  its  watery  ftores. 
The  wandering  traveller  fhelter  feeks  in  vain, 
And  (lirinks  and  (hivers  with  the  beri'ing  rain  : 
On  his  deed's  neck  the  flacken'd  bridle  lay, 
Who  chofe  with  cautious  ftep  th'  uncertain  way  ; 
And  new  he  checks  the  rein,  and  halts  to  hear 
If  any  noife  foretold  a  vill.->ge  near. 
At  length  from  far  a  ftream  of  Irglif  he  fees 
Kxtend  its  level  ray  between  the  trees  ; 
.  Thither  he  fpceds,  and,  a«  he  nearer  came. 
Joyful  he  knew  the  lamp's  donreftic  flame 
't'hat  treiiibled  tlirough  the  window  ;  crof-;  the  way 
!barts  fdrth  the  barking  cur,  and  (lands  at  bay. 

It  was  an  ancient  lonely  houfc,  that  flood 
llpon  the  borders  of  the  fpatious  wood  ; 
Here  towers  and  antique  battlements  arife, 
And  there  in  heaps  the  moukier'd  ruin  lies. 
Some  lord  this  man/ion  held  in  days  of  yore, 
To  chafe  the  wolf,  and  pierce  the  foaming  boar; 
Ifov/  chang'd,  alas,  from  what  it  once  had  been  1 
Tis  nov/  dcgra<ied  to  a  public  inn 

Straight  he   difmounts,  repeats  his  loud  com- 
rtiands  : 
Swift  at  the  gate  the  ready  landlord  ftands; 
V\'ith  frequent  cringe  he  bows,  and  begs  cxcafe, 
llis  houfe  was  full,  and  every  bed  in  ufe. 
What,  not  a  ga'ret,  and  no  ftraw  to  fpare  ? 
Why  then  the  kitchen-fire  and  elbow-chair 
.Shall  ferve  for  once  to  nod  away  the  night.    . 
'I'he  kitchen  ever  is  the  fervant's  right, 
J^eplics  the  boll  ;  there,  all  the  fire  around, 
'i'he  count's  tir'd  footmen  fnure  upon  the  ground. 

The  maid,  who  lif^n'd  to  this  whole  debate, 
With  pity  learn'd  the  weary  flrajiger's  fate. 
Pe  brave,  fhe  cries,  you  flili  may  be  our  gueft; 
Our  haimted  room  was  ever  held  the  beft; 
If  then  your  valour  can  the  fright  fuflain 
Of  rattling  curtains  and  the  clinking  chain  ; 
If  your  courageous  tongue  have  power  to  talk, 
'Vhen  round  your  bed  the  hoi  i  id  ghoft  fliallwalk; 
If  you  dare  afk  it,  why  it  leaves  its  tomb  ; 
I'll  fee  your  fhcets  well  air'd,  and  (how  the  room. 
Soon  as  fhe  frighted  maid  lier  tale  had  told, 
'J'iic  (trangcr  enter'd,  for  his  heart  was  held. 

The  damfel  led  him  through  a  fpacious  hall. 
Where  ivy  hung  iht  half-denu>li(h'd  wall : 
She  frequent  look'd  behind,  and  diang'd  her  hue, 
^7^^!e  fancy  tipt  the  car.  He's  fl:'.mc  with  blue. 
And  n>w  they  gain'd  the  winding  (lairs  afcent, 
j\id  to  the  lonelbme  room  of  terrors  went. 
When  all  wai  ready,  fwift  retir'd  the  maid,    [laid 
'ikovatch-light*  biKD,  tuck'd  warm  in  bed  was 


The  hardy  flranger,  and  attends  the  fprifC 
Till  his  accuftom'd  walk  at  dead  of  night. 

At  (irft  he  hears  the  wind  with  hollow  roar 
Shake  the  loofe  lock,  and  fwing  the  creaking  door  J 
Nearer  and  nearer  draws  the  dreadful  found 
Of  rattling  chains,  that  dragg'd  upon  the  ground? 
When  lo  ;  the  fpedire  came  with  horrid  rtride, 
Approach'd  the  bed,  and  drew  the  curtains  wide  ! 
In  human  form  the  ghaftful  phantom  flood, 
Expus'd  his  mangled  b'jfcm  dy'd  with  blood. 
Then,  filent  pointing  to  his  wounded  breaft. 
Thrice  wav'd  his  h?,nd    Beneath  the  frighted  gueft 
'i'he  bed-cords  trembled,  and  with  fhuddering  fear^ 
Sweat  chiird  his  limbs,  high  rofe  his  bridled  hair; 
Then  muttaing  hady  prayers,  he  mann'd  his  heart. 
And  cry'd  aloud — lay,  whence  and  who  thou  art  ? 
The  dalking  ghoft  with  billow  voice  replies. 
Three  years  are  counted  fmce  with  mortal  eyes 
I  faw  the  fun,  and  vital  air  refpir'd. 
Like  thee  benighted,  and  »'ith  travel  tir'd, 
NVitiiin  thefe  walls  I  (lept.  O  third  of  gain  [ 
See,  diil  the  planks  the  bloody  mark  retain. 
Stretch'd  on  this  very  bed,  from  deep  I  dart^ 
And  fee  the  dee!  i.m[>ending  o'er  my  heart ; 
The  barbarous  hoftefs  hrld  the  lifted  knife, 
The  door  ran  purple  with  my  guftiing  life. 
My  treafure  now  they  feize,  the  golden  fpoi! 
Theybirry  deep  beneath  the  grafs-grown  foil. 
Far  in  the  common  field.   Be  bold,  arrife. 
My  deps  (hall  lead  thee  to  the  fecret  prize; 
There  dig  and  find ;  let  that  thy  care  reward  : 
Call  loud  on  judice,  bid  her  not  retard 
To  piAiifti  m'.irder;  lay  my  ghoft  at  reft  : 
So  fbalUvith  peace  fecure  thy  nights  be  hlefi  ; 
.^ndwhen  beneath  ihefe  boards  mybones  are  foend. 
Decent  inter  therrr  in  fome  facred  ground.      [bed. 

Here  ceas'd  the  ghoft.  The  drangerfprings  front 
And  boldly  follows  where  the  phantom  led  : 
The  half-worn  dony  dairs  they  now  defcend, 
Where  palTages  oblcure  their  arches  bend. 
Silent  they  walk ;  and  now  through  groves  they 
paf?,  [E''^^^' 

Now  through  wet  meads  their  deps  imprint  the 
At  length  amidd  a  fp.icious  field  they  came  : 
I'here  flops  the  fpedlre,  and  afcends  inflame. 
Amaz'd  he  dood,  no  buih  or  brier  was  found. 
To  teach  his  morning  fearch  to  find  the  ground. 
What  could  he  do  ?  the  night  was  hidcf>us  dark, 
Fear  fhook  his  jnirits,  and  nature  dropt  the  mark  I 
With  that  he  darting  wak'd,  and  rais'd  his  head. 
But  found  the  golden  mark  was  kft  in  bed. 

What  is  the  datefman's  vad  ambitious  fchemc. 
But  a  (hort  vilion  and  a  golden  dream  ? 
Power,  wealth,  and  title,  cleva'e  his  hope  ; 
He  wakes :  but,  for  a  garter,  finds  a  rope. 

THE    MAD-DOG. 

A  PRUDE,  at  morn  and  evening  prayer, 
Had  worn  hervelvet-cuftiion  bare  ; 
Upward  die  taught  her  eyes  to  roll, 
As  if  die  watch'd  her  foaring  ibul  ; 
And,  when  devotion  warm'd  the  crowd. 
None  fung,  or  fmote  their  breaft  fo  loud  ; 
Pale  penitence  had  mark'd  her  face 
With  all  the  meagre  fijpjs  of  grace. 


TALE 


M*. 


Her  maljs  bock  was  completely  linM 
With  painted  faints  of  various  kind  : 
But  when  in  every  page  flie  vicw'J 
fine  ladies  who  the  flefh  Cubdu'ri, 
As  quick  her  beads  ihe  counted  o'er, 
She  cry'd — fiith  wonders  are  no  more  ! 
She  chofe  not  to  di'lay  cinfefiion,   /' 
To  bear  at  once  a  year's  tranfgrcfiion  ; 
But  every  week  fet  all  things  even. 
And  balanc'd  her  accouns  with  heaven. 

Behold  her  now  in  humble  guife, 
Upon  her  knees  with  down-caft  eyes 
Before  the  priefl :  flie  thus  begins, 
"  And,  fobbing,  blubbers  forth  her  fins  : 
"  Who  could  that  tempting  man  refill ; 
"  My  virtue  laiiguifh'd  as  he  kifs'd  ; 
"  I  ftrove — till  1  could  ftrive  no  longer : 
"  How  can  the  weak  fubdue  the  ftronger  ?'* 

The  father  aik'd  her  where  and  when  i 
How  many  ?  and  what  fort  of  men  f 
By  what  degrees  her  blood  was  heated? 
How  oft  the  frailty  was  repeated? 
Thus  have  I  feen  a  pregnant  wench 
All  flufli'd  with  guilt  before  the  bench  ; 
The  judges  (wak'd  by  wanton  thought)" 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  her  fault ; 
They  leer,  they  fimper  at  her  fliame, 
And  make  her  call  all  things  by  name. 

And  now  to  fentence  he  proceeds, 
Preicribes  how  oft  to  tell  her  beads  ; 
Shov>'s  her  what  faints  could  do  her  good, 
Doubles  her  falls,  to  cool  her  blood. 
Eas'd  of  her  fins,  and  light  as  air, 
Away  fhe  trips,  perhaps  to  prayer. 
'Twas  no  fuch  thing.  Why  then  this  hafte  ? 
The  clock  has  ftruck,  the  hour  is  paft; 
And,  on  the  fpur  of  inclination, 
She  fcorn'd  to  bilk  her  afiignation. 

Whate'er  fiie  did,  next  week  Ihe  came, 
And  pioufly  confeft  the  fame. 
The  prieft,  who  female  frailties  pity'd, 
FiriT;  chid  her,  then  her  fins  remitted. 
But  did  (he  now  her  crime  bemoaa 
In  penitential  flieets  alone  ? 
And  was  no  bold,  no  beafily  fellow 
The  nightly  partner  of  her  pillow  ? 
No,  none  :  for  next  time  in  the  grove 
A  bank  was  confcious  of  her  love. 
Confeflion-day  was  come  about, 
And  now  again  it  all  mufl  out. 
She  feems  to  wipe  her  twinkling  eyes  : 
"  What  now,  my  child  ?"  the  father  cries. 
"  Again  !"faysfte. — With  threatening  looks. 
He  thus  the  proilrate  dame  rebukes  : 

"  Madam,  I  grant  there's  fomething  in  it, 
"  That  virtue  has  th'  imguarded  minute ; 
"  But  pray  now  tell  me  what  are  whores, 
"  But  women  of  unguarded  hours  ? 
"  Then  you  muft  fure  have  loft  all  fliame. 
"  What !  every  day,  and  ftill  the  fame, 
"  And  no  fault  elfe  !  'tis  ftrange  to  find 
"  A  woman  to  one  fin  confin'd ! 
"  Pride  is  this  day  her  darling  pafilon, 
''  The  next  day  flarder  is  in  falhion  ; 
^  Gaming  fucceeds ;  if  fortune  croffes, 
•f  J'h^,n  viriue's  mcrt gaged  for  her  li-flts; 


"  By  vie  her  favourite  vice  flic  lodies, 
"  And  lovcsnew  follies  like  new  clothes : 
"  But  you,  beyond  all  thought  unchalfe, 
"  Have  all  fin"  ceiiteT'd  near  y(iurw.'iift  '. 
"  Whence  is  this  appetite  fo  flrong  ? 
"  Say,  madam,  did  your  mother  long  .' 
"  Or  is  it  luxury  and  high  diet 
"  That  won't  let  virtue  fleep  in  quiet  ?" 
.She  tells  him  now,  with  metkefl  voice. 
That  fhe  hsd  never  err'd  by  choice; 
Nor  was  there  J?nown  a  virgin  thafter, 
1  ill  ruin'd  by  a  fad  difafler. 

1  hat  fl:e  a  favoutite  lap-dog  had, 
Which  (as  flie  firoak'd  and  kiis'd  j  grew  mad  ; 
And  o'l  her  lip  a  wound  indenting, 
Firfl  fet  her  youthful  blood  fermenting. 
The  prieft  reply'd,  with  zealous  fury, 
"  You  fliould  have  fought  the  means  to  cure  ye. 
"  Dodors  by  various  ways,  we  find, 
"  Treat  thele  diftempers  of  the  mind. 

"  Let  gaudy  ribbands  be  deny'd 
"  To  her  who  raves  with  fcornful  pride  ; 
"  And,  if  religion  crack  her  notions, 
"  Lock  up  her  volumes  of  devotions ; 
"  But,  if  for  man  her  rage  prevail, 
"  Bar  her  the  fight  of  creatures  male. 
"  Or  elfe,  to  cure  fuch  venom'd  bites, 
"  And  fet  the  Ihatter'd  thoughts  arighfs; 
"  They  fend  you  to  the  ocean''s  fhore, 
"  And  plunge  the  patient  o'er  and  o'er." 

The  dame  reply'd,  "  Alas  !  in  vain 
"  My  kindred  forc'd  me  to  the  niain  ; 
"  Naked,  and  in  the  face  of  day  : 
"  Lor.k  not,  ye  fifoermen,  this  way ! 
"  What  virgin  had  not  done  as  1  did  ? 
•'  My  niodeft  hand,  by  nature  guided, 
"  Debarr'd  at  once  (roni  human  eyes 
"  1  he  feat  where  female  honour  lies ; 
"  And  though  thrice  dipt  from  top  to  toe, 
"  I  ftill  fecur'd  the  poft  below, 
"  And  guarded  it  with  grafp  fo  faft 
"  Not  one  drop  through  my  fingers  paft. 
"  Thus  owe  I  to  my  bufliful  car?, 
"  That  all  the  rage  is  fettled  there." 

Weigh  well  the  projt<its  of  mankind  ; 
Then  tell  me,  reader,  canft  thou  find 
The  man  from  madnefs  wholly  free  ? 
They  all  are  mad — fave  you  and  me, 
Do  not  the  ftatefnian,  fop,  and  wit. 
By  daily  follies  prove  they're  bit .' 
And,  when  the  briny  cure  they  try'd, 
Some  part  fl:i!l  kept  above  the  tide  ? 

Some  men  (when  drench'd  beneath  the  wave) 
High  o'er  their  heads  their  fingers  fave  : 
Thofe  hands  by  mean  extortion  thrive. 
Or  in  the  pocket  lightly  dive  ? 
Or,  more  expert  in  pilfering-yice, 
They  burn  and  itch  to  cog  the  dice. 

Phinge-in  a  courtier;  ftraight  his  fears 
Diredl  his  hands  to  flop  his  ears. 
And  now  truth  feems  a  grating  noife, 
He  loves  the  flanderer'j  whlfpering  voice  j 
He  hangs  on  flattery  witii  delight, 
And  thinks  all  fulfome  praife  is  right. 
All  women  dread  a  watery  death  : 
ihcy  ilv:at  tl;eir  lips,  to  hold  their  breatb  j 
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And,  though  you  duck  them  ne'er  fo  long, 
Not  one  Lie  lirop  e'er  wets  their  tongue  : 
'Tis  hence  they  fcandal  have  at  will. 
And  ihi»t  i^his  member  ne'er  lies  ftill. 
THE  OyiDNUNKI'S  : 
Occafioned  by  the  Death  of  the  Duke  Regent  cf  France. 
How  vain  are  mortal  man's  endeavours? 
(Said,  at  Dame  Elliot's  ',  Mafter  Travers) 
Good  Orleans  dead  ;  in  truth  'tis  hard: 
Oh,  may  all  ftatefmen  die  prepar'd  1 
1  do  forefee  (and  for  forefeeing 
He  equals  any  man  in  being) 
The  army  ne'er  can  be  difbanded. 
I — f  wifli  the  king  were  fafely  landed. 
Ah,  friends  !  great  changes  threat  the  land  ; 
All  France  and  England  at  a  (land  ! 
There's  Meroweii — mark!  ftrange  work  ! 
And  there's  the  Czar,  and  there's  the  Turk; 
The  Pcpc — an  Indian  merchant' by, 
Cut  (hort  the  fpeech  with  this  reply  : 

"  All  at  a  {land  ?   You  fee  great  changes  ? 
*'  Ah,  Sir  !  you  never  faw  the  Ganges. 
*'  There  dwell  the  nations  of  Quidnunki's 
"  (So  Monomotapa  calls  monkies)  : 
"  On  their  bank,  from  bough  to  bough, 
*'  They  meet  and  chat  (as  we  may  now). 

•  A.  coffee-bc:tfe  near  St.  yamet'i. 


"  Whifpers  go  round,  they  grin,  they  fhrug, 
"  They  bow,  they  fnarl,  they  fcratch,  they  hug  ; 
"  And,  juft  as  chance  or  whim  provoke  them, 
"  They  either  bite  their  friends,  or  ftroke  theni,. 

"  There  have  I  feen  fome  aAive  prig, 
"  To  (how  his  parts,  beftride  a  twig : 
"  Lord  !  how  the  chattering  tribe  admire, 
"  Not  that  he's  wifer,  but  he's  higher  : 
"  All  long  to  try  the  venturous  thing 
V  (For  power  is  but  to  have  one's  fwing)  ; 
"  From  fide  to  fide  he  fprings,  he  fpurns, 
"  And  bangs  his  foes  and  friends  by  turns. 
"  Thus,  as  in  giddy  freaks  he  bounces, 
"  Crack  goes  the  twig,  and  in  he  flounces ! 
"  Down  the  fwift  flream  the  wretch  is  borne ; 
"  Never,  ah  never,  to  return  ! 

"  Zounds  1  what  a  fall  had  our  dear  brother  j 

"  Morbleu  !  cries  one ;  and  Damme  I  t'  other. 

"  The  nations  give  a  general  fcrecch ; 

"  None  cocks  his  tail,  none  claws  his  breech ; 

"  Each  trembles  for  the  public  weal, 

"  And  for  a  while  forgets  to  fteal. 

'*  A  while,  all  eyes,  intent  and  flcady, 

"  Purfue  him,  whirling  down  the  eddy. 

"  But,  out  of  mind  when  out  of  view, 

"  Some  other  mounts  the  twig  anew ; 

"  And  buGnefs,  on  each  monkey-(hore, 

"  Huns  the  fame  track  it  went  before.'^ 


FABLES.    IN  TWO  PARTS. 


"  ?KAi.r.  net  my  fables  cenfure  vice, 

"  Eecaufe  a  knave  is  over-nice  ? — 

•*  If  I  U(h  vice  in  general  fiftion, 

"  Is't  I  apply,  or  fclf-convi>ftion  ? 

"  Brutes  are  my  theme.  Am  I  to  blame, 

"  If  men  in  morals  arc  the  fame  i 


"  I  no  man  call  or  ape  or  afs ; 

"  'Tis  his  own  confcience  holds  the  glafs. 

"  Thus  void  of  all  offence  I  write  : 

f  Who  claims  the  fable,  knows  his  right." 

Prologue  io  the  Sbefherd't  Weti. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  FABLES. 


PART     I. 


Tie  Shtpltrd  and  the  P.lijof'fber, 

Rkkotc  from  cities  liv'd  afwain, 
DnvLx'd  with  all  the  caies  of  gain  ; 
His  head  was  filver'd  o'er  with  age, 
And  long  cipcricnce  made  him  fage; 
In  fummer's  heat,  and  w.-nter's  cold. 
He  fed  his  (lock,  and  penn'd  the  fold  ; 
His  hours  in  cheerful  labour  flew, 
Nor  tnvy  nor  auibiticn  knew; 
His  wifdom  and  his  hontft  fame 
Through  all  the  cdvntry  rais'd  hijDZBie. 


A  deep  phllofppher  (whofe  rules 
Of  moral  life  were  drawn  from  fchools) 
1  he  (hepherd's  homely  cottage  fought, 
And  thusexplor'd  his  reach  of  thought. 

Whence  is  thy  learning  ?  hath  thy  toil 
O'er  books  cunfum'd  the  midnight  oil  ? 
Haft  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  furvcy'd, 
And  the  vafl  finfe  of  Plato  wcigh'd  ? 
Hath  Socrates  thy  foul  refm'd, 
And  haft  thou  fathom'd  Tully's  mind  ? 
Or,  like  the  wife  UlylTes,  thrown, 
By  various  fates,  on  realms  unkipow^) 
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Haft;  tliou  through  many  cities  ftray'd, 
Their  cufttuns,  laws,  and  manners,  weigh'd  ? 

The  fliepherd  modeft;ly  rcply'd, 
I  ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  try'd ; 
Nor  have  I  roam'd  in  foreign  parts. 
To  read  mankind,  their  laws  and  art$; 
For  man  is  pradlis'd  in  difguifc. 
He  cheats  the  moft  difcerning  eyes : 
Who  by  that  fearch  fhall  wifer  grow, 
"When  we  ourfelves  can  never  know  ? 
The  little  knowledge  I  have  gain'd, 
Was  all  from  fimple  nature  drain'd ; 
Hence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rife, 
Hence  grew  my  fettled  hate  to  vice. 

The  daily  labours  of  the  bee 
Awake  my  foul  to  induftry  : 
Who  can  obferve  the  careful  ant, 
And  not  provide  for  future  want  ? 
My  dog  (the  truftiefl  of  his  kind) 
With  gratitude  inflames  my  mind : 
1  mark  his  true,  his  faithful  way, 
And  in  my  fervicc  copy  Tray. 
In  conftancy  and  nuptial  love, 
I  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove. 
The  hen,  who  from  the  chilly  air. 
With  pious  wing,  protedsher  care. 
And  every  fowl  that  flies  at  large, 
luftrudts  me  in  a  parent's  charge. 
From  nature  too  I  took  my  rule, 

To  (hun  contempt  and  ridicule, 

{  never,  with  important  air. 

In  con  verfation  overbear. 

Can  grave  and  formal  pafs  for  wife. 

When  men  the  folemn  owl  defpife  ? 

My  tongue  within  my  lips  I  rein  ; 

For  who  talks  much  muft  talk  in  vain. 

We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly  : 

Who  liftcns  to  the  chattering  pye  ? 

Nor  would  I,  with  felonious  flight, 

3y  ilealth  invade  my  neighbour's  right. 

Rapacious  animals  we  hate  : 

Kites,  hawks,  and  wolves,  deferve  their  fate. 

Do  not  we  juft  abhorrence  find 

Againft  the  toad  and  ferpent-kind  ? 

But  envy,  calumny,  and  Ipite, 

3ear  flronger  venom  in  their  bite. 

Thus  every  objed:  of  creation 

Can  furnifli  hints  to  contemplation  ; 

And,  from  the  moft  minute  and  mean, 

A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 
Thy  fame  is  juft,  the  fage  replies  ; 

Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wife. 

Pride  often  g;uides  the  author's  pen ; 

Books  as  affecfled  are  as  men  : 

But  he  who  ftudies  nature's  laws. 

From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws ; 

And  thofe,  without  our  fchools,  fuffice 

To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wife. 

TO  HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS, 

WILLIAM  DUKE  OF  CUMBERLAND. 
F  A  B  L  E    I. 
The' Lion,  the  Tiger,  and  the  Tra-jsller- 
Accept,  young  prince  !  the  moral  lay, 
And  in  thefe  Tales  mankind  furvey  j 


With  early  virtues  plant  your  breaft. 
The  fpccious  arts  of  vice  deteft. 

Princes,  like  beauties  from  their  youth 
Are  ftrangers  to  the  voice  of  truth. 
Learn  to  contemn  all  praife  betimes, 
For  flattery's  the  nurfe  of  crimes  : 
Friendfhip  by  fweet  reproof  is  (hown 
(A  virtue  never  near  a  throne)  : 
In  courts  fuch  freedom  muft  offend ; 
There  none  prcfumes  to  be  a  friend. 
To  thofe  of  your  exalted  ftation. 
Each  courtier  is  a  dedication. 
Muft  I,  too  flatter  like  the  reft. 
And  turn  my  morals  to  a  j  eft  ?  ^ 

The  mufe  difdains  to  fteal  from  thofe 
Who  thrive  in  courts  by  fulfome  profe. 

But  fliall  I  hide  your  real  praife, 
Or  tell  you  what  a  nation  fays  ? 
They  in  your  infant  bofom  trace 
The  virtues  of  your  royal  race  ; 
In  the  fair  dawning  of  your  mind, 
Difcern  you  generous,  mild,  and  kind  : 
They  fee  you  grieve  to  hear  diftreis. 
And  pant  already  to  redrefs.  \ 

Go  on,  the  height  of  good  attain, 
Nor  let  a  nation  i>ope  in  vain  : 
For  hence  we  juftly  may  prefage  >jj 

The  virtues  of  a  riper  age 

True  courage  fhall  your  bofom  fire,  .•;_.] 

And  future  atSions  own  your  fire. 
Cowards  are  cruel ;  but  the  brave 
Love  mercy,  and  delight  to  fave. 

A  tiger,  roaming  for  his  prey,  ' 
Sprung  on  a  traveller  in  the  way  ; 
The  proftrate  game  a  lion  fpies,  \ 

And  on  the  greedy  tyrant  flics  : 
With  mingled  roar  refounds  the  wood,  i 

Their  teeth,  their  claws,  diftil  with  blood? 
Till,  vanquifli'd  by  the  lion's  ftrength, 
The  fpotied  foe  extends  his  length. 
The  man  befought  the  ftiaggy  lord,  .     ' 

And  on  his  knees  for  life  implor'd. 
His  life  the  generous  hero  gave, 
Together  walking  to  bis  cave, 
The  lion  thus  befpoke  his  gueft  : 

"   What  hardy  beaft  fliall  dare  contefl 
"   My  matchlefs  ftrengt'h  ?  You  faw  the  fight, 
"  And  muft  atteft  my  jwwer  and  riglvt. 
"  Forc'd  to  forego  their  native  home, 
"   My  ftarving  flaves  at  diflance  roam. 
"  Within  thcfe  woods  I  reign  alone  ;  ^ 

"  The  boundlefs  foreft  is  my  own. 
"  Bears,  wolves,  and  all  the  favagc  brood, 
"  Have  dy'd  the  regal  den  with  blood. 
*'  Thefe  carcafcs  on  either  hand, 
"  Thofe  bones  that  whiten  all  the  land, 
"  My  former  deeds  and  triumphs  tell, 
"  Beneath  thefe  jaws  what  numbers  fell." 

"  True,"  fays  the  man,  "  the  ftrength  I  faw 
"  Might  well  thi  brutal  nation  awe  ; 
"  But  ftiall. a  monarch,  brave,  like  you, 
"  Place  glory  in  fo  falfe  a  view  ? 
"  Robbers  invade  their  neighbour's  right. 
"  Bs  lov'd  ;  let  juftice  bound  your  might. 
"  Mean  are  ambitious  heroes'  boafts 
"  Of  wafted  buds  and  flaughter'J  hoft^. 
X    '"7 
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"  Pirates  their  power  by  murders  gain; 
"   Wife  kings  by  love  and  mercy  reign. 
"  To  nie  y<'ur  clemency  Lath  fliown 
*'  The  virtue  wortky  of  a  throne. 
"   Htavcn  gives  you  power  above  the  reft, 
"  I-ike  heaven,  to  fuccour  the  diftreft." 

"    I  he  cafe  is  plain,"  the  monarch  faid  ; 
"  Falfc  glory  hath  niy  youth  mifled  ; 
"   For  beafts  of  prey,  a  fervile  train, 
"   Have  been  the  flatterers  of  my  reign. 
•'   You  reafon  well.     Yet  tell  me,  friend, 
"  Did  ever  you  in  courts  attend  ? 
"  For  all  my  fawning  rogues  agree, 
"  That  huyian  heroes  rule  l:ke  me.". 

FABLE    II. 

^he  Spamel  and  the  Camehon, 

A  SPANIEL,  bred  with  all  the  care 
That  waits  upon  a  favourite  heir, 
?<icVr  felt  correflior.'s  rigid  hand  ; 
)ndulg'd  to  difdbey  command, 
Jn  pamper'd  eafe  Ids  hours  vycre  fpent ; 
He  never  knew  what  learning  mi:ant. 
Such  forward  airs,  fo  pert,  fo  fmart, 
■yVere  fure  to  win  his  lady's  heart ; 
Each  little  irifchief  galn'd  him  praife  ; 
How  pretty  were  his  faw  ning  wayA  ! 

The  wind  was  fouth,  the  morning  fair. 
He  ventures  forth  to  rake  the  r.ir  : 
He  ranges  all  the  meadow  tomvA  ; 
Ard  rolls  upon  the  foftcft  ground  ; 
"When  near  him  a  cameleon  feen, 
Wasfcarce  diliinguiih'd  from  the  green. 
"  Dear  emblem  of  the  flattering  hoft, 
•'  ^Vhat,  live  w-th  cl'iwns  1    a  genius  loft  1 
•'  To  cities  and  the  court  repair  \ 
"  A  fortune  cannot  fail  thee  there  : 
"  Preferments  (hall  thy  talents  crown  ; 
"  Believe,  me,  friend  ;  ]  know  the  town." 

"  Sir,"  fays  the  fycophant,  "  like  you, 
"   Of  old,  pclirtr  life  1  knew: 
*'   Like  you,  a  courtier  born  and  bred, 
"   Kings  Ican'd  thejr  ear  to  what  1  faid. 
"  My  whi:pcr  always  metfuccefs; 
"  1  he  ladies  prais'd  me  for  addrefs. 
"  1  knew  to  hit  each  courtier's  paflion, 
"  And  flattcr'd  every  vice  in  fafhion. 
"  But  Jovo.  who  hates  the  liar's  ways, 
••  At  <  ijce  cu'.  fhort  my  profptrous  days, 
"   iAnd,  lentenc'd  to  retain  my  nature, 
•*  Trantform'd  me  to  this  crawling  creature. 
"  Dooni'd  to, a  life  obfcure  and  mean, 
"  1  wander  in  the  lylvan  fcene  : 
"  For  Jove  the  heart  alone  regards ; 
•'  He  punifhes  what  man  rewards. 
"  How  diiferent  is  thy  cafe  and  mine  J 
"  .V'ith  men  at  leaft  you  fup  and  dine; 
"  ^Vhile  1,  co|ndcmn'd  to  thinncfl  fare,' 
f'  Like  ihole  I  fiatter'd,  feed  on  air.^" 

FABLE    lU, 
Tie  Moiber,  the  Nurfe,  and  the  Fau^. 
fITivE  me  a  fori.     The  hlefling  fenf, 
\.\  tie  ever  parents  n.oie  contcni  2  ' 


How  partial  are  tiieir  doating  eyes  ! 
No  child  is  half  fo  fair  and  wife. 

Wak'd  to  the  morning's  pleafing  care. 
The  mother  rofe,  and  fought  her  heir. 
She  faw  the  nurfe  like  one  polled. 
With  wringing  hands  and  fobbing  breaft. 

"  Sure  fome  difafler  has  befel'. 
"  tjpeak,  nurfe  ;   I  hope  the  boy  i<i  well." 

"  Pear  madam,  think  not  me  to  blanic  ; 
Invilibly  the  fairy  came  : 
Your  precious  babe  is  hence  convcy'd. 
And  in  the  place  a  changeling  laid. 
Where  are  the  father's  motith  and  nofe  ? 
I'he  mother's  eyes,  as  black  as  floes  ?' 
See,  here,  a  {hocking  aukward  creature. 
That  fpeahs  a  fool  in  every  feature  ;" 

"  The  woman's  blind,"  the  mother  cries, 
"  1  lee  wit  iparkle  in  his  eyes." 

"  Lord  !  madam,  what  a  fqninting  leer  1 
No  doubt  the  fairy  hath  been  here." 

Juft  as  fhefpoke,  a  pigixir  fprite 
Pons  tluoigh  the  key-hole  Iwift  as  light ; 
Pcrch'd  on  the  cradle's  top  he  {lands. 
And  thus  her  folly  repiimar.ds. 

"   Wlience  fprung  this  vain  conceited  lie, 
That  we  the  world  with  fools  fuppiy  ? 
Whatl   give  our  iprightiy  race  away 
For  the  dull  ht-lplefs  Ions  of  clay  ! 
Befides,  by  partial  fpndnefs  fliown 
Like  you,  we  doat  upon  our  own. 
V\'herc  yet  was  ever  found  a  mother 
Who'd  give  her  booby  for  another  .' 
And,  ihould  we  change  with  human  breed, 
Weil  might  we  pafs  lor  fools  indeed." 

FABLE    IV. 

7fji  Eagle  and  the  AJJeinblj  of  Animals, 

As  Jupiter's  all-feeing  eye 
Survey 'd  the  worlds  .be;ieath  the  flcy. 
From  this  Imall  fpcck  o£  earth  were  feot 
IVIurniurs  and  founds  of  difconttnt ; 
for  every  thing  alive  complain'd, 
That  he  the  hardeft  life  fuUain'd. 

Ji've  calls  his  eagle.     At  the  word. 
Before  him  ftands  the  roy^jl  bird. 
The  bird,  obedient,  from  lieaven's  height. 
Downward  direJls  his  rapid  flight ; 
1  hen  cited  every  living  thing, 
To  hear  the  mandates  of  his  king. 

"  Ungrateful  creatures  1  whence  arife 
Thefe  murmurs  which  offend  the  fl:ies  ? 
Why  thisdi^irder  .>  fay  the  caufe  ; 
For  jufl  are  Jove's  eternal  laws. 
Let  each  Itis  difcotitent  reveal ; 
'l\)  yen'  four  dcg  I  flrfl  aj  peal." 

■'  ilard  is  my  lot,  the  hound  replies ; 
On  what  fleet  nerves  the  greyhound  flies ! 
While  I,  vrith  weary  fltp  aud  How, 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  mountain*,  go, 
The  n)orning  fees  my  chafe  begun, 
Nor  ends  it  till  the  fetling  fiin." 

"  VVhen  (Jays  the  greyhound)  I  purfue^ 
P>Ty  game  is  loll,  or  caught  in  view; 
Hejond  my  fight  the  piey's  fccure  ; 
Tjis  hound  is  flow,  but  rly/ays  fure: 
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/.nd,  had  I  his  fagacious  fccnt, 

Jove  ne'er  had  heard  my  difcontent." 

The  lion  crav'd  the  fox's  art  ; 
The  fox  the  lion's  force  and  heart : 
The  cock  Lmplor'd  the  pigeon's  flight, 
Whofe  wings  were  rapid,  ftrong,  and  light: 
The  pigeon  ftrength  of  wing  dei^pis'd, 
And  the  cock's  matchlefs  valour  priz'd. 
The  fillies  wilh'd  to  graze  the  plain; 
The  beads,  to  fkim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  (late, 
laih  blani'd  the  partial  hand  of  fate. 

The  bird  of  heaven  then  cry'd  aloud  : 
:"  Jove  bids  difperfe  the  murmuring  crowd ; 
T'he  god  reje(ft-i  your  idle  prayers. 
Would  ye,  rebellious  mutineers  1 
Entirely  change  your  name  and  nature, 
And  Le  the  very  envy'd  creature  ? 
What !  fiient  all,  and  none  confent  ? 
Be  happy,  then,  and  learn  content ; 
>Ior  imitate  the  reftlefs  mind, 
^iid  proud  ambition,  of  mankind." 

FABLE    V. 

The  Wild  Boar  ard  the  Ram, 

/^GAINST  an  elm  a  fl)eep  was  ty'd, 
The  butcher's  knife  in  blood  was  dy'd ; 
The  patient  flock,  in  fiient  fright, 
from  far  beheld  the  horrid  fight. 
A  favage  boar,  who  near  them  flood, 
Thus  mock'd  to  fcorn  the  fleecy  brood. 

•'  All  cowards  fliould  be  ferv'd  like  you. 
See,  fee  your  murderer  is  in  view  : 
With  purple  hands,  and  reeking  knife, 
He  ftrips  the  flcin  yet  warm  with  life. 
Your  quarter'd  fires,  your  bleeding  dams. 
The  dying  bleat  of  haimlefs  lambs, 
Call  for  revenge.     O  flupid  race  ! 
The  heart  that  wants  revenge  is  bal'e." 

"  I  grant,  an  ancient  ram  repUes, 
We  bear  no  terror  in  our  eyes  ; 
Yet  think  us  not  oP'foul  fo  tame. 
Which  no  repeated  wrongs  inflame; 
Infenfible  of  eyery  ill, 
Becaufe  we  want  thy  tulks  to  kill. 
Know,  thofe,  who  violence  purfue. 
Give  to  themfelves  the  vengeance  due; 
For  in  thefe  mafl'acres  they  find 
The  tvo  chief  plagues  that  wafte  mankind. 
Our  Ikin  fupplies  the  wrangling  bar, 
It  wakes  their  flumbering  fons  to  war  ; 
And  well  revenge  may  reft  contented, 
^ince  drums  and  parchment  were  invented." 

FABLE   Vr. 

The  MIfer  and  Plutiis. 

The  wind  was  high,  the  window  fhakeSj 
With  fudden  flarf  the  mifer  w^kes; 
Alorg  the  fiient  room  he  flalks, 
Looks  back,  and  trembles  as'  fet  walks. 
Each  lock  and  every  bolt  he  tries, 
Ip  eycrv  creek  and  corner  pric^i 


Then  opes  the  cheR  with  treafure  flor'd, 
And  (lands  in  rapture  o'er  his  hoard. 
But  now,  with  fudden  qtialms  pofTcft, 
He  wrings  his  hands,  he  beats  lils  breaft ; 
By  confcicnce  flung,  he  wildly  flares, 
And  thus  his  guilty  foul  declares  : 

"  Had  the  deep  earth  her  ftores  confin'd, 
This  heart  had  known  fweet  peaee  of  mind. 
But  virtue's  fold.  Good  gods !  what  price 
Can  recompenfe  the  pangs  of  vice  ! 

0  bane  ef  good  !  feducing  cheat ! 

Can  man,  weak  man,  thy  power  defeat  ? 
Gold  banifh'd  honour  from  the  mind. 
And  only  left  the  name  behind; 
Gold  fow'd  the  world  with  every  ill ; 
Gold  taught  the  murderer's  (word  to  kill : 
'  fwasgiild  inflrudcd  coward-hearts 
In  treachery's  more  pernicious  arts. 
Who  can  recount  the  mifchiefs  o'er  ? 
Virtue  refides  on  earth  no  more  '." 
He  fpoke,  and  figh'd.     In  angry  mood 
Plutus,  his  god,  before  him  flood. 
The  mifer,  trembling,  lock'd  his  chefl : 
The  vifioa  frown'd,  and  thus  addrefs'd  : 
"   Whence  is  this  vile  ungrateful  rant. 
Each  fordid  rafcal's  daily  cant .'' 
Did  I,  bafe  wretch  !  corrupt  mankind  J 
The  fault's  in  thy  rapacious  mind. 
Becaufe  my  bleffings  are  abus'd, 
Mufl  I  be  cenfur'd,  curs'd,  accus'd  ? 
Ev'n  virtue's  felf  by  knaves  is  made 
A  cloak  to  carry  on  the  trade ; 
And  power  (when  lodg'd  in  their  pofTcfSonJ 
Grows  tyranny,  and  rank  opprefTion. 
Thus,  when  the  villain  crams  his  cheft, 
G'-AA  IS  the  canker  of  the  breaft  ; 
'Tis  avarice,  infolence,  and  pride, 
And  every  (hocking  vice  befide  : 
But,  when  to  virtuous  hands  'tis  given, 
It  bleffci,  like  the  dews  of  heaven  : 
Like  heaven,  it  hears  the  orphan's  cries. 
And  wijies  the  tears  from  widows  eyes, 

1  heir  crimes  on  gold  (hall  miferslay, 
Who  p^wn'd  their  fordid  fouls  for  pay  J 
Let  bruvos,  then,  when  blood  is  fpilt. 
Upbraid  the  paiUve  foul  with  guilt." 

FABLE    Vir. 

The  Lhn,  the  Fox,  and  the  Geefit 
A  i.To?J,  til  'd  with  ftate-affairs, 
Quite  flck  of  pomp,  and  worn  with  cares, 
Rei'olv'd  (remote  from  noife  and  ftrife) 
la  peace  to  pafs  his  latter  life. 

It  was  proclaim'd  ;  the  day  was  it%  ; 
Behold  the  general  council  met. 
The  fox  was  viceroy  nam'd.     The  crow4 
To  the  new  regent  humbly  bow'd. 
Wolves,  bears,  and  mighty  tigers  bend, 
And  drive  whomofl  fhall  condefcend. 
He  ftraight  alTumsa  a  folemn  grace, 
Collecls  his  wifd»m  in  his  fr.ce. 
The  crowd  admire  his  wit,  his  fenfe; 
Each  word  hath  weight  and  confequcncc, 
I'iie  flatterer  all  his  art  dil'plays  : 
Ui  'ivlio  Bath  power  is  lure  ef  Piaif|« 
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A  fox  ftept  forth  before  the  reft. 
And  thus  the  fertile  throng  addreft  : 

**  How  vaft  his  talent?,  born  to  rule. 
And  uain'd  in  virtue's  honeft  fchool  1 
What  clemency  his  temper  fways ! 
How  uncorrupt  are  all  his  ways ! 
Beneath  his  conduft  and  command, 
Rapine  (hall  ceafe  to  -wafte  the  land. 
His  braiH  hath  ftratag em  and  art ; 
J*rudence  and  mercy  rule  his  heart. 
What  blefiings  muft  attend  the  nation 
Under  this  good  adminiftration." 

He  faid.  A  goofe  who  diftant  ftood, 
Harangu'd  apart  the  cackling  brood  : 

"  Whene'er  I  hear  a  knave  commend, 
He  bids  me  fhun  his  worthy  friend. 
What  praifc  '   what  mighty  commendation  I 
But  'twas  a  fox  who  fpoke  th'  oration. 
Foxes  this  government  may  prize. 
As  gentle,  plentiful,  and  wife ; 
jif  they  enjoy  the  fweets,  'tis  plain 
We  geefe  muft  feel  a  tyrant  reign. 
What  havock  now  (hall  thin  our  race, 
When  every  petty  clerk  in  place, 
To  prove  his  taftc,  and  feem  polite, 
Will  feed  on  gecfc  boch  noon  and  night  !** 

FABLE   VIII. 

Ibe  Lady  and  the  Wafp. 

^Vhat  whifpcrs  muft  the  beauty  bear  I 

What  hourly  nonfenfe  haunts  her  ear '. 

W'lere'cr  her  eyes  difpenfe  their  charms, 

Impertinence  around  her  fwarms. 

Did  not  the  tender  nonfenfe  ftrike, 

Contempt  and  fcorn  might  look  diflike; 

Porbidding  airs  might  thin  the  place. 

The  flighteft  flap  a  fly  can  chafe  : 

But  who  can  drive  the  numerous  breed  ? 

<Jhafe  one,  another  will  fucceed. 

Who  knows  a  fool,  muft  know  his  brother  ; 

One  fop  will  recommend  another  : 

And  with  this  plague  ihe's  rightly  curft. 

Bccaufe  fhe  liften'd  to  the  firft. 

As  Doris,  at  her  toilette's  duty, 
Sat  meditating  on  her  beauty, 
She  now  was  penfive,  now  was  gay, 
And  luU'd  the  fultry  hours  away. 

As  thus  in  indolence  ftie  lies, 
A  giddy  wafp  around  her  flies. 
He  now  advances,  now  retires, 
Now  to  her  neck  and  cheek  afplrcs. 
Her  fan  in  vain  defends  her  charms; 
Kwift  he  returns,  again  alarms  ; 
Por  by  repulfe  he  bolder  grew, 
yerch'd  on  her  lip,  and  fipt  the  dew. 

She  frowns  ;  flie  frets.  "  Good  gods !  llie  crjfis, 
Proteift  me  from  thefc  teazing  flies  I 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  heaven  hath  fent, 
A  wafp  is  moft  impertinent." 

The  hovering  infeft  thus  complain'd  : 
"  Am  I  then  flighted,  fcorn'd,  difdain'd  ? 
Can  fuch  ofienec  your  anger  wake  ? 
Twas  beauty  caus'd  the  bold  miftake. 
Thofe  cherry  lips  that  breathe  perfume, 
Tliat  ch^ek  fo  ripe  with  youthful  bloonj, 


Made  me  with  ftrong  defrre  puriiie 
The  faireft  peach  that  ever  grew." 

"  Strike  him  not,  Jenny,  Doris  cries, 
Nor  murder  wafps  like  vulgar  flies ! 
For  though  he'sfree  (to  do  him  right). 
The  creature's  civil  and  polite." 

In  ecftafies  away  he  pofts ; 
Where'er  he  came,  the  favour  boafts  i 
Brags  how  her  fweetcft  tea  he  fips, 
And  fliows  the  fugar  on  his  lips. 

The  hint  alarm'd  the  forward  crew; 
Sure  of  fuccefs  away  they  flew  : 
They  ftiare  the  dainties  of  the  day. 
Round  her  with  airy  mufic  play  : 
And  now  they  flutter,  now  they  reft. 
Now  foar  again,  and  flcim  herbreaft. 
Nor  were  they  banifh'd,  till  flie  found 
That  wafps  have  flings,  and  felt  the  wound« 

lABLE    IX. 

The  Bull  and  the  Maflf. 

Seek  you  to  train  your  favourit»boy  ? 
Each  caution,  every  care  employ  j 
And,  ere  you  venture  to  confide. 
Let  his  preceptor's  heart  be  try'd  : 
Weigh  well  his  manners,  life,  and  fcope ; 
On  thefe  depends  thy  future  hope. 

As  on  a  time,  in  peaceful  reign, 
A  bull  enjoy'd  the  flowery  plain, 
A  maftlff"pafs'd  ;  inflam'd  with  ire. 
His  eye-balls  fliot  indignant  fire. 
He  foam'd,  he  rag'd  with  tbirft  of  blood. 

Spurning  the  ground,  the  mronarch  ftood. 
And  roar'd  aloud  :  *'  Sufpend  the  fight ; 
In  a  whole  Ikin  go  fleep  to-night : 
Or  tell  me,  ere  the  battle  rage, 
W^hat  wrongs  provoke  thee  to  pngage  ? 
Is  it  ambition  fires  thy  brcaft, 
Or  avarice,  that  ne'er  can  reft  ? 
From  thefe  alone  unjuftly  fpri^gs 
The  world-deftroying  wratJi  of  l^yngs."^ 

The  furly  maftiff  thus  returns  :: 
"  Within  my  bofom  glory  burns. 
Like  heroes  of  eternal  name. 
Whom  poets  fing,  I  fight  for  fame. 
The  butcher's  fpirit-ftirring  mind 
To  daily  war  my  youth  inclin'd  ; 
He  train'd  me  to  heroic  deed, 
Taught  me  to  conquer,  or  to  bleed." 

"  Curs'd  dog,  the  bull  reply 'd,  no  more 
I  wonder  at  thy  thirft  of  gore ; 
For  thou  (beneath  a  butcher  train'd, 
Whofe  hands  with  cruelty  are  ftain'd, 
His  daily  murders  in  thy  view) 
Muft,  like  thy  tutor,  blood  purfue. 
Take,  then,  thy  fate."     With  goring  woun4 
At  once  he  lifts  him  from  the  ground  : 
Aloft  the  fprawling  hero  flies. 
Mangled  he  falls,  he  howls,  and  dies. 

FABLE     X. 

7be  Elephant  and  the  Bookfelkr 

The  man  who  with  undaunted  toils 

Sails  unknown  feas  to  unknown  foil?» 
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With  various  wonders  feafls  his  fight ; 
What  ftranger  wonders  does  he  write ! 
We  read,  and  in  deftription  view 
Creatures  which  Adam  never  knew  ; 
For,  when  we  rifle  no  contradidlion, 
It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fidlion. 
Thofe  things  that  ftartle  me  or  you 
I  grant  are  ftrange ;  yet  may  be  true. 
Who  doubts  that  elephants  are  found 
For  fcience  and  for  fenfe  renown'd  ? 
Borri  records  their  ftrength  of  parts. 
Extent  of  thought,  ?nd  feill  in  arts ; 
fJov/  they  perform  the  law's  decrees, 
And  fave  the  ftate  the  hangman's  fees ; 
And  how  by  travel  underftand 
The  language  of  another  land. 
Let  thofe,  who  queftipn  this  report, 
To  Pliny's  ancient  page  rcfort, 
How  learn'd  was  that  fagacious  breed ! 
Who  now  (like  them)  the  Greek  can  read  ? 

As  one  of  thefe,  in  days  of  yore, 
Rummag'd  a  fliop  of  learning  o'er, 
Net  like  our  modern  dealers,  ipinding 
Only  the  margin's  breadth  and  binding, 
A  book  his  curious  eye  detains, 
Where,  with  exadeft  care  and  pains, 
Were  every  beaft  and  bird  pourtray'd. 
That  e'er  the  fearch  of  man  furvey'd  ; 
Their  natures  and  their  powers  were  writ 
With  ail  the  pride  of  human  wit : 
The  page  he  with  attention  fpread. 
And  thus  remark'd  on  what  he  read  : 

"  Man  with  ftrong  reafon  is  endow 'd; 
A  beaft  fcarce  inftindl  is  allow'd  :      ' 
But,  let  this  author's  worth  be  try'd, 
'Tis  plain  that  neither  was  his  guide. 
Can  he  difccrn  the  different  natures, 
And  weigh  the  power  of  other  creatures, 
Who  by  the  partial  work  hath  Ihown 
He  knows  fo  little  of  his  own  ? 
How  falfely  is  the  fpaniel  drawn  I 
Did  man  from  him  firft  learn  to  fawn  f 
A  dog  proficient  in  the  trade  I 
He  the  chief  flatterer  nature  made  I 
<5o,  man  :  the  ways  of  courts  difcern, 
You'll  find  a  fpaniel  fiill  might  learn. 
How  can  the  fox's  theft  and  plunder 
provoke  his  cenfure  or  his  wonder  ? 
From  courtiers'  tricks  and  lawyers'  arts. 
The  fox  might  well  improve  his  parts. 
The  lion,  wolf,  and  tiger's  "brood, 
He  curfes,  for  their  thirft  of  blood. 
But  is  not  man  to  man  a  prey  ? 
Beafts  kill  for  hunger,  men  for  pay." 

The  bookfeller,  who  heard  him  fpeak, 
And  faw  him  turn  a  page  of  Greek, 
Thought,  what  a  genius  have  I  found  ! 
"Then  thus  addrefs'd  with  bow  profound : 

Learn'd  Sir,  if  you'd  employ  your  pen 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men, 
Cr  write  the  hiftory  of  Siam  ; 
No  man  is  better  pay  than  I  am. 
Or,  fince  you  're  learn'd  in  Greek,  let's  fpe 
Something  againft  the  Trinity." 

When  wrinkling  with  a  fneer  his  trunk, 
it  Friend,  cjuoth  the  elephant, you'  re  drunk : 
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E'en  keep  your  money,  and  be  wife  ; 
Leave  man  on  man  to  cricicife  : 
For  that  you  ne'er  can  want  a  pen 
Among  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men. 
They  unprovok'd  will  eourt  the  fray ; 
Envy's  a  fharper  fpur  than  pay. 
No  author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother ; 
Wits  are  game  cocks  to  one  another." 

FABLE     XI. 

1'iie  Peacoci,  the  Turkey,  and  the  Coop!' 

In  beauty  faults  confpicuous  grow  ; 
The  fmalleft  fpeck  is  feen  on  fnow. 

As  near  a  barn,  by  hunger  led, 
A  peacock  with  the  poultry  fed. 
All  view'd  him  with  an  envious  eye. 
And  mock'd  his  gaudy  pageantry. 
He,  confcious  of  fuperior  merit, 
Contemns  their  bafe  reviling  fpirit ; 
His  ftate  and  dignity  affumes, 
And  to  the  fun  difplays  his  plumes. 
Which,  like  the  heavens"  o'er-archinf  fkles. 
Are  fpangled  with  a  thoufand  eyes. 
The  circling  rays,  and  varied  light. 
At  once  confound  their  dazzled  fight; 
On  every  tongue  detradlion  burns. 
And  malice  prompts  their  fpleen  by  turnt. 

"  Mark  with  what  infolence  and  pride 
The  creature  takes  his  haughty  ftridc. 
The  turkey  cries.     Can  fpleen  contain  ? 
Sure  never  bird  was  half  fo  vain  '. 
But,  were  intrinfic  merit  feen, 
We  turkeys  have  the  whiter  (kin!" 

From  tongue  to  tongue  they  caught  abufc^ 
And  next  was  heard  the  hifling  goofe  : 
"  What  hideous  legs  !  what  filthy  claws  ; 
I  fcorn  to  cenfure  little  flaws. 
Then  what  a  horrid  fcjualing  throat  I 
Ev'n  owls  are  frighted  at  the  note." 

"  True.  Thofe  are  faults,  the  peacock  crier; 
My  fcream,  my  flianks.you  may  defpife; 
But  fuch  blind  critics  rail  in  vain. 
What !  overlook  my  radiant  train  ! 
Know,  did  my  legs  (your  fcorn  and  fport) 
The  turkey  or  the  goofe  fupport. 
And  did  ye  fcream  with  harflier  found, 
Thofe  faults  in  you  had  ne'er  been  found  ; 
To  all  apparent  beauties  blind. 
Each  blemifh  ftrikes  an  envious  mind. 

Thus  in  aflemblies  have  I  feen 
A  nymph  of  brighteft  charms  and  mien, 
Wake  envy  in  eaph  ugly  face. 
And  buzzing  fcandal  fills  the  place, 

FABLE    Xn. 

Cupid,  Hymen,  end  JPlufut, 

As  Cupid  in  Cythera's  grove 
Employ'd  the  leffer  powers  of  love. 
Some  Ihape  the  bow,  or  fit  the  firing, 
Some  give  the  taper  fliaft  its  wing. 
Or  turn  the  polifh'd  quiver's  mould. 
Or  head  the  darts  with  temper'd  gold. 

Amid  their  toil  and  various  care. 
Thus  HymejJ,  with  aJTuaiing  air, 
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Addrefk'd  the  god  :  "  Thou  purblind  chit, 
Of  aukward  and  ill-judging  wit. 
If  matchei  are  not  better  made, 
At  once  I  miift  forfwear  my  trade. 
You  fend  me  Inch  ill-coupled  folk', 
That  'tis  a  fliame  to  fell  them  yokes. 
They  fquabbie  for  a  pin,  a  feather, 
And  wonder  how  they  came  together. 
The  hulband's  fullen,  dogged,  fhy, 
The  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply  : 
He  loves  command  and  due  reftriclion  ; 
And  flic  as  well  likes  contradidion  : 
She  never  flavifhly  fubmits; 
She'll  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits. 
He  this  way  tugs,  flie  th'  other  draws; 
The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  caufe. 
Nothing  can  fave  him  but  divorce  ; 
And  here  the  wife  complains  of  courfe." 

"  When,  fays  the  boy,  had  I  to  do 
With  either  your  affairs  or  you  ? 
I  never  idly  fpend  my  darts  ; 
You  trade  in  mercenary  hearts. 
For  fettlements  the  lawyer's  fee'd ; 
Is  my  hand  witnefs  to  the  deed  ? 
If  they  like  cat  and  dog  agree, 
Go  rail  at  Plutu«,  not  at  me." 

Plutus  appear'd,  and  faid,  "  Tis  true, 
In  marriage,  gold  is  all  their  view  ; 
They  feek  not  beauty,  wit,  or  fcnfe, 
And  Inve  is  fcldom  the  pretence. 
All  offer  incenfe  at  my  flirinc. 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  fign. 
How  can  BeUnda  blame  her  fate 
She  only  aflc'd  a  great  eftate. 
Doris  was  rich  enough, 'tis  true  ; 
Her  lord  mufl  give  her  title  too  : 
And  every  man,  or  rich  or  poor, 
A  fortune  aflcs,  and  aflcs  no  more." 

Avarice,  whatever  fhape  it  bears, 
Muft  ftill  be  coupled  with  its  cares. 

FABLE     XIII, 
7Jie  tame  Stag. 

As  a  young  ilag  the  thicket  pafl. 
The  branches  held  his  antlers  faft.. 
A  clown  who  faw  the  captive  hung, 
Acroft  the  horns  his  halter  flung. 

Now  fafely  hamper'd  in  the  cord. 
He  bore  the  prefent  to  his  lord. 
His  lord  was  pleas'd;  as  was  the  clown. 
When  he  was  tipp'd  with  half-a-crovvn. 
The  ftag  was  brought  before  his  wife. 
The  tender  lady  begg'd  his  life. 
How  fleck's  the  ikin  !  how  fpeck'd  like  ermine ! 
Sure  never  creature  was  fo  charming  1 

At  firft  within  the  yard  confin'd. 
He  flies  and  hides  from  all  mankind; 
Now  bolder  grown,  with  fix'd  amuze, 
And  diftant  awe,  prcfumes  to  gaze ; 
Munches  the  linen  on  the  lines, 
And  on  a  hood  or  apron  dines: 
He  fteals  my  little  mafter's  bread 
follows  lUc  fervants  to  be  fed  ; 


Nearer  and  nearer  now  he  {lands, 
To  feel  the  praife  of  patting  hands; 
Examines  every  fill  for  meat. 
And,  though  repuls'd,  difdains  retreat; 
Attacks  again  with  level'd  horns, 
And  man,  that  was  his  terror,  fcorns. 
Such  is  the  country  maiden's  fright. 
When  firii  a  redcoat  is  in  fight ; 
Behind  the  door  fhe  hides  her  face, 
Next  time  at  dillance  eyes  the  lace  : 
She  now  can  all  his  terrors  Hand, 
Nor  from  his  fqueeze  withdraws  her  hand* 
She  plays  familiar  in' his  arms. 
And  every  feldier  hath  his  charms. 
From  tent  to  tent  flie  tpreads  her  flame ; 
For  cullom  conquers  fear  and  ihame. 

FABLE     XFV. 

The  Monkey  ivho  had  fee n.  the  World, 

A  MONKEY,  to  reform  the  times, 
Refolv'd  to  vifit  foreign  climes  ; 
For  men  in  diflant  regions  roam. 
To  bring  politer  manners  home. 
So  forth  he  lares,  all  toil  defies  : 
Misfortune  ferves  to  make  us  wife. 

At  length  the  treacherous  fnare  was  laid  ; 
Poor  Pug  v/as  raught ;  to  town  convey 'd  ; 
There  fold.     (How  envy'd  was  his  doom, 
Made  captive  in  a  lady's  room  !) 
Proud,  as  a  lover,  of  his  chains, 
He  day  by  day  her  favour  gains. 
Whene'er  the  duty  of  the  day 
The  toilette  calls,  with  mimic  play 
He  twirls  her  knots,  he  cracks  her  fan, 
I, ike  any  other  gentleman. 
In  vifits  too,  his  parts  and  wit, 
When  jefts  grew  dall,  were  fure  to  hit. 
Proud  with  applaufe  he  thought  his  mini 
In  every  courtly  art  refin'd ; 
l^ike  Orj/hcus,  burnt  with  public  zeal. 
To  civilize  the  monkey-weal; 
So  watch'd  occafion,  broke  his  chain. 
And  fought  his  native  woods  again. 

The  hairy  fylvans  round  him  prefs, 
Aftonifli'd  at  his  ftrut  and  drefs. 
Some  praiie  his  fleeve,  and  others  glote 
Upon  his  lich  embroider'd  coat. 
His  dapper  perrivvig  commending, 
Witli  the  black  tail  behind  depending; 
His  powder'd  back,  above,  below. 
Like  hoary  frofts,  or  fleecy  fnow  ; 
But  all,  with  envy  and  defire, 
His  fluttering  fhoulder-knot  admire. 

Hear  and  improve,  he  pertly  cries  ; 
I  come  to  make  a  nation  wife. 
Weigh  your  own  worth  ;  fupport  your  place, 
The  next  in  rank  to  human  race. 
In  cities  long  1  pafs'd  my  days, 
Convers'd  with  men,  and  learn'd  their  ways, 
Their  drefs,  their  courtly  manners  fee  ; 
Reform  your  ftate,  and  copy  me. 
Ssek  ye  to  thrive  ?   In  flattery  deal ; 
Your  fcorn,  your  hate,  with  that  conc^^l. 
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Seem  only  to  regard  your  friend?} 
But  ufe  them  for  your  private  ends. 
Stint  not  to  truth  the  flow  of  wit ; 
Be,  prompt  to  lie  whene'er  'tis  fit. 
Pend  all  your  force  to  fpatter  merit; 
Scandal  is  converfation's  fpirit, 
Boldly  to  every  thing  pretend, 
And  men  your  talents  fnall  commend. 
I  knew  the  great.     Obferve  me  right ; 
So  fliall  you  grow,  like  man,  polite. 

He  fpoke,  and  bow'd.     With  muttering  jaws 
The  wondering  circle  grinn'd  applaufe. 

Now,  vvarm'd  with  malice,  envy,  fpite, 
Their  moft  obliging  friends  they  bite  ; 
And,  fond  to  copy  human  ways, 
PraiSiferew  mifchiefs  all  their  days. 

Thus  the  dull  lad,  too  tall  for  fchool, 
With  travel  finiflies  the  fool; 
Studious  of  every  coxcomb's  airs, 
He  drinks,  games,  drefies,  whores,  and  fwears ; 
O'erlnoks  with  fcorn  all  virtuous  arts. 
For  vice  is  fitted  to  his  parts. 

/ 

FABLE     XV. 

7l!C  Philofofber  and  the  Pheafants. 

The  fage,  awak'd  at  early  day, 
Through  the  deep  foreft  tonk  his  way ; 
Drawn  by  the  mufic  of  the  groves. 
Along  the  winding  gloom  he  roves : 
From  tree  to  tree  the  warbling  chroati 
Pidong  the  fweet  alternate  notes  : 
But,  whtre  he  pall,  he  terror  threw. 
The.  fong  broke  fliort,  the  warblers  flew ; 
The  thru(iies  chatter'd  with  affright, 
And  nightingales  abhorr'd  his  fight: 
All  animals  before  him  ran. 
To  fhun  the  hateful  fight  of  man. 

Whence  js  this  dread  of  every  creature  ? 
Fly  they  our  figure,  or  our  nature  ! 

As  thus  he  waJk'd  in  muUng  thought, 
His  eur  impel  fe6l  accents  caught  : 
With  cautious  ftcp  he  nearer  drew,' 
Ey  the  thick  fhade  conceal'd  from  view. 
High  on  the  branch  a  pheafant  flood. 
Around  hei  all  her  Iiftening  brood; 
Proud  of  the  bieflings  of  her  nefl, 
She  thus  a  niorher's  care  expiefs'd. 

"  No. dangers  here  ihall  circumvent. 
Within  the  woodr.  enjoy  content. 
Sooner  the  hawk  or  vuiture  rruft 
Than  man,  of  animals  the  woift. 
In  him  in^rratitudc  you  find, 
A  vice  jiccuhar  to  the  ki^^d. 
The  fheep  wiiofe  annua!  fleece  is  dy'd 
To  guard  his  health,  and  feive  his  pride,^ 
Forc'd  from  his  fold  and  native  plain, 
Is  in  i:ie  cruel  fhamhle«  fiain. 
The  fwarm.s  who  with  inriuftrious  fkill. 
His  hives  with  wax  and  honey  fi  1, 
In  vain  whole  fimimer-days  empioy'd. 
Their  ftores  are  fold,  the  race  deflroy'd. 
What  tribute  from  the  goofe  is  paid  : 
Does  not  her  wiog  all  Iciencc  aid .' 


Does  it  not  lovers'  hearts  explain. 

And  drudge  to  raife  the  merchant's  gain  ? 

What  now  rewards  this  general  ufe  ? 

He  takes  the  quills,  and  eats  the  goofc. 

Man  then  avoid,  deteft  his  ways, 

So  fafety  (hall  prolong  your  days. 

When  fervices  are  thus  acquitted, 

Be  fure  we  pheafants  mufl  be  fpitted." 

FABLE     XIV. 
The  Pin  and  thi  Needle. 

A  PIN  who  long  had  ferv'd  a  beauty, 
Proficient  in  the  toilette's  duty. 
Had  form'd  her  fleeve,  confin'd  her  hair. 
Or  given  her  knot  a  finarterair, 
Now  neareft  to  her  heart  was  plac'd. 
Now  in  her  mantua's  tail  difgrac'd : 
But  could  fhe  partial  fortune  blame, 
Who  faw  her  lovers  ferv'd  the  fame  ? 

At  length  from  all  her  honours  cad. 
Through  various  turns  of  life  fhe  paft ; 
Now  glitter'd  on  a  taylor's  arm. 
Now  kept  a  beggar's  infant  warm  ; 
Now,  rang'd  within  a  mifer's  coat. 
Contributes  to  his  yearly  groat ; 
Now,  rais'd  again  from  low  approach. 
She  vifits  in  the  dovftor's  coach  : 
Here,  there,  by  various  fortune  toft. 
At  laft  in  Grefham  hall  was  loll. 
Charm'd  with  the  wonders  of  the  fhow, 
On  every  fide,  above,  below, 
She  now  of  this  or  that  inquires, 
What  leaft  was  underftood  admires,  > 
'  ris  plain,  each  thing  fo  ftruck  her  mind; 
Her  head's  of  virtuofo  kind. 

"  And  pray  what's  this,  and  this,  dear  Sir  ?", 
"  A  needle,"  fays  th'  interpreter. 
She  knew  the  name ;  and  thus  the  fool 
Addrefs'd  her  as  a  tailor's  tool. 

"  A  needle  with  that  filthy  ftone. 
Quite  idle,  all  with  ruft  o'ergrown  ; 
You  better  might  employ  your  parts, 
And  aid  the  fempftf  cfs  in  her  arts ; 
But  tell  me  how  the  friendfhip  grew 
Between  that  paltry  flint  and  you." 

"  Friend,  fays  the  needle,  ceafe  to  blame ; 
I  follow  real  worth  and  fame. 
Know'fl  thou  the  loadflone's  power  and  art. 
That  virtue  virtues  can  impart  \ 
Of  all  his  talents  I  partake  : 
Who  then  can  fuch  a  friend  forfake  ? 
'Tis  I  diredl  the  pilot's  hand 
To  fhun  the  rocks  and  treacherous  fand  : 
By  me  the  diflant  world  is  known, 
And  either  India  is  our  own. 
Had  1  with  milliners  been  bred," 
What  had  I  been  ?  the  guide  of  thread, 
And  drudg'd  as  vulgar  needles  do, 
Of  no  more  confeqiience  than  you." 

FABLE     XVII. 
The  Shepherd's  Dog  and  the  Wolf. 
A  WOLF,  with  hunger  fierce  and  bold, 
Ravag'dthc  plains,  and  thiun'd  tlie  fold; 
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Deep  in  the  wood  fecure  he  lay, 

The  thefts  of  night  regal'd  the  day. 

In  vain  the  fhephcrd's  wakeful  care 

Had  fpread  the  toils,  and  watch'd  the  fnare; 

In  vain  the  dog  purfued  his  pace. 

The  fleeter  robber  mock'd  the  chafe. 

As  Lightfoot  rang'd  the  foreft  round. 
By  chance  his  foe's  retreat  he  found. 

Let  us  a  while  the  war  fufpend, 
And  reafon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

"  A  truce  ?"  replies  the  wolf.     'Pis  done. 
The  dog  the  parley  thus  begun. 

"  How  can  that  ftrong  intrepid  mind 
Attack  a  weak  defencelefs  kind  ? 
Thofe  jaws  fliould  prey  on  nobler  food, 
And  drink  the  boar  and  lion's  blood. 
Great  fouls  with  generous  pity  melt, 
Which  coward  tyrants  never  felt. 
How  harmlefs  is  our  fleecy  care '. 
Be  brave,  and  let  thy  mercy  fpare." 

"  Friend,  fays  the  wolf,  the  matter  weigh  ; 
Nature  defign'd  usbeafts  of  prey  ; 
As  fuchjwhen  hunger  finds  a  treat, 
'Tis  neceflary  wolves  Ihould  eat. 
If,  mindful  of  the  bleating  weal. 
Thy  bofom  burn  with  real  zeal. 
Hence,  and  thy  tyrant  lord  befeech  ; 
To  him  repeat  the  moving  fpeech : 
A  wolf  eats  Iheep  but  now  and  then, 
Ten  thoufands  are  devour'd  by  men. 
An  open  foe  may  prove  a  curfe. 
But  a  pretended  friend  is  worfe." 

FABLE     XVin. 
7ie  Painter  -who  pleafed  nabody  and  faery  body. 

Lest  men  fufpeft  your  talc  untrue. 

Keep  probability  in  view. 

The  traveller  leaping  o'er  thofe  bounds, 

The  credit  of  his  book  confounds. 

Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed, 

Makes  even  his  real  courage  doubted. 

But  flattery  never  feems  abfurd ; 

The  flatter'd  always  take  your  word  : 

Impoflibilitiej  feem  juft ; 

They  take  the  ftrongeft  praife  on  truft* 

Hyperboles,  though  ne'er  fo  great. 

Will  ftill  come  ftiort  of  fclf-conceit« 

So  very  like  a  painter  drew. 
That  every  eye  the  pidlure  knew, 
He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air. 
So  juft,  the  life  itfelf  was  there. 
Uo  flattery  with  his  colours  laid, 
To  bloom  reftor'd  the  faded  maid ; 
He  gave  each  mufcle  all  its  ftrength  ; 
The  mouth,  the  chin,  the  nofe's  length; 
His  honeft  pencil  touch'd  with  truth, 
And  mark'd  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 

He  loft  his  friends,  his  praftice  fail'd ; 
Truth  ftiould  not  always  be  reveal'd  : 
In  dufty  piles  his  piftures  lay, 
For  no  one  fent  the  lecond  pay. 
Two  buftos,  fraught  with  every  grace, 
A  Venui'  and  Apollo's  face, 


He  plac'd  in  view ;  rcfolv'd  to  pleafe/ 
Whoever  fat  he  drew  from  thefe. 
From  thefe  corre<5led  every  feature. 
And  fpiiited  each  aukward  creature. 
AH  things  were  fet;  the  hour  was  come. 
His  pallet  ready  o'er  his  thumb. 
My  lord  appear'd  ;  and  feated  right. 
In  proper  attitude  and  Hght, 
The  painter  look'd,  he  Iketch'd  the  piecej 
Then  dipt  his  pencil,  talk'd  of  Greece, 
Of  Titian's  tints,  of  Guide's  air  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  my  lord,  the  fpirit  there 
Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require. 
To  give  them  all  the  native  fire  ; 
The  features,  fraught  with  fenfe  and  wit/ 
You'll  grant,  are  very  hard  to  hit ; 
But  yet  with  patience  you  ftialf  view 
As  much  as  paint  and  art  can  do." 

Obferve  the  work.     My  Lord  replied, 
*'  Till  now  I  thought  my  mouth  was  widej 
Befides,  my  nofe  is  fomewhat  long  : 
Dear  Sir,  for  me,  'tis  far  too  young." 

"  Oh!  pardon  me,  the  artift  cry'd; 
In  this  we  painters  muft  decide. 
The  piece  ev'n  common  eyes  muft  ftrikcj 
I  warrant  it  extremely  like." 

My  Lord  examin'd  it  anew  ; 
No  looking-glafs  feem'd  half  fo  true. 

A  lady  came  with  borrow'd  grace 
He  from  his  Venus  form'd  her  face. 
Her  lover  prais'd  the  painter's  art ; 
So  like  the  pifture  in  his  heart  1 
To  every  age  fome  charm  he  lent ; 
Ev'n  beauties  were  almoft  content. 

Through  all  the  town  his  art  they  prais'd  5 
His  cuftoin  grew,  his  price  was  rais'd. 
Had  he  the  real  likenefs  fhowfi,- 
Would  any  man  the  pitSture  own  ? 
But,  when  thus  happily  he  wrought. 
Each  found  the  likenefs  in  his  thought. 

FAB  LE   XIX. 

The  Lion  and  the  Cub. 

How  fond  are  men  of  rule  and  plac6, 
Who  court  it  from  the  mean  and  bafc  J 
Thefe  cannot  bear  an  equal  nigh, 
But  from  fuperior  merit  fly. 
They  love  the  cellar's  vulgar  joke. 
And  lofe  their  hours  in  ale  and  fmokc. 
There  o'er  fome  petty  club  prcfide ; 
So  poor,  fo  paltry,  is  their  pride  1 
Nay,  ev'n  with  fools  whole  nights  Will  fifj 
In  hopes  to  be  fupreme  in  wit. 
If  thefe  can  read,  to  thefe  I  write. 
To  fet  their  worth  in  trueft  light. 

A  lion  cub,  of  fordid  mind. 
Avoided  all  the  lion  kind ; 
Fond  of  applanfe  he  fought  the  feafts 
Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  beafts; 
With  affes  all  his  time  he  fpent, 
Their  clubs  perpetual  pr  "fident. 
He  caught  their  nianhers,  looks,  and  airs  ; 
An  afs  in  every  thing  but  eais ! 
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If  e'er  his  HIghnefs  meant  a  joke, 
They  grinn'd  applaufe  before  he  fpoke  ; 
But  at  each  word  what  fhouts  of  praife  '. 
Good  gods  I  how  natural  he  brays! 

Elate  with  flattery  and  conceit, 
He  feeks  his  royal  fire's  retreat ; 
Forward  and  fond  to  fliow  his  parts, 
His  Highnefs  brays  ;  the  lion  ftarts. 

"  Puppy  1  that  curs'd  vociferation 
Betrays. thy  lif«  and  converfation : 
Coxcombs,  an  ever-noify  race. 
Are  trumpets  of  their  own  difgrace." 

"  Why  fo  fevere  ?  the  cub  replies; 
©ur  f«nate  always  held  me  wife." 

"  How  weak  is  pride  :  returns  the  fire: 
All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  adnvire  ! 
But  know,  what  ilupid  affes  prize, 
liions  and  noble  beafts  defpife." 

FABLE    XX. 
^be  Old  Hen  and  the  Cock. 

Restrain  your  child;  you'll  foon  believe 
The  text  which  fays  wc  fprung  from  Eve. 

As  an  old  hen  led  forth  her  train. 
And  feem'd  to  peck  to  fhow  the  grain. 
She  rak'd  the  chafF,  fhe  fcratch'd  the  ground, 
And  glean'd  the  fpacious  yard  around. 
A  giddy  chick,  to  try  her  wings. 
On  the  well's  narrow  margin  fprings, 
And  prone  fhe  drops.  The  mother's  breafl 
All  day  with  forrow  was  poffeft. 

A  cock  (he  met ;  her  fon  fhe  knew ; 
And  in  her  heart  afFedlion  grew. 

"  My  fon,  fays  fhe,  I  grant  your  years 
Have  reach'd  beyond  a  mother's  cares. 
1  fee  you  vigorous,  ftrong,  and  bold  ; 
I  hear  with  joy  your  triumphs  told. 
'Tis  not  from  cocks  thy  fate  1  dread ; 
But  let  thy  ever-wary  tread 
Avoid  yon  well;  that  fatal  place 
Is  fure  perdition  to  our  race. 
Print  this  my  counfel  on  thy  breaft  ; 
To  the  jull  gods  I  leave  the  reft." 

He  thank'd  her  care  ;  yet  day  by  day 
His  bofom  burn'd  to  difobey. 
And  every  time  the  well  he  law, 
,  Scorn'd  in  his  heart  the  foolifh  law  : 
Near  and  more  near  each  day  he  drew, 
And  long'd  to  try  the  dangerous  view. 

"  Why  was  this  idle  charge  ?  he  cries; 
Let  courage  female  fears  defpife. 
Or  did  fhe  doubt  my  heart  was  brave, 
And  therefore  this  injun(5lion  gave  : 
Or  does  her  harveft  flore  the  place 
A  treafure  for  her  younger  race  ? 
And  would  ftie  thus  my  fearch  prevent  I 
I  fland  refolv'd,  and  dare  th'  event." 

Thus  faid,  he  mounts  the  margin's  round, 
And  pries  into  the  depth  profound. 
He  ftretch'd  his  neck  ;  and  from  below 
With  flretching  neck  advanc'd  a  foe  : 
With  wrath  his  ruffled  plumes  he  rears, 
The  foe  with  rufiled  plumes  appears. 


Threat  anfwer'd  threat ;  his  fury  grew; 
Headlong  to  meet  the  war  he  flew ; 
But,  when  the  watery  death  he  found. 
He  thus  lamented  as  he  drown'd  : 

"  I  ne'er  had  been  in  this  condition. 
But  for  my  mother's  prehibition." 

FABLE   XXI. 

7he  Rat-catcher  and  Caff. 

The  rats  by  night  fuch  mifchief  did, 
Betty  was  every  morning  chid  : 
They  undermin'd  whole  fides  of  bacon^ 
Her  chcefe  was  fapp'd,  her  tarts  were  taken  j 
Her  pafties,  fenc'd  with  thickeft  pafte, 
Were  all  demolifti'd  and  laid  wafte  : 
She  curs'd  the  Cat,  for  want  of  duty, 
Who  left  her  foes  a  conftant  booty. 

An  engineer,  of  noted  Ikill, 
Engag'd  to  flop  the  growing  ill. 

From  room  to  room  he  now  furveys 
Their  haunts,  their  works,  their  fecret  ways  j 
Finds  where  they  'fcape  an  ambufcade, 
And  whence  the  nightly  Tally's  made. 

An  envious  Cat  from  place  to  place, 
Unfeen,  attends  his  filent  pace : 
She  faw  that,  if  his  trade  went  on, 
The  purring  race  muft  be  undone ; 
So  fecretly  removes  his  baits. 
And  every  flratagem  defeats. 

Again  he  fets  the  poifon'd  tolls  ; 
And  Pufs  again  the  labour  foils. 

"  What  foe  (to  fruflrate  my  defigns) 
My  fchcmes  thus  nightly  countermines  ? 
lncens'4,  he  cries,  this  very  hour 
The  wretch  Ihall  bleed  beneath  my  power.** 

So  faid,  a  ponderous  trap  he  brought. 
And  in  the  faft  poor  Pufs  was  caught. 

"  Smuggler,  fays  he,  thou  fhalt  be  naade 
A  vidlim  to  our  lofs  of  trade." 

The  captive  Cat,  with  piteous  mews. 
For  pardon,  life,  and  freedom  fues. 
"  A  filler  of  the  fcience  fpare  ; 
One  interefl  is  our  commsn  care." 

"  What  infolence '   the  Man  reply 'd; 
Shall  Cats  with  us  the  game  divide  i 
Were  all  your  interloping  band 
Extinguifh'd,  or  expell'd  the  land. 
We  Rat-catchers  might  raife  our  fees, 
Sole  guardians  of  a  nation's  cheefe  1" 

A  Cat,  who  faw  the  lifted  knife, 
Thus  fpoke,  and  fav'd  her  fifter's  life. 

"  In  every  age  and  clime  we  fee. 
Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree. 
Each  hates  his  neighbour  for  encroaching  : 
'Squire  ftigmatizes  'fquire  for  poaching  ; 
Beauties  with  beauties  are  in  arms. 
And  fcandal  pelts  each  others  charms ; 
Kings,  too,  their  neighbour  kings  dethronCi 
In  hope  to  make  the  world  their  own  : 
But  let  us  limit  our  ^gfires. 
Not  war  like  beauties,  kings,  and  'fquires; 
For  though  we  both  one  prey  purfue. 
There's  game  enough  for  us  and  yotu" 
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FABLE    XX!:. 
The  Goat  zuiibout  a  Bear  J. 
'Tis  certain  that  rhe  modifti  paflions 
Defccnd  among  the  crowd  like  faftiions. 
Ixcufe  me,  then,  if  pride,  conceit, 
(The  manner«;  of  the  fair  and  great) 
1  give  to  monkies,  alTes,  dogs, 
Deas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogs, 
1  fay  that  thefe  are  proud  :  what  then  ? 
1  never  fiid  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  goat  can  be) 
Affe&ed  fingularity  : 
"Whene'er  a  thymy  bank  he  found, 
HeroU'd  upon  the  fragrant  ground, 
And  then  with  fond  attention  ftood, 
Fix'd  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

"  I  hate  my  frowzy  beard,  he  cries, 
jVTy  youth  is  loft  in  this  difguife. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 
■Well  might  they  lothe  this  reverend  figure." 

Refolv'd  to  fmooth  liis  fliaggy  face, 
He  fought  the  barber  of  the  pla^e. 
A  flippant  monkey,  fiiruce  and  fmart, 
Hard  by,  profefs'd  the  dripper  art : 
His  pole  with  pewter-bafons  hung. 
Black  rotten  teeth  in  order  Itrung, 
Rang'd  cups,  that  in  the  window  Hood, 
Lin'd  with  red  rags  to  look  like  blood  ; 
Did  well  his  threefold  trade  explain, 
"VVho  fhav'd.drew  teeth,  and  breath'd  a  vein. 

The  Goat  he  welcomes  with  an  air, 
And  feats  him  in  his  wooden  chair  : 
*Mouth,  nofe,  and  cheek,  the  lather  hides  ; 
Light,  fmooth,  and  f>vift,  the  razor  glides. 

"  I  hope  your  cuftom.  Sir,  fays  Pug, 
Sure  never  face  was  half  fo  fnug  !" 

The  Goat,  impatient  for  applaufe. 
Swift  to  the  neighbouring  hill  withdraws. 
The  Ihaggy  people  grinn'd  and  flar'd. 
•'  Heigh-day  !  what's  here  ?  without  a  beard  ! 
Say,  Brother,  whence  the  dire  difgrace  ? 
What  envious  hand  hath  robb'd  your  face?" 
When  thus  the  fop,  with  fmiles  of  fcorn, 
"  Aie  beards  by  civil  nations  worn? 
J£v'n  Miifcovites  have  mow'd  their  chins. 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode. 
And  bear  about  the  hairy  load  ? 
Whene'er  wc  through  ihe  village  ftray, 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  vi'ay, 
liifulted  with  loud  Ihouts  of  fccrn. 
By  boys  our  beards  difgrac'd  and  torn  ?" 

''  Were  you  no  more  with  goats  to-  dwell, 
Brother,  I  grant  you  feafon  well," 
Keplies  a  bearded  chief.     "  Befide, 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride. 
How  wilt  thou  (land  the  ridicule 
Of  our  whole  flock  ?  Affe<Stcd  fool !" 

Coxcombs,  diflinguifh'd  from  the  rcfl, 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jeft. 

FABLE    XXIII. 
Tbe  Old  Woman  and  her  Cats. 

Who  friyndfhip  with  a  knave  hath  made,, 
Ra-var^'d.  a  parta-r  ia  the  trade 
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The  matron,  who  condudl?  abroad 
A  willing  nymph,  is  tiiought  a  bawd; 
And,  if  a  modefl  girl  is  feen 
With  one  who  cures  a  lover's  fpleen. 
We  gucfs  her  not  extremely  nice, 
And  only  wifli  to  know  her  price. 
'  ris  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends 
Our  good  or  evil  name  depends. 

A  wrinkled  hag,  of  wicked  faaie, 
Befide  a  little  fmoky  flame 
Sat  hovering,  piiich'd  with  age  and  frod  ; 
Her  flirivell'd  hands,  with  veins  erabofo'd. 
Upon  her  knees  her  weight  fuClains, 
While  palfy  fliook  her  crazy  brains  : 
She  mumbles  fo;  th  her  backward  prayers. 
An  untam'd  fcold  of  fourfcore  years. 
About  her  fwarm'd  a  numerous  brood 
Of  cats,  who,  lank  with  hunger,  mevv'd, 

Teaz'd  « ith  their  cries,  her  choler  grew. 
And  thus  (he  fputcer'd.    "  Hence,  ye  crew  1 
Fool  that  I  wa*,  to  entertain 
Such  imps,  fuch  fiends,  a  hellini  train  I 
Had  ye  been  never  hous'd  and  nurs'd, 
I  for  a  witch  had  ne'er  been  curs'd. 
To  you  I  owe  that  crowds  of  boys 
Worry  me  with  eternal  noife  ; 
Straws  laid  acrofs  my  pace  retard, 
The  horfe  flioi's  nail'd  (each  thrediold's  guard)  ; 
The  ftunted  broom  the  wenches  hide, 
For  fear  that  I  fhould  up  and  ride  ; 
They  flick  with  pins  my  bleeding  feat, 
And  bid  me  fliow  my  fecret  teat." 

"  To  hear  you  prate,  v/oald  ves  a  faint ; 
Who  hath  moll:  reafon  of  complaint  ?" 
Replies  a  Cat.  "  Let's  come  to  proof. 
Had  we  ne'er  ftarv'd  beneath  your  roof, 
We  had,  like  others  of  our  race. 
In  credit  liv'd  as  beads  of  chafe. 
'  ris  infamy  to  ferve  a  hag ; 
Cats  are  thought  imps,  her  broom  a  nag  ; 
And  boys  againft  our  lives  combine, 
Becaufe  'tis  faid  your  cats  have  nine." 

FABLE   XXIV. 
The  Butteif-v  and  the  Snail. 
All  upftarts,  infolent  in  place, 
Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  race. 

As  in  the  funfiiine  of  rhe  mofn 
A  butterfly  (but  newly  born  ) 
Sat  proudly  petkii  g  on  a  role, 
With  pert  conceit  his  bofom  glows;. 
His  wings  (all  glorious  to  behold) 
Bedropt  with  azure,  jet,  and  gold, 
Wide  hedifplays;  the  fpatiglcd  de\T 
Rcfleds  his  eyes  and  various  hue. 

His  now-forgotten  friend,  a  fnail, 
Beneath  his  houle,  with  flimy  trail. 
Crawls  o'er  the  prafs;  whom  when  hefpics^ 
In  wrath  he  to  the  gardner  cries  : 

"  What  means  yon  pcafant's  daily  toil. 
From  choking  wseds  to  rid  the  foil  ? 
Why  wake  yuu  to  the  morning's  care  ? 
Why  with  new  arts  correct  the  year  ? 
Why  grows  the  peach  with  crimfon  hue  ? 
And  why  Uie  plumb's  inviting  blue  i      , 
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T^erc  they  to  feaft  his  tafte  defign'd, 

That  vermin  of  voracious  kind  I 

Crufli  then  the  flow,  the  pilfering  race, 

So  pujge  thy  garden  from  difgrace." 
"  What  arrogance  I   the  fnail  reply'd  ; 

How  infoient  is  upftart  pride  1 

Hadft  thou  not  thus,  with  infult  vain, 
^rovok'd  my  patience  to  complain, 
^ad  conceal'd  thy  meaner  birth, 
'^r  crac'd  thee  to  the  fcum  of  earth  : 
^'  fcarce  nine  funs  have  wak'd  the  hours, 
fwell  the  fruit,  and  paint  the  flowers, 
e  I  thy  humbler  life  furvey'd, 

In  bafe,  in  fordid  guife  array'd  ; 

A  hideous  infedl,  vile,  unclean, 

You  dragg'd  a  flow  and  noifome  train; 

And  from  your  fpider  bowels  drew 

Foul  film,  and  fpun  the  dirty  clue. 

I  own  my  humble  life,  good  friend  ; 

Snail  was  I  born,  and  fnail  fliall  end. 

And  what's  a  butterfly  ?  at  bell 

He's  but  a  caterpillar  dreft; 

And  all  thy  race  (a  numerous  feed) 

Shall  prove  of  caterpillar  breed." 

FABLE    XXV. 

■Tiie  Scold  and  the  Parrot. 

The  hufljand  thus  reprov'd  his  wife  : 
"  Who  deals  in  flander,  lives  in  ftrife. 
Art  thou  the  herald  of  difgrace, 
Denouncing  war  to  all  thy  race  ; 
Can  nothing  quell  thy  thunder's  rage. 
Which  fpares  nor  friend,  nor  fex,  nor  age? 
That  vixen  tongue  of  your's,my  dear. 
Alarms  our  neighbours  far  and  near. 
Good  gods !  'tis  like  a  rolling  river. 
That  murmuring  flows,  and  flows  for  ever  1 
Ne'er  tir'd,  perpetual  difcord  fowing  : 
Like  fame,  it  gathers  flrength  by  going." 

•'  Heigh-day  1"  the  flippant  tongue  replies, 
"  How  folemn  is  the  fool !  how  wife ! 
Is  nature's  choiceft  gift  debarr'd  ? 
Nay,  frown  not ;  for  I  will  be  heard. 
Women  of  late  are  finely  ridden, 
A  parrot's  privilege  forbidden  ! 
You  praife  his  talk,  his  fqualling  fong; 
But  wives  are  always  in  the  wrong." 

Now  reputations  flew  in  pieces 
Of  mothers,  daughters,  aunts,  and  nieces  : 
She  ran  the  parrot's  language  o'er. 
Bawd,  hufly,  drunkard,  flattern,  whore ; 
On  all  the  fex  flie  vents  her  fury. 
Tries  and  condemns  without  a  jury. 

At  once  the  torrent  of  her  wdrds 
Alarm'd  cat,  monkey,  dogs,  and  birds : 
All  join  their  forces  to  confound  her, 
Pufs  fpits,  the  monkey  chatters  round  her ; 
The  yelping  cur  her  heels  aflaults  ; 
The  magpie  blabs  out  all  her  faults ; 
Poll,  in  the  uproar,  from  his  cage. 
With  this  rebuke  outfcream'd  her  ragc- 

"  A  parrot  'u  for  talking  priz'd. 
But  prattling  women  are  defpis'd. 
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She  who  attacks  another's  honotlr, 
Draw^  every  living  thing  upon  her. 
Think, madam,  when  you  ftretch  your  lungs. 
That  all  your  neighbours  too  have  tongues  : 
One  flander  niuft^  ten  thpufand  get : , 
The  world  with  interefl  pays  the  debt." 

FABLE   XXVI. 
The  Cur  and  the  Mafliff. 

A  SNEAKING  cur,  the  mafter's  fpy. 
Rewarded  for  his  daily  lie. 
With  fecret  jealoufies  and  fears 
Set  all  together  by  the  ears. 
Poor  pufs  to-day  was  in  difgrace. 
Another  cat  fupply'd  her  place  ; 
The  hound  was  beat,  the  maftilFchid, 
The  monkey  was  the  room  forbid ; 
Each  to  his  deareft  friend  grew  Ihy, 
And  none  could  tell  the  reafon  why.  ^ 

A  plan  to  rob  the  houfe  was  laid  : 
The  thief  with  love  feduc'd  the  maid, 
Cajol'd  the  cur,  and  ftroak'd  his  head, 
And  bought  his  fecrecy  with  bread  ; 
He  next  the  mafhiff's  honour  try'd, 
Whofe  honeft  jaws  the  bribe  defy'd  ; 
He  ftrctch'd  his  hand  to  proffer  more  : 
The  furly  dog  his  fingers  tore. 

Swift  ran  the  cur ;  with  indignation 
The  matter  took  his  information. 
"  Hang  him,  the  villain's  curs'd,"  he  criea; 
And  round  his  neck  the  halter  ties. 

The  dog  his  humble  fuit  preferr'd, 
And  beg'd  in  juftice  to  be  heard. 
The  mafter  fate.  On  either  hand 
The  cited  dogs  confronting  ftand ; 
The  cur  the  bloody  tale  relates. 
And,  like  a  lawyer,  aggravates. 

"  Ji^dge  not  unheard  (the  maftilTcry'd), 
But  weigh  the  caufe  of  either  fide. 
Think  not  that  treachery  can  bejuft; 
Take  not  informers'  words  on  truft ; 
They  ope  their  hand  to  every  pay. 
And  you  and  me  by  turns  betray." 

He  fpoke  ;  and  all  the  truth  appear'd : 
The  cur  was  hang'd,  the  niaftiff  clear'd. 

FABLE    XXVII. 

the  Sick  Man  and  the  Angel. 

"  Is  there  no  hope  ?"  the  fick  man  faid. 
The  filent  dodlor  Ihook  his  head. 
And  took  his  leave  with  figns  of  forrow', 
Dcfpairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  man,  with  gafping  breath ; 
"  1  feel  the  chilling  wound  of  death. 
Since  I  muir  bid  the  world  adieu. 
Let  me  my  former  hfe  review. 
1  grant  my  bargains  well  were  made, 
But  all  men  over-reach  in  trade ; 
*  ris  felf -defence  in  each  pr,-.ftflion: 
Sure  felf-defence  is  no  tianCgi  tflion. 
The  little  portion  in  my  hands, 
By  good  fecurity  on  lantls 
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Is  well  Incrcas'd.  If,  unaware?, 

My  juftice  to  myfelf  and  heirs 

Hath  let  my  debtor  ro-  in  jail, 

For  want  of  good  fufficient  bail ; 

If  I,  by  writ,  or  bond   or  deed, 

Reduc'd  a  family  to  need  ; 

My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends  ; 

My  hope  on  chaity  depends 

When  I  am  number'd  with  the  dead. 

And  all  my  piuus  gift-!  are  read. 

By  heaven  anJ  earth  'twill  then  be  known 

My  charities  were  amply  (hown." 

An  angel  came.  "  Ah,  friend  !  (he  cry'd). 
No  more  in  flattering  hope  confide. 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes  ? 
"What  widow  or  what  orphan  prays 
To  crown  thy  life  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  adion's  in  thy  power, 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Kow,  while  you  draw  the  vital  air, 
Prove  your  intention  is  fincere  : 
This  inftant  give  a  hundred  pound  :     . 
Your  neighbours  want,  and  you  abound." 

"   But  why  fuch  hafte   the  Cck  man  whines ; 
Who  knows  as  yet  what  Heaven  defigns? 
Perhaps  1  may  recover  ftill, 
That  lum  and  more  are  in  my  will." 
"  Fool,  fays  the  vifion,  now  'tis  plain 
Your  life,  your  foul,  your  Heaven,  was  gain. 
From  every  fide,  with  all  your  might, 
You  fcrap'd,  and  fcrap'd  beyond  your  right ; 
And  after  death  would  fain  atone. 
By  giving  what  is  nor  your  own." 

"  While  there  i'  life,  there's  hope, he  cry'd; 
Then  why  fuch  hafte  ?"  fo  groan 'd  and  dy'd. 

FABLE     XXVII. 
^ie  Per/ian,  the  Suii,  and  thi  Cloud. 

Is  there  a  bard  whom  genius  fires, 
Whofe  every  thought  the  god  infpires  ? 
When  envy  reads  the  nervous  lines. 
She  frets,  (he  rails,  (he  rave*,  fhe  pines; 
Her  hiffing  fnake«  \^ith  venom  fwell; 
She  calls  her  venal  train  from  hell : 
The  I'crvile  fiends  her  nod  obey, 
And  all  Curll's  authors  are  in  pay. 
Fame  calls  up  calumny  and  fpiie  : 
Thus  ftiadow  owes  its  birth  to  light. 

As,  proftrate  to  the  gud  of  day, 
With  heart  devout,  a  Pcrfian  Uy, 
His  invocation  thus  begun  : 

"  Parent  of  light !   all-feting  fun! 
Prolific  beam,  whofe  raysdifpenfe 
The  various  gifts  of  Providence, 
Accept  our  praife,  our  daily  prayer; 
Smile  on  our  fields,  and  blefs  the  year." 

A  cloud,  who  mock'd  his  grateful  tongue, 
The  day  with  fudden  darknefs  hung  ; 
With  pride  and  envy  fwell'd,  a'oud 
A  voice  thus  thundcr'd  from  the  cloud, 

"   Weak  is  this  gaudy  god  of  thine. 
Whom  I  at  will  forbid  to  (hine. 
Shall  I  nor  vows  nor  incenfe  know  T 
Wher»  jiraifc  i«  due,  the  praife  beftow." 


With  fervent  zeal  the  Perfian  mov'd, 
Thus  the  proud  calumny  reprov'd  : 
"   ft  was  that  god  who  claims  my  prayer 
Who  gave  thee  birth,  and  rais'd  thee  there;' 
When  o'er  his  beams  the  veil  is  thrown. 
Thy  fubftance  is  but  plainer  fhown : 
A  pafiTing  gale,  a  puff  of  wind, 
Difpeis  thy  thickeft  troops  combin'd." 

The  gale  arofe  ;  the  vapour  toft 
(The  fport  of  winds)  in  air  was  loft  ; 
The  glorious  orb  the  day  refines. 
Thus  envy  breaks,  thus  merit  fhinea. 

FABLE     XXIX. 

The  Fox  at  the  point  of  Death, 

A  FOX,  in  life's  extreme  decaj^, 
Weak,  fick,  and  faint,  expiring  lay  : 
All  appetite  had  left  his  maw. 
And  age  difarm'd  his  mumbling  jaw. 
His  numerous  race  around  him  ftand. 
To  learn  their  dying  fire's  command  : 
He  rais'd  his  head  with  whining  moaa^ 
And  thus  was  heard  the  feeble  tone  : 

"   Ah  '.   Sons  !  from  evil  ways  depart  ; 
My  crimes  lie  htavy  on  my  heart. 
See,  fee,  the  murder'd  geefe  appear  I 
Why  are  thofe  bleeding  turkeys  there; 
VTiy  all  around  this  cackling  train, 
Who  haunt  my  cars  for  chicken  flain  P"* 

The  hungry  foxes  round  them  ftar'd. 
And  for  the  promis'd  feaft  prepar'd. 

"  Where,  Sir,  is  all  this  dainty  cheer  f 
Nor  turkey,  goofe,  nor  hen,  is  here. 
Thefe  are  the  phantoms  of  your  brain ; 
And  your  fons  lick  their  lips  in  vain." 

"  O  gluttons!  fays  the  drooping  fire, 
Reftrain  inordinate  defire. 
Your  liquorilh  tafte  you  fliall  deplore, 
When  peace  of  confcience  is  no  more. 
Does  not  the  hound  betray  our  pace. 
And  gins  and  guns  deftroy  our  race  ? 
Thieves  dread  the  fearching  eye  of  power  I. 
And  never  feel  the  quiet  hour 
Old  age  (which  few  of  us  fliall  know) 
Now  puts  a  period  to  my  woe. 
Would  you  true  happinefs  attain. 
Let  honefty  your  panlons  rein  ; 
So  live  in  credit  and  elteem, 
And  the  good  name  you  loft  redeem." 

'*  The  counfel's  good,  a  fox  replies. 
Could  we  perform  what  you  advif;. 
Think  what  our  aoceftors  have  done  ; 
A  line  of  thieves  from  fon  to  fon. 
To  us  defcends  the. long  difgrace. 
And  infamy  hath  mark'd  our  race. 
Though  we,  like  harr.lefs  flieep,  fhould  feec, 
Honcft  ill  thought,  in  word,  and  deed, 
Whatever  hen-rooft  is  decreas'd, 
We  ftiall  be  thoughr  to  fhare  the  feaft. 
The  change  ftiail  never  be  believ'd. 
A  loft  good  name  is  ne'er  retriev'd." 

"  Nay,  then,  replies  the  feeble  fox, 
(But,  hark     I  hear  a  hen  that  clucks) 
Go  ;  but  be  moderate  in  your  food  ; 
A  chicken,  too,  might  do  me  good."        6 
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FABLE   XXX. 

Thefetting  Dog  and  the  Partridge. 

The  ranging  dog  the  ftubbic  tries, 
And  fearches  every  breeze  that  flies ; 
The  fceut  grows  warm  :  with  cautious  fear 
He  creeps,  and  point?  the  covey  near } 
The  men  in  filence,  far  behind, 
Confcious  of  game,  the  net  unbind. 

A  partridge,  with  experience  wife. 
The  fraudfii!  preparation  fpies; 
She  mocks  their  toils,  alarms  her  brood. 
The  covey  fprings  and  feeks  tbe  wood; 
But  ere,  her  certain  wings  (he  tries: 
Thus,  to  the  creepng  fpaniel  cries  : 

"  Thou  fawning  flave  to  man's  deceit, 
Thou  pimp  of  I'jxry,  fneaking  cheat, 
©f  thy  whole  fpecies  thou  difgrace  ; 
Dogs  (hould  difown  thee  of  their  race] 
For,  if  I  judge  their  native  parts,         ^ 
They're  born  with  honeft  open  hearts  5 
And,  ere  they  ferv'd  man's  wicked  ends, 
Were  generous  foes,  or  real  friends." 

When  thiB  the  dog,  with  fcornful  fmile  t 
•'  Secure  of  wing,  thou  dar'ft  revile. 
Clowns  are  to  polifh'd  manners  blind  ; 
How  ignoraut  is  the  ruftic  mind  ! 
My  worth  fagacious  courtiers  fee. 
And  to  preferment  rife,  like  me. 
The  thriving  pimp  who  beauty  fets. 
How  oft  enhanc'd  a  nation's  debts: 
Friend  fets  his  friend,  without  regard. 
And  minifters  his  fcill  reward. 
Thus  train'd  by  man,  I  learn'd  his  ways; 
And  growing  favour  feafts  my  days." 

"  I  might  have  guefs'd,  the  partridge  faid, 
The  place  where  you  were  train'd  and  fed  ; 
Servants  are  apt,  and  in  a  trice 
Ape  to  a  hair  their  mafler's  vice, 
you  came  from  court,  you  f^y.  Adieu !" 
She  faid,  and  to  the  covey  flew. 

FABLE    XXXI. 
The  univerfal  Affarithn. 

A  RAKE,  by  every  paflion  rul'd, 
With  every  vice  his  youth  had  cool'd; 
Difeafe  his  tainted  blood  affails  ; 
His  fpirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails  : 
With  fecret  ills  at  home  he  pines, 
And,  like  infirm  old  age,  declines. 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  peofive  fits. 
And  raves,  and  prays,  and  fwears,  by  fits, 
A  ghaflly  phantom,  lean  and  wan, 
Before  him  rofe,  and  thus  began  : 

"  My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  your  ear ; 
Attend,  and  be  advis'd  by  Care. 
Nor  love,  nor  hoHour,  wealth,  nor  power, 
Can  give  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour. 
When  health  is  loft.     Be  timely  wife  : 
With  health  all  tafte  of  pleafure  flies." 

Thus  faid,  the  phantom  difappears. 
The  wary  cguofd  vvak'd  hh  feas$; 


L    E    S: 

He  now  from  all  excefs  abftainSj 
With  phyfic  purifies  his  veins ; 
And,  to  procure  a  fober  life, 
Refolves  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

But  now  again  the  fprite  afcendsj 
Where'er  he  walks,  his  ear  attends, 
Infinuates  that  beauty's  frail, 
That  perfeverence  muft  prevail ; 
With  jealoufies  his  brain  inflame^ 
And  whifpers  all  her  lovers  name*. 
In  other  hours  (he  reprefents 
His  houfchold  charge,  his  annual  rents, 
Increafing  debts,  perplexing  duns. 
And  nothing  for  his  younger  fi  ns. 

Straight  all  his  thought  to  gain  he  tumsj 
And  with  the  thirft  of  lucre  burns 
But,  whea  poffefs'd  of  fortune's  ftore, 
The  fpedre  haunts  him  more  r.nd.morc; 
Sets  want  and  mifery  in  view, 
Bold  thieves  and  all  the  murdering  crew ; 
Alarms  him  with  eternal  frights, 
Infefl  his  dream,  or  wakes  his  nights. 
How  (hall  he  chafe  this  hideous  gucft.  ? 
Power  may  perhaps  prote(5l  his  reft. 
To  power  he  rofe.     Again  the  fprite 
Befets  him  morning,  noon,  and  night ; 
Talks  of  ambltii>n's  tottering  feat. 
How  envy  perfecutes  the  great. 
Of  rival  hate,  of  treacherous  friends. 
And  what  difgrace  his  fall  attends. 

The  court  he  quits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
And  fceks  the  peace  of  rural  air  : 
His  groves,  his  fields,  amus'd  his  hours; 
He  prun'd  his  trees,  he  rais'd  his  flowers. 
But  care  again  his  ftcps  purfues. 
Warns  him  of  biaits,  of  blighting  dews. 
Of  plundering  infedts,  (nails,  and  rains,       ^    _ 
And  droughts  that  ft;arv'd  the  labour'd  plaina 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  fpeifire's  there; 
In  vain  we  feek  to  fly  from  Care. 

At  length  he  thus  the  ghoft  addrefl:  : 
"  Since  thou  mufl:  be  my  conftant  gueft, 
Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more  ;    ^ 
For  Care,  by  right,  Tnould  go  before." 

FABLE    XXXIL 
Tlie  two  Oivh  and  the  Sjfiarrozvi 
Two  formal  owls  together  fat. 
Conferring  thus  in  folemn  chat  : 
"  How  is  the  modern  taftc  decay'd  ! 
Where's  the  refpedl  to  wifdom  paid  I 
Our  worth  the  Grecian  fages  knew  ; 
They  gave  our  fires  the  honour  due  j 
They  weigh'd  the  dignity  of  fowls, 
And  pry'd  into  the  depth  of  owls. 
.Athens,  the  feat  of  learned  fame. 
With  general  voice  rcver'd  our  namej. 
On  merit  title  was  conferr'd, 
And  all  ador'd  th'  Athenian  bird." 

*'  Brother,  you  reafon  well,  replies 
The  folemn  mate  with  half-lhut  eyes.      , 
Right      Athens  was  the  feat  of  learnlufj 
And  truly  wifdom  is  difcerning. 
Befides,  on  Pallas'  helm  we  fit. 
The  type  and  MiiameDt  pf  wit  5 
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But  now,  alas !  we're  quite  neelefbed. 
And  a  pert  fparrow's  more  refpedled." 

A  fparrow,  who  was  lodg'd  befide, 
O'erhears  them  footh  each  other's  pride; 
And  thus  he  nimbly  vents  his  heat : 

"  Who  meets  a  fool  muft  find  conceit. 
I  grant  you  were  at  Athens  grac'd  ; 
And  on  M'nerva's  helm  were  plac'd; 
But  every  bii  d  that  wings  the  fky. 
Except  an  owl,  can  tell  you  why  : 
From  hence  they  taught  their  fchools  to  know 
How  falfe  we  judge  by  outward  (how; 
That  we  (hould  never  looks  efteem. 
Since  fools  as  wife  as  you  might  feeni. 
Would  ve  contempt  and  ftorn  avoid. 
Let  your  vain-glory  be  deftroy'd  ; 
Humble  your  arrogance  of  thought, 
Purfue  the  ways  by  nature  taught  : 
So  (hall  you  fi'  d  delicious  fare, 
And  grateful  farmers  praife  your  care; 
So  (hall  fleek  mice  your  chafe  reward. 
And  no  keen  cat  find  more  regard." 

FABLE    XXXIII. 

Tie  Courtier  and  Proteus, 

Whenever  a  courtier's  out  of  place. 
The  c  untry  fiieltershis  difgrace; 
Where,  doom'd  to  exercife  and  health, 
His  houfe  and  gardens  own  his  wealth. 
He  builds  new  fchemes,  in  hope  to  gain 
The  plunder  of  another  reign-; 
Like  Philip's  fon,  would  fain  be  doing, 
And  Oghs  for  other  realms  t«  fuin. 

As  one  of  thefe  (without  his  wand) 
Penfive  along  the  winding  ftrand 
Employ'd  the  folitary  hour, 
In  prf>je<5ls  to  regain  his  powrr, 
The  waves  in  fpreading  circles  ran, 
Proteu-  arofe,  and  thus  began  : 

"  Came  you  from  court  ?  for  in  your  mien 
A  fclf-important  air  isfeen."  ' 

He  frankly  ov.'n'd  his  friends  had  trick'd  him, 
And  how  he  fell  his  party's  vidlim. 

"  Know,  fays  the  god,  by  matchlefs  fkill 
I  change  to  every  ftiape  at  will ; 
But  yet,  I'm  told,  at  court  you  fee 
Thofe  who  prefume  to  rival  me  " 

Thus  faid  :  a  fnake,  with  hideous  trail, 
Proteus  extends  his  fcaly  mail. 

"  Know,  fays  the  man.  though  proud  in  place. 
All  courtiers  are  ol  reptile  race 
Like  you,  they  take  that  dreadful  form, 
Baflc  in  the  fun,  and  fly  rlic  dorm ; 
With  malice  hifs,  with  envy  glote. 
And  for  convenience  change  their  coat ; 
With  new-got  luftre  rear  their  head. 
Though  on  a  dunghill  born  and  bred." 

Sudden  the  god  a  lion  ftands  ; 
He  fliakes  his  mane,  he  fpurns  the  fands. 
Now  a  fierce  lynx,  with  fiery  glare; 
A  wolf,  an  afs,  a  fox.  a  bear. 

•'  Had  I  ne'er  liv'd  at  court,  he  cries, 
Such  transformations  might  furprife  ; 


But  there,  in  queft  of  daily  yairie, 
Each  able  courtier  adls  the  fame ; 
Wolves,  lions  lynxes,  while  in  place, 
Their  friends  and  fellows  are  their  chafe. 
They  play  the  bear's  and  foxe's  part, 
Now  rob  by  force,  now  fleal  with  art. 
They  fometimes  in  the  fenate  bray, 
Or,  chang'd  again  to  beads  of  prey, 
Down  from  the  lion  to  the  ape, 
Pradlife  the  frauds  of  every  fliape." 
So  faid :  upon  the  god  he  flies. 
In  cords  the  ftruggling  captive  ties. 

"  Now,  Proteus !  now  (to  truth  compeird) 
Speak,  and  confefs  thy  art  excell'd. 
Ufe  ftrength,  furprife,  or  what  you  will, 
The  courtier  finds  evafions  ftill,; 
Not  to  be  bound  by  any  ties. 
And  never  forc'd  to  leave  his  lies."  ' 

FABLE  XXXIV. 

ne  Majilff. 

Those  who  in  quarrels  interpofe, 
Muft  often  wipe  a  bloody  nofe. 
A  maftifF,  of  true  Englifti  blood, 
Lov'd  fighting  better  than  his  food. 
When  dogs  were  fnarling  for  a  bone, 
He  long'd  to  make  the  war  his  own, 
And  often  found  (when  two  contend) 
To  interpofe  obtain'd  his  end. 
He  glory'd  in  his  limping  pace  ; 
The  fears  of  honour  feam'd  his  face  ; 
In  every  limb  a  gafli  appears, 
And  frequent  fights  retrench'd  his  ears. 

As  on  a  time  he  heard  from  far 
Two  dogs  engag'd  in  noify  war. 
Away  he  fcours,  and  lays  about  him, 
Rcfolv'd  no  fray  fiiould  be  without  him. 
Forth  from  his  yard  a  tanner  flies, 
And  to  the  bold  intruder  cries  : 

"  A  cudgel  fhall  correiSt  your  manners : 
Whence  fprung  this  curfed  hate  to  tanners  \ 
While  on  my  dog  you  vent  your  fpite. 
Sirrah  \   'tis  me  you  dare  not  bite." 

To  fee  the  battle  thus  perplex'd, 
With  equal  rage  a  butcher,  vex'd, 
Hiarfe-lcreamingfrom  the  circled  crowd, 
To  the  curs'd  maftiff"  cries  aloud  : 

Both  Hockleyhole  and  Marybone 
The  combats  of  my  dog  have  known  : 
He  ne'er,  like  bullies, coward-hearted, 
Attacks  in  public,  to  be  parted. 
Think  not,  rafli  fool,  to  Ihare  his  fame; 
Be  his  the  honour,  or  the  fliame." 

Thus  faid,  tliey  fwore,  and  rav'd  like  thunder^ 
Then  dragg'd  their  faften'd  dogs  afunder; 
While  clubs  and  kicks  from  every  fide 
Rebounding  from  the  mafliff 's  hide. 

All  reeking  now  with  fweat  and  blood, 
A  while  the  parted  warriors  flood  ; 
Then  pour'd  upon  the  meddling  foe. 
Who,  worried,  h.^wl'd  and  fprawl'd  beloW. 
He  rofe  ;  and  limping  from  the  fray. 
By  both  fides  mangled,  fneak'd  away. 


TABLES. 


3if 


FABLE    XXXV. 

the  Barley-mozo  and  the  Dungblll, 

How  many  faucy  airs  we  meet 

From  Temple-bar  to  Aldgate-ftreet  I 

Proud  rogues,  who  ftiared  the  South-fea  prey, 

And  fprung  like  mulhrooms  in  a  day  '. 

They  think  it  mean  to  condefcend 

To  know  a  brother  or  a  friend ; 

They  blufti  to  hear  their  mother's  name, 

And  by  their  pride  expofe  their  ftiame. 

As  crofs  his  yard,  at  early  day, 
A  careful  farmer  took  his  way, 
He  ftopp'd  ,  and,  leaning  on  his  fork, 
Obferv'd  the  flail's  inceffant  work. 
In  thought  he  meafur'd  all  his  Aore, 
His  geefe,  his  hogs,  he  number'd  o'er; 
In  fancy  weigh'd  the  fleeces  Ihorn, 
And  multiply'd  the  next  year's  corn. 

A  barley  mow,  which  flood  beGde, 
Thus  to  its  mufing  mailer  cry'd  : 

«'  Say,  good  Sir,  is  it  fit  •r  right 
To  treat  me  with  negle<Sl  and  flight  ? 
Me,  who  contribute  to  your  cheer, 
And  raife  your  mirth  with  ale  and  beer  ? 
Why  thus  infuked,  thus  difgrac'd. 
And  that  vile  dunghill  near  me  plac'd  ? 
Are  thofe  poor  fweepings  of  a  groom. 
That  filthy  fight,  that  naufeous  fume. 
Meet  objeds  here  ?  Command  it  hence  ; 
A  thing  fo  mean  muft  give  offence." 

The  humble  dunghill  thus  reply 'd  :  ^ 
«  Thy  mafter  hears,  and  mocks  thy  pride  : 
Infult  not  thus-  the  meek  and  low  ; 
In  me  thy  benefaftor  know ; 
My  warm  affillance  gave  thee  birth, 
Or  thou  hadft  perilh' J  low  in  earth  ; 
But  up-ftarts,  to  fupport  their  ftation, 
Cancel  at  once  all  obligation." 

FABLE     XXXVI. 

Pythagoras  and  the  Countryman. 

PyxHAGORAS  rofe  at  early  dawn, 

By  foaring  meditation  drawn  ; 

To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  day, 

Through  flowery  fields  he  took  his  way, 

In  mufing  contemplation  warm, 

His  fteps  mifled  him  to  a  farm, 

Where  on  a  ladder's  topmoft  round 

A  peafant  flood  ;  the  hammer's  found 

Shook  the  weak  barn.  "  bay,  friend,  what  care 

Calls  for  thy  honeft  labour  there  ?" 

The  clown,  with  furly  voice  replies, 
«  Vengeance  aloud  for  juflice  cries. 
This  kite,  by  daily  rapine  fed, 
My  hens'  annoy,  my  turkeys'  dread. 
At  length  his  forfeit  life  hath  paid  ; 
See  on  the  wall  his  wings  difplay'd  : 
Here  nail'd,  a  terror  to  his  kind. 
My  fowls  (hall  future  fafety  find ; 
My  yard  the  thriving  poultry  feed. 
And  my  barns*  refufe  fat  the  breed." 


««  Friend,  fays  the  fage,  the  doom  is  wife ; 
Fr  public  good  the  murderer  dies: 
But,  if  thefe  tyrants  of  the  air 
Demand  a  fentence  fo  fevere, 
Think  how  the  glutton,  man,  devours; 
What  bloody  feafts  regale  his  hours  1 
U  impudence  of  power  and  might. 
Thus  to  condemn  a  hawk  or  kite. 
When  thou,  perhaps,  carnivorous  finner, 
Hadft  pullets  ycfterday  for  dinner 

"  Hold,  cry'd  the  clewn,  with  paflion  heated, 
Siiall  kites  and  men  alike  be  treated  ? 
When  Heaven  the  world  with  creatures  ftor'd, 
Man  was  ordaln'd  their  fovereign  iord." 

«•  Thus  tyrants  boafl,  the  fage  r  eply'd, 
Whofe  murders  fpring  from  power  and  pride. 
0wn  then  this  manlike  kite  is  flain. 
Thy  greater  luxury  to  fuftain  ; 
For  "  Petty  rogues  lubmit  to  fate, 
"  That  great  ones  may  enjoy  their  ftate  *  !" 

FABLE     XXXVII. 

The  Farmtrs  IVife  and  tie  Raven. 

Why  are  thofe  tears?  why  droops  your  head  I 
Is  then  your  other  hufband  dead  ? 
Or  does  a  worfe  difgrace  betide  ? 
Hath  no  one  fince  his  death  apply'd ; 

Alas  ;   you  know  the  caufe  too  well ; 
The  lalt  is  fpilt,  to  me  it  fell ; 
Then,  to  contribute  to  my  lofs, 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  acrofs; 
On  Friday  too  !  the  day  I  dread  ; 
Would  I  were  fafe  at  home  in  bed  ! 
Lall  night  (I  vow  to  Heaven  'tis  true) 
Bounce  from  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 
Next  poft  fome  fatal  news  (hall  tell : 
God  fend  my  Cornifli  friends  be  well '. 

Unhappy  widow,  ceafe  thy  tears. 
Nor  feel  affli6lion  in  thy  fears; 
Let  not  thy  ftomach  be  fulpended  ; 
Eat  now,  and  weep  when  dinner's  ended; 
And,  when  the  butler  clears  the  table. 
For  thy  defert  I'll  read  my  fable. 

Betwixt  her  Iwagging  panniers'  load 
A  farmer's  wife  to  market  rode. 
And,  jogging  on,  with  thoughtful  care, 
Summ'd  up  the  profits  of  her  ware  ; 
When  llarting  from  her  filver  dream, 
Thus  far  and  wide  was  heard  her  icrcant. 

'   1  hat  raven  on  yon  left  hand  <jak 
(Curfe  on  his  ill-betiding  cnak  1) 
Bodes  me  no  good."     No  more  fhe  faid, 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  ftumbling  tread, 
Fell  prone;  o'erturn'd  the  pannier  lay. 
And  hermafti'd  eggsbeitrow'd  the  way. 

6he,  fprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  fwore,  and  curs'd.    '  Thou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  take  tny  whorelon  throat! 
1  knew  mi-fortune  in  the  note  ' 

"  Dame,  quoth  the  raven,  fpare  your  Mths. 
Unclench  your  fift,  and  wipe  your  doaths, 
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But  why  OB  rae  thofe  curfes  thrown  ? 

Ooody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own  ; 

For,  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 

On  Dun,  the  old  fure-footed  mare. 

Though  all  the  ravens  of  the  Hundred 

With  croaking  had  your  tongue  oot-thundered, 

Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  her  legs. 

And  you,  good  woman,  fav'd  your  eggs." 

FABLE     XXXVIU 

^Be  Turlcy  and  tbt  Ant. 


Im  Other  men  we  faults  can  fpy. 
And  blame  the  mote  tha:  dims  their  eye. 
Each  li;tle  fpeck  and  blemilh  find ; 
To  our  own  ftronger  errors  blind, 

A  turkey,  tir'd  of  commcn  foed, 
rorfook  the  barn,  and  fought  the  wood  ; 
Behind  her  ran  an  infant  train, 
Collefting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
•«  Draw  near,  my  birds !  the  mother  cries, 
This  hill  del  oious  fare  fupplics  ; 
Behold  the  bufy  negro  race, 
See  millions  blacken  all  the  place  ! 
Fear  not;  like  me,  with  freedom  eat; 
An  ant  is  mod  delightful  meat. 
How  blefs'd,  how  envy'd,  were  our  life. 
Could  we  but  'fcape  the  poulterer's  knife  ! 
JBut  man,  curs'd  man,  on  turkeys  preys. 
And  Chtiftmas  fhortens  all  our  days. 
Sometimes  with  oyfters  we  combine, 
Sometimes  afljft  the  favoury  cliine ; 
From  the  low  peafant  to  the  lord, 
The  turkey  fnT;kes  on  every  board, 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  curs'd, 
Of  the  feven  deadly  fins  the  worfl." 

An  ant,  who  climb'd  beyond  his  reach, 
Thus  anfwer'd  from  the  neighbouring  beech  ! 
"  Ere  you  remark  another's  fm, 
pid  thy  own  confcience  look  within ; 
Control  thy  more  voracious  bill,  ' 
Nor  for  a  brcakfafl  nations  kill." 

FABLE    XXXIX. 

The  Father  and  'Jupiter. 

The  man  to  Jove  his  fuit  preferr'd  ; 
He  begg'd  a  wife  :   his  prayer  was  heard. 
Jove  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addrefiing  ; 
For  how  precarious  is  the  bl effing  !' 

A  v.'ifc  he  takes  :   and  now  for  heirs 
Again  he.  worries  Heaven  with  prayers. 
Jove  nodb  alTent ;  two  hopeful  boys 
And  a  fine  girl  reward  '  i- joys. 

Now  more  lolicitous  he  grew, 
And  fct  their  future  lives  in  view; 
He  faw  that  all  rLfpc<5b"and  duty 
Were  paid  to  wealth,  to  power,  and  beauty. 

"  On«e  more,  he  cries,  accept  .Tiy  prayer  ; 
Make  n-.y  lov'd  progeny  thy  care  : 
Let  my  firit  hope,  my  favourite  boy. 
All  fGrluiic's  nchcft  <f^i\y  trjoy. 
My  ticxt  with  ftrong  anibiti^on-firc; 
May  favour  tca^h  him  to  afpire. 
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Till  he  the  ftep  of  power  afcend, 
And  courtiers  to  their  idol  bend  '. 
With  eveiy  grace,  with  every  charjji. 
My  daughter's  perfeft  features  arm. 
If  Heaven  approve,  a  father's  blefs'd." 
Jove  fmiles,  and  grants  his  full  requefl. 

I'he  firll,  a  mifer  at  the  heart, 
Studious  of  every  griping  art. 
Heaps  hoards  on  hoards  with  anxious  pain, 
And  all  his  life  devotes  to  gain. 
He  feels  no  joy,  his  cares  increafe. 
He  neither  Wakes  nor  fleeps  in  peace ; 
In  fancy'd  want  (a  wretch  complete) 
He  ftarves,  and  yet  he  dares  not  eat. 
The  next  to  fudden  honours  grew ; 
The  thriving  art  of  courts  he  knew; 
He  reach'd  the  height  of  power  and  pljce, 
Then  fell  the  vi;5tim  of  difgrace. 

Beauty  with  early  bloom  fupplies 
His  daughter's  checks,  and  points  her  eye«. 
The  vain  coquette  each  fuit  difdains, 
And  glories  iti  her  lovers'  pains. 
With  age  fhe  fades,  each  lover  flies; 
Contemn'd,  forlorn,  fhe  pines,  and  dies. 

When  Jove  the  father's  grief  furvey'd, 
And  heard  him  Heaven  and  Fate  upbraid. 
Thus  fpoke  the  god  :  "  By  outward  flio\\? 
Men  judge  of  happinefs  and  wo^. 
Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  ill 
Dare  to  direcSt  th'  eternal  will .' 
Seek  virtue  ;  and,  of  that  poffeft, 
To  Providence  refign  the  reft." 


FABLE   XL. 

The  t-wo  AZoaiies, 

The  learned,  fall  of  inward  pride. 
The  fops  of  outward  Ihow  deride  ; 
The  fop,  with  learning  at  defiance, 
Scoffs  at  the  pedant  and  tlic  Icience  ; 
The  Don,  a  forma!  folemn  Irutter, 
Defpifes  Monfieur's  airs  and  flutter; 
While  Monfieur  mocks  rhe  formal  fool. 
Who  looks,  and  fpeaks,  ami  walks,  by  rule, 
B."itam,  a  medley  of  the  twain, 
As  pert  as  France ,  as  grave  as  Spain, 
In  fancy  wifer  than  the  reft, 
Laugh;  at  them  both,  of  both  thejeft. 
Is  not  the  poet's  chiming  clofe 
Cenfui'd-  by  all  the  (ons  of  pi-ofe  ? 
While  bards  of  quick  imagitiation 
DL-fpii'j  the  fleepy  prc/e  iiarration. 
Men  laugh  at  apes :  they  men  contemn ; 
For  what  are  we  but  apes  to  them  ? 

Two  mor.kies  went  to  S'.v.ithwark  fair ; 
Ni^  critics  h.,d  a  fourer  air  ; 
They  forc'd  their  vay  t'lraugh  draggled-folks, 
Who  gap'd  to  catch  j.uk, Pudding's  jokes ; 
Thtn  took  their  tickets  lor  the.fhow,' 
And  get  by  chance  fhet  foremoft  row. 
To  fee  t)ieir  grave..  Dbfervir.g  face", 
Provok'd  a  laluj^h  through  all  th«  place. 

"  Brother,  layvfug,  ai.d  turn'd  hU'hc4u.l5 
The  rabble's  monftroufly  i'UWed."- -»'•  *' 

Now  through  the  booth  jlpud.Wfl'ca'raBj 
Nor  enicd  tlal  the  ihow  Ict'an.  i     .  •    ' '. 
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The  tumbler  whirls  the  flip-flap  round, 
With  fomerfets  he  (hakes  the  ground  ; 
The  cord  beneath  the  dancer  fprirtgs; 
Aloft  in  air  the  vaulter  fwins;s ; 
Diftorted  now,  now'  proti^f  depends, 
Now  through  his  twiftedWm  afcends; 
The  crowd,  in  wonder  artd  dehght, 
With  clapping  hands  applaud  the  fight. 

With  fmiles,  quoth  pug, "  If  pranks  like  thefe 
The  giant  apes  of  realon  pleafc, 
How  would  they  wonder  at  our  arts! 
They  muft  adore  us  for  our  parts. 
High  on  the  twig  I've  feen  you  cling, 
Play,  twift,  and  turn  in  airy  ring; 
How  can  thofe  clumfy  things  like  me. 
Fly  with  a  bound  from  tree  to  tree  ? 
But  yet,  by  this  applaufe,  we  find 
Thefe  emulators  of  our  kind 
Difcern  our  worth,  our  parts  regard. 
Who  our  mean  mimics  thus  reward." 

'   Brother,  the  grinning  mate  replies, 
In  this  I  grant  that  man  is  wife  : 
While  good  example  they  purfue. 
We  mull  allow  Tome  praife  is  due  ; 
Sut,  when  they  (train  beyond  their  guide, 
1  laugh  to  fcorn  the  mimic  pride ; 
For  how  fantaftic  is  the  fight, 
To  meet  men  always  bolt  upright, 
Becaufe  we  fometimes  walk  on  two  '. 
}  hate  the  imitating  crew." 

FABLE  XLI. 

Tfje  Oivl  and  the  Farmer. 

An  owl  of  grave  deport  and  mien. 
Who  (like  the  Turk)  was  feldom  feen, 
Within  a  barn  had  chofe  his  ftation, 
As  fit  for  prey  and  contemplation  : 
Upon  a  beam  aloft  he  fits. 
And  nods,  and  feems  to  think  by  fits. 
So  have  I  feen  a  man  of  news 
Or  polt-boy  or  gazette  perufe, 
Snicke,  nod,  and  talk  with  voice  profound, 
And  fix  the  fate  of  Europe  round. 
Sheaves  pil'd  on  fheaves  hid  all  the  floor  : 
At  dawn  ot  morn  to  view  his  ftore 
The  Farmer  came.     The  hooting  guefl 
His  felf-importance  thus  expreft  : 

•'  Reafon  in  man  is  mere  pretence  : 
How  weak,  how  fhall'-w,  is  his  fenfe ! 
To  tread  with  fcorn  the  bird  of  night, 
Declares  his  folly  or  his  fpire. 
Then,  too,  how  partial  ishispraife! 
The  lark's,  the  linnet's  chirpiaig  lays 
To  his  ill-judging  ears  are  fine  ; 
And  nightingales  are  'all  divine  : 
But  fhe  more  knowing  feather'd  race 
See  wifdom  ftamp'd  upon  my  face. 
Whene'er  to  vifit  hght  I  deign, 
What  flocks  of  fowl  compofe  my  train  I 
Like  flaves,  they  crowd  my  flight  behind. 
And  own  me  of  fuperior  kind." 

The  Farmer  laugh'd,  and  thus  reply'd  : 
«'  Thou  dull  important  lump  of  prids, 
par'rt  thou  with  that  harfli  grating  tongue 
Depreciate  bil'ds  of  warbling  fong  X 


Indulge  thy  fpleen  :  know  men  and  fowl 
Regard  thee,  as  thou  art,  an  owl. 
Befides,  proud  blockhead  !   be  not  vain 
Of  what  thou  call'ft  thy  flaves  and  train : 
Few  follow  wifdom  or  her  rules  ; 
fools  in  derifion  follow  fools." 

FABLE  XLU. 

T^he  Jugglers. 

A  JUGGLER  long  through  all  the  town 
Had  rais'd  his  fortune  and  renown  ; 
You'd  think  (fo  far  his  art  tranfcends) 
The  devil  at  his  fingers  ends. 

Vice  heard  his  fame,  ftie  read  his  bill; 
Convinc'd  of  his  inferior  {kill. 
She  fought  his  booth,  and  frown  the  crowd 
Defy'd  the  man  of  art  aloud. 

"  is  this  then  he  fo  fani'd  for  fleight  ? 
Can  this  flow  bungler  cheat  your  fight  ? 
Dares  he  with  me  difpute  the  prize  ? 
I  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes." 

Provok'd,  the  Juggler  cry'd,  "  'Tis  done; 
In  fcience  1  fubmit  lo  none." 
Thus  faid,  the  cups  and  balls  he  play'd  ; 
By  turns  this  here,  that  there,  convey'd. 
The  cards,  obedient  to  his  words, 
Are  by  a  fillip  turn'd  to  birds. 
His  little  boxes  change  the  grain  : 
Trick  after  trick  deludes  the  train. 
He  (hakes  his  bag,  he  (ho'vs  all  fair ; 
His  fingers  fpread,  and  nothiiig  there; 
Then  bids  it  rain  with  fhowers  of  gold  ;     '' 
And  now  his  ivory  eggs  are  told; 
But,  when  from  thence  the  hen  he  draws, 
Amaz'd  fpedlators  hum  applaufe. 

Vice  now  ftept  forth,  and  took  the  place. 
With  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

"  This  magic  looking-gl  .fs,  fhe  cries, 
(There,  hand  it  round)  will  charm  your  eyes.'*; 
Each  eager  eye  the  fight  dcfir'd. 
And  every  man  himfelf  adn^ir'd. 

Next,  to  afcnator  addrelTing, 
"  See  this  banknote;   obferve  theble(ring, 
Breathe  on  the  bill    Heigh,  pafs  !  Tis  gone.'*^ 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlock  (hc.ne. 
A  ftcond  puff  the  magic  broke ; 
The  padlock  vaniih'd,  and  he  fpoke. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upon  ihe  board 
All  full,  with  heady  liquor  ftor'd. 
By  clean  conveyance  difappear, 
And  now  two  bloody  fwords  are  thcrC" 

A  purfe  (he  to  a  thief  expos'd ; 
At  once  his  ready  fipgers  cios'd. 
He  opes  his  fill,  the  treafure's  fled; 
He  fees  a  halter  in  its  (lead. 

She  bids  ambition  hold  a  wand  ; 
He  grafps  a  hatchet  in  his  hand. 

A  box  of  charity  (he  (hows. 
"  Blow  here  ;"  and  a  church-warden  blows. 
'Tis  vaniih'd  with  conveyance  neat. 
And  on  the  tabic  fmokes  a  treat. 

She  fliakes  the  diet,  the  board  (he  knocks. 
And  from  all  pockets  fills  her  box. 
She  next  a  meagre  rake  addreft. 
"  This  piiilurc  fee ;  her  fliape,  her  brcaft : 
Z  Liij 
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What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes  I 
Hold  her,  and  have  ier."     With  furprife, 
His  hand  expot'd  a  box  of  pills, 
And  a  loud  laugh  proclaim'd  his  ill.«. 

A  counter,  in  a  mifer's  hand. 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command.- 
She  bids  his  heir  the  fum  retain. 
And  'tis  a  counter  now  again. 

A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  fee 
Take  every  ftiape  but  charity ; 
And  not  one  thing  you  faw,  or  drew, 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  firft  in  view. 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart. 
With  thislubmifii-.n  own'd  her  art. 

"  Can  I  fuch  niatchlef i  fleight  withfland  I 
How  pradice  hath  improv'd  your  hand  ! 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng ; 
You  every  day,  and  all  day  long." 

FABLE    XLIir. 

The  Council  of  Hor/es, 

UpoU  a  time  a  neighing  fteed, 

Who  giaz'd  among  a  numerous  breed, 

With  mutiny  had  fir'd  the  train, 

And  fpread  diffenfion  through  the  plain. 

On  matters  that  concern'd  the  flate, 

The  council  met  in  grand  debate. 

A  colt   whole  eye-balls  flam'd  vith  ire. 

Elate  with  ftrergth  and  youthful  fire, 

In  hafte  flept  forth  before  the  reft. 

And  thus  the  li:  ening  throng  addrcft. 

"  Good  god?     how  abjcA  i    ■  ui  race, 
Conciemn'd  to  flavery  and  difgrace  ! 
Shall  we  our  fervitude  retain, 
Becai.fe  our  fires  have  borne  the  chain  ? 
ConfidT,  -runds  !  y^  ur  flrength  and  might ; 
'lis  ccnqueft  to  afTert  youi  right. 
How  cumbrous  is  the  gilded  coach  ! 
The  pride  oi  man  is  our  reproach. 
Were  we  defign'd  for  daily  toil, 
I'o  drag  the  ploughfliare  through  the  foil. 
To  fweat  ii'  harncls  through  the  road, 
To  groan  beneath  the  carrier's  load  ? 
Hov  feeble  arc  the  two-legg'd  kind  I 
What  force  is  in  "ur  nerves  c  mbin'd! 
fthall  then  our  nobler  jaws  fubmit 
To  foam  and  champ  the  galling  bit  ? 
Shall  haughty  man  my  back  bePiide? 
Shall  the  (harp  fpur  provoke  my  fide  ? 
Foibid  it,  heavens  !  lejed  the  rein  ; 
Your  fhamc,  yur  infamy,  difdain. 
Let  him  the  lion  firft.  controul, 
And  ftill  the  tiger's  famifti'd  growl. 
Let  us,  like  them,  our  freedom  claim, 
And  make  him  tremble  at  our  name." 

A  general  nrd  approv'd  the  caufe, 
And  all  the  circle  ncigh'd  applaufe. 
When,  lo  !  with  grave  and  fokmn  pace, 
A  flted  advanc'd  before  the  race, 
With  agfe  and  long  experience  wife  ; 
Around  he  caft  his  thoughtful  eyes, 
And;  to  the  murmurs  of  the  train, 
ThuK  fpoke  the  Neftor  of  the  plain. 

•'  When  I  had  health  and  Itrength,  like  you, 
The  toils  of  lerviiude  Ikntw, 


Now  grateful  man  rewards  my  painsj 
And  gives  me  all  thefe  wide  domains. 
At  will  1  crop  the  year's  increafe; 
My  latter  life  is  reft  and  peace. 
I  grant,  to  man  we  lend  our  pains, 
And  aid  him  to  corredt  the  plains ; 
But  doth  not  he  divide  the  care, 
Through  all  the  labours  of  the  year  ? 
How  many  thoufand  ftrudlures  rife. 
To  fence  us  from  inclement  fkics ! 
For  us  he  bears  the  fultry  day. 
And  ftores  tip  all  our  winter's  hay. 
He  fows,  he  reaps  the  harveft's  gain  ; 
We  (hare  the  toil,  and  (hare  the  grain. 
Since  every  creature  was  decreed 
To  aid  each  other's  mutual  need, 
Appeafe  your  difcontented  mind, 
And  adt  the  part  by  heaven  affign'd-" 

The  tumult  ceas'd.     1  he  colt  fubmitted} 
And,  like  his  anceftors,  was  bitted. 

FABLE   XLIV. 
The  Hound  and  the  Huntfman. 

Impertinence  at  firft  is  borne 
With  heedlefs  light,  or  fmiles  of  fcorn  ; 
Teaz'd  into  wrath,  what  patience  bears 
The  noify  fool  who  peifevercs? 

The  morning  wakes,  thfe  huntfman  founds, 
At  once  rulh  forth  the  joyful  hounds ; 
They  feek  the  wood  with  eager  pace. 
Through  bufh,  through  brier,  explore  the  chafe  : 
Now  fcatter'd  wide  they  try  the  plain, 
And  fnuff  the  dewy  turf  in  vain. 
What  care,  what  induftry,  what  pains ! 
What  univerfal  filence  reigns 

Ringwood,  a  dog  of  little  fame, 
Young,  pert,  and  ignorant  of  game. 
At  once  difplays  his  bubbling  throat ; 
The  pack,  regardlefs  of  the  note, 
Purlue  the  fccnt;  with  louder  ftrain 
He  ftill  perfifts  to  vex  the  train  > 

The  huntimaii  to  the  clamour  flies. 
The  fmackmg  lafh  he  fmartly  plies. 
His  ribs  all  welk'd,  with  howling  tone 
The  puppy  thus  exprefg'd  his  moan  : 

"  J  know  the  mufic  of  my  tongue 
Long  fince  the  pack  with  envy  ftung. 
What  will  not  fpite  ?    Thefe  bitter  fmarts 
I  owe  to  my  fuperior  parts." 

"  When  puppies  prate,  the  huntfman  cry'd, 
They  fliow  both  ignorance  and  pride  : 
Fools  may  our  fcorn,  not  envy,  raife ; 
For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praife. 
Had  not  thy  forward  noify  tongue 
Proclaim'd  thee  always  in  the  wrong, 
Thou  might'ft  have  mingled  with  the  reft, 
And  ne'er  thy  foolilh  nofe  confeft ; 
But  fools,  to  talking  ever  prone. 
Are  fure  to  make  their  follies  known." 

FABLE  XLV. 
Ibe  Poet  and  the  Rofe. 

I  HATE  the  man  who  builds  his  n^me 
On  ruins  of  another's  fame. 


P    A    B    L    E    £f. 


i^4 


Thus  prudes,  hy  charaAers  o'erthrown, 
Imagine  that  they  raile  their  own. 
Thus  fcribblers,  c(.vetous  of  praife, 
Think  flander  can  tranfplant  the  bays. 
Beautie?  and  bards  have  equal  pride, 
With  both  all  rivals  are  decry'd. 
Who  praifes  Lefbia's  eyes  and  feature, 
Mufl  call  her  filler  aukward  creature  ; 
For  the  kind  flattery's  fure  to  charm. 
When  we  feme  other  nymph  dilarm. 

As  in  the  cool  of  early  day 
A  poet  fought  the  fwcets  of  May, 
The  garden's  fragrant  breath  alcends. 
And  every  ftalk  with  odour  bends  ; 
A  rofe  he  pluck'd,  he  gaz'd,  admii'd. 
Thus  finging,  as  the  mufe'infpir'd  : 
•'  Go,  rofe,  niy  Chloe's  bofom  grace  ; 

"  How  happy  (hall  I  prove, 
"  Might  I  fupply  that  envy'd  place 

"  With  never-fading  love  ! 
"  There,  phoenix  like,  beneath  her  eye, 
"  Involv'd  in  fragrance,  burn  and  die. 
"  Know,  haplefs  flower  !  that  thou  {halt  find 

"  More  fragrant  rofes  there , 
"  I  fee  thy  withering  head  reclin'd 

"  With  envy  and  delpair ! 
"  One  common  fate  we  both  mufl  prove ; 
"  You  die  with  envy,  I  with  love." 

"  Spare  your  comparifon',  reply'd 
An  angry  rofe,  who  grew  befide. 
Of  all  ma:;kind  you  fhould  not  flout  us ; 
What  can  a  poet  do  without  us  ? 
In  every  love-fong  rofes  bloom ; 
We  lend  you  colour  and  perfume  : 
Does  it  to  Chloe's  charms  conduce, 
To  found  her  praife  on  our  abufe  ? 
Muft.  we,  to  flatter  her,  be  made 
To  wither,  envy,  pine,  and  fade  ? 

FABLE    XLVI. 
The  Cur,  the  Horfe,  and  the  Shepherd's  Dog, 

The  lad  of  all-fufficient  merit 
With  modelly  ne'er  damps  his  fpirit ; 
Prefaming  on  his  own  deferts. 
On  all  alike  his  tongue  exerts ; 
His  noify  jokes  at  random  throws. 
And  pertly  fpatter.s  friend  and  foes. 
In  wit  and  war  the  bully  race 
Contribute  to  their  own  diCgrace  : 
Too  late  the  forward  youth  fhall  find 
That  jokes  are  fometimes  paid  in  kind ; 
Or,  if  they  canker  in  the  breafl, 
He  makes  a  foe  who  makes  a  jell. 
A  village  cur,  of  fnappifti  race, 
The  perteft  puppy  of  the  place, 
Imagin'd  that  his  treble  throat 
Was  blefl  with  mufic's  fweeteft  note; 
In  the  mid  road  he  balking  lay. 
The  yelping  nuifance  of  the  way ; 
For  not  a  creature  pafs'd  along. 
But  had  a  fample  of  his  fong. 
Soon  as  the  trotting  ileed  he  hears, 
He  flarts,  he  cocks  his  dapper  ears; 
Away  he  fcowers,  aflaults  his  hoof; 
Now  near  him  fnarls,  now  barks  aloof; 


With  fhrill  impertinence  attends, 
Nor  leaves  him  till  the  village  ends. 
It  chanc'd,  upon  hi?  evil  day, 
A  pad  came  pacing  down  the  way; 
The  cur,  with  never-ceafing  tongue. 
Upon  the  pafling  traveller  fprung. 
The  horfe,  from  fcorn  provok'd  to  ire, 
Flung  backward  ;  rolling  in  the  mire. 
The  puppy  howl'd,  and  bleeding  lay  ; 
The  pad  in  peace  purfu'd  his  way. 

A  (hepherd's  dog,  who  faw  the  deed, 
Detefting  the  vexatious  breed, 
Befpoke  him  thus ;  "  When  coxcombs  prate. 
They  kindle  wrath,  contempt,  or  hate; 
Thy  teazing  tongue  had  judgment  ty'd. 
Thou  hadft  not  like  a  puppy  dy'd." 

FABLE     XLVIL 

The  Court  of  Death. 

Death,  on  a  folemn  night  of  flate, 

In  all  his  pomp  of  terror  fate  : 

Th'  attendants  of  his  gloomy  reign, 

Difeafes  dire,  a  ghaftly  train  1 

Crowd  the  vaft  court.   With  hollow  tone, 

A  voice  triu'  thunder'd  from  the  throne  : 

"  This  night  our  minifler  we  name. 

Let  every  fervant  fpeak  his  claim  ; 

Merit  fliail  bear  this  ebon  wand." 

All,  at  the  word,  flretch'd  forth  their  hand. 

Fever,  with  burning  heat  poflefl, 
Advanc'd,  and  for  the  wand  addreft. 

"  I  to  the  weekly  bills  appeal. 
Let  thofe  exprefs  my  fervent  zeal ; 
On  every  flight  occafion  near, 
With  violence  I  perfevere." 

Next  Gout  appears  with  limping  pace. 
Pleads  how  he  fhiftsfrom  place  to  place; 
From  head  to  foot  how  fwift  he  flies, 
And  every  joint  and  finew  plies; 
Still  working  when  he  feems  fuppreft, 
A  moft  tenacious  ftubborn  guefl. 

A  haggard  fpedlre  from  the  crew 
Crawls  forth,  and  thus  aflerts  his  due  : 
"  'Tis  I  who  taint  the  fweeteft  joy. 
And  in  the  fliape  of  love  deftroy  : 
My  fhanks,  funk  eyes,  and  nofelefs  face. 
Prove  my  pretenfion  to  the  place." 

Stone  urg'd  his  over-growing  force  ; 
And,  next,  Confumption's  meagre  corfe. 
With  feeble  voice  that  fcarce  was  heard, 
Broke  with  Ihort  coughs,  his  fuit  preferr'd  : 
"  Let  none  objeA  my  lingering  way, 
I  gain,  like  Fabius,  by  delay  ; 
Fatigue  and  weaken  every  foe  ' 

By  long  attack,  fecure,  though  flow." 

Plague  reprefents  his  rapid  power. 
Who  thinn'd  a  nation  in  an  hour. 

All  fpokc  their  claim,  and  hop'd  the  wand. 
Now  expedlation  hufti'd  the  band; 
When  thus  the  monarch  from  the  throne  : 

"  Merit  was  ever  modeft  known. 
What,  no  phyfician  fpeak  his  right  \ 
None  here  !  but  fees  their  toils  requite. 
Let  then  Intemperance  take  the  wand. 
Who  fills  with  gold  their  zealous  hand. 
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Vou  Fever,  Gout,  ard  all  the  reft, 
(Whom  wary  men,  as  foes,  deteft) 
Forego  jour  claim  ;  no  more  pretend; 
Intemperance  is  efteem'd  a  friend  ; 
He  fliates  tlieir  mirth,  their  focial  joys. 
And  as  a  courted  gucftdeflroys. 
The  charge  on  him  mull  juftly  fall, 
^ho  finds  employment  for  you  all." 


FABLB  XLIX, 

Tbe  Mart  and  the  Fle». 


FABLE  XLVfll. 

7be  Gardener  and  the  Hog. 

A  •ARBENER,  of  peculiar  tafle, 
On  a  young  hog  his  favour  plac'd, 
Who  fed  not  with  the  common  herd; 
His  tray  was  to  the  hall  preferr'd. 
He  wallow 'd  underneath  the  board, 
Qr  in  hi=  mafter's  chamber  fnor'd, 
Who  fondly  ftroak'd  him  every  day, 
And  taught  him  all  the  puppy's  play. 
Where'er  he  went,  the  grunting  friend 
JJe'er  fail'd  his  pleafure  to  attend'. 

As  on  a  time  the  loving  ^air 
Walk'd  forth  to  tend  the  garden's  care, 
The  mafler  thus  addrefs'd  the  fwine  : 

"  My  houfe,  my  garden,  all  is  thine. 
On  turnips  feafl  whene'er  you  pleafe, 
And  riot  in.  my  beans  and  peafe  ; 
If  the  potat»e's  tafte  delights-, 
Or  the  red  carrot's  fweet  invites, 
Indulge  thy  morn  end  evening  hours; 
But  let  due  care  regard  my  flowers  : 
My  tulips  are  my  garden's  pride  : 
what  vaft  expence  thofe  beds  fupply'd!" 

The  hog  by  chance  one  morning  roam'd, 
Where  vtith  new  ale  the  veffels  foam'd : 
He  munches  now  the  (Itnming  grains, 
Kow  witti  full  fwill  the  liquor  draiiiSo 
Intoxicating  fumes  arife ; 
He  reels,  he  rolls  his  winking  eyes ; 
Then  flaggcring  through  the  garden  fcours, 
And  treads  down  painted  ranks  of  flowers. 
With  delving  fnont  he  turns  the  foil, 
And  cools  his  palate  with  the  fpoil. 

The  matter  came,  the  ruin  fpy'd; 
"  Villain  '.  fufpend  thy  rage  (he  cry'd.} 
Hafi  thou,  thou  mod  ungrateful  fot. 
My  charge,  my  only  charo-e,  forgot  ? 
what,  all  my  flowers  "  No  more  he  faid, 
Jut  gaz'd,  and  liph'd,  and  hung  his  head. 

The  hog  with  fluttering  fpeech  returns : 
•'  Explain,  Sir,  why  your  ai  gcr  bums. 
See  there,  untouch'd,  your  fiiips  ftrown, 
For  1  devour'd  the  roots  alone." 

At  this  the  gardener's  f  alEon  g  ows ; 
From  oaths  and  threats  he  fell  to  blows. 
The  (lubbo.n  brute  the  blows  faflains, 
Affaults  his  leg,  and  tears  the  veins. 

"  Ah,  foolifh  fwain  !  too  late  you  find 
That  flycs  were  for  fuch  friends  deGijn'd  !'* 

Homeward  he  limps  with  painful  pace, 
Refledling  thus  on  paft  difgrace  : 
"  Who  cheriflies  a  brutal  mate, 
Shall  mourn  the  folly  foon  or  late." 


Whether  on  earth,  in  air,  or  main. 
Sure  every  thing  alive  is  vain  ! 

Does  not  the  hawk  all  fowls  furvey, 
As  deftin'd  only  for  his  prey  ? 
And  do  not  tj'rants,  prouder  things. 
Think  men  were  born  forflaves  to  kings? 
When  the  crab  views  the  pearly  ftrani^ 
Or  Tagus,  bright  with  golden  fands. 
Or  crawls  befide  the  coral  grove. 
And  hears  the  ocean  roll  above, 
"  Nature  is  too  prr.fufe  (fays  he). 
Who  gave  all  thefe  to  pleafure  me  !" 

When  bordering  pinks  and  rofes  bloow. 
And  every  garden  breathes  perfume  ;    " 
When  peaches  glow  with  funny  dyes. 
Like  Laura's  check  when  blufhes  rife ; 
When  with  huge  flga  the  branches  bend. 
When  ctufters  from  the  vine  depend  ;" 
ihe  fnail  looks  round  on  flower  and  tree. 
And  cries, "  all  thefe  wi  re  made  for  me  !'* 

"  What  dignity's  in  human  nature  1" 
Says  nian,  the  moft  conceited  creature. 
As  from  a  cliff"  he  call  his  eye,  '^ 

And  view'd  the  fea  and  arched  flcy. 
The  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  main  ; 
The  moon  and  all  the  flarry  train 
Hung  the  vaft  vault  of  heaven.  The  ma^ 
Hi'  contemplation  thus  began  :  ' 

'  When  I  behold  this  glorious  fliow. 
And  the  wide  watery 'world  below. 
The  fcaly  people  of  the  main. 
The  beafts  that  range  the  wood  or  plaia^ 
The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air,  '  • 

The  d&y,  the  night,  the  various  year; 
And  know  all  thefe  by  heaven  dcfign'i 
As  gifts  to  pleafure  human-kind ; 
I  cannot  raife  my  worth  too  high ; 
Of  what  vaft  confequence  am  I  !" 

*'  Not  of  th'  importance  you  fuppofe;^ 
Replies  a  flea  upon  his  nofe. 
Be  humble,  learn  t,hyfe!f  to  fcan ; 
Know,  pride  was  never  made  for  man. 
'lis  vanity  that  fwelU  thy  mind. 
What,  heaven  ^nd  earth  for  thee  deiign'd  I 
For  thee,  made  only  for  our  need, 
That  more  important  fleas  might  feed,** 

FAB  L.E   L. 
The  litre  and  Many  Friendt, 

Friendship,  like  love,  is  but  a  name, 
Unlefs  to  one  you  (tint  the  flume. 
The  child,  whom  many  fathers  fliare. 
Hath  feldom  known  a  father's  care. 
'Tis  thui  in  frietidftiips ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 
A  hare  who,  in  a  civil  way. 
Comply 'd, with  etery  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  the  beftial  tiain 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  the  plaifi ; 
Her  care  was  never  to  offend  ; 
And  every  creature  was  her  friend. 
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As  forth  fhe  went  at  early  dawn, 
Totafte  the  dew-befprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  (he  hears  the  hunter's  cries. 
And  from  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies. 
She  ftarts,  (he  flops,  fhc  pants  for  breath  ; 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  deatli ; 
She  doubles  to  millead  the  hound. 
And  meafuresback  her  mazy  round  ; 
Till,  fainting  in  the  public  way, 
Half  dead  with  fear  Ihe  jafping  lay. 

What  tranfport  in  her  bofom  grew. 
When  firft  the  horfe  appear'd  in  view  I 

"  Let  me,  fays  (he,  your  back  afcend, 
And  owe  my  fafety  to  a  friend. 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  flight ; 
To  friendfhip  every  burden's  light." 

The  horfe  reply'd,  "  Poor  honeft  pufs, 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  fee  thee  thus  : 
"Bk  comforted,  relief  is  near. 
Far  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear." 

S!ie  next  the  (lately  bull  implor'd  • 
And  thus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord  : 
f  Since  every  bead  alive  can  tell 
That  I  fincerely  wifli  you  well, 
!  may,  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence  ;  a  favourite  cow 
JExpedls  me  near  yon  barley-mow ; 
And,  when  a  lady's  in  the  cafe. 
You  know,  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus  might  lieem  unkind ; 
But  fee,  the  goat  is  juil  behind." 

The  goat  remark'd  "  her  pulfe  was  high, 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye : 
My  back,  fays  he,  may  do  you  harm; 
The  (beep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm." 

The  (lieep  was  feeble,  and  complain'd 
f  His  fides  a  load  of  wool  fuflain'd ; 
Said,  he  was  flow,  confefs'd  his  fears ; 
For  hounds  eat  (beep  as  well  as  hares." 

She  now  the  trotting  calf  addrefs'd, 
To  fave  from  death  a  friend  diflrefs'd. 

"  Shall  I,  fays  he,  of  tender  age. 
In  this  important  care  engage  ? 
Older  and  abler  pafs'd  you  by; 
How  (Irong  are  thofe  I  how  weak  am  1 1 
Should  I  prefume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Thofe  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excufe  me,  then ;  you  know  my  heart; 
But  dearefl  fi  itnds,  alas !  muft  part. 
How  fliiill  we  all  lament  1   Adieu; 
For  fee  the  he  ynda  are  juft  in  view.'' 


PART    II. 

Ad'verilfement. 
Thefe  Fables  were  finifhed  by  Mr.  Gay,  and  in- 
tended for  the  prefs  a  (hort  time  before  his 
death  ;  when  they  were  left,  with  his  other 
papers,  to  the  care  of  his  noble  friend  and  pa- 
tron the  Duke  of  Qiicenlherry.  His  Grace  has 
accordingly  permitted  them  to  the  prefs ;  and 
Ch'-y  arc  here  prir yctf  frcr.i  the  '.;r;v-in?li)  i;^  ^ej 


author's  own  hand  writing.  "We  hope  they 
will  pleafe  cq^ually  with  his  former  Fables, 
though  moflly  on  fubjciSls  of  a  gravcT  and  more 
ffoHtical  turn.  They  will  certainly  (how  him  t« 
have  been  (what  he  efteemed  the  heft  charatSierJ 
a  man  of  a  truly  honcfl  heart,  and  a  (Incere  lovflc 
of  his  country. 

FABLE   L 

The  Dog  and  the  Fox. — To  a  Laiuyer^ 

\  KNOW  you  lawyers  can,  with  eafe, 

Twifl  words  and  meanings  as  you  pleafe;  ■ 

That  language,  by  your  Dcill  made  pliantj 

Will  bend  to  favour  every  client;  ^ 

TTiat  'tis  the  fee  direfls  the  fenfe. 

To  make  out  either  fide's  pretence. 

When  you  perufe  the  dearefl  cafe. 

You  fee  it  with  a  double  face : 

For  fcepticifm's  your  profeffion  ; 

You  hold  there's  doubt  in  all  expreflios. 

Hence  is  the  bar  with  feesfupply'd; 
Hence  eloquence  takes  either  fide. 
Your  hand  would  have  but  paltry  gleanlngi 
Could  every  man  exprefs  his  meaning. 
Who  dares  prefume  to  pen  a  deed, 
Unlefs  you  previoufly  are  fee'd  ? 
■■"Tis  drawn  ;  and,  to  augment  the  cofl;. 
In  dull  prolixity  engroft. 
And  now  we're  well  fecur'd  by  law. 
Till  the  next  brother  find  a  flaw. 

Read  o'tr  a  will.  Was't  ever  knows  < 

But  you  could  make  the  will  your  own  I 
For,  when  you  read,  'tis  with  intent 
To  find  out  meanings  never  meant. 
Since  things  are  thus,^  defindend*^ 
I  bar  fallacious  inuendo. 

Sagacious  Porta's  (kill  could  trace  _; 

Some  beatt  or  bird  in  every  face. 
The  head,  the  eye,  the  nofe's  (hape, 
Prov'd  this  an  owl,  and  that  an  ape. 
When,  in  the  (ketches  thus  defigfn'd, 
Refemblance  brings  fome  friend  to  min3, 
You  fliow  the  piece,  and  give  the  hint. 
And  find  each  feature  in  the  print ; 
So  monftrous-like  the  portrait's  found. 
All  know  it,  and  the  laugh  goes  round. 
Like  him  I  draw  from  general  naturcj 
Is't  I  or  you  then  fix  the  fatire  ?    ■ 

So,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  fpare  your  pains 
In  making  comments  on  my  drains. 
Ail  private  flander  I  deteft, 

I  judge  not  of  my  neighbour's  bread  : 

Party  and  prejudice  I  hate,  .^ 

And  write  no  libels  on  the  (late. 

Shall  not  my  fable  cenfurc  vice, 
Becaufe  a  knave  is  over-nice  ? 
And,  left  the  guilty  hear  and  dreadj  J;, 

Shall  not  the  decalogue  be  read  ' 
If  I  la(h  vice  in  general  fidtion, 
Is  't  I  apply,  or  felf-c  nviclion  ? 
Brutes  are  r.«  y  theme.     .4n;  I  to  blame, 

II  men  and  moral*  arc  the  fame  ? 
i  no  man  call  o;  ape  or  al> ; 

*  lis  his  own  conicietct  holds  the  glafs.. 
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Thnfl  void  of  all  offence  I  write  : 
Who  claims  the  fable,  knows  hh  right. 
A  fhepherd's  dog  unflcill'd  in  fports, 
Pick'd  up  acqi  aintaTjce  of  all  forts  f 
Among  the  reft  a  fox  he  knew ; 
By  frequent  char  their  friendfliip  grew. 

Say«  Heynard    "  'Tis  a  cruel  cafe, 
That  man  fhould  fligmatize  •  ur  race. 
Ho  iloiibt,  among  us  rogues  you  find. 
As  kHong  dogs  and  human  kind; 
And  yet  (unki.own  to  me  and  you) 
ThciC  may  be  honeft  men  and  true. 
Thus  flander  trie^^  whate'cr  it  can 
To  put  us  on  the  frot  with  man. 

Let  niy  own  adions  recon  me nd  ; 
No  prejudice  can  blind  a  friend  ; 
You  know  me  free  from  all  difguife ; 
]VIy  honour  a-  my  life  I  prize." 

By  talk  like  this  from  all  miftruft 
The  dog  was  cur'd,  and  tliought  him  juft. 

As  on  a  time  the  fox  held  forth 
On  confcieiice,  honefly,  and  worth, 
Sudden  he  ftopp'd  ;  he  cock'd  his  car  ; 
Low  dropt  hi^  brulhy  tail  with  fear. 

"   Blefs  us     the  hunters  are  abroad  ; 
What's  all  thai  clatter  on  the  road  ." 

"  Hold  fays  the  dog,  we're  I'afe  from  harm, 
'Twas  nothing  but  a  falfe  alarm. 
At  yonder  town  'tis  market  day; 
Some  farmer's  wife  is  on  the  way ; 
'Tis  fc  (I  kuow  herpyebald  mare). 
Dame  Dobbins  with  her  poultry-ware." 

Reynard  grew  huflF.     Says  he,  "  This  fneer 
Prom  you  I  little  thought  to  hear  : 
Your  meaning  in  your  looks  I  fee. 
Pray,  what's  Dame  D<  bbins,  friend,  to  me  ? 
Did  I  e'er  make  her  poultry  thinner  ! 
Prove  that  1  owe  the  dame  a  dinner." 

"  Friend,  quoth  the  cur,  I  meant  no  harm; 
Then  why  fo  captions  ?  why  fo  warm? 
My  words  in  common  acceptation, 
Could  never  give  this  provocation. 
No  lamb  (for  aught  I  ever  knew) 
Way  b%more  innocent  than  you." 
At  this,  gall'd  Reynard  winc'd,  and  fwore 
Such  language  ne'er  was  given  before. 

"  What's  lamb  to  me  ?  this  fancy  hiiit 
Shows  me,  bafe  knave,  which  way  you  fquint. 
If  th'  other  night  your  mafter  loft 
Three  lambs  am  I  to  pay  the  coft  ? 
Your  vile  reflections  would  imply 
That  I'm  the  thief     You  dog,  you  lie." 

"    I  hou  knave,  thou  fool!    (the  dog  reply'd) 
The  name  is  juft,  take  either  fide; 
Thy  gu;lt  thefe  applications  (peak  : 
Sirrah,  'tis  confcieute  makes  you  fqueak." 

So  faying,  on  the  fox  he  flies : 
The  felf-convided  felon  dies. 

FABLE     IL 
Wbe  Vulture,  the  Sj-at  rotv,  and  otier  Birds, 

TO  A  FRIEND  IN  THE  COUNTHr. 

Ere  I  hfgin,  I  muft  premife, 
^ur  miniUere  are  good  and  wife ; 
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So,  though  malicious  tongues  apply. 
Pray  what  care  they,  or  what  care  I  ? 

If  I  am  free  with  courts,  be't  known^ 
I  ne'er  prefume  to  mean  our  own. 
If  general  morals  feem  to  joke 
On  minifters,  and  fuch-like  folk, 
A  captious  fool  may  take  offence  ; 
What  then  ?  He  knows  his  own  pretence, 
I  meddle  with  no  ftate-affairs. 
But  fpare  my  jeft  to  fave  my  ears. 
Our  prefent  Ichemes  are  too  profound. 
For  Machiavel  himfelf  to  found  : 
To  cenfure  them  I  'ave  no  pretenfion  ; 
F  own  they're  paft  my  comprehenfion. 

You  fay  your  brother  wants  a  place, 
('Tis  many  a  younger  brother's  cafe) 
And  that  he  very  foon  intends 

I  o  ply  the  court,  and  teaze  his  friends. 
If  there  his  merits  chance  to  find 
A  patriot  of  an  open  mind, 
Whofe  conftant  acftions  prove  him  juft 
1  o  both  a  king's  and  people's  tiuft. 
May  he,  with  gratitude,  attend, 
And  owe  his  rife  to  fuch  a  friend  1 

You  praife  his  parts,  for  bufmefs  fi». 
His  learning,  probity,  and  wit; 
But  thofe  alone  will  never  do, 
Unlefs  his  patron  have  them  too. 

I'ave  heard  of  times  (pray  God  defend  U»t 
We're  not  fo  good  but  he  can  mend  us) 
When  wicked  minifters  have  trod 
On  king,'  and  people,  law  and  God; 
With  arrogance  they  girt  the  throne. 
And  knew  no  intereft  but  their  own. 
Then  virtue,  from  preferment  barr'd 
Get*  nothing  but  its  own  reward. 
A  gang  of  petty  knaves  attend  'em, 
With  proper  parts  to  recommend  'em. 
Then,  if  his  patron  burn  with  luft. 
The  firft  in  favour's  pimp  the  firfl. 
His  doors  are  never  clo^'d  to  fpieg, 
V\'ho  cheer  his  heart  with  double  lies; 
They  flatter  him,  his  foes  defame. 
So  lull  the  pangs  of  guilt  and  Ihame. 

II  Ichemes  of  lucre  haunt  his  brain, 
Proje&ors  fwell  his  greedy  train  ; 
Vile  broker'^  ply  his  piivate  ear 
With  jobs  of  plunder  for  the  year ; 
All  confciences  muft  bend  and  ply? 
You  muft  vote  on,  and  know  mt  why: 
Through  thick  and  thin  you  muft  go  on ; 
One  fcruple,  and  your  place  is  gone. 

Since  plagues  like  thefe  have  curs'd  a  laid, 
And  tavourites  cannot  always  ftand, 
Good  courtiers  fhould  for  change  be  ready, 
And  no;  have  principles  too  fteady  ; 
For,  (hould  a  knave  engrofs  the  power, 
^^God  fliield  the  realm  from  that  fad  hour  I) 
He  mull  have  r<  gucs  or  flavifti  fools; 
For  what's  a  knave  without  his  tools? 

Wherever  thofe  a  people  drain. 
And  ftrut  wirh  infamy  antl  gain, 
I  envy  not  their  guilt  and  ftate. 
And  fcorn  to  fhare  the  public  hate, 
l.ef  their  ownferviie  creatures  rife. 
By  Icreemng  fraud,  and  ventiog  lies; 
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GiTC  me,  kmd  Heaven,  a  prlrate  ftatlon  *, 

A  mind  ftrene  for  contemplation  : 

Title  and  profit  I  refign  ; 

The  poft  of  honour  (hall  be  mine. 

My  fable  read,  their  merits  view. 

Then  herd  who  will  with  fuch  a  crew. 

In  days  of  yore  (my  cautious  rhymes 
Always  exctpt  the  prefent  times) 
A  greedy  vulture,  flcill'd  in  game, 
Inur'd  to  guilt,  unaw'd  by  Shame, 
Approach'd  the  throne  in  evil  hour, 
And  ftep  by  ftep  intrudes  to  power  ; 
When  at  the  royal  eagle's  ear, 
He  longs  to  eafe  the  monarch's  care. 
The  monarch  grants.      With  pride  elate, 
Behold  him  minifter  of  flate  ! 
Around  him  throng  the  feather'd  rout ; 
Friends  muft  be  ferv'd.  and  f'me  muft  out : 
Each  thinks  his  own  the  beft  pretenfion  ; 
This  alks  a  place,  and  that  a  penfion  ; 

The  nightingale  was  fet  afide, 
A  forward  daw  his  room  fupply'd. 

"  This  bird  (fays  he)  for  bufmefs  fit, 
Hath  both  fagacity  and  wit : 
With  all  his  turns,  and  fliifrs,  and  tricks. 
He's  docile,  and  at  nothing  flicks: 
Then  with  his  neighbours  one  fo  free 
At  all  times  will  connive  at  me." 

The  hawk  had  due  diftindlion  fhown, 
For  parts  and  talents  like  his  own. 
Thoufands  of  hireling  cocks  attend  him. 
As  bluftering  bullies  to  defend  him. 

At  once  the  ravens  were  difcarded, 
And  magpies  wich  their  ports  rewarded. 

Thofe  fowls  of  omen  I  deteft, 
That  pry  into  another's  neft. 
State-lies  muft  lofe  all  good  intent, 
For  they  forefee  and  croak  th   event. 
My  friends  ne'er  think,  but  talk  by  rote, 
Speak  what  they're  taught,  and  fo  to  vote. 

"  When  rogues  like  thefe  (a  fparrovv  cries) 
To  honours  and  employments  rife 
I  court  no  favour,  alk  no  place  ; 
From  fuch  preferment  is  difgrace. 
Within  my  thatch'd  retreat  1  find 
(What  thefc  ne'er  feel)  true  peace  of  mind." 

FABLE    III. 

Tie  Baboon  and  the  Poultry, 
TO  A    LEVEE-HUNTER. 

We  frequently  mifplace  efteem, 

By  judging  men  by  what  they  feem. 

To  birth,  wealth,  power,  we  {bould  allow 

Precedence,  and  our  loweft  bow  : 

In  that  is  due  diftindion  fliovvn  ; 

Efteem  is  virtue's  right  alone. 

With  partial  eye  we're  apt  to  fee 
The  man  of  noble  pedigree  : 
We're  prepofleft  my  lord  inherits. 
In  fome  degree  his  grandfire's  merits ; 

*  — "  When  impious  men  bear  fway, 
'^  The  poll  of  hoAoiir  i»  a  private  jEkation  " 
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For  thnfe  we  find  upon  record, 
But  find  him  nothing  but  my  lord. 
When  we,  with  fuperficial  view. 
Gaze  on  the  rich,  we're  dazzled  too. 
We  know  that  wealth,  well  underftooJ, 
Hath  frequent  power  of  doing  good ; 
Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done. 
As  if  the  power  and  will  were  one. 
Thus  oft  the  cheated  crowd  adore 
The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  them  poor. 

The  cringing  train  of  power  furvey ;  ^ 
What  creatures  are  fo  poor  as  they  1  , 

With  what  obfequioufnefs  they  bend  I 
To  what  vile  adlions  condefcend! 
Their  rife  is  on  their  meannefs  built, 
And  flattery  is  their  fmalleft  guilt. 
What  homage,  reverence,  adoration. 
In  every  age,  in  every  nation, 
Have  fycophants  to  power  addrefs'dl 
No  matter  who  the  power  poflefs'd- 
Let  minifters  be  what  they  will. 
You  find  their  levees  always  fill : 
Ev'n  thofe  who  have  perplex'd  a  ftate, 

Whofe  a<Slions  claim  contempt  and  hate. 

Had  wretches  to  applaud  their  fchemes, 
Though  more  abfurd  than  madmen's  dreams. 

When  barbarous  Moloch  was  invok'd. 
The  blood  of  infjnts  only  fmok'd ! 

But  here  (unlets  all  biftory  lies) 

Whole  realms  have  been  a  facrifice. 

Look  through  all  courts :  'tis  powa*  we  BxA 

The  general  idol  of  mankind; 

There  worftiipp'd  under  every  (hape. 

Alike  the  lion,  fox,  and  ape. 

Are  foUow'd  by  time-fcrving  flaves  ; 

Rich  proftitutes  and  needy  knaves, 
who  then  ftiall  glory  in  his  poft  ? 

How  frail  his  pride,  how  vain  his  boaft  I 

The  followers  of  his  profperous  hour 

Are  as  unftable  as  his  power. 

Power,  by  the  breath  of  Flattery  nurft, 

The  more  jt  fwells  is  nearer  burft ; 

The  bubble  breaks,  the  gewgaw  ends. 

And  in  a  dirty  tear  defcends. 
Once  on  a  time  an  ancient  maid. 

By  wilhcs  and  by  time  decay'd. 

To  cure  the  pangs  of  reftlefs  thought. 

In  bitds  and  beafts  amufement  fought  : 

Dogs,  par  ots,  apes,  her  hours  employ'd; 

With  thefe  alone  ftie  talk'd  and  toy'd. 
A  huge  baboon  her  fancy  took 

(Almoft  a  man  in  fize  and  look) 

He  finger'd  every  thing  he  found. 

And  mimick'd  all  the  fervants  round; 

Then,  too,  his  parts  and  ready  wit 

Show'd  him  for  every  bufincfs  fit. 

With  all  thefe  talents  'twas  but  juft 

That  pi'g  fhould  hold  a  place  of  truft; 

So  to  her  favourite  was  affign'd 
The  charge  of  all  her  feather'd  kind. 

'  Twas  his  to  tend  them  eve  and  morn. 

And  portion  out  their  daily  corn 

Bch  Id  him  now,  with  haughty  ftride, 

Affame  a  miniirerial  pride. 

The  m.  rning  rofe      In  hope  of  picking, 

Sw<U2s,  (uxkeys,  peacocks,  ducks,  and  chicksa, 
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Fowls  of  all  rants  furround  his  hut, 
To  worfhip  his  important  ftrut. 
The  minifter  appears.     The  crowd, 
Kow  here,  now  there,  obfequious  bow'd. 
This  prais'd  his  parts,  and  that  his  face, 
Th'  other  his  dignity  in  place. 
From  bill  to  bill  the  flattery  ran  : 
He  hears  and  bears  it  like  a  man  ; 
For,  when  we  flatter  felf-conceit, 
"We  but  his  fentiments  repeat. 

If  we're  too  fcrupuloufly  juft, 
What  profit's  in  a  place  of  truft  ; 
The  common  praftice  of  the  great 
Is  to  fecure  a  fnug  retreat. 
So  Pug  began  to  turn  his  brain 
fLike  other  folks  in  place)  on  gain. 

An  apple-woman's  ftall  was  nea/, 
"Well  ftock'd  with  fruits  through  all  the  year'l 
Here  every  day  he  cramm'd  his  guts, 
Hence  were  hi»  hordes  of  pears  and  nuts ; 
For  'twas  agreed  (in  way  of  trade) 
>fis  payments  Ihould  in  corn  be  made. 

The  ftock  of  grain  was  quickly  fpent, 
And  no  account  which  way  it  went. 
Then,  too,  the  poultry's  ftarv'd  condition 
Gaus'd  fpecnlations  of  fufpicion. 
Thefafts  were  prov'd  beyond  difputej 
Pug  mnft  refund  his  hordes  of  fruit ; 
And,  though  then  minifter  in  chief, 
"Was  branded  as  a  public  thief. 
Difgrac'd,  defpis'd,  confin'd  to  chains, 
He  nothing  but  his  pride  retains. 

A  goofe  pafs'd  by  ;  he  knew  the  face, 
Seen  every  levee  while  in  place. 

•'  What,  no  refpedt !  no  reverence  (hown '. 
How  faucy  are  thefe  creatures  grown  ! 
Not  two  days  Cnce  (fays  he)  you  bow'd 
The  loweft  of  my  fawning  crowd." 

«  Proud  fool :  (replies  the  goofe)  'tis  trae 
Thy  corn  a  fluttering  levee  drew  ; 
For  that  I  join'd  the  hungry  train. 
And  fold  thee  flattery  for  thy  grain. 
But  then,  as  now,  conceited  ape, 
We  faw  thee  fn  thy  proper  fhape." 

FABLE    IV. 

TLe  Ant  in  OJice. — To  a  frkrid. 

Yoo  tell  me  that  you  apprehend 
My  verfe  may  touchy  folks  offend. 
In  prudence,  too,  you  think  my  rhymes 
Should  never  fquint  at  courtiers  crimes ; 
For  though  nor  this  nor  that  is  meant. 
Can  we  another's  thoughts  prevent  i 

You  aflc  me  if  1  ever  knew 
Court  chaplains  thus  the  lawn  purfue  ? 
1  meddle  not  with  gown  or  lawn  ;^ 
Poets,  1  grant,  to  rife  muft  fawn ; 
'They  know  great  ears  are  over-nice. 
And  never  fliock  their  patron's  vice. 
But  I  this  hackney-path  defpife ; 
' Tis  my  ambition  not  to  rife. 
If  I  muft  proftltute  the  mufe. 
The  bafe  conditions  I  refufe. 

I  neither  flatter  nor  defame, 
Yet  own  1  would  bring  guilt  to  fliamCi 


If  I  corruption's  hand  expofe, 
I  make  corrupted  men  my  foes  ; 
What  then  ?  1  hate  the  paltry  tribe  t 
Be  virtue  mine  ;  be  theirs  the  bribe. 
1  no  man's  property  invade; 
Corruption's  yet  no  lawful  trade. 
Nor  would  it  mighty  ills  produce, 
Could  I  Ihame  bribery  out  of  ufe. 
I  know  'twould  cramp  moft  politician* 
Were  they  ty'd  down  to  theft  condition  ■ 
'  Pwould  ftint  their  power,  their  riches  bPUH^^ 
And  make  their  parts  feem  lefs  profouna. 
Were  they  deny'd  their  proper  tools. 
How  could  they  lead  their  knaves  and  fools  ? 
Were  this  the  c^fe,  let's  take  a  view 
What  dreadful  mifchiefs  would  enfue. 
.  Though  it  might  aggrandize  the  ftate. 
Could  private  luxury  dine  on  plate  ? 
Kings  might  indeed  their  friends  reward. 
But  minifters  find  lefs  regard. 
Informers,  fycophants.and  fpies, 
Would  not  augment  the  year's  fuppliea. 
Perhaps,  too,  take  away  thfs  prop. 
An  annua!  job  or  two  might  drop. 
Befides,  if  penfions  were  deny'd. 
Could  avarice  fupport  its  pride  ? 
It  might  ev'n  minifters  confound. 
And  yet  the  ftate  be  fafe  and  found. 

I  care  not  though  'tis  underftood  ; 
I  only  mean  my  country's  good  : 
And  (let  who  will  my  freedom  blame) 
I  wifh  all  courtiers  did  the  fame. 
Nay,  though  fome  folks  the  lefs  might  get, 
[  wifti  the  nation  out  of  deibt. 
I  put  no  private  man's  ambition 
With  public  good  in  competition  : 
Rather  than  have  our  laws  defjJc'd, 
I'd  vote  a  minsfter  difgrac'd. 

I  ftrike  at  vice,  be't  where  it  will; 
And  what  if  great  folks  take  it  ill  ? 
I  hope  corruption,  bribery,  penfion, 
One  may  with  deteftation  mention  ; 
Think  you  the  law  (let  who  will  take  it) 
Cznfca'idaltMi  magnafum  make  it  ? 
I  vent  no  flander,  owe  no  grudge. 
Nor  of  another's  confcience  judge  : 
At  him  or  him  I  take  no  aim, 
Yet  daec  againft  all  vice  declaim. 
Shall  I  not  cenfure  breach  of  truft, 
Becaufe  knaves  know  theiiifelves  unjuft  ? 
That  fteward,  whofe  account  is  cleari 
Demands  his  honour  may  appear  : 
His  aftions  never  ihiin  the  light ; 
He  is,  and  would  be  prov'd,  upright. 

But  then  you  think  my  Fable  beafs 
Allufion,  ton,  to  ftate  affairs. 

1  grant  it  does :  and  who's  fo  great. 
That  has  the  privilege  to  cheat  ? 
If  then  in  any  future  reign 
(For  minifters  may  thirft  for  gain) 
Corrupted  hands  defraud  the  nation, 
I  bar  no  reader's  application. 

An  ant  there  was,  whofe  forward  pratfi?^ 
Controul'd  all  matter*  in  debate ; 
Whether  he  knew  the  thing  or  noj' 
His  tongue  eternally  would  go  j 
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For  he  had  impudence  at  wiH, 
And  boafted  univerfal  ikill. 
Ambition  was  his  point  in  view : 
Thus  by  degrees  to  power  he  grew. 
Behold  him  now  his  drift  attain  : 
He's  made  chief  trcafurer  of  the  graia. 

But  as  their  ancient  laws  are  juft, 
And  punifli  breach  of  public  truft, 
'Tis  order'd  (left  wrong  application 
Should  ftarve  that  wife  induftrious  nation) 
That  all  acc<^unts  be  ftated  clear, 
Their  ftock,  and  what  defray'd  the  year; 
That  auditors  (hall  thcfe  infpedt, 
And  public  rapine  thus  be  check'd. 
For  this  the  folemn  day  was  fat; 
The  auditors  in  council  met 
The  granary-keeper  rauft  explain. 
And  balance  his  account  of  grain. 
He  brought ;  lince  he  could  not  refufe  them) 
§ome  fcraps  of  paper  to  amufe  them. 

An  honeft  Pifmire,  warm  with_zeal, 
In  juftice  to  the  public  weal, 
Thus  fpoke  :  "  The  nation's  hoard  is  low;    ' 
From  whence  does  this  profufion  flow  f 
I  know  our  annual  funds  amount  ; 
Why  fuch  expence  ?  and  where'sth'  account  ?" 

With  wonted  arrogance  and  pride, 
The  ant  in  office  thus  reply'd. 

"  Confider,  Sir*,  were  fecrets  told. 
How  could  the  beft  fchem'd  projeiSls  hold  ? 
Should  we  ftate  myfteries  difelofe, 
'Twould  lay  us  open  to  our  foes. 
My  duty  and  my  well-known  zeal 
Bid  me  our  prefent  fchemes  conceal : 
But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expence 
^Though  vaft)  was  for  the  fwarm's  defence." 

I'hey  paft  th'  account  as  fair  and  juft, 
And  voted  him  implicit  truft. 

Next  year  again,  the  granary  drain'd, 
He  thus  his  innocence  maintain'd. 

"  I'hink  how  our  prefent  matters  ftand^ 
What  dangers  threat  from  every  hand ; 
What  hofts  of  turkeys  ftroll  for  fpod. 
No  farmer's  wife  hut  hath  her  brood. 
Confider,  when  invafion's  near, 
Intelligence  muft  coft  u?  dear; 
And   in  this  ticklilh  fituation, 
A  fecrct  told  betrays  the  nation  : 
But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expence 
^Though  vaft)  wa*  for  the  fwarm's  defence." 

Again,  without  examination. 
They  thank'd  his  fage  adminiftration. 

The  year  revolves.    Their  treafure,  fpent. 
Again  in  fecret  fervice  went. 
His  honour,  too,  again  was  pledg'd, 
To  fatisfy  the  charge  alleg'd. 

When  thus,  with  panic  fhame  poflefs'd. 
An  auditor  his  friends  addrefs'd. 

*'  What  are  we  .'  minifterial  tools  1 
We  liule  knaves  are  greater  fools. 
At  laft  this  fecret  is  explor'd, 
*Ti3  our  corruption  thins  the  hoard. 
For  every  grain  we  touch'd,  at  leaft 
A  thoufand  his  own  heaps  increas'd. 
Then  for  his  ki&  and  favoUrite  fpies^ 
A  hundred  har^iy  could  fui]lce. 


Thus  foJ"  ^  paltry  fneaking  hriSe, 
We  cheat  ourfelves  and  all  ihe  tribe; 
For  all  the  magazine  contains 
Grows  from  our  annual  toil  and  pains.'' 

They  vote  th'  account  ftiall  be  inlpcSed; 
The  cunning  plunderer  is  detetSled  ; 
The  fraud  is  fentenc'd  ,  and  his  hoard. 
As  due,  to  public  ufe  reftor'd. 

FABLE    V. 

The  Bear  in  a  Boat. — To  a  CoxcemB^ 

That  man  muft  daily  wifer  grow, 
Whofe  fparch  is  bent  himfelf  to  knoW  j 
Impartially  he  weighs  his  fcopc, 
And  on  firm  reafon  founds  his  hope ; 
He  tries  his  ftrength  before  the  race, 
And  never  fecks  his  own  difgrace; 
He  knows  the  compafs,  fail,  and  oar, 
Or  never  launches  from  the  (hore; 
Before  he  builds,  computes  the  coft, 
And  in  no  proud  purfuit  is  loft  : 
He  learns  the  h'-unds  of  human  fenfe, 
And  fafely  walks  within  the  fence. 
Thus,  confcious  of  his  own  dtfedl. 
Are  pride  and  felf-importance  check'd. 

If  then,  felf-knowledge  to  purfue, 
DiretSl  our  life  in  every  view. 
Of  all  the  fools  that  pride  can  boafb, 
A  coxcomb  claims  diftindlion  moft. 

Coxcombs  are  of  all  ranks  and  kind ; 
They're  not  to  fex  or  age  confin'd. 
Or  rich,  or  poer,  or  great,  or  fmall, 
And  vanity  befors  them  all. 
By  ignorance  is  pride  increas'd  : 
Thcfe  moft  afTume,  who  know  the  leaft;. 
Their  own  falfe  balance  gives  them  weighs, 
But  every  other  finds  them  light. 

Not  that  all  coxcombs*  follies  ftrike, 
And  draw  our  ridicule  alike  ; 
To  different  merits  each  pretends ; 
This  in  love  vanity  tranfcends; 
That,  fmitten  with  his  face  and  fliape. 
By  drefs  diftinguiflies  the  ape  ; 
Th'  other  with  learning  crams  his  fhelf, 
Knows  books,  and  all  things  but  himfelf. 

All  thefe  are  fools  of  low  condition, 
Compar'd  with  coxcombs  of  ambition  : 
F'  r  thofc,  puff'd  up  with  flattery,  dare 
AlTume  a  nation's  various  care. 
They  ne'er  the  groffeft  praife  miftruft. 
Their  fycophants  feem  hardly  juft  ; 
For  thefe,  in  part  alone,  atteft 
The  flattery  their  own  thoughts  fuggcft. 
In  this  wide  fpherc  a  coxcomb's  fliown 
In  other  realms  bs-fides  his  own  : 
The  felf-deem'd  Machiavel  at  large 
By  turns  controuls  in  every  charge. 
Docs  commerce  fuffer  in  her  rights? 
'Tis  he  dircAs  the  naval  flights. 
What  failor  dares  difpute  his  fkill  ? 
He'll  be  an  admiral  when  he  will. 

Now,  meddling  in  the  foldier's  trade, 
Troops  muft  be  hir'd.  and  levies  made. 
He  gives  ambaftadors  their  cut, 
irii»  cobbkd  u-eaues  to  renew  ^ 
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And  annual  taxes  mull  fuflSce 
The  current  blunders  to  dii]iuife. 
When  his  crude  fchemes  in  air  are  loft, 
And  millions  fcarce  defray  the  coft, 
His  arrogance  (nought  undifmay'dj 
Trufting  in  felf-fufficient  aid. 
On  other  rocks  mifgi'ides  the  realm,        ' 
And  thinks  a  pilot  at  the  helm. 
He  ne'er  fufpeifts  his  want  of  {kill. 
But  blunders  on  from  ill  to  ill ; 
And,  when  he  fails  of  al!  intent. 
Blames  only  unforefeen  event. 
Left  you  miftake  the  application. 
The  fable  calls  me  to  relation. 

A  bear  of  fhag  and  manners  rpugh. 
At  climbing  trees  expert  enough  ; 
For  dextVoufly,  and  fafe  from  harm, 
Year  after  year  he  robb'd  the  fwarm. 
Thus  thriving  on  induftrious  toil, 
He  glory'd  in  his  pilfer'd  fpoil. 

This  trick  fo  fwelPd  him  with  conceit. 
He  thought  no  enterprize  too  great. 
Alike  in  fciences  and  arts, 
He  boafted  univerfal  parts: 
Pragmatic,  bufy,  buftling,  bold. 
His  arrogance  was  uncontrnul'd  : 
And  thus  he  made  his  party  good. 
And  grew  dilator  of  the  wood. 

The  beafts,  with  admiration,  ftare. 
And  think  him  a  prodigious  bear. 
Were  any  common  booty  got, 
'Twas  his  each  portion  to  allot : 
For  why  ?  he  found  there  might  be  picking, 
Ev'n  in  the  carving  of  a  chicken. 
Intruding  thus,  he  by  degrees 
Claim'd,  too,  the  butcher's  larger  fees. 
And  now  his  over-weening  pride 
In  every  province  will  p^efide. 
No  talk  too  difficult  was  found  : 
His  blundering  nofc  mifieads  the  hound. 
In  ftratagem  and  fubtle  arts 
He  over-rules  the  fox's  parts. 

It  chanc'd  as,  on  a  certain  day. 
Along  the  bank  he  took  his  way, 
A  boar,  with  rudder,  fail,  and  oar. 
At  anchor  floated  near  the  fhore. 
He  ftopt,  and,  turning  to  his  train. 
Thus  pertly  vents  hh  vaunting  ftrain. 

"  What  blundering  puppies  are  mankind, 
In  every  fcience  always  blind  '. 
I  mock  the  pedantry  of  fchoolst 
What  are  their  compaffes  and  rules  ? 
From  me  that  helm  fhiU  condudl  learn. 
And  man  hisigncrance  difccrn." 

So  faying,  with  audacious  pride, 
He  gains  the  boat,  and  climbs  the  fiJe. 
The  beafts,  aftonifh'd,  line  the  ftrand  : 
The  anchor's  weigh'd .  he  drives  from  land  : 
The  flack  fail  fliift^  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
The  boat  untrimm'd  admits  the  tide. 
Borne  down,  adrift,  at  random  toft. 
His  oar  breaks  fliort,  the  rudder's  loft* 
The  bear,  prefuming  in  his  flcill, 
Is  here  and  there  officious  ftill; 
Till,  ftriking  on  the  dangerous  fands, 
Aground  the  fhatter'd  vellel  ftands. 


To  fee  the  bungler  thus  diftreft, 
The  very  fifties  fneer  and  jeft  : 
Ev'n  gudgeons  join  in  ridicule. 
To  mortify  the  meddling  fool. 
The  clamorous  watermen  appear ; 
Threats,  curfes,  oaths,  mfuit  his  ear  : 
Seiz'd,  thrafti'd,  and  chain'd,  he'sdragg'd  to  land; 
Derifion  fliouts  along  the  ftrand. 

FABLE   VI. 

Tie  Squire  and  his  Cur  — 7»  a  country  Gentleman, 

The  man  of  pure  and  fimple  heart 
Through  life  difdains  a  double  part  : 
He  never  needs  the  fcrecn  of  lies, 
His  inward  bofom  to  difguife. 
In  vain  malicious  tongues  aflail ; 
Let  envy  fnarl,  let  flander  rail. 
From  virtue's  ftiield  (fecure  from  woun^) 
Their  blunted  vcnom'd  ftiafts  rebound. 
»So  ftiines  his  light  before  mankind. 
His  a<5lionn  prove  his  honeft  mind, 
[f  in  his  country's  caufe  he  rife. 
Debating  fcnates  to  advife, 
Unbrib'd,  unaw'd,  he  dares  impart 
The  honeft  didlaces  of  his  heart. 
Ni>  mini ;lerial  frown  he  fears, 
But  in  his  virtue  perfeveres. 

But  would  you  play  the  politician, 
Whofe  heart's  averfe  to  intuition, 
Your  lips  at  all  times,  nay,  your  rcafon, 
Muft  be  controul'dby  place  and  feafon. 
What  ftatefman  couM  his  power  fupport. 
Were  lying  tongues  forbid  the  court  ? 
Did  princely  ears  to  truth  attend, 
What  minifter  could  gain  his  end  ? 
How  could  he  raife  his  tools  to  place. 
And  how  his  honeft  foes  dtfgrace  i 

That  politician  tops  his  part. 
Who  readily  can  lie  with  art : 
The  man's  proficient  in  his  trade ; 
His  power  is  ftrong,  his  fortune's  made. 
By  that  the  intereft  of  the  throne 
Is  made  fi'.blervient  to  his  own  : 
By  that,  have  kmgs  of  old,  deluded, 
All  their  own  friends  for  his  excluded  : 
By  that,  his  felfifli  fchemes  purfuing, 
He  thrives  upon  the  public  ruin. 

Antiochus  *,  with  hardy  pace, 
Pr^.vok'd  the  dangers  of  the  chafe ;      ^ 
And,  loft  from  all  his  menial  train, 
Fravers'd  the  wood  and  pathlefs  plain. 
A  couagelodg'd  the  royal  gueft; 
The  Parthian  clown  brought  forth  his  beft. 
The  kmg  unknown  hisfcaft  enjoy'd. 
And  various  chat  the  hours  employ'd. 
From  wine  what  fudden  friendfhip  fprings ! 
Frankly  they  talk'd  of  courts  and  kings. 

"   We  countryfolks  (the  clown  replies) 
Could  ope  our  gracious  monarch's  eyes. 
The  king,  ^as  all  our  neighbours  fay) 
Might  he  ^God  blefs  him  !)  have  his  way, 
Is  found  at  heart,  and  means  our  good, 
And  he  would  do  it  if  he  could. 

*  Flutarcb»  7 


F    A 


If  truth  la  courts  v/ere  not  forbid, 
Nor  kings  nor  fubje(5ls  would  be  rid. 
Were  he  in  power,  we  need  not  doubt  him  ; 
But,  that  transfen-'d  to  thofe  about  him. 
On  them  he  throws  the  regal  cares; 
And  what  mind  *tiey  ?  Their  own  affairs. 
If  fuch  rapacious  hands  he  truft, 
The  beft  of  men  may  feem  unjufc. 
From  kings  to  coblers  'tis  the  fame ; 
Bad  fervants  wound  their  mafter's  fame. 
In  this  our  neighbours  all  agree  : 
Would  the  king  knew  as  much  as  we  ?" 
Here  he  flopt  fhort.     Rcpofe  they  f(  ught, 
The  peafant  flept,  the  monarch  thought. 

The  courtiers  learn'd  at  early  Qawn, 
Where  their  lofl  fovereign  was  withdrawn. 
The  guards'  approach  our  hoft  alarms; 
With  gaudy  costs  the  cottage  fvvarras. 
The  crown  and  purple  robes  they  bring, 
And  proftrate  fall  before  the  king. 
The  clown  was  cali'd  ;  the  royal  gueft 
By  due  rev/ard  his  thanks  expreft. 
The  king  then,  turning  to  the  crowd. 
Who  fawningly  before  him  bow'd. 
Thus  fpoke.     "  Since,  bent  on  private  gain. 
Your  counfels  firft  mifled  my  reign, 
Taught  and  inform'd  by  you  alone. 

No  truth  the  royal  ear  hath  known, 
Till  here  convcrfing  :  hence,  ye  crew ; 

For  now  I  know  myfelf  and  you." 
Whene'er  the  royal  ear's  engroft, 

State  lies  but  little  genius  cod. 
The  favourite  then  fecurely  robs, 

And  gleans  a  nation  by  his  jobs. 

Franker  and  bolder  grown  in  ill. 

He  daily  poifons  dares  inftii ; 

And,  as  his  prefent  views  fuggeft. 

Inflames  and  fooths  the  royal  breaft. 

Thus  wicked  minifters  opprefs. 

When  oft  the  m'onarch  means  redrefs. 
Would  kings  their  private  fubjedls  hear, 

A  minifter  niuft  talk  with  fear; 

If  honefly  oppos'd  his  views, 

He  dar'd  not  innocence  accufe  ; 

'  Twould  keep  him  in  fuch  narrow  bound, 

He  could  not  right  and  wrong  confound. 

Happy  were  kings,  could  they  difclofe 

Their  real  friends  and  real  fees ! 

Were  both  themfelves  and  fubjeifls  known, 

A  monarch's  will  might  be  his  own. 

Had  he  the  ufe  of  ears  and  eyes. 

Knaves  would  no  more  be  counted  wife. 

But  tlien  a  minifter  might  lofe 

(Hard  caft*!)  his  own  ambitious  views. 

When  fuch  as  thefe  have  vex'd  a  ftate, 

Purfued  by  univerfal  hate, 

Their  falfe  fnpport  at  once  hath  fail'd, 

And  perfevering  truth  prevail'd. 

Expos'd,  their  train  of  fraud  is  feen  ; 

Truth  will  at  laft  remove  the  fcreen. 
A  country  Iquire,  by  whim  diredcd. 

The  true  {launch  dogs  of  chafe  negleded. 

Beneath  his  board  no  hound  was  fed  : 

His  hand  ne'er  flroak'd  the  fpaniel's  head. 

A  fnappifli  cur,  alone  careft. 

By  lies  had  banifh'd  all  the  reft.  • 
Vot.YlU. 
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Yap  had  his  ear  ;  and  defamation 
Gave  him  full  fcope  of  cunverfation. 
Hii  fycophanis  muft  be  preferr'd; 
Room  muft  be  made  for  all  his  herd  : 
Wherefore,  to  bring  his  fchemcs  about. 
Old  faithful  fervants  a^l  muft  out. 
The  cur  on  every  creature  fle\* 
(As  other  great  men's<puppies  do) 
Unlefs  due  court  to  him  were  fhown, 
And  both  their  face  and  biifinefs  known  : 
No  honeil  tongue  an  audience  found ; 
He  worritd  all  the  tenants  round ; 
For  why  ?  he  liv'd  in  conftant  fear. 
Left  truth  by  chance  (hould  interfere. 
If  any  ftranger  dar'd  intrude. 
The  noify  cur  hi?  heels  purfued. 
Now  fierce  with  rage,  now  flruck  with  dread, 
At  once  he  fnarl'd,  bit,  and  fled. 
Aloof  he  bays,  with  briftling  hair. 
And  thus  in  fccret  growls  his  fear  : 
"   Who  knows  but  truth,  in  this  difguife, 
May  fruftrate  my  beft-guarded  lies  ? 
Should  (he  (thus  mafk'd)  admittance  find, 
That  very  hour  my  ruin's  fign'd." 

Now,  in  his  howl's  continued  found, 
Their  words  were  loft,  the  voice  was  drown'<i> 
Ever  in  awe  of  honeft  tongues, 
Thus  every  day  he  ftrain'd  his  langs. 

It  happen'd,  in  ill-omen'd  hour. 
That  Yap,  unmindful  of  his  power, 
Forfook  his  poft,  to  love  inclin'd  ; 
A  favourite  bitch  was  in  the  wind. 
By  her  feduc'd  in  amorous  play, 
They  friik'd  the  joyous  hours  awiy. 
Thus  by  untimely  love  purfuing. 
Like  Antony  he  fought  his  ruin. 

For  now  the  fquire,  unvex'd  with  noifcj 
An  honeft  neighbour's  chat  enjoys. 
"  Be  free,  (fays  he;)  your  mind  impart ;] 
I  love  a  friendly  open  heart. 
Methinks  my  tenants  (bun  my  gate  ; 
Why  fuch  a  ftranger  grown  of  late  ? 
Pray  tell  me  what  offence  they  find  : 
'  I'is  plain  they're  not  fo  well  inclin'd." 

"  Turn  off  your  cur  (the  farmer  cries)- 
Who  feeds  your  ear  with  daily  lies. 
His  fnar ling  infolence  offends;       ^ 
'Tis  he  that  keep«  you  from  your  friends. 
Were  but  that  faucy  puppy  checkt. 
You'd  find  again  the  fame  refpeft. 
Hear  only  him,  he'll  fwear  it  too, 
That  all  our  hatred  is  to  you. 
But  learn  from  us  your  true  eftate; 
*  ris  that  curs'd  cur  alone  we  hate." 

The  fquire  heard  truth.     Now  Yap  ri;fh'd  inj 
The  wide  hall  echoes  with  his  din ; 
Yet  truth  prevail'd;  and,  with  difgrace, 
The  dog  was  cudgel'd  out  of  place. 

FABLE    Vir. 
7'ie  Ctuntryman  and  JupiUr, 

TO  MTSELI. 

Have  you  a  friend  (loot  round  and  fpy) 
So  foftd,  fo  prepoffefs'd  as  I  f 
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Ynur  faults,  fo  obvious  to  tnankind, 
]VIy  partial  eyes  could  never  find. 
When  by  the  breath  of  fortune  blown. 
Your  airy  caftles  were  o'erthrown, 
Have  I  been  ever  prone  to  blame, 
Or  mortify'd  your  hours  with  fliame  ? 
Was  'i  e'er  known  to  damp  your  fpirit, 
Or  twit  you  with  the  want  of  merit  ? 

*Tis  not  fo  flrange  that  fortune's  frown 
Still  perfeveres  to  keep  you  down, 
JLook  round,  and  fee  what  others  do. 
"Would  you  he  rich  and  honeft  too  ? 
Have  you  (like  thofe  flie  rais'd  to  place) 
Been  opportunely  mean  and  bafe  .' 
Have  you  (as  times  requir'd)  refign'd 
Truth,  honour,  virtue,  peace  of  mind? 
H  thefe  are  fcruples,  give  her  o'er  ; 
Write  pradtife  morals,  and  be  poor. 

The  gifts  of  fortune  truly  rate, 
Then  tell  me  what  would  mend  your  ftate. 
If  happinefs  on  wealth  were  built, 
Rich  rogues  might  comfort  find  in  guilt. 
.As  grows  the  mifcr's  hoarded  (lore, 
His  fears,  his  wan's,  increafe  the  more. 

Think,  Gay,  ^what  ne'er  may  be  the  cafe) 
Should  fortune  take  you  into  grace. 
Would  that  your  happinefs  augment  ? 
What  can  ihe  give  beyond  content  ? 

Suppofe  yourfelf  a  wealthy  heir. 
With  a  vaft  annual  income  clear  1 
In  all  the  .:ffluence  you  poffefs, 
You  might  not  feel  one  care  the  lefs. 
Might  you  not  then  (like  others)  find 
With  change  of  fortune  change  of  mind  ; 
Perhaps,  profufe  beyond  all  rule. 
You  might  dart  out  a  glaring  fool ; 
Your  luxury  might  break  all  bounds  : 
Plate,  table,  horfes,  ftewards,  hounds. 
Might  fwell  your  debts  :  then,  lult  of  play 
No  regal  income  can  defray. 
Sunk  is  all  credit,  writs  affail, 
JinA  doom  your  future  life  to  jail. 

Or,  were  you  dignify'd  with  power, 
Would  that  avert  one  pcnfive  hour  ? 
You  might  give  avarice  it?  fwing. 
Defraud  a  natit^n,  blind  a  king: 
1  hen,  from  the  hireling'  in  your  caufe 
Though  daily  fed  with  falfe  applaufe, 
Coud  it  a  real  joy  impart  ? 
Great  guilt  knew  never  joy  at  heart. 

I.s  hapfiiiicls  )'Our  point  in  view  i 
(I  mean  th'  intrii'fic  and  the  true) 
She  nor  in  camp>  or  courts  refides, 
IJ.  r  in  the  numbie  c  ttage  hides; 
Y  t  four.d  alike  in  every  I'pbere; 
Wh'-  finds  content  will  find  her  there. 

O'erlpcnt  with  toi],  beneath  the  fhade, 
A  peafanr  refled  on  his  fpade. 

"  Good  gods :  (he  cries,)  'tis  hard  to  bear 
This  loafJ  of  life  from  year  to  year  ! 
Soon  as  cnt  mor.iing  ftreaksthe  Ikies, 
Induftrifius  labour  Sids  nit  rift . 
With  fwcat  I  earn  my  hcmt-ly  fare, 
And  every  day  renf:ws  my  care  " 

Jcve  hi-ard  the  diicontenft-d  flrain. 
And  thus  rcbuk'd  the  murmuring  fwain. 
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I      "  Speak  out  year  wants,  then,  honeft  tt'icni\ 
I  Unjuft  complaints  the  gods  offend. 
If  you  repine  at  partial  fate, 
In(lru<5  me  what  could  mend  your  ftate. 
Mankind  in  every  flation  fee. 
What  wifh  you  ?  tell  me  what  you'd  be." 

So  faid,  upborne  upon  a  cloud, 
The  clown  furvey'd  the  anxious  crowd. 

"  Yon'  face  of  care,  (fays  Jove,)  behold,' 
His  bulky  bags  are  fiU'd  with  gold. 
See  with  what  joy  he  counts  it  o'er  I 
That  fum  to-day  hath  fwell'd  his  ftore." 
"   Were  I  that  man,  (the  peafant  cry'd) 
What  bleffing  could  1  aflc  befide  ?" 

"  Hold,  (fays  the  god  ;)  firft  learn  to  know 
True  happinefs  from  outward  {how. 
This  optic  glafs  of  intuition — 
Here,  take  it,  view  his  true  condition." 

He  look'd,  and  faw  the  mifer's  breaft 
A  troubled  ocean,  ne'er  at  rCft;  ^ 

Want  ever  flares  him  in  the  face. 
And  fear  anticipates  difgrace  : 
With  confcious  guilt  he  faw  him  ftart ; 
Extortion  gnaw.e  his  throbbing  heart; 
And  never,  or  in  thought  or  dream, 
His  breaft  admits  one  happy  gleam. 

"  May  Jove,  (he  cries,)  rejedt  my  prayer^ 
And  guard  my  life  from  guilt  and  care  1 
My  foul  abhors  that  wretch's  fate. 

0  keep  me  in  my  humble  ftate  ! 
But  fee,  amidft  a  gawdy  crowd. 
Yon'  minifter  fo  gay  and  proud ; 
On  him  what  happinefs  attends. 
Who  thus  rewards  his  grateful  friends!' 

"  Firft  take  the  glafs,  (the  god  replies ;) 
Man  views  the  world  with  partial  eyes." 

"  Good  gods  1  (exclaims  the  ftartled  wight,) 
Defend  me  from  this  hideous  fight  S 
Corruption  with  corrofive  fmart 
Lies  cankering  on  his  guilty  heart : 

1  fee  him  with  polluted  hand 
Spread  the  contagion  o'er  the  land. 
Now  avarice  with  infatiate  jaws, 
Now  rapine  with  her  harpy  claws. 
His  bofom  tears.     His  confcious  breaft 
Groans  with  a  load  of  crimes  opprcft. 
See  him,  mad  and  drunk  with  power. 
Stand  tottering  on  ambition's  tower. 
Soinetimes,  in  fpeechcs  vain  and  proud, 
H  s  boafts  infult  the  nether  crowd  ; 
N'.w,  feiz'd  with  giddinef*  and  fear. 
He  trembles  left  his  fall  is  near." 

*'  Was  ever  wretch  like  this  !  (he  cries  ;) 
Such  mifery  in  fuch  difguife  1 
The  change,  O  Jove  !   Idifavow; 
Stii!  be  my  lot  the  fpade  and  plough." 

He  next,  confirni'd  by  fpeculation, 
Rcjedts  the  lawyer's  occupation; 
For  he  the  ftatefman  feem'd  in  part, 
And  bore  limilitiide  of  heart. 
Nor  did  the  foldier's  trade  inflame 
His  hopes  with  thirft  of  fpoil  and  fame, 
f'he  mifcries  of  war  he  mourn'd  ;  • 
W;,ole  nations  into  liefcrts  turn'd. 

"  By  thcfc  have  laws  and  rights  been  brav'dj 
By  thelc  was  free-born  man  enilav'd  : 
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ViThen  blttlts  and  invafion  ceafc, 
"Why  fwarni  they  in  the  lands  of  peace  i 
Such  change  (fays  he)  may  I  decline  ; 
The  fcythe  and  civil  arms  be  mine  !" 

Thus,  weighing  life  in  each  condition. 
The  clown  withdrew  his  rafll  petition. 

When  thus  the  god ;  "  How  mortals  etir  I 
If  you  true  happinefs  prefer, 
'Tis  to  no  rank  of  life  confin'd, 
But  dwells  in  every  honeft  mind. 
Be  jufticc,  then,  your  fole  purfuit : 
Plant  virtue,  and  content's  the  fruit." 

So  Jove,  to  gratify  the  clown, 
}iVhere  firft  he  found  him,  fet  him  down. 

FABLE     Vllf. 

H'ie  Man,  the  Cat,  the  Dog,  and  the  Fljj.. 

TO   MT   NATIV£  COUNTRY. 

Hail,  happy  land  I  whbfe  fertile  grounds 
The  liquid  fence  of  Neptune  bounds; 
By  bounteous  nature  fet  apart, 
The  feat  of  induftry  and  art ! 
O  Britairi  I   chofen  port  of  trade, 
May  luxury  ne'er  rhy  fons  invade  ! 
May  never  minifter  (intent 
His  private  treafures  to  augment) 
Corrupt  thy  ftate  !  If  jealous  foes 
Thy  rights  of  commerce  dare  oppofe, 
Shall  not  thy  fleets  their  rapine  awe  ? 
"Who  is't  prefcribcs  the  ocean  law  ? 

Whenever  neighbouring  {tates  contendi 
'Tis  thine  to  be  the  general  friend. 
What  is't  who  rules  in  other  lands  ? 
On  trade  alone  thy  glory  ftands ; 
That  benefit  is  unconfin'd, 
Diffufing  good  among  mankind  : 
That  firft  gave  luftre  to  thy  reignsj 
And  fcatter'd  plenty  o'er  thy  plains: 
*Tis  that  alone  thy  wealth  fupplies. 
And  draws  all  Europe's  envious  eyeS. 
Be  commerce,  then,  thy  fole  defign  ; 
Keep  that,  and  all  the  world  is  thine. 

When  naval  traffic  ploughs  the  main. 
Who  (hares  not  in  the  merchant's  gain  ? 
Tis  that  fupports  the  regal  ftate. 
And  makes  the  farmer's  heart  elate  : 
The  numerous  flocks  that  clothe  the  land 
Can  fcarce  fupply  the  loom's  demand  j 
Prolific  culture  glads  the  fields; 
And  the  bare  heath  a  harvefl:  yields. 

Nature  expeds  mankind  Ihould  ihard 
The  duties  ef  the  public  care. 
Who's  born  for  floth  ?  *  I'o  fome  we  find 
The  ploughfliare's  annual  toil  aflign'd : 
Some  at  the  founding  anvil  glow  ; 
Some  the  fwift-fliding  fhuttle  throw  ; 
Borne,  fludious  of  the  wind  and  tide. 
From  pole  to  pole  our  commerce  guide  : 
Some  (taught  by  induftry)  impart 
With  hands  and  feet  the  works  of  art  ; 
While  fome,  of  genius  more  refin'd. 
With  head  and  tongue  aflift  mankindi 
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Each,  aiming  at  one  common  end. 
Proves  to  the  whole  a  needful  friend. 
,    Thus,  born  each  other's  ufelul  aid, 
By  turns  are  obligations  paid. 

The  monarch,  when  his  table's  fpread, 
Is  to  the  clown  oblig'd  for  bread  ; 
And,  when  in  all  his  glory  dreft, 
Owes  to  the  loom  his  royal  vcft. 
Do  not  the  mafon's  toil  and  care 
Frote>5l  him  from  th'  inclement  air? 
Does  not  the  cutler's  art  fupply 
The  ornament  that  guards  his  thigh  r 
All  thefe,  in  dufy  to  the  throne. 
Their  common  obligations  own. 
'Tis  he  (his  own  and  people's  caufe) 
Protetfts  their  properties  and  laws. 
Thus  they  their  honeft  toil  employ, 
And  with  content  the  fruits  enjoy. 
In  every  rank,  or  great  or  fmall, 
'Tis  induftry  fupports  us  all. 

The  animals,  by  want  opprefs'd, 
To  man  their  iervices  addrels'd  : 
While  each  purfu'd  their  felnfh  good. 
They  hunger'd  for  precarious  food  : 
Their  hours  with  anxious  cares  were  vext; 
One  day  they  fed.  and  ftarv'd  the  next : 
■J'hey  law  that  plenty,  fure  and  rife. 
Was  found  alone  in  focial  life ; 
That  mutual  induftry  profefs'd, 
The  various  wants  of  man  redrefs'd. 

The  cat,  half  famifti'd,  lean  and  weak, 
Demands  the  privilege  to  fpeak. 

"    Well,  pufs,  (fays  man)  and  what  can  yoU 
To  benefit  the  public  do  ?" 

The  cat  replies,  "  Thefe  teeth,  thefe  claws, 
With  vigilance  (hall  ferve  the  caufe. 
The  moufe  deftroy'd  by  my  purfuit. 
No  longer  (hall  your  feafts  pollute  ; 
Nor  rats,  from  nightly  amhufcade. 
With  wafteful  teeth  your  ftores  invade." 

"  I  grant,  fays  man,  to  general  ufc 
Your  parts  and  talents  may  conduce  ; 
For  rats  and  mice  purloin  our  grain. 
And  threfhers  whirl  the  flail  in  vain : 
Thus  (hall  the  cat,  a  foe  to  fpoil, 
Protcdt  the  farmer's  honeft  toil." 

Theh  turning  to  the  dog,  he  cry'd, 
"   Well,  fir,  be  next  your  merits  try'd.' 

"  Sir,  (fays  the  do|^.)  by  felf-apphuffe 
We  feem  to  own  a  friendlefs  caufe. 
Afk  thofe  who  know  me,  if  diftruft 
E'er  found  me  treacherous  or  unjuft  ? 
Did  I  e'er  faith  or  friendfhip  break  ? 
Afk  all  thofe  creatures;   let  them  fpeak. 
My  vigilance  and  trufty  zeal  - 
Perhaps  might  ferve  the  public  weal. 
Might  not  your  flocks  in  fafety  feed, 
Were  I  to  guard  the  fleecy  breed  ? 
Did  I  the  nightly  watches  keep. 
Could  thieves  invade  you  while  you  fleep? 

The  man  replies.  "  'Tis  juft  and  right  3 
Rewards  fuch  fervice  (hould  requite. 
So  rare,  in  property,  we  find 
Truft  uncorrupt  among  mankind. 
That,  taken  in  a  public  vitw. 
The  firft  diftindion  is  your  due. 
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Such  merits  all  reward  tranfcend  : 
Be  then  my  comrade  and  my  friend." 

Addrefling  now  the  fly  :  "  From  you 
VTiat  public  fervice  can  accrue  ?" 
"  From  me  !   (the  fluttering  infe<fl  faid) 
I  thought  you  knew  me  better  bred. 
Sir,  I'm  a  gentleman.     Is't  fit 
That  I  to  indufiry  fubmit  ? 
Let  mean  mechanics,  to  be  fed, 
By  bufinWs  earn  ignoble  bread; 
Lofl  in  escefs  of  daily  joys, 
No  thought,  no  care,  my  life  annoys. 
At  noon  (the  lady's  matin  hour)  '  ^ 

I  fip  the  tea's  delicious  flower. 
On  cates  luxurioufly  1  dine, 
And  drink  the  fragrance  of  the  vine. 
Studious  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
Myfelf  alone  I  feck  to  p'eafe." 

The  man  his  pert  conceit  derides," 
And  thus  the  ufekfs  coxcomb  chides  ; 

"   Hence,  from  that  peach,  that  downy  feat ; 
No  idle  fool  deferves  to  eat. 
Could  you  have  fapp'd  the  blufhing  rind, 
And  on  that  pulp  ambrofial  din'd  ; 
Had  not  fome  hand,  with  fkill  and  toil, 
To  raife  the  tree,  prepa''d  the  foil  ? 
Confider,  fot,  what  would  enfue, 
Were  sll  fuch  worthlefs  things  as  you. 
You'd  foon  beforc'd  (by  hunger  flung) 
To  make  your  dirty  meals  on  dung, 
On  which  fuch  defpicable  need, 
Unpitied,  is  reduc'd  to  feed. 
Befides,  vain  lelfifti  infe(3:,  learn, 
(If  you  can  right  and  wrong  difcern) 
That  he  who,  with  induftrious  zeal, 
Contributes  to  the  public  weal, 
By  adding  to  the  common  good. 
His  own  hath  rightly  underflood." 

So  faying,  with  a  fudden  blow 
He  laid  the  noxious  vagrant  low. 
Crufli'd  in  his  luxury  and  pride. 
The  fpungcr  on  the  public  dy'd. 

FABLE     IX.. 

Til  yackall.  Leopard,  and  other  Beaf.s. 

TO  A   MODERN   POLITICIAN. 

1  GRANT  corruption  fways  mankind; 
That  interefi,  too,  perverts  the  mind  ; 
That  bribes  have  blinded  common  j'enf?, 
Foil'd  reafon,  truth,  and  eloquence  : 
I  grant  you,  too,  our  prefent  crimes 
Can  equal  thofc  of  former  times. 
Againft  plain  fads  fhall  I  engage, 
To  vindicate  our  righteous  age  ? 
I  k-J  jw  that  in  a  modern  fift 
Brii)es  in  full  energy  fubGft. 
Since,  tlien,  thefe  arguments  prevail, 
And  itchi  g  palms  are  fVill  fo  frail. 
Hence  politicians,  you  fuggeft, 
.Should  drive  tlic  nakil  that  goes  the  be/l ; 
That  it  fliows  parts  and  penetration. 
To  piy  men  with  the  right  temptation. 

To  this  I  humbly  muft  dilTent, 
Premifng  no  reflexion's  meant. 


Does  juftice  or  the  client's  fenfe 
Teach  lawyers  either  fide's  defence  ? 
The  fee  gives  eloquence  and  fpirit; 
That  only  is  the  client's  merit. 
Does  art,  wit,  wifdom,  or  addrefa. 
Obtain  the  proftitute's  carefs?. 
The  guinea  (as  in  other  trades) 
From  every  hand  alike  perfnades. 
Man,  fcrlpture  fays,  is  prone  to  evil ; 
But  decs  that  vindicate  the  devil  ' 
Befides,  the  more  mankind  are  prone, 
I  he  lefsthe  devil's  parts  are  fhowB. 
Corruption's  not  of  modern  date  ; 
It  hath  been  try'd  in  every  flate  ; 
Great  knaves  of  old  their  power  have  fenc'd; 
By  places,  penfions.  bribes  difpens'd  ; 
By  t.hefe  they  ylory'd  in  fuccefs> 
And  impudently  dar'd  opprefs; 
By  thefs  defpoticly  they  Iway'd, 
And  flaves  extoU'd  the  hand  that  pay'd  ; 
Nor  parts  nor  genius  were  employ'd, 
By  thefe  alone  were  realms  deftroy'd. 

Now  fee  thefe  wretches  in  difgracc, 
Stript  of  their  treafures,  power,  and  place  ^ 
View  them  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
Expos'd  to  fuch  reproach  and  fcorn. 
What  now  is  all  your  pride,  your  boaft  ? 
Where  are  your  flaves,  your  flattering  hoft  I 
What  tongue?  now  feed  you  with  applaufe  I 
Where  are  the  champions  of  your  caufe  ? 
Now  ev'n  that  very  fawning  train. 
Which  fti.ar'd  the  gleanings  of  your  gain, 
Prefs  foremoft  who  fhall  firft  accufe 
Your  fe'fifh  jobs,  your  paltry  views, 
Your  narrow  fchemes,  your  breach  of  trufi. 
And  want  of  talents  to  be  jull. 

What  fools  were  thefe  amidfl  their  power  ? 
How  tlioughtlefs  of  their  adverfe  hour  ! 
What  friends  were  made  ?  A  hireling  herd, 
For  temporary  votes  preferr'd. 
Was  it  thefe  fycophants  to  get. 
Your  bounty  fweJl'd  a  nation's  debt  ? 
Y;iu're  bit  :  for  thefe,  like  Swifs,  attend; 
No  longer  pay,  no  lonjer  friend. 

The  lion  is  (boyonJ  difpute) 
Allow'd  the  raoft  majeftic  brute; 
His  valour  and  his  generous  mind 
Prove  hini  fuperior  of  his  kind  : 
Yet  to  jackalls  (as  'tis  averr'd) 
Some  lions  have  their  power  transferr'd ; 
As  if  the  parts  of  pimps  and  fpies 
To  govern  forefts  could  fuffice. 

Once,  ftudious  of  his  private  good, 
A  proud  jackall  optrefs'd  the  wood  ; 
To  cram  his  own  inlatiat»  jaws, 
Invaded  property  and  laws. 
The  forefl  groans  with  difcontent, 
Frefli  wrongs  the  general  hate  foment. 
The  fpreading  murmurs  reach'd  his  ear ; 
His  fccrct  hours  were  vex'd  with  fear. 
Night  after  night  he  weighs  the  cafe. 
And  feels  the  terrors  of  difgrace. 

"  By  friends  (fays  he)  I'll  guard  my  feat. 
By  thofe  malicious  tongues  defeat ; 

I  I'll  ftrcngthcn  power  by  new  allies, 
And  all  my  clamorous  foes  defpife," 
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To  make  the  generous  beads  his  friends, 
He  crinfjes,  fawns,  andcondefc^nds  ; 
But  thofe  repuls'd  his  abjed  court, 
And  fcorn'd  oppreflion  to  fuppoit, 
Friends  niuft  be  had.     He  can't  fubfift. 
Bribes  (hall  new  profelytes  inlift  : 
But  thefe  nought  weigh'd  ui  honeft  paws; 
For  bribes  confefs  a  wicked  caufe  ; 
Yet  think  not  every  paw  withftands 
What  hath  prevail'd  in  human  hands. 

A  temptiPij:  turnip's  filver  flcin 
Drew  a  bafe  hog  through  thick  and  thin  : 
Bought  with  a  flag's  delicious  haunch, 
The  nitrcenary  wolf  was  ftaunch  : 
The  convert  fox  i2;rew  warm  and  hearty, 
A  pullet  gain'd  him  to  the  party  : 
The  golden-pippin  in  his  fill, 
A  chattering  monkey  join'd  the  lift. 

But  foon  expos'd  to  public  hate. 
The  favourite's  fall  redrefs  the  ftate. 
The  leopard,  vindicating  right, 

Had  brouj^ht  his  fecret  frauds  to  light.    . 

As  rats,  before  the  manfion  falls, 

Defert  late  hofpitable  walls, 

In  flioals  the  fervile  creatures  run,    • 

To  bow  before  the  rifing  fun. 

The  hog  with  warmth  exprefs'd  his  zeal. 

And  was  for  hanging  thofe  that  fleal ; 

But  hop'd  though  low,  the  public  hoaid 

Might  half  a  turnip  ftill  afford. 

Since  faving  meafures  were  profeft, 

A  lamb's  head  was  the  wolf's  requeft. 

The  fox  fubmittecf,  if  to  touch 

A  gofling  would  be  deem'd  too  much. 

The  monkey  thought  his  grin  arid  chatter 

Might  afk  a  nut,  or  fome  fuch  matter. 

"  Ye  hirelings !  hence  :  (the  leopard  cries) 

Your  veoal  confcience  I  defpife. 

He,  who  the  public  good  intends, 

Bv  bribes  needs  never  purchafe  friends. 

Who  atils  this  jufi,  this  honeft  part. 

Is  propt  by  every  honeft  heart. 

Corruption  now  too  late  has  fhow'd. 

That  bribes  are  always  ill-beftow'd ; 
By  you  your  bubbled  mafier's  taught, 

Tirae-ferving  tools,  not  friends,  are  bought." 

FABLE     X. 

The  degenerate  Bees. 
TO  TEE  REV.  DR.  SWIFT,  DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICK'S. 

Though  courts  the  praclife  difallow, 

A  friend  at  all  times  I'll  avow. 

In  politics  I  know  'tis  wrong  ; 

A  frieudftiip  may  be  kept  too  long ; 

And  what  they  call  the  prudent  part, 

Is  to  wear  intereft  next  the  heart. 

As  the  times  take  a  different  face. 

Old  friendlhips  ftiould  to  new  give  place. 

I  know,  too,  you  have  many  foes, 
That  owning  you  is  Iharing  thofe  ; 
That  every  knave  in  every  ftation, 
Of  high  and  low  denomination. 
For  what  you  fpeak,  and  what  you  write, 
Drsad  you  at  oncCj  and  bear  you  ff  ite. 


Such  freedoms  in  your  works  are  Ihown, 
They  can't  enjoy  what'.-^  Jiot  their  own. 
All  dunces,  too,  in  churcii  aid  ftate. 
In  frothy  nonlenfe  ftiow  their  hate  \ 
With  all  the  petty  fcribbling  crew 
(And  thofe  pert  fots  are  not  a  few), 
'Gainft  you  and  Pope  their  envy  fpurt, 
The  book'fellers  aU.ne  are  hurt 

Good  Gods  :  by  what  a  powerful  race 
(For  blockheads  may  have  power  and  place) 
Are  fcandals  raib'd,  and  libels  writ  ! 
To  prove  your  honefty  and  wit  '. 
Think  with  yourfclf :   thofe  worthy  men. 
You  know,  have  fuffered  by  your  pen. 
From  them  you've  nothing  but  your  due. 
From  hence,  'tis  plain,  your  friends  are  few. 
Except  myfelf,  1  know  of  none, 
Befides  the  wife  and  good  alone, 
fofet  the  cafe  in  fairer  light. 
My  fable  Ihall  the  reft  recite, 
Which  (though  unlike  our  prefcnt  ftate) 
I  for  the  moral's  fake  relate. 

A  bee  of  cunning,  not  of  parts, 
Luxurious,  negligent  of  arts. 
Rapacious  arrogant,  and  vain. 
Greedy  of  power,  but  more  of  gain, 
Corruption  fow'd  throughout  the  hive : 
By  petty  rogues  the  great  ones  thrive. 

As  power  and  wealth  his  views  fupply'd, 
'Twas  feen  in  overbearing  pride. 
With  him  loud  impudence  had  merit; 
The  bee  of  confcience  wanted  fpirit ; 
And  thofe  who  f  dlow'd  honour's  rules 
Were  laugh'd  to  fcorn  for  fqueamifti  fools. 
Wealth  claim'd  diftinftion,  favour,  gr^ce, 
And  poverty  alone  was  bafe. 
He  treated  induftry  with  flight, 
U.'ilcfshe  found  his  profit  by't. 
Rights,  laws,  and  liberties,  give  way. 
To  bring  his  felfifn  fchemes  in  play. 
The  fwarm  forgot  the  common  toil. 
To  {hare  the  gleanings  of  his  fpoil. 

While  vulgar  fouls,  of  narrow  parts, 
Wafte  lil'c  in  low  mechanic  arts. 
Let  us  (fays  he)  to  genius  born. 
The  drudgery  of  our  fathers  fcorn. 
The  wafp  and  drone,  you  muft  agree. 
Live  with  more  elegance  than  we. 
Like  gentlemen  they  fport  and  play  ; 
No  bufm^fs  interrupts  the  day  :, 
Their  hsurs  to  luxury  they  give,_ 
And  nobly  on  their  neighbours  live. 
A  ftubborn  bee,  among  the  fwarm. 
With  honeft  indignation  warm. 
Thus  horn  his  cell  with  zeal  reply'd  : 

"  I  flight  thy  frowns,  and  hate  thy  pride. 
The  laws  our  native  rights  proted; 
Offending  theiJ,  I  thofe  refpedl ; 
Shall  luxury  corrupt  the  hive. 
And  none  againft  the  torrent  ftrive  ? 
Exert  the  honour  of  your  race  ; 
He  builds  his  rife  on  your  difgrace. 
'  Fis  induftry  our  ftate  maintains  ; 
'  Fwas  honeft  toil  and  honeft  gains 
That  rais'd  our  fires  to  power  and  fame. 
Bs  virtuous  j  fave  yourfelves  from  Ihamc* 
A  a  iij 
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Know  that,  in  felfifh  ends  purfuing, 
You  fcramble  for  the  public  ruin." 

He  fpoke ;  and,  from  his  cell  difmifs'd, 
Was  infoiently  feoff 'd  and  hifs'd. 
With  him  a  friend  or  two  refign'd, 
Uifdaining  the  degenerate  kir.d. 

"  Thefe  drones  (fays  he),  thefe  infefts  vile, 
(I  treat  them  in  their  proper  ftyle) 
iMay  for  a  time  opprefs  the  flate  : 
They  own  our  virtue  by  their  hatej 
By  that  our  merits  they  reveal, 
And  recommend  our  public  zeal ; 
Difgrac'd  by  this  corrupted  crew. 
We're  honour'd  by  the  virtuous  few. 

FABLE     Xr. 

'Tie  Pacl-borfe  and  the  Carrier, 

TO  A  YOUNG  NOBLEMAN, 

Begin,  my  Lord,  in  early  youth, 
To  fuffer,  nay,  encourage  truth  ; 
And  blame  me  not  for  difrepesft, 
If  I  the  flatterer's  ftyle  reje^St ; 
With  that,  by  menial  toiigues  fupply'd, 
You're  daily  cocker'd  up  in  pride. 

The  tree's  diftinguilh'd  by  the  fruit. 
Be  virtue,  then,  your  firft  purfuit ; 
Bet  your  great  anceftors  in  view, 
Like  them  deferve  the  title  too  ; 
Like  them  ignoble  adions  fcorn  ; 
Let  virtue  piove  you  greatly  born. 

Though  with  lefs  plate  their  fideboard  fhone. 
Their  confv^itnce  always  was  their  own; 
They  ne'er  at  levees  meanly  fawn'd, 
3>Jor  was  their  honour  yearly  pawn'd  ; 
Their  hands,  by  no  corruption  flain'd. 
The  miniflerial  bribe  difdain'd  ; 
They  ferv'd  the  crown  with  loyal  zeal, 
Yet,  jealous  of  the  public  wael, 
They  flood  the  bulwark  of  eur  laws, 
And  wore  at  heart  their  country's  caufe ;. 
i3y  neither  place  or  penfion  bought. 
They  fpoke  and  vcted  as  they  thought. 
Thus  did  your  fires  adorn  their  feat; 
And  fuch  alone  are  truly  great. 

If  you  the  paths  of  learning  flight, 
You're  but  a  dunce  in  ftronger  hght. 
In  foremofl  rank  the  coward  plac'd, 
3s  more  conlpicuoufly  difgrac'd. 
3f  you,  to  fcrve  a  paitty  end, 
'To  knavilh  jobs  can  condcfcend. 
We  pay  jot;  the  ccLteaipt  that's  due; 
5n  that  you  have  precedence  too. 
Whence  had  you  this  iiluftrious  name  ? 
Jrom  virtue  a.nd  vinblemifli'd  fame. 
By  birth  the  name  alone  defcends ; 
Your  honour  on  yourfelf  depends  t 
Think  not  your  toror.et  can  i:iue 
/iffuming  ignorance  and  pride. 
Leari!ii)g  by  ftudy  muft  be  won; 
'Twas  ne'er  cntail'd  from  fon  :o  Ton. 
Supe.inr  worth  your  rank  requires  ; 
For  that  mankind  reveres  your  lireg  : 
If  you  dt,£nirratc  from  your  race, 
'i  htir  mtn:*  heighten  your  dif^^ra^e. 


A  carrier,  every  night  and  morn. 
Would  fee  his  horfes  eat  their  corn  : 
This  funk  the  hoftler's  vails,  'tis  true ; 
But  then  his  horfes  had  their  due. 
Were  we  fo  cautious  in  all  cafes. 
Small  gains  would  rife  from  greater  places. 

The  manger  now  had  all  its  meafure ; 
He  heard  their  grinding  teeth  with  pleafurej 
When  all  at  once  confufion  rung ; 
They  fnorted,  joflled,  bit,  and  flung. 
A  pack-horfe  turn'd  his  head  afide. 
Foaming,  his  eye-balls  fwell'd  with  pride. 

Good  gods  !  (fays  he)  how  hard's  my  lot  J 
Is  then  my  high  defcent  forgot  ? 
Reduc'd  to  drudgery  and  difgrace 
(A  life  unworthy  of  my  race), 
Muft  I,  too,  hear  the  vile  attacks 
Of  ragged  fcrubs  and  vulgar  hacks  ? 
See  fcurvy  Roan,  that  brute  ill-bred. 
Dares  from  the  manger  thruft  my  head  \  ' 
Shall  I,  who  boafl  of  noble  line. 
On  ofTals  of  thefe  creatures  dine  ? 
Kick'd  by  old  Ball !  fo  mean  a  foe  ? 
My  honour  fuffers  by  the  blow. 
Newmarket  fpcaks  my  grandfire's  fame  ; 
All  jockeys  flill  revere  his  name  : 
There,  yearly,  are  his  triumphs  told. 
There  all  his  mafTy  plates  inroll'd. 
Whene'er  led  forth  upon  the  plain, 
You  faw  him  with  a  livery  train ; 
Returning,  too,  with  laurels  crown'd, 
You  heard  the  drums  and  tru.iipets  found. 
Let  it  then,  Sir,  be  uaderflood, 
RefpecS's  my  due,  for  I  have  blood." 

"  Vain-glorious  fool !  (the  carrier  cry'd^i 
Refpedl  was  never  paid  to  pride. 
Know  'twas  thy  giddy  wilful  heart 
Reduc'd  thee  to  this  flavifii  part. 
Did  not  thy  headflrong  youth  difdain 
To  learn  the  conduft  of  the  rein  ? 
Thus  coxcombs,  blind  to  real  merit. 
In  vicious  frolics  fancy  fpirit. 
What  is't  to  me  by  whom  begot. 
Thou  reftive,  pert,  <;onceited  lot  ? 
Your  fires,  1  reverence  ;  'tis  their  due  ; 
But,  worthlefs  fool,  what's  that  to  you  ? 
Alk  all  the  carriers  on,  the  road, 
They'll  fay,  thy  keeping's  ill  bellow'd  ; 
Then  vaunt  no  more  thy  noble  race, 
That  neither  mends  thy  ftrcngth  or  pact;. 
What  piofits  me  thy  boafl  of  blood  ? 
A.n  als  'n-i4,  more  intrinfic  good. 
By  outward  (how  let's  not  be  cheated  ; 
An  afs  fhould  like  an  afs  be  treated." 

FABLE    XII. 

pan  and  Fortune. 

TO  A    TOUKG    HEIR. 

Scon  as  your  father's  death  was  known j 
(As  if  th'  eltate  had  been  their  own) 
The  gamcfler?  outwardly  cxpreft 
The  decent  joy  within  your  breafl. 
So  lavifli  in  your  praifc  they  grew, 
,  As  fpoke  thti*  tertaia  hopes  ifl  you^ 
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One  counts  your  income  of  the  year, 
How  much  in  ready  money  clear, 

"  No  houfe  (fays  he)  is  more  complete ; 
The  garden's  elegant  and  great. 
How  fine  the  park  around  it  lies! 
The  timber's  of  a  noble  fize. 
Then  count  his  jewels  and  his  plale. 
Befides,  'tis  no  entail'd  eftate.  ' 

If  cafli  run  low,  his  lands  in  fee 
Are,  or  for  fale  or  mortgage  free." 

Thus  they,  before  you  threw  the  main, 
'  Seem  to  anticipate  their  gain. 

Would  you,  when  thieves  are  known^abroad, 
Bring  forth  your  treafures  in  the  road  ? 
Would  not  the  fool  abet  the  Health, 
Who  raflily  thus  expos'd  his  wealth  ? 
Yet  this  you  do,  whene'er  you  play 
Among  the  gentlemen  of  prey. 

Cauld  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive. 
On  what,  on  whom  could  gamefters  thrive  ? 
Is  it  in  charity  you  game. 
To  fave  your  worthy  gang  from  fliame  ? 
Unlefs  you  furnifli'd  daily  bread. 
Which  way  could  idlenefs  be  fed  ? 
Could  thefe  profeffors  of  deceit 
Within  the  law  no  longer  cheat, 
They  muft  run  bolder  rifles  for  prey. 
And  ftrip  the  traveller  on  the  way. 
Thus  in  your  annual  rents  they  fhare. 
And  'fcape  the  noofe  from  year  to  year. 

Confider,  ere  you  take  the  bet. 
That  fum  might  crofs  your  tailor's  debt. 
When  you  the  pilfering  rattle  Ihake, 
Is  not  your  honour,  too,  at  ftake  ? 
Mult  you  not  by  mean  lies  evade 
To-morrow's  duns  from  every  trade ; 
By  promifes  fo  often  paid. 
Is  yet  your  tailor's  bill  defray'd  ? 
Muft  you  not  pitifully  fawn 
To  have  your  butcher's  writ  withdrawn? 
This  muft  be  done.   In  debts  of  play. 
Your  honour  fuffers  no  delay ; 
And  not  this  year's  and  next  year's  rent 
The  fons  of  rapine  can  content. 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 
Eftates  difmember'd,  mortgag'd,  fold  ! 
Their  owners  now,  to  goals  confia'd, 
Show  equal  poverty  of  mind. 
Some,  who  the  fpoil  of  knaves  were  made. 
Too  late  attempt  to  learn  their  trade. 
Some,  for  the  folly  of  one  hour. 
Become  the  dirty  tools  of  power; 
And,  with  the  mercenary  lift, 
Upon  court-charity  fubfift. 

You'll  find  at  laft  this  maxira  true, 
Fools  are  the  game  which  knaves  purfuc. 

The  foreft  (a  whole  century's  ftiade) 
Muft  be  one  wafteful  ruin  made  : 
No  mercy's  down  to  age  or  kind  ; 
The  general  maffacre  is  fign'd. 
The  park,  too,  (hares  the  dreadful  fate, 
For  duns  grow  louder  at  the  gate. 
Stern  clowns,  obedient  to  the  'fquire, 
(What  will  not  barbarous  hands  for  hire  ?) 
"With  brawny  arms  repeat  the  ftrolie; 
iall'n  »re  the  elm  and  reverend  oa}^. 


Through  the  long  wood  loud  axes  found, 
And  echo  groans  with  every  wound. 

To  fee  the  defolation  Ipread, 
Pan  drops  a  tear,  and  hangs  his  head  : 
His  bofom  now  with  fury  burns; 
Beneath  his  hoof  the  dice  he  fpurns. 
Cards,  too,  in  peevifti  paffion  torn. 
The  fport  of  whirling  winds  are  borne. 

"  To  fnails  inveterate  hate  I  bear, 
Who  fpoil  the  verdure  of  the  year ; 
The  caterpillar  I  deteft. 
The  blooming  fpring's  voracious  peft ; 
The  locuft,  too,  whofe  ravenous  band 
Spreads  fudden  famine  o'er  the  land. 
But  what  are  thefu  ?  the  dice's  throw 
At  once  hath  laid  a  foreft  low. 
The  cards  are  dealt,  the  bett  is  made, 
And  the  wide  park  hath  loft  its  ftiadc. 
Thus  is  my  kingdom's  pride  defac'd. 
And  all  its  ancient  gleries  wafte. 
All  this  (he  cries)  is  fortune's  doing : 
'Tis  thus  fhe  me-utates  my  ruin. 
By  fortune,  that  falfe,  fickle  jade. 
More  havock  in  one  hour  is  made. 
Than  all  the  hungry  infedl  race, 
Combin'd,  can  in  an  age  deface." 

Fortune,  by  chance,  who  near  him  paft, 
O'erheard  the  vile  afperfion  caft. 

"  Why,  Pan,  (fays  fhe)  what's  all  this  rant? 
'Tis  every  country-bubble's  cant. 
Am  I  the  patronefs  of  vice  ? 
Is'c  I  who  cog  or  palm  the  dice  ? 
Did  I  the  ftiuifling  art  reveal, 
To  mark  the  cards,  or  range  the  deal  ? 
In  all  th'  employments  men  purfue, 
I  mind  the  leaft  what  gamefters  do. 
There  may  (if  computation's  juft) 
One  now  and  then  my  conducSl  truft, 
I  blame  the  fool,  for  what  can  1, 
When  ninety-nine  my  power  defy  ? 
Thefe  truft  alone  their  fingers'  ends. 
And  not  one  ftake  on  me  depends. 
Whene'er  the  gaming-board  is  fet. 
Two  clafies  of  mankind  are  met ; 
But,  if  we  count  the  greedy  race. 
The  knaves  fill  up  the  greater  fpace. 
'  fis  a  grofs  error  held  in  fchools, 
That  fortune  always  favours  tools. 
In  play  it  never  bears  difpute  ; 
That  dodtrine  thefe  fell'd  oaks  confute. 
Then  why  to  me  fuch  rancour  fliow  I 
'Tis  folly.  Pan,  that  is  thy  foe. 
By  me  his  lare  eftate  he  won. 
But  he  by  folly  was  undooe." 

FABLE     Xlir. 
Flutus,  Cufid,  and  Time. 

Op  all  the  burdens  man  muft  bear. 
Time  feems  moft  galling  and  fevere  : 
Beneath  this  grievous  load  opprefs'd. 
We  daily  meet  fome  friend  diftrefs'd, 

"   What  can  one  do  ?  I  role  at  nine  ? 
'Tis  full  fix  hours  before  we  dine  : 
A.  ^  iiij. 
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Six  hoars !  no  earthly  tHing  to  do  ! 
Would  I  had  doz'd  in  bed  till  two !" 
A  pamphlet  is  before  him  fpread, 
And  almoft  half  a  page  is  read  ; 
Tir'd  with  the  ftudy  of  the  day, 
The  fluttering  (beets  are  tofs'd  away. 
He  opes  his  fnutf-box,  hums  an  air. 
Then  yawns,  and  ftretches  in  his  chair. 
"  Not  twenty,  by  the  minute-hand! 
Good  gods,  fays  he,  ray  watch  mull  fland  I 
How  muddling  'tis  on  books  to  porci 
I  thought  I'd  read  an  hour  or  more. 
The  morning,  of  all  hours,  I  hate. 
One  can't  contrive  to  rife  too  late." 
To  make  the  minutes  fafter  run. 

Then,  too,  his  tirefome  felf  to  fhun. 

To  the  next  cofFee-houfe  he  fpeeds, 

Takes  up  the  news,  fome  fcraps  he  reads. 

Sauntering, from  chair  to  chair  he  trails; 

Now  drinks  his  tea,  now  bites  his  nails. 

He  fpies  a  partner  of  his  woe  ; 

Sy  chat  affliiftions  lighter  grow  ; 

lach  other's  grievances  they  fhare, 

And  thus  their  dreadful  hours  compare. 
Says  Tom,  "  Since  all  men  mufl  confefs, 

That  time  lies  heavy,  more  or  lefs, 

Why  fhoulcJ  it  be  fo  hard  to  getl 

Tifl  two,  a  party  at  piquet  ? 

Play  might  relieve  the  lagging  morn  : 

By  cards  long  wintery  nights  are  borne. 

Does  not  quadrille  amufe  the  fair, 

Night  after  night,  throughout  the  year  ? 

Vapours  and  fpleen  forgot,  at  play 

They  cheat  uncounted  hours  away." 

"  My  cafe,  (fays  Will),  then  muft  be  hard. 

By  want  of  fkill  from  play  debarr'd. 

Courtiers  kill  time  by  various  ways ; 

Dependence  wears  out  half  their  days. 

How  happy  tiiefe,  whofe  time  ne'er  {lands  1 

Attendance  takes  it  off  their  hands. 

Were  it  not  for  this  turfed  Ihower, 

The  park  had  will'd  away  an  hour. 

At  court,  without  or  place  or  view, 

I  daily  lofe  an  hour  or  two  : 

It  fully  aufwers  my  defign, 

When  I  have  pick'd  up  friends  to  dine  ; 

The  tavern  makes  our  burden  light; 

Wine  puts  our  time  and  care  to  flight. 

At  fix  (hard  cafe  1 )  they  call  to  pay. 

Where  can  one  go  ?   I  hate  the  play. 

From  fix  till  ten  '.  unlefs  in  fleep. 

One  cannot  fpend  the  hours  fo  cheap. 

The  comedy's  no  fooner  done, 

But  fome  affembly  is  begun  ; 

Loitering  from  room  to  room  I  ftray, 
*  Converfe,  bur  nothing  hear  or  fay : 

Quite  tir'd,  from  fair  to  fair  I  roam. 

So  foon  1   I  dread  the  thoughts  of  home. 

From  thence,  tt)  quicken  flow-pac'd  night, 

Again  my  tavern-friends  invite  : 

Here,  too,  our  early  mornings  pafs. 

Till  drowfy  fleep  retard  the  glafs." 
Thus  they  their  wretched  life  bemoan, 

And  make  each  other's  cafe  their  own. 
Confider,  friends,  no  hour  rolls  on 

^ut  fomethin^  of  your  grief  is  ^onc. 


Were  you  to  fchemes  of  bufirie fs  bred, 
Did  you  the  paths  of  learning  tread, 
Your  hours,  your  days,  would  fly  too  faft ; 
You'd  then  regret  the  minute  paft. 
Time's  fugitive  and  light  as  wind  ; 
Tis  indoleace  that  clogs  your  mind  : 
That  load  frjam  off  your  fpiiits  (hake, 
You'll  own,  and  grieve  for — your  mifcake. 
A  while  your  thoughtlefs  fpleen  fufpend. 
Then  read,  and,  if  you  can,  attend. 

As  Pliitus,  to  divert  his  care, 
Walk'd  forth  one  morn  to  take  the  air, 
Cupid  o'ertook  his  ftrutting  pace. 
Each  ftar'd  upon  the  ftranger's  face. 
Till  recoUedtion  fet  them  right, 
For  each  knew  th*  other  but  by  fight. 
After  fome  complimental  talk. 
Time  met  them,  bow'd,  and  join'd  their  wall;. 
Their  chat  on  various  fubje(3s  ran. 
But  moft,  what  each  had  done  for  man. 
Plutus  affumes  a  haughty  air, 
Juil;  like  our  purfe-proud  fellows  here. 

"  Let  kings,  (fays  he),  let  cobblers  tell, 
Whofe  gifts  arhong  mankind  excel. 
Confider  courts;  what  draws  their  train  i 
Think  you  'tis  loyalty  or  gain  ? 
That  ftatefman  hath  the  ftrongefl  hold, 
Whofe  tool  of  politics  is  gold; 
By  that,  in  former  reigns,  'tis  faid, 
The  knave  in  power  hath  fenates  led  : 
By  that  alone  he  fway'd  debates, 
Enrich'd  hibifelf,  and  beggar'd  dates. 
Forego  your  boafl.  You  muft  conclude. 
That's  moft  efleem'd  that's  moft  purfued. 
Think,  too,  in  what  a  woeful  plight 
That  wretch  muft  live  whofe  pocket's  light. 
Are  not  his  hours  by  want  depreft  ? 
Penurious  care  corrodes  his  breaft. 
Without  refpe<5t,  or  love,  or  friends. 
His  folitary  day  defcends." 

"  You  might,  (fays  Cupid),  doubt  my  parts^ 
My  knowledge,  too,  in  human  hearts. 
Should  [  the  power  of  gold  difpute. 
Which  great  examples  might  confut^. 
I  know,  when  nothing  clfe  prevails, 
Perfuafive  money  fcldom  fails ; 
That  beauty,  too,  (like  other  wares) 
Its  price,  as  well  as  confcience,  bears. 
Then  marriage  (as  of  late  profeft) 
Is  but  a  money-job  at  heft. 
Confent,  compliance,  may  be  fold  ; 
But  love's  beyond  the  price  of  gold. 
Smugglers  there  are,  who,  by  retail, 
Expofe  what  they  call  love  to  fale ; 
Such  bargains  are  an  arrant  cheat  : 
You  purchafe  flattery  and  deceit. 
Thofe  who  true  love  have  ever  try'd 
(The  common  cares  of  life  fupply'd) 
No  wants  endure,  no  wifhes  make, 
But  every  real  joy  partake. 
All  comfort  on  themfelves  depends  ; 
They  want  nor  power,  nor  wealth,  nor  frieods* 
Love,  then,  hath  every  blifs  in  (lore; 
*Tis  friendlhip,  and  'tis  fomething  more. 
Each  other  every  wi(h  they  give  : 
Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  live." 
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■"  Or  love,  or  money,  (Time  reply'd) 
Were  men  the  queftion  to  decide. 
Would  bear  the  prize  :  on  both  intent, 
My  boon's  negledled  or  mif-fpent. 
'Tis  I  who  meafure  vital  fpace. 
And  deal  out  years  to  human  race. 
Though  little  priz'd,  and  feldom  fought, 
Without  me  love  and  gold  are  nought. 
How  does  the  mifer  time  employ  ? 
Did  I  e'er  fee  him  life  enjoy  ? 
By  me  forfook,  the  hoards  he  won 
Are  fcatter'd  by  his  lavifh  fon. 
By  me  all  ufeful  arts  are  gain'd  : 
Wealth,  learning,  vyifdom,  is  attain'd. 
Who  then  would  think  (fincc  fuch  ray  power) 
That  e'er  I  knew  an  idle  hour  ? 
So  fubtle  and  fo  fwift  I  fly. 
Love's  not  more  fugitive  than  T. 
Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 
Of  days,  months,  years,  mif-fpent  in  vain  ? 
J'or  time  niifus'd  they  pine  and  wafte. 
And  love's  fweet  pleafures  never  talle. 
Thofe  who  dire<ft  their  time  aright, 
If  love  or  wealth  their  hopes  excite. 
In  each  purfuit  fit  hours  employ'd, 
And  both  by  time  have  been  enjoy'd. 
How  heedlefs  then  are  mortals  grown  I 
How  little  ii  their  intereft  known  I 
In  every  view  they  ought  to  mind  me. 
For,  when  pnce  lol^,  they  never  find  me.*' 

He  f^ioke.  The  gods  no  more  conteft, 
And  his  fuperior  gift  confefs'd. 
That  time  (when  truly  underftood) 
Is  the  mofl  precious  earthly  good. 

FABLE   XIV, 

^/)e  0-zvl,  ihe  Sivan,  the  Cnc.i,  the  Spider,  the  Afs,  and 
the  Farmer. —  To  a  Mothsr. 

Conversing  with  your  fprightly  boys, 
Your  eyes  have  fpoke  the  mother's  joys. 
With  what  delight  I've  heard  you  quote 
Their  fayings  in  imperfedl  note ! 

I  grant,  in  body  and  in  mind 
Nature  appears  profufely  kind. 
Truft  not  to  that.    A&.  you  your  part ; 
Imprint  juft  morals  on  their  heart ; 
Impartially  their  talents  fcan  : 
Juft  education  forms  the  man. 

Perhaps  (their  genius  yet  unknown) 
Each  lot  of  life's  already  thrown ; 
That  this  Ihall  plead,  the  next  fhall  fight, 
The  laft  alfcrt  the  church's  right. 
I  cenfure  not  the  fond  intent ; 
But  how  precarious  is  th'  event! 
By  talents  mifapply'd  and  croft, 
Confider,  all  your  fons  are  loft. 

One  day  (the  tale's  by  Martial  penn'd) 
A  father  thus  addrefs'd  his  friend  : 
"  To  train  my  boy,  and  call  forth  fenfe. 
You  know  I've  ftuck  at  no  expence ; 
I've  try'd  him  in  the  feveral  arts ; 
(The  lad,  no  doubt,  hath  latent  parts) 
Yet,  trying  all,  he  nothing  knows, 
Eutj  crab-like,  rather  backward  goes. 
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Teach  me  what  yet  remains  undone ; 
'lis  your  advice  fhall  fix  my  fon." 

"  Sir,  (fays  the  friend),  I've  weigh'd  the  matter 
Excufe  me,  for  I  fcorn  to  flatter  : 
Make  him  (nor  think  his  genius  check'd) 
A  herald  or  an  architedt." 

Perhaps  (as  commonly  'tis  known) 
He  heard  th'  advice,  and  took  his  own. 

The  boy  wants  wit ;  he's  fent  to  fchool. 
Where  learning  but  improves  the  fool. 
Ihe  college  next  muft  give  him  parts. 
And  cram  him  with  the  liberal  arts. 
Whether  he  blunders  at  the  bar. 
Or  owes  his  infamy  to  war ; 
Or  if  by  licence  or  degree 
The  fexton  fliare  the  doflor's  fee* 
Or  from  the  pulpit  by  the  hour 
He  weekly  floods  of  nonfenfe  pour;  j 

We  find  (th'  intent  of  nature  foil'd) 
A  tailor  or  a  butcher  fpoil'd. 

Thus  minifters  have  royal  boons 
Conferr'd  on  blockheads  and  buffoon?  i 
In  fpite  of  nature,  merit,  wit. 
Their  friends  for  every  poft  were  fit. 

But  now  let  every  mufe  confefs 
That  merit  finds  its  due  fuccefs. 
Th'  examples  of  our  days  regard  ; 
Where's  virtue  feen  without  reward?  J 

Diftinguifti'd  and  in  place  you  find 
Defert  and  worth  of  every  kind. 
Survey  the  reverend  bench,  and  fee 
Religion,  learning,  piety : 
The  patron,  ere  he  recommends, 
Sees  his  own  image  in  his  friend's. 
Is  honefty  difgrac'd  and  poor  ?  ■      ■■  ' 

What  is't  to  us  what  was  before  ? 

We  of  all  times  corrupt  have  heard. 
When  paltry  minions  were  preferr'd; 
When  all  great  offices,  by  dozens, 
Were  fiU'd  by  brothers,  fons,  and  coufifiS, 
What  matter  ignorance  and  pride  ? 
The  man  was  happily  ally'd. 
Provided  that  his  clerk  was  good. 
What  though  he  tiothing  underftood? 
In  church  and  ftate  the  forry  race 
Grew  more  confpicuous  fools  in  place. 
Such  heads,  as  then  a  treaty  made,  ^ 

Had  bungled  in  the  cobler's  trade. 

Confider,  patrons,  that  fuch  elves 
Expofe  your  folly  with  themfdves» 
'Tis  yours,  as  'tis  the  parent's  care. 
To  fix  each  genius  in  it^  fphere. 
Your  partial  hand  can  wealth  difpenlc^ 
But  never  give  a  blockhead  fenfe. 

An  owl  of  magifterial  air, 
Of  folemn  voice,  of  brow  auftere, 
AlTum'd  the  pride  of  human  race. 
And  bore  his  wifdom  in  his  face  ; 
Not  to  depreciate  learned  eyes, 
I've  feen  a  pedant  look  as  wife. 

Within  a  barn,  from  noife  retir'd. 
He  fcorn'd  the  world,  himfelf  admir'd;    > 
And,  like  an  ancient  fage,  conceal'd 
The  follies  public  life  reveal'd. 

Philofophers  of  old,  he  read, 
Their  country's  youth  to  fcience  brci. 
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Their  manners  form'd  for  every  ftation, 
And  deftinM  each  his  occupation. 
"When  Xenophon,  by  numbers  brav'd, 
Retreated,  and  a  people  fav'd, 
That  laurel  was  not  all  his  own  ; 
The  plant  by  Socrates  was  fowu. 
To  Ariflotle's  greater  name 
The  Macedonian  ow'd  his  fame. 

Th'  Athenian  bird,  with  pride  replete, 
Their  talents  equall'd  in  conceit. 
And,  copying  the  Socratic  rule, 
Set  up  for  maftcr  of  a  fchool. 
Dogmatic  jargon  learnt  by  heart, 
Trite  fentences,  hard  terms  of  art, 
To  vulgar  ears  feem'd  fo  profound. 
They  fancy'd  learning  in  the  found. 

The  fchool  had  fame  ;  the  crowded  place 
With  pupils  fwarm'd  of  every  race. 
With  thefe  the  fwan's  maternal  care 
Had  fent  her  fcarce-fledg'd  cygent  heir  : 
The  hen  (though  fond  and  loath  to  part) 
Here  lodg'd  the  darling  of  her  heart : 
The  fpider,ef  mechanic  kind, 
Afpir'd  to  fcience  more  refin'd : 
The  afs  learnt  metaphors  and  tropes. 
But  moft  on  muCe  fix'd  his  hopes. 

The  pupils  now,  advanc'd  in  age, 
Were  call'd  to  tread  life's  bufy  flage ; 
And  to  the  mafter  'tw  as  fubmitted, 
That  each  might  to  his  part  be  fitted. 

"  The  fwan,  (fays  he),  in  arms  ihall  fliine ; 
The  foldier's  glorious  toil  be  thine. 

The  cock  ftiall  mighty  wealth  attain  : 
Go,  feek  it  on  the  ftormy  main. 

The  court  (hall  be  the  fpider's  fphere.; 
Power,  fortune,  (hall  reward  him  there. 

In  mufic's  art,  the  afs's  fame 
Shall  emulate  Corelli's  name." 

Each  look  the  part  that  he  advls'd. 
And  all  were  equally  defpis'd. 
A  farmer,  at  his  folly  mov'd, 
The  dull  preceptor  thus  reprov'd. 

"  Blockhead,  (fays  he),  by  what  you've  done. 
One  would  have  thought  them  each  your  fon ; 
For  parents,  to  their  offspring  blind, 
Confult  nor  parts  nor  turn  of  mind, 
But  ev'n  in  infancy  decree 
What  this,  what  th'  other  fon  (hall  be. 
Had  you  with  judgment  weigh'd  the  cafe. 
Their  genius  thus  had  fii'd  their  place  : 
The  fwan  had  learn'd  the  failor's  art ; 
The  cock  had  play'd  the  foldier's  part ; 
The  fpider  in  the  weaver's  trade 
"With  credit  had  a  fortune  made ; 
But  for  the  foal,  in  every  clals, 
^Jhe blockhead  had  appear'd  an  afs." 

FABLE    XV. 
7i)t  Cook-maid,  the  Turn  -fpity  and  the  Ox, 

TO  A  POOR  MAN. 

CojiiTDER  man  in  every  fphere. 
Then  tell  me,  is  your  lot  fcvere  ? 
*Tis  murmur,  difcontent,  diftrufl. 
That  makes  you  wretched.  God  is  juft. 


I  grant,  the  hungry  mnft  be  feJ, 
That  toil,  too,  earns  thy  daily  bread. 
What  then  ?  Thy  wants  are  feen  and  knowi^^ 
But  every  mortal  feels  his  own. 
We're  born  a  reftleff,  needy  crew  : 
Show  me  the  happier  man  than  you. 

Adam,  though  bleft  above  his  kind, 
For  want  of  fecial  woman  pin'd. 
Eve's  wants  the  fubtle  ferpent  faw. 
Her  fickle  tafte  tranfgrefs'd  the  law  : 
Thus  fell  our  fire ;  and  their  difgrace 
The  curfe  entail'd  on  human  race. 

When  Philip's  fon,  by  glory  led, 
Had  o'er  the  globe  his  empire  fpread ; 
When  altars  to  his  name  were  drefs'd ; 
That  he  was  man,  his  tears  confefs'd. 

The  hopes  of  avarice  are  check'd  : 
The  proud  man  always  wants  refpeft. 
What  various  wants  on  power  attend ! 
Ambition  never  gains  its  end. 
Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain 
Of  furfeits  and  corporeal  pain  ? 
He,  barr'dfrom  every  ufe  of  wealth, 
Envies  the  ploughman's  (trength  and  health. 
Another,  in  a  beauteous  wife 
Finds  all  the  miferies  of  life  : 
Domeftic  jars  and  jealous  fear 
Imbitter  all  his  days  with  care. 
This  wants  an  heir  ;  the  line  is  loft : 
Why  was  that  vain  entail  engreft  ? 
Canft  thou  difcern  another's  mind  ? 
What  is't  you  envy  ?  Envy's  blind. 
Tell  Envy,  when  (he  would  annoy. 
That  thoufands  want  what  you  enjoy. 

"  The  dinner  muft  be  difli'd  at  one. 
Where's  this  vexatious  turnfpit  gone  i 
Unlefs  the  (kulking  cur  is  caught. 
The  furloin's  fpoilt,  and  I'm  in  fault." 

Thus  faid,  (for  fure  you'll  think  it  fit 
That  I  the  cook-maid's  oaths  omit) 
With  all  the  fury  of  a  cook. 
Her  cooler  kitchen  Na«  forfook  : 
The  broom-ftick  o'er  her  head  (he  waves ; 
She  fweats,  (he  (lamps,  (he  puffs,  (he  raves : 
The  fneaking  cur  before  her  flies ; 
She  whiftles,  calls  ?  fair  fpeech  (he  tries, 
Thefe  nought  avail.  Her  choler  burns; 
The  fift  and  cudgel  threat  by  turns. 
With  hafty  (Iride  (he  preffes  near ; 
He  (links  aloof,  and  howls  with  fear. 

"  Was  ever  cur  fo  curs'd  1  (he  cry'd) 
What  (lar  did  at  my  birth  prcfide  '. 
Am  I  for  life  by  compadl  bound 
I'o  tread  the  wheel's  eternal  round  ? 
Inglorious  talk,.'  of  all  our  race 
No  (lave  is  half  fo  mean  and  bafe. 
Had  fate  a  kinder  lot  affign'd,  , 

And  form'd  me  of  the  lap-dog  kind, 
I  then,  in  higher  life  employ'd. 
Had  indolence  and  eafe  enjoy'd ; 
And,  like  a  gentleman,  care(l. 
Had  been  the  lady's  favourite  gueft  ; 
Or  were  I  fprung  from  fpaniel  line. 
Was  his  fagacious  noftril  mine, 
By  me,  their  never-erring  guide, 
Frgm  wood  and  plain  their  feafts  fupply'd^ 
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Knights, 'fqulres,  attendant  on  my  pace. 
Had  ihar'd  the  pleafures  of  the  chafe. 
Endued  with  native  ftrength  and  fire. 
Why  call'd  I  not  the  lion  fire  ? 
A  lion  1  fuch  mean  views  I  fcorn  : 
Why  was  1  not  of  woman  born  ? 
Who  dares  with  reafon's  power  contend  ? 
On  man  we  brutal  flaves  depend  : 
To  him  all  creatures  tribute  pay, 
And  Uxury  employs  his  day." 

An  ox  by  chance  o'erheard  his  moaa, 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  lazy  drone. 

"  JDare  you  at  partial  fate  repine  ? 
How  kind's  your  lot  compar'd  with  mine ! 
Pecreed  to  toil,  the  barbarous  knife 
Hath  fever'd  me  from  focial  life ; 
Urg'd  by  the  {Simulating  goad, 
1  drag  the  cumb'rous  waggon's  load  : 

'Tis  mine  to  tame  the  ftubborn  plain, 

Break  the  fliff  foil,  and  houfe  the  grain : 

"Yet !  without  a  murmur  bear 

The  various  labours  of  the  year. 

But  then,  confider,  that  one  day 

(Perhaps  the  hour's  not  far  away) 

You,  by  the  duties  of  your  poft. 

Shall  turn  the  fpit  when  I'm  the  road ; 

And  for  reward  fhall  fhare  the  fea;^, 

I  mean,  fiiall  pick  my  bones  at  leaft." 
"  Till  now,  (th'  aftonilh'd  cur  replies), 

I  look'd  on  all  with  envious  eyes. 

How  falfe  we  judge  by  what  appears  '. 

All  creatures  feel  their  feveral  cares. 

If  thus  yon  mighty  beaft  complains  ; 

Perhaps  man  knows  fuperior  pains, 

JLet  envy  then  no  more  torment  : 

Think  on  the  ox,  and  learn  content." 
Thus  faid,  r.lofc  following  at  her  heel. 

With  cheerful  heart  he  mounts  the  wheel. 

FABLE    XVI. 
7Z«  Raven,  the  Sexton,  and  the  Earth-iuorm. 

TO   LAURA. 

Laura,  methinks  you're  over-nice. 
True ;  flattery  is  a  (hocking  vice  : 
Yet  fure,  whene'er  the  praife  is  juft, 
One  may  commend  without  difguft. 
Am  I  a  privilege  deny'd, 
Indulg'd  by  every  tongue  befide  ? 
How  fingular  are  all  your  ways! 
A  woman,  and  averfe  to  praife  1 
If  'tis  offence  fuch  truths  to  tell. 
Why  do  your  merits  thus  excel  ^ 

Since,  then,  I  dare  not  fpeak  my  misnd, 
A  truth  confpicuous  to  mankind  ; 
Though  in  full  luftre  every  grace 
Dillinguilh  your  celeftiaJ  face ; 
Though  beauties  of  inferior  ray 
(Like  ftars  before  the  orb  of  day) 
Turn  pale  and  fade  ;  1  check  my  lays, 
Admiring  what  I  dare  not  praife. 

If  you  the  tribute  due  difdain, 
The  mufe's  mortifying  flrain 
Shall,  like  a  woman  in  mere  fpitC, 
Set  beauty  in  a  moral  light. 

Though  fuch  revenge  might  fhock  the  eat; 
Cf  many  a  celebrated  fair, 


I  mean  that  fuperficlal  racc- 

Whofe  thoughts  ne'er  reach  beyond  their  face; 

What's  that  to  you  ?  I  but  difpleafe 

Such  ever-girlifh  cars  as  thefe. 

Virtue  can  brook  the  thoughts  of  age. 

That  lafts  the  fame  through  every  ftag^. 

Though  you  by  time  muft  fuffer  more 

Than  ever  woman  loft  before, 

To  age  is  fuch  indifference  fhown. 

As  if  your  face  were  not  your  own» 

Were  you  by  Antoninus  taught  ? 

Or  is  it  native  ftrength  of  thought 

That  thus,  without  concern  or  fright. 

You  view  yourfelf  by  reafon's  light  i 

Thofe  eyes,  of  fo  divine  a  ray, 
What  are  they  ?  Mouldering,  mortal  clay» 
Thofe  features,  caft  in  heavenly  mould, 
Shall,  like  ray  coarfer  earth,  grow  old  ; 
Like  common  grafs,  the  faireft  flower 
Muft  feel  the  hoary  feafon's  power. 

How  weak,  how  vain,  is  human  pride  ! 
Dares  man  upon  himfelf  confide  ? 
The  wretch,  who  glories  in  his  gain, 
Amaffes  heaps  on  heaps  in  vain. 
Why  lofe  we  life  in  anxious  cares. 
To  lay-in  hoards  for  future  years  ? 
Can  thofe  (when  tortur'd  by  difeafe") 
Cheer  our  fick  heart,  or  purchafe  eafe  ? 
Can  thofe  prolong  one  gafp  of  breath. 
Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death  ? 

What's  beauty  ?  Call  ye  that  your  own  \ 
A  flower  that  fades  as  foon  as  blown. 
What's  man  in  all  his  boail  of  f*ay  ? 
Perhaps  the  tyrant  of  a  day. 

Alike  the  laws  of  life  take  place 
Through  every  branch  of  human  race. 
The  monarch  of  long  regal  line 
Was  rais'd  from  duft  as  frail  as  mine. 
Can  he  pour  health  into  his  veins. 
Or  cool  the  fever's  reftlefs  pains  ? 
Can  he  (worn  down  in  nature's  courfe) 
New-brace  his  feeble  nerves  with  force  i 
Can  he  (how  vain  is  mortal  power  I) 
Stretch  life  beyond  the  deflin'd  hour  ? 

Confider,  man ;  weigh  well  thy  frame; 
The  king,  the  beggar,  is  the  fame. 
Duft  form'd  us  all.  Each  breathes  his  diy, 
Then  finks  into  his  native  clay. 

Beneath  a  venerable  yew, 
That  in  the  lonely  church-yard  grew. 
Two  ravens  fate.  In  folemn  croak 
Thus  one  his  hungry  friend  befpoke. 

"  Methinks  I  fcent  fome  rich  repait ; 
The  favour  ftrengthens  with  the  blaft ; 
Snuff  then,  the  promis'd  feaft  inhale  : 
I  tafte  the  carcafe  in  the  gale. 
Near  yonder  trees,  the  farmer's  ftecd. 
From  toil  and  every  drudgery  freed. 
Hath  groan'd  his  laft.  A  dainty  treat  \ 
To  birds  of  tafte,  delicious  meat  1" 

A  fexton,.bufy  at  his  trade. 
To  hear  their  chat  fufpends  his  fpade. 
Death  ftruck  him  with  no  farther  thought, 
Than  merely  as  the  fees  he  brought. 
"  Was  ever  two  fuch  blundering  fowljj 
In  brains  and  manners  lefs  than  owl> ' 
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Blockhead;,  (fays  he),. learn  more  refpeifl ; 

Know  ye  on  whom  ye  thus  rcflcift  ? 

Id  this  fame  grave  (who  does  me  right, 

Muft  own  the  work  is  ttrong  and  tight) 

The  'fquire,  that  yon  fair  hall  poffeft. 

To-night  fliall  lay  his  bo»es  at  rtlt. 

Whence  could  the  grofs  nuftal;e  proceed? 

The  'fquire  was  fomewhat  fat  indeed. 

What  then  ?  the  meanefl  bird  of  prey 

Such  wan:  of  fenfe  could  ne'er  betray  ; 

For  fure  fme  difference  muft  be  found 

(Suppofe  the  fmelling  organ  found) 

In  carcafes  (fay  what  we  can). 

Or  Where's  the  dignity  of  man  ?"     ■ 
With  due  refpeA  to  human  race, 

The  ravens  undertook  the  cafe. 

In  fuch  fimilitude  of  fcent, 

Man  ne'er  could  think  refle<Sions  meantt 

As  epicures  extol  a  treat, 

And  feem  their  favoury  words  to  eat, 
They  prals'd  dead  horfe,  luxurious  food  I 
The  venifon  of  the  prefcient  brood. 
The  fexton's  indignation,  mov'dj 
The  mean  comparifon  reprov'd; 
Their  undifcerniilg  palate  blam'd, 
Which  two-!egg'd  carrion  thus  defam'd. 

Reproachful  fpeech  from  either  fide 
The  want  of  argument  fupply'd  : 
They  rail,  revile  ;  as  often  ends 
The  conteft  of  difputing  friend?. 

*'  Hold,  (fays  the  fowl) ;  Cnce  human  pride 
With  confutation  ne'er  comply'd, 
Let's  ftate  the  cafe,  and  then  refer 
The  knotty  point,  for  tafle  may  err." 

As  thus  he  fpoke,  from  out  the  mould 
An  earth-worm,  huge  of  Cze,  unroll'd 
tiis  monftrous  length  :  they  ftrait  agree 
To  choofe  him  as  their  referee  : 
So  to  th'  experience  of  his  jaws 
Each  ftatcs  the  merits  of  the  caufe. 

He  paus'd;  and,  with  a  folemn  tone, 
Thus  made  his  fage  opinion  known  : 

"  On  carcafes  of  every  kind 
'J'his  maw  hath  elegantly  din'd ; 
Provck'd  by  luxury  or  need, 
On  beaft,  or  fowl,  or  man,  1  feed  : 
Such  fma'.l  diftiinftion  's  in  the  favour. 
By  turns  I  choofe  the  fancy'd  flavour  : 
Vet  I  muft  own  (that  human  beall;) 
A  glutton  is  the  rankeft  fcaft. 
Man,  ceafc  this  boafl ;  for  human  pride 
Hath  various  trads  to  range  bcfide. 
The  prince  who  kept  the  world  in  awe, 
The  judge  v/hofe  didatc  fix'd  the  law, 
'i'he  rich,  the  poor,  the. great,  the  fmall, 
Are  Icvell'd ;  dcarh  confounds  them  all. 
Then  think  not  that  we  reptiles  fliare 
Such  cates,  fuch  elegance  of  fare  ; 
The  only  true  and  real  good 
Of  man  was  never  vermins  food ; 
'Tis  fcatcd  in  th*  immortal  mind; 
Virtue  diftiiiguiflies  mankind, 
And  that  (as  yet  ne'er  harbour 'd  here) 
Mounts  with  the  foul  we  know  not  where. 
So,  Good-man,  fexton,  fiuce  the  cafe 
Appcaib  with  fuch  a  dubious  face. 


To  ncitlicr  I  the  caufc  determinf, 

For  different  laftes  pleufe  different  vermin." 

AYE    AND   NO. 

A    TABLE    *. 

[n  Fable  all  things  hold  difcourfe, 

Then  words,  no  doubt,  muft  talk  of  courfc, 

Once  on  a  time,  near  Cannon-row, 
Two  hoftile  adverbs,  Aye  and  No, 
Were  haftening  to  the  field  of  fight, 
And  front  to  front  ftood  oppofite  ; 
Before  each  general  join'd  the  van, 
Aye,  the  more  courteous  knight,  began, 

"  Stop,  peevifli  Particle!  beware! 
I'm  told  you  are  not  fuch  a  bear. 
But  fometimes  yield  when  offer'd  fair. 
Suffer  yon  folks  awhile  to  tattle  ; 
'Th  we  who  muft  decide  the  battle. 
Whene'er  we  war  on  yonder  ftage, 
With  various  fate  and  equal  rage. 
The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow 
That  No  gives  Aye,  and  Aye  gives  N©  ; 
Yet,  in  expenfive  long  contention. 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,  or  penfi<  n. 
Why  thei!  fhould  kinsfolks  quarrel  thus  i 
(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us.) 
To  fome  wife  ftatefman  let  us  go. 
Where  each  his  proper  ufe  may  know  : 
He  may  admit  two  fuch  commanders, 
And  make  thofe  wait  who  ferv'd  in  Flanders. 
Let's  quarter  on  a  great  man's  tongue, 
A  treafury  lord,  not  Maifter  Young. 
Obfequious  .at  his  high  command, 
Aye  fhall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land ; 
Impeachments  No  can  beft  refift, 
And  Aye  fupport  the  Civil  lift  : 
Aye,  quick  as  Caefar,  wins  the  day, 
And  No,  like  Fabius,  by  delay, 
Sonietimes  in  mutual  fly  difguifc. 
Let  Aye's  feem  No's,  and  No's  feem  Aye's; 
Aye's  be  in  courts  denials  meant. 
And  No's  in  biftiopsgive  confent." 

Thus  Aye  propos'd — and,  for  reply, 
No,  for  the  firft  time,  anfwer'd  Aye. 
They  parted  with  a  thoufand  kiffes. 
And  fight  e'er  fince  for  pay,  like  Swiffes. 


DUKE  UPON  DUKE  f  : 

AN  EXCELL«NT  NEW  BALLAO. TO  THE  TUNE  ©ff 

CHEVY-CHACE. 

To  lordlings  proud  I  tune  my  lay. 

Who  feaft  in  bower  or  hall : 
Though  dukes  they  be,  to  dukes  I  fay, 

That  pr^de  will  have  a  fall. 

Now  that  this  fame  it  is  right  footh. 
Full  plainly  doth  appear, 

*  Tdien  from  the  Mif:eUa,iies  puhlijhed  by  S-mift 
and  Pope. 

t  'Thii  humorous  Ballad  is  afcribed  to  Gay  on  con- 
jeUure  only.  It  is  among  the  Mifcdlanies  publijhed  by 
uivift  and  Pope ;  is  thtrs  marked  as  not  the  Dtan'i 
and  has  never  been  conjidered  as  Fore's, 
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Frohi  what  befel  John  Duke  of  Guife*, 

And  Nic  of  Lancaftere  f. 
When  Richard  Coeur-de-Lion  reign'd, 

(Which  means  a  lion's  heart) 
Like  him  his  barons  rag'd  and  roar'd  ; 

Each  play'd  a  lion's  part. 

A  word  and  blow  was  then  enough  : 

Such  honour  did  them  prick, 
If  you  but  turn'd  your  check,  a  cuff; 

And,  if  your  a — fe,  a  kick. 
.Look  in  their  face,  they  twcak'd  your  nofe, 

At  every  turn  fell  to  't ; 
Come  near,  they  trod  upon  your  to^s ; 

Thev  fought  from  head  to  foot. 
Of  thefe  the  Duke  of  Lancaftere 

Stood  paramount  in  pride  • 
He  kick'd  and  cuff'd,  and  tweak'd  and  trod 

His  foes,  and  friends  befide. 

Firm  on  his  front  his  bearer  fate; 

So  broad,  it  hid  his  chin  ; 
For  why  ?  he  deem'd  no  man  his  mate. 

And  fear'd  to  tan  his  Ikin. 
With  Spanifh  wool  he  dy'd  his  cheek, 

With  effcnce  oil'd  his  hair ; 
No  vixen  civet-cat  fo  fwcet. 

Nor  couid  fo  fcratch  and  tear^- 

Right  tail  he  made  himfelf  to  fhow. 
Though  made  full  ihort  by  God : 

And,  v/hen  all  other  dukes  did  bow, 
This  duke  did  only  nod. 

Yet  courteous,  blithe,  and  debonnair, 

To  Guife's-^-uke  was  he  : 
Was  ever  fuch  a  loving  pair  ? 

How  could  they  difagree  ? 

Oh,  thus  it  was :  he  lov'd  him  dear, 
And  cafl  how  to  requite  him ; 

And  having  no  friend  left  but  this, 
He  deeoi'd  it  meet  to  fight  him. 

forthwith  he  drench'd  his  defpcrate  quill. 

And  thus  he  did  endite  : 
"  This  eve  at  whift  ourfelf  will  play, 

"  Sir  Duke  1  be  here  to-night." 

"  Ah  no!  ah  no  ;"  the  guilelefs  Guife 

Demurely  did  reply ; 
"  I  cannot  go,  nor  yet  can  ftand, 

"  So  fore  the  gout  have  I," 
The  duke  in  v/rath  cali'd  for  his  fteeds, 

And  fiercely  drove  them  on  ; 
Lord  I  lord  !  how  rattled  then  thy  flones, 

O  kingly  Kenfington  J  ! 
All  in  a  trice  he  ruih'd  on  6uife, 

Thrult  out  his  lady  dear; 
He  tweak'd  his  nofe,  trod  on  his  toes, 

And  I'motc  him  on  the  ear. 


*  Sir  John  Gwft. 

\  Nicholas  Lord  Lecbmere,  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy 
of  Lancafer. 

\  .Lord  Le^hmtre  lived  at  Camden-houfe^  near  Kcn- 
fngiin. 


But  mark,  how  midfl:  of  viilory 

Fate  plays  her  old  dog  trick  ! 
Up  leap'd  Duke  John,  and  knock'd  Jiim  down. 

And  fo  down  fell  Duke  Nic. 
Alas,  oh  Nic  I   oh  Nic,  alas  I 

Right  did  thy  goITip  call  thee : 
As  who  fho-uld  fay,  alas  the  day 

When  John  of  Guife  (hall  maul  thcs  I 
For  on  thee  did  he  clap  his  chair. 

And  on  that  chair  did  fit ; 
And  look  as  if  he  meant  therein 

Xo  do  — —  what  was  not  fit. 

Up  didft  thotx  look,  oh  woful  duke  ! 

Thy  mouth  yet  durft  not  cpe, 
Certes  for  fear  of  finding  there 

A  t — d  inftead  of  trope. 
"  Lie  there,  thou  caitiff  vile  :"  quoth  Guife, 

"  No  Iheet  is  here  to  fave  thee  : 
"  The  cafement  it  is  (hut  likevvife ; 

"   Beneath  my  feet  I  have  thee. 

"  If  thou  haft  aught  to  fpeak,  fpeak  out," 

Theo  Lancaftere  did  cry, 
"  Know'ft  thou  not  me,  nor  yet  thyfelf  ? 

"   Who  thou,  and  who  am  I  ? 
"  Know'ft  thou  not  me,  who  (God  be  pvais'd) 

«   Have  brawl'd  and  quarrell'd  more, 
"  Than  all  tlie  line  of  Lancaftere, 

"  That  battled  heretofore  ? 

"  In  fenates  fam'd  for  many  a  fpeech, 

"  And  (what  fome  awe  muft  give  ye, 
Though  laid  thus  low  beneath  thy  breach) 

"  Still  of  the  council  privy  ; 
"  Still  of  the  duchy  chancellor : 

"  Durante  life  I  have  it  ; 
"  And  turn,  as  now  thou  doft:  on  me, 

"  Mine  a — e  on  them  that  gave  it." 
But  now  the  fervants  they  rufti'd  in  ; 

And  Duke  Nic,  up  leap'd  he  : 
"   I  will  notcope  againft  fuch  odds, 

"  But,  Guife!  V\\  fight  with  thee  : 

"  To-morrow  with  thee  will  I  fight 

"  Under  the  green-wood  tree." 
"  No,  not  to-morrow,  hat  to-night" 

(Quoth  Guife)  "  I'll  fight  with  thee." 
And  now  the  fun  declining  low 

Beftreak'd  with  bloed  the  llcies  ; 
When,  with  his  fword  at  faddle-bow, 

Rode  forth  the  valiant  Guife. 
Full  gently  pranc'd  he  o'er  the  lawn, 

Oft  roll'd  his  eyes  around. 
And  from  the  ftirrup  ftretch'd  to  find 

Who  was  not  to  be  found. 
Long  brandilVd  he  the  blade  in  air, 

Long  look'd  the  field  all  o'er : 
At  length  he  fpy'd  the  merry-men  brown,- 

And  eke  the  coach  and  four. 
From  out  the  boot  hold  Nicholas 

Did  wave  his  wand  f  >  white. 
As  p(  inting  out  the  gloomy  glade 

Wherein  ke  meant  to  fight. 
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All  In  that  dreadful  hour  fo  calm 

Was  Lancaftere  to  fee, 
As  if  he  meant  to  take  the  air, 

Or  only  take  a  fee  : 
And  fo  he  diJ — for  to  New  Court 

His  rolling  wheels  did  run  : 
Not  that  he  ftiunn'd  the  doubtful  flrife; 

But  bufincfs  muft  be  done, 
Back  in  the  dark,  by  Brampton-park, 
'  He  turn'd  up  through  the  Gore  ! 
So  flunk  to  Camden-houfe  fo  high. 

All  in  his  coach  and  four. 
Mean  while  Duke  Guife  did  fret  and  fume, 

A  light  it  was  to  fee, 


Benumb'd  beneath  the  evening  de<^ 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 
Then,  wet  and  weary,  home  he  far'd, 

Sore  muttering  all  the  way, 
"  The  day  I  meet  him,  Nic  (hall  rue 

"  The  cudgel  of  that  day. 
"  Mean  time  on  every  pifling  poft 

"  Pafte  we  this  recreant's  name, 
"  So  that  each  piffer-by  (hall  read 

"  And  pifs  againft  the  fame." 

Now  God  preferve  our  gracious  king, 

And  grant  his  nobles  all 
May  learn  this  leffon  from  Duke  Nic. 

That/ri(fe  ivili  have  a  fall  ! 


DIONE. 

A  PASTORAL  TRAGEDY. 


"  Sunt  numina  amanti. 
•'  Szvit  et  injufta  lege  relida  Venus.' 


TiBUL.  Eleg.  V.  Lib,  r. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

KvANDER  undir  the  name  c/'Lycisas. 

Cleanthes. 

Shepherd  S.I 


WOMEN. 
DlONE  under  the  name  ef  A.'LtXlt' 
Parthenia. 
Laura. 


Stent,  Arcadia. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  L 

if  Plain,  at  the  Feat  of  a  Jieep  craggy  Mountain. 
DiOME.  Laura. 
Laura. 
W^HY  doft  thou  fly  me  ?  Stay,  unhappy  fair, 
Seek  not  thele  horrid  caverns  of  defpair  ; 
To  trace  thy  (leps,  the  midnight  air  1  bore, 
Trod  the  brown  defert,  and  unflicber'd  moor  : 
Three  times  the  lark' has  fung  his  matin  lay, 
And  rofe  on  dewy  wing  to  meet  the  day. 
Since  firft  I  found  thee,  ftretch'd  in  penlive  mood, 
Where  laurels  border  Ladon's  filver  flood. 

Oione. 
O  let  my  foul  with  grateful  thanks  o'erflow  ! 
'Tis  to  thy  hand  my  daily  life  1  owe. 
Like  the  weak  lamb,  you  rais'd  me  from  the  plain, 
T«o  fault  to  bear  bi(.ak  wiyadi  and  beating  ram  ; 


Each  day  I  ftiare  thy  bowl  and  clean  repaft, 
Each  night  thy  roof  defends  the  chilly  blaft. 
But  vain  is  all  thy  fricndfhip,  vain  thy  care  ; 
Forget  a  wretch  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

Laura. 
Defpair  will  fly  thee,  when  thou  ftialt  impart 
The  fatal  fecret  that  torments  thy  heart ; 
Difclofe  thy  forrows  to  my  faithful  ear, 
Inftrud:  thefe  eyes  to  give  thee  tear  for  tear. 
Love,  love's  the  caufe ;  our  forefts  fpeak  thy  flamf ,. 

The  rocks  have  learnt  to  figh  Evander'*  name. 
If  faultermg  fliame  thy  balliful  tongue  reftrain, 
[f  thou  hall  look'd,  and  blufh'd,  and  flgh'd  in  vainj 
Say,  in  what  grove  thy  lovely  flieplierd  ftrays, 
Teli  me  what  mountains  warble  with  his  lays; 

I  hither  I'll  (peed  me,  and  with  moving  art 
Draw  foft  confeflions  from  his  melting  heart, 

jyioiie. 
Ti.y  generous  care  has  touch'd  my  fecret  wo«. 
Love  bids  theie  fcalding  tears  inccfl'aut  flowr 
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111  fated  love  !  O  fay,  ye  fylvan  maids, 
"Who  range  wide  forefts  and  fequefter'd  (hades. 
Say  where  Evander  bled,  point  out  the  ground 
That  yet  is  purple  with  the  favage  wound. 
Yonder  he  lies  ;  I  hear  the  bird  of  prey  ; 
High  o'er  thofe  cliffs  the  raven  wings  his  way ; 
Hark  how  he  croaks  !  he  fcents  the  murder  near. 

0  may  no  greedy  beak  his  vifage  tear  I 

Shield  him,  ye  Cupids  ;  flrip  the  Paphian  grove, 
And  ftrow  unfading  myrtle  o'er  my  love  1 
Down,  heaving  heart. 

Laura. 
—The  mournful  tale  difdofe. 
Dione. 
Let  not  my  tears  intrude  on  thy  repofe. 
Yet  if  thy  friendfhip  ftill  the  caufe  requeft; 
I'll  fpeak,  though  forrow  rend  my  labouring  bread. 
Know  then,  fair  fhepherdefs,  no  honeft  fwain 
Taught  me  the  duties  of  the  peaceful  plain  ; 
Unus'd  to  fweet  content,  no  flocks  I  keep. 
Nor  browzing  goats  that  overhang  the  fteep. 
Born  where  Orchomenos'  proud  turrets  Ihine, 

1  trace  my  birth  from  long  illuftrious  line, 
"Why  was  I  train'd  amidft  Arcadia's  court  ? 
Liove  ever  revels  in  that  gay  refort. 
Whene'er  Evander  paft,  my  fmitten  heart 
Heav'd  frequent  fighs,  and  felt  unufual  fmart. 
Ah  !  hadft  thou  fcen  with  what  fweet  grace  he 

mov'd  I 
Yet  why  that  wilh  ?  for  Laura  then  had  lov'd. 

Laura, 
Dlftruft  me  not ;  thy  fecret  wrongs  impart, 

Dione. 
Forgive  the  failles  of  a  breaking  heart. 
Evander's  fighs  his  mutual  flame  confeft, 
The  growing  paffion  labour'd  in  his  breaft  ; 
To  me  he  came  ;  my  heart  with  rapture  fprung. 
To  fee  the  blulhcs,  when  his  faultering  tongue 
Firft  faid,  I  love.  My  eyes  confent  reveal. 
And  plighted  vows  our  faithful  paflion  feal : 
Where's  now  the  lovely  youth  ;  he's  loft,  he's  flain. 
And  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain  1 

Laura, 
Are  thus  the  hopes  of  conftant  lovers  paid  ? 
If  thus — ye  powers,  from  love  defend  the  maid. 

Dione. 
Now  have  twelve  mornings  warm'd  the  purple  eaft, 
Since  my  dear  hunter  rous'd  the  tulky  beaft ; 
Swift  flew  the  foaming  monfter  through  the  wood, 
Swift  as  the  wind,  his  eager  fteps  purfued  : 
'  Twasthen  the  favage  turn'd  ;  then  fell  the  youth. 
And  his  dear  blood  diftain'd  the  barbarous  tooth. 

Laura, 
Was  there  none  near  ?  no  ready  fuccour  found  .' 
Nor  healing  herb  to  ftaunch  the  fpouting  wound  ? 

Dione. 
In  vain  through  pathlefs  woods  the  hunters  croft, 
And  fought  wita  anxious  eye  their  mafter  loft; 
In  vain  their  frequent  hollows  echo'd  fhrill. 
And  his  lov'd  name  was  fent  from  hi:l  to  hill ; 
Evander  hears  you  not.  He's  loft,  he's  flain. 
And  the,  pale  corle  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 

Laura. 
Has  yet  no  clown  (who,  wandering  from  the  way, 
Beats  every  bufh  to  raife  the  lamb  ailray) 
•bferv'd  the  fatal  fpot  i  5 


Dione, 

O,  if  ye  pafs 

Where  purple  murder  dyes  the  wither'd  grafs, 
With  pious  finger  gently  clofe  his  eyes. 
And  let  his  grave  with  decent  verdure  rife. 

[WeefSli 

Laura, 
Behold  the  turtle  who  has  loft  her  mate ; 
Awhile  with  drooping  wing  flie  mourns  his  fate  ; 
Sullen,  awhile  ftie  feeks  the  darkeft  grove. 
And  cooing  meditates  the  murder'd  dove; 
But  time  the  rueful  image  wears  away. 
Again  flic's  cheer'd,  again  (he  feeks  the  day. 
Spare  then  thy  beauty,  and  no  longer  pine. 

Ditne. 
Yet  fure  fome  turtle's  love  has  equal'd  mine, 
Who,  when  the  hawk  has  fnatch'd  her  mate  awayj 
Hath  never  known  the  glad  return  of  day. 
When  my  fond  father  faw  my  faded  eye, 
And  on  my  livid  cheek  the  rofes  die  ; 
When  catching  fighs  my  wafted  bofom  mov'd. 
My  looks,  my  fighs,  confirm'd  him  that  I  lov'd. 
He  knew  not  that  Evander  was  my  flame 
Evander  dead  I  my  paflion  ftill  the  fame ! 
He  came,  he  threaten'd  ;  with  paternal  fway, 
Cleanthes  nam'd,  and  fix'd  the  nuptial  day  : 

0  cruel  kindnefs !  too  feverely  preft ! 

1  fcorn  his  honours,  and  his  wealth  deteft. 

Laura. 
How  vain  is  force !  Love  ne'er  can  be  compcll'di 

Dione. 
Though  bound  my  duty,  yet  my  heart  rebell'd. 
One  night,  when  fleep  had  hufti'd  all  bufy  fpies. 
And  the  pale  moon  had  journey'd  half  the  Dcies, 
Softly  I  rofe  and  drefs'd ;  with  filent  tread, 
Unbarr'd  the  gates,  and  to  thefe  mountains  fled.    ' 
Here  let  me  foothe  the  melancholy  hours  V 
Clofe  me,  ye  woods,  within  your  twilight  bowers  \ 
Where  my  calm  foul  may  fettled  forrow  know, 
And  no  Cleanthes  interrupt  my  woe 
With  importuning  love — 

\_MelanchBly  Muftc  it  heard  at  a  iiftance'. 
On  yonder  plain 
Advances  flow  a  melancholy  train  ; 
Black  cyprefs  boughs  their  drooping  heads  adorn. 

Laura. 
Alas  1  Menalcas  to  his  grave  is  borne. 
Behold  the  vi6tim,of  Parthenia's  pride  ! 
He  faw,  he  figh'd,  he  lov'd,  was  fcorn'd,  and  dy'd. 

Dione. 
Where  dwells  this  beauteous  tyrant  of  the  plains  I 
Where  may  I  fee  her  ? 

Laura, 

Aik  the  fighing  fwains. 

They  heft  can  fpeak  the  conqucib  of  her  eyes  ; 
Whoever  fees  her,  loves;    who  loves  her,  dies. 

Dione. 
Perhaps  untimely  fate  her  flame  hath  crofs'd, 
And  ftie,  like  me,  hath  her  Evander  loft. 
How  my  foul  pities  her  1 

Laura. 

If  pity  move 

Your  generous  befom,  pity  thofe  who  love. 
There  late  arriv'd  among  our  fylwan  race 
A  llrangcr  Jjiephcrd,  who  with  lonely  pace 
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Vifits  thofe  mountain-pines  at  dawn  of  day, 
Where  oft  Parthenia  takes  her  early  way 
To  roufe  the  chale  ;  mad  with  his  amorous  pain. 
He  flops  and  raves  ;  then  fallen  walks  again. 
Parthenia's  name  is  borne  by  pafljng  gales, 
And  talking  hills  repeat  it  to  the  dales. 
Come,  let  us  from  this  vale  of  forrow  go, 
Nor  let  the  mournful  fcene  prolong  thy  woe. 

[_£xeunt. 
SCENE  ir*. 

Shepherds  and  ShepberJeJfcs  {cro-wned  "witb  garlands  of 
cjffrefs  and  yew)  bearhgtbe  body  of  Menalcas. 
ijl  Shepherd. 
Here  gently  reft  the  corfe — With  faultering  breath 
Thus  fpake  Menalcas  on  the  verge  of  death. 
"  Eelov'd  Palemon,  hear  a  dying  friend  ; 
"  See,  where  yon  hills  with  craggy  brows  afcend, 
•'  Low  in  the  valley  where  the  mountain  grows, 
"  There  firft  I  faw  her,  there  began  my  woes. 
"  When  I  am  cold,  may  there  this  clay  be  laid  I 
"  There  often  flrays  the  diar,  the  cruel  maid  ; 
"  There  as  fhe  walks,  perhaps  you'll  hear  her  fay, 
"  (While  a  kind  gufhing  tear  (hall  force  its  way) 
"  How  could  my  ftubborn  heart  relentlefs  prove  ? 
•*  Ah,  poor  Menalcas — all  thy  fault  was  love  :" 

Zd  Sbipberd. 
When  pitying  lion's  o'er  a  carcafe  groan. 
And  hungry  tigers  bleeding  kids  bemoan  ; 
When  the  lean  wolf  laments  the  mangled  fheep ; 
Then  fliall  Parthenia  o'er  Menalcas  weep. 

\Ji  Shepherd. 
When  famifh'd  panthers  leek  their  morning  food. 
And  monfltrs  roar  along  the  defert  wood  ; 
When  hifBng  vipers  ruftle  through  the  brake, 
Or  in  the  patJi-way  rears  the  fpeckled  fnake ; 
The  wary  fwain  th'  approaching  peril  fpies, 
And  through  fome  diftant  roadfecurely  flies. 
Fly  then,  ye  fwains,  from  beauty's  furer  wound. 
Such  was  the  fate  our  poor  Menalcas  found. 

"Id  Shepherd. 
What  fhepherd  does  not  mourn  Menalcas  flain  ! 
Kiird  by  a  barbarous  woman'?  .  -oud  difdain  '. 
Whoe'er  attempts  to  bend  her  Icornful  mind, 
Cries  to  the  deferts,  and  purfues  the  wind. 

I/?  Shepherd. 
With  every  grace  Menalcas  was  endow 'd, 
His  merits  dazzled  all  the  fylvan  crowd. 
If  you  would  know  his  pipe's  melodious  found, 
Afe  all  the  echoes  of  thefe  hills  around, 
For  they  have  learnt  his  ftrains ;  who  (hall  rchearfe 
The  ftrength,  the  cadence  of  his  tuneful  verfe  ? 
Go,  read  thofe  lofty  poplars ;  there  you'll  find 
Some  tender  fonnet  grow  on  every  rind. 

Id  Shepherd. 
Yet  what  avails  his  (kill  ?  Parthenia  flies. 
Can  merit  hope  fuccefs  in  woman's  eyes  ? 

I/?  Shepherd. 
Why  was  Parthenia  form'd  of  fofteft  mould  ? 
Why  does  her  heart  fuch  favage  nature  hold  ? 
O  ye  kind  gods  :  or  all  her  charms  efface. 
Or  tame  her  heart — fo  fpare  the  fliepherd  race. 

This  and  the  folloiving  fee  e  are  formed  upm  tie 
Tf-rvl  of  Marcella  in  Don  iPui.oi:. 

6 


2d  Shepherd. 
As  fade  the  flowers  which  on  the  grave  I  cafi: ; 
So  may  Parthenia's  tranGcnt  beauty  wafte  1 

ijl  Shepherd. 
What  woman  ever  counts  the  fleeting  years, 
Or  fees  the  wrinkle  which  her  forehead  wears? 
Thinking  her  features  never  (hall  decay, 
This  fwain  flie  fcorns,  from  that  flie  turns  away. 
But  know,  as  when  the  rofe  her  bud  unfolds, 
Awhile  each  breafl  the  fhort-liv'd  fragrance  holds ; 
When  the  dry  ftalk  lets  drop  her  flirivell'd  pride. 
The  lovely  ruin's  ever  thrown  afide. 
So  fhall  Parthenia  be. 

2d  Shepbtrd. 
—  See,  fhe  appears. 
To  boaft  her  fpoils,  and  triumph  in  our  tcari. 

SCENE    III. 
Parthenia  appears  from  the  mountain, 

Parthenia    She?herds» 

I/?  Shepherd. 
Why  this  way  doft  thou  turn  thy  baneful  eyes. 
Pernicious  bafililk  .'  L,o  I  there  he  lies. 
There  lies  the  youth  thy  curfed  beauty  flew  j 
See,  at  thy  prefence,  how  he  bleeds  anew  I 
JLook  down,  enjoy  thy  murder. 
Parthenia. 

— Spare  my  fame; 
I  come  to  clear  a  virgin's  injur'd  name. 
If  I'm  a  bafiHlk,  the  danger  fly. 
Shun  tlK  fwift  glances  of  my  venom'd  eye  : 
If  I'm  a  murderer,  why  approach  ye  near, 
And  to  tlie  dagger  lay  your  bofoin  bare  ? 

yi  Shepherd. 
What  heart  is  proof  againft  that  face  divine  ? 
Lore  is  not  ia  our  power. 

Parthenia. 

— Is  love  in  mine  ? 
If  e'er  I  trifled  with  a  fhepherd's  pain, 
Or  with  falfe  hope  his  paflion  ftrove  to  gain ; 
Then  might  you  juftly  curfe  my  favage  mind. 
Then  might  you  rank  me  with  the  ferpent  kind  : 
But  I  ne'er  trifled  wi-h  a  fljepherd's  pain. 
Nor  with  falfe  hope  his  paflion  ftrove  to  gaio  :' 
'  ris  to  his  rafli  purfuit  he  owes  his  fate  ; 
I  was  not  cruel ;  he  was  obftinate. 

1/  Shepherd. 
Hear  this,  ye  fighing  ihepherds,  and  defpair. 
Unhappy  Lycidas,  thy  hour  is  near  !  [doom. 

Since  the  fam*  barbarous  hand  hath    fign'd  thy 
We'll  lay  thee  in  our  lov'd  Menalcas'  tomb, 

Parthenia. 
Why  will  intruding  man  my  peace  deftroy  ? 
Let  me  content  and  folitude  enjoy ; 
Free  was  I  born  ;  my  freedom  to  maintain. 
Early  I  fought  the  unambitious  plain. 
Moll  women's  weak  refolves,  like  reeds,  will  ply. 
Shake  with  each  breath,  and  bend  with  every  flgb  j 
Mine,  like  an  oak,  whofc  firm  roots  deep  defcend. 
Nor  breath  of  love  can  fhake,  nor  Cgh  can  bend. 
If  ye  unhappy  Lycidas  would  fave; 
Go  feek  him,  lead  him  to  Menalcas'  grave; 
Forbid  his  eyes  with  flowing  grief  to  rain. 
Like  him  Meo^kas  wept,  but  weptinvaia  j 
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Bid  him  his  heart-confuming  groans  give  o'er  : 
TelJ  him,  I  heard  fuch  piercing  groans  before. 
And  heard  unmov'd.     O  Lycid^s,  be  wife, 
Prevent  thy  fate — Li> '  tl»ere  Menalcas  Iks. 

\J}  Shepherd. 
Now  all  the  melaiKholy  rites  are  paid, 
And  o'er  his  grave  the  weeping  marble  laid ; 
Let's  fcek  '^ur  charge  ;  the  flocks,  difpcrfmnf  wide, 
Whiten  with  movmg  fleece  the  mountain's  fide. 
Truft  not,  ye  fwains,  the  lightning  of  her  eye, 
Left  ye,  like  him,  ftiould  love,  dclpair,  and  die. 
\  Exeunt  Shepl erds,  13'c.  Parthenia  remains  in  a  me- 
lanebely  pojlure,  look  ng  ok  the  grave  of  Menalcas. 

SCENE     IV. 
Lycidas,  Parthenia. 
\,-'  '     ■  .  Lycidat. 

When  fhall  my  fteps  have  reft  ?  through  all  the 

wood, 
And  hy  the  winding  banks  of  Ladon's  flood, 
I  fought  my  love.     O  fay,  ye  (kipping  fawns 
(Who  range  entangled  Ihadesand  daify'd  lawns) 
If  ye  have  feen  her  !  fay,  ye  warbling  race. 
(Who  mealure  on  fwift  wing  th'  aerial  fpace,, 
.^nd  view  below  hills,  dales,  and  diftant  ftiores) 
Where  ftiall  I  find  her  whom  my  foul  adores  1 

SCENE    y. 
Lyciuas,  Pahthenia,  Dione,  Laora. 

\Dione  and  Laura  at  a  dijiance. 
■  :■  ;  Lycidat. 

What  do  r  fee  ?  no.     Fancy  mocks  my  eyes, 
And  bids  the  dear  dehidmg.  vifion  rife.    . 
'Tis  {he.   My  fpringing  heart  her  prefence  feels. 
See,  proftrate  Lycitias  before  thee  kneels. 

[^Kneeling  to  Parthenia- 
Why  will  Parthenia  turn  her,  face  away  ? 

Parthenia. 
Who  calls  Parthenia  ?  hah  1 

\_SheJlarts  from  her  melancholy  :  and,  feeing  Lycidas, 
fies  init  the  wood.  , 

Lycidas. 

,  Stay,  virgin,  ftay. 

O  wing  my  feet,  kin^  love.  See,  fee,  fhe  bounds, 
FJeet  as  the  mountain  roe,  when  preft  by  hounds. 
\He  purfues  her,  Diane  faints  in  the  arms  of  Laura. 
Laura. 
What  means  this  trembling  ?  All  her  colour  flies, 
And  life  is  quite  unftrung.  Ah  ',  hft  thy  eyes. 
And  anfwer  me  ;  fpeak,  fpeak,  'tis  i.ai.ra  calls. 
Speech  has  forfook  her  lips. — She  Jaints,  ftic  falls. 
Fan  her,  ye  zephyrs,  with  your  balmy  breath, 
And  bring  her  quickly  from  the  ihades  of  death  : 
Blow,  yc  cool  gales    See,  fee,  the  loreft  (hakes 
With  coming  winds  1  fl^e  breathes,  (he  moves,  fhe 
wakes. 

Ah,  falfe  Evander ! 


Diane, 


Laura. 

CaLm  thy  fobbing  brcaft. 

Say,  what  new  forrow  has  thy  heart  oppreft  ? 

Dione. 
Didft  thou  not  hear  hislighs  and  fuppliant  tone  t 
I)idft  thou  not  hear  the  pitying  mountain  groiii  X 
Vol.  Vril. 


Didft  thou  not  fee  him  bend  hl.s  fuppliant  knee  ? 

Thus  in  my  happy  days  he  knelt  to  mc. 

And  pour'd  forth  all  his  foul !  See  how  he  ftralns. 

And  lelTens  to  the  fight  o'er  yonder  plains, 

To  keep  the  fair  ia  view  !  Run,  virgm  run, 

riear  not  his  vows  ;  I  heard,  and  was  undone  t 

Laura. 
Let  not  Imaginary  terror  fright; 
Some  dark  delufion  fvi^ims  before  thy  fight, 
I  faw  Parthenia  from  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  Lycidas  with  proftrate  duty  bow  ; 
Swifc,as  the  falcon's  wing,  I  faw  her  fly. 
And  heard  the  cavern  to  his  groans  reply. 
Why  ftream  thy  tears  for  forrows  not  thy  own  ? 

Dione.  . 

Gh !  where  are  honour,  faith,  and  juftice  flown  ? 
Perjur'd  iivander ! 

Laura. 

Death  has  laid  him  \ri\\. 

Touch  not  the  mournful  firing  that  wakes  th^ 
woe. 

Dione, 
That  amorous  fwain,  whom  Lycidas  you  name, 
(Whofc  faithlefs  bolum  feels  another  flame) 
Is  my  once  kind  Evander — yes — 'twas  he. 
He  lives — but  lives,  alas  !  no  more  for  me, 

,   Laura. 
Let  not  thy  frantic  words  confefs  dcfpair, 

Dione. 
What,  know  I  not  his  voice,  his  mien,  his  air  ? 
Yes,  I  that  treacherous  voice  with  joy  believ'd, 
That   voice,  that  mien,   that  air,  my   foul  clc^i 

ceiv'd. 
If  my  dear  (hepherd  love  the  lawns,  and  glades. 
With  him  I'll  range  the  lawns,  and  leek  the  (hades. 
With  him  through  folitary  deicrts  rove. 
But  could  he  leave  mc  for  another  love  ? 
O  bafe  ingratitude  1 

Laura. 

Sufpend  thy  grief. 

And  let  my  friendly  counfel  bring  relief 
To  thy  defjionding  foul,  Parthenia's  ear 
is  barr'd  for  ever  to  the  lover's  prayer  ; 
Evander  courts  difdain,  he  follows  (corn, 
And  in  the  pafling  v/ind^his  vows  are  borne. 
Soon  will  he  find  that  all  in  vain  he  fti  ove 
To  t»me  her  bofom ;  then  his  former  iovc 
Shall  wake  his  foul;  tncn  will  he  fighing  hlamf 
Hii  heart  inconftant,  and  his  perjur'd  flame  : 
Then  fnall  he  at  Dione's  feet  implore, 
Lament  his  broken  faith,  and  change  no  more, 

Dione. 
Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  well  knows  to  feign 
Forbidding  fpeech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  difdain^ 
To  raife  his  paiTion,  Such  are  female  arts. 
To  hold  in  lafer  fnares  inconftant  hearts  1 

Laura. 
Parthenia's  breaft  is  ftcel'd  with  real  fcom, 

Dione. 
And  doft  th«a  think  Evander  will  return  J 

/  aura. 
Forego  thy  fex,  lay  all  thy  robes  aSde, 
Strip  off  thei'e  ornaments  of  female  pride; 
The  ihepherd's  veil  muft  hida  thy  gra.cefut  alr^     - 
With  the  bold  mauly  ftep  a  fwain  appear  j 


3?5 


THE   WORKS   OF   GAT. 


Then  with  Evander  may'd  thou  rove  unknown, 
'i'hen  let  thy  tender  elegance  be  ftiown  ; 
Then  the  new  fury  of  his  heart  ccntroul, 
And  with  Dione's  fuffcrings  touch  his  foul. 

Dione. 
Sweet  as  refrefhing  dews,  or  fummer  fiiowers, 
To  the  long  parching  thirft  of  drooping  flowers; 
Grateful  as  fanning  gales  to  fainting  fwains. 
And  foft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleeding  pains ; 
Such  are  thy  words.   The  fex  fhall  be  rtfig.i'd, 
No  more  fhall  braided  gold  thefc  treffes  bind ; 
The  (hepherd's  garb  the  woman  Ihall  difguife. 
If  he  has  loft  all  love,  may  friendfhip's  ties 
Uake  me  to  his  heart  I 

Laura. 
— '—  Go,  profperous  maid, 
May  fmllinglove  thy  faithful  wiflies  aid  1 
Be  now  Alexis  call'd.  With  thee  I'll  rove, 
And  watch  thy  wanderer  through  the  mazy  grove: 
i.et  me  be  honuur'd  with  a  filler's  name ; 
For  thee,  I  feel  a  more  than  filter's  flame. 

Dione. 
perhaps  my  (hepherd  has  outftript  her  hafte. 
Think'ft  thou,  when  out  of  fight,  fhe  flew  fo  faft  ? 
One  fudden  glance  might  turn  her  favage  mind ; 
Alay  fhe  like  Daphne  fly,  nor  look  behind, 
Maintain  her  fcorn,  his  eager  flame  de/pife, 
Nor  view  Evander  with  Dione's  eyes ! 


.ACT  il.     SCENE  r. 

Ltcib'AS  lying  on  the  grave  o/'MeNalcA3. 

LyciJas. 

When  fiiall  thefe fcalding  fountains  ceafe  to  flow? 

How  long  will  life  fuftain  this  load  of  woe  ? 

Why  glows  the  morn  ?  Roll  back,  thou  fouree  of 

light,  _  _ 

And  feed  my  forrows  with  eternal  night. 
Come,  fable  Death  !  give,  give  the  welcome  ftroke; 
The  raven  calls  thee  from  yon  blafted  oak, 
"What  pious  care  my  ghaftful  lid  fhall  dole  ? 
"What  decent  hand  my  frozen  limbs  compofe  ? 
O  happy  fhepherd,  free  from  anxious  pains, 
"Who  now  art  wandering  in  the  fighing  plains 
Of  blefl  Elyfium;  where  in  myrtle  groves   ' 
Enamour'd  ghofts  bemoan  their  former  loves. 
Open,  thou  filent  grave;  for  lo  I  I  come 
To  meet  Menalcas  in  the  fragrant  gloom  ; 
There  fhall  my  bofom  burn  with  fricndfhip'sflame. 
The  fame  our  palTion,  and  our  fate  the  lame ; 
There,   like  two  nightingales   on   neighbouring 

Soughs, 
Alternate  ftrains  fhall  mourn  our  fruOrate  vows. 
2Jut  if  cold  death  fhould  clofe  Parthcnia's  eye, 
And  fhould  her  beauteous  form  come  gliding  by; 
Friendfhip  would  foon  in  jealous  fear  be  loft, 
And  kindling  hate  purfiie  thy  rival  ghoft. 

SCENE  II, 

Ltcidas,  Dione  in  a  Shepheri't  habit. 

L,ycidas. 
Hah !  who  comes  here  ?  turn  hence, be  timely  wife; 
Truft  not  thy  fafety  to  Paithenia's  eye*. 


As  from  the  bearing  falcon  flies  the  Jo^e, 

So,  wing'd  with  fear,  Parthenia  flies  from  lovff. 

Dione. 
If  in  thcfe  vales  the  fatal  beauty  ftray, 
From  the  cold  marble  rife  ;  let's  hafte  away. 
Why  lie  you  panting,  like  the  fmitten  deer  ? 
Truft  not  the  dangers  which  you  bid  me  fear. 

Lycidas. 
Bid  the  lur'd  lark,  whom  tangling  nets  furprife, 
On  fearing  pinion  rove  the  fpacious  flries ; 
Bid  the  cag'd  linnet  range  the  leafy  grove; 
Then  bid  my  captive  heart  get  loofe  from  love. 
The  fnares  of  death  are  o'er  me.  Hence  !  beware  J 
Lefl  you  fhould  fee  her,  and  like  me  defpair. 

Dione 
No.  Let  her  come  ;  and  feek  this  vale's  recefs, 
111  all  the  beauteous  negligence  of  drefs  ; 
Though  Cupid  fend  a  fhaft  in  every  glance. 
Though  all  the  Graces  in  her  ftep  advance, 
My  heart  can  ftand  it  all.  Be  firm,  my  breaft  ; 
Th'  enfnaring  oath,  the  broken  vow  deteft  : 
That^ame,  which  other  charms  have  power  t<^ 

move, 
O  give  it  not  the  facred  name  of  love  J 
'Tis  perjury,  fraud,  and  meditated  lies. 
Love's  feated  in  the  foul,  and  never  die?. 
What  then  avail  her  charms  ?  My  conftant  heart 
Shall  gaze  fecure,  and  mock  a  feeond  dart. 

hycidas. 
But  you  perhaps  a  happier  fate  have  found, 
And  the  fame  hand  that  gave,  now  heals  the  wound. 
Or  art  thou  left  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
A  wretch,  like  me,  the  fport  of  pride  and  fcorn  ? 

Dione. 
O  tell  me,  fhepherd,  hath  thy  faithlefs  maid, 
Falfe  to  her  vow,  thy  flatter'd  hope  betray'd  ^ 
Did  her  fmooth  fpeech  engage  thee  to  behevc  ? 
Did  fhe  proteft  and  fwear,  and  then  deceive  ? 
Such  are  the  pangs  I  feel ! 

Lycidas. 

The  haughty  fair 

Contemns  my  fufferings,  and  difdains  to  hear.' 
Let  meaner  beauties,  Icarn'd  in  female  fnares, 
Entice  the  fwain  with  half-confenting,  airs ; 
Such  vulgar  arts  ne'er  aid  her  conquering  eyesj . 
And  yet,  where'er  fhe  turns,  a  lover  fighs. 
Vain  is  the  ftaady  conftailcy  you  boalt ; 
All  other  love  at  fight  of  her  is  loft. 

Dione. 
True  conftanCy  no  time,  no  power,  can  movf. 
He  thn't  hath  known  to  change,  ne'er  knew  to  lovp^ 
Though  the  dear  author  of  rty  haplefs  flame 
Purfue  another ;  ftill  my  heart's  the  lame. 
Am  I  for  ever  left  ^  (excufe  thefe  tears) 
May  your  kind  friend fhip  foften  ail  my  cares  '. 

Lyctdai, 
What  comfort  can  a  wretch,  like  me,  beftow  ? 

Dime. 
He  beft  can  pity  who  hath  felt  the  woe. 

Lycidas. 
Since  different  oBjeiSls  have  our  fouls  polTcfl, 
No  rival  fears  our  friendfhip  fliall  moleft. 

Dione. 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  fhade  of  thefe  brown  hills, 
And  drive  our  flocks  bcfide  the  flreaming  rills. 


diiotild  tbii  fair  tjrirt  to  tTicfe  vlles  return, 
How  would  thy  bread  with  double  fury  burn  ! 
Go  hence,  and  fcek  thy  peace. 

SCENE    III, 

LtCIDAS,  DiONE,  La0RA. 

Z,aura. 

Fly,  fly  this  place ; 

Beware  of  love  ;  the  proudeft  of  her  rate 
This  way  approaches  :  from  among  the  pines, 
Where  from  the  fteep  the  winding  path  declines, 
1  faw  the  nymph  defcend. 

J.ycidas, 

She  comes,  (he  comes; 

From  her  the  paffing  zephyrs  fteal  ptrfumes, 
As  from  the  violet's  bank  with  odours  fwcet 
Breathes  every  gale ;  fpring  blooms  beneath  her 

feel. 
Yes,  'tis  my  faireft ;  here  fhe's  wont  to  rove. 

Laura. 
Say,  by  what  figns  I  might  have  known  thy  love  ? 

Lycidas. 
My  love  is  fairer  than  the  fnowy  breaft 
Of  the  tall  fwan,  whofe  proudly  fwelling  chefl 
Divides  the  wave;  her  treffes,  loofe  behind. 
Play  on  her  neckj  and  wanton  in  the  wind; 
The  rifing  blufhes,  which  her  cheelc  o'erfpread. 
Are  opening  rofes  in  the  lily's  bed. 
Know'ft  thou  Parthenia  ? 

Lavra. 

Wretched  is  the  flave 

Who  ferves  fuch  pride  !  Behold  Menalcas'  grave  ! 
Yet  if  Alexis  and  this  Cghing  fwain 
Wifh  to  behold  the  tyrant  of  the  plain, 
Let  us  behind  thefe  myrtles  twining  arms 
Retire  unfeen  ;  from  thence  furvey  her  charms. 
Wild  as  the  chaunting  thrufti  upon  the  fpray. 
At  man's  approach,  (he  fwiftly  files  away. 
Like  the  young  hare,  I've  feen  the  panting  maid 
Stop,  liften,  run  ;  of  every  wind,  afraid. 

Lycidas. 
And  wijt  thou  never  from  thy  vows  depart  ? 
Shepherd,  beware — now  fottify  thy  heart. 

[To  Dione. 
[Lycidas,  Dione,  and  Lauia,  retires  bshindthe  boughs. 

SCENE  IV. 
Parthenia,  Lycidas,  Dion^,  Laura. 

Parthenia, 
This  melancholy  fcene  demands  a  groan. 
Hak  !  what  infcription  marks  the  weeping  {lone  ? 
"  O  power  of  beauty  !  here  Menalcas  lies, 
*'  Gaze  not,  ye  fhepherds,  on  Parthenia's  eyes." 
Why  did  Heaven  form  me  with  fuch  polifh^'d  care  ? 
Why  call  my  features  in  a  mould  fo  fair  ? 
If  blooming  beauty  was  a  bleffing  meant, 
Why  are  my  fighing  hours  deny'd  content  ? 
The  downy  peach,  that  glows  with  funny  dyes, 
Feeds  the  black  fnails,  and  lures  voracious  flies; 
The  juicy  pear  invites  the  feathcr'd  kind. 
And  pecking  finches  fcoop  the  golden  rind ; 
But  beauty  fuffers  more  pernicious  wrongs,^ 
Blafted  by  envy,  and  ccnlorioi^s tongues. 
3 


Hcw  happy  lives  the  nympn  whnfc  comely  face 
And  pltaiing  glances  boaft  fufficient  grace 
To  wound  the  fwain  fte  loves !  No  jealous  fears 
Shall  vex  Jier  nuptial  flate  with  nightly  tear's ; 
Kor  amorous  youths,  to  puiH  their  foul  pretence^  •. 
Infcfi  her  daiys  with  diiUimperLinencc, 
But  why  jalk  I  of  love  ?   My  guarded  heart 
Difowns  his  power,  and  turns  afide  the  dart. 
Hark  1  from  his  hollow  tomb  Menalcas  cries, 
"  Gaze  not,  ye  iliepherds,  on  Pi^thenia's  eyes.'* 
Come,  Lycidas,  the  mournful  \vj  "perufe, 
Left  thou,  like  him,  Parthenia's  eyes  accufe. 
\Shejlands  in  a  melancholy  poflure,  looki.ig  on  the  tomBt 
Lycidjs, 
Call'd  fhe  not  Lycidas  .'—1  come,  my  fair ; 
See  generous  pity  melts  into  a  tear. 
And  her  heart  foftcns.  Now's  the  tender  hour  ; 
Afliil  me.  Love  !  exert  thy  fovereign  power 
To  tanie  the  fcornful  rnaid. 
Licnc. 

.    Raih fwain,  be  wife; 

'Tis  not  from  thee  or  him  ;  from  Love  (he  flie»f 
Leave  her,  forget  her.  [fl'hey  hold  Lycidas^ 

Laura. 
-——Why  this  furiotis  hafte  J 
Lycidas, 
UnMand  me ;  loofe  me. . 

Dione. 
— — Sifter,  hdd  Kiin  faft. 
To  follow  her,  is,  to  prolong  defpair. 
Shepherd,  you  niiift  iint  go. 
Lycidas. 

Bold  yoUth,  forbear. 

Hear  me,  Parthenia. 

Farihinla. 

~ From  behind  the  fhadc 

Methoiiglit  a  voice  foirie  liftenihg  fpy  betray'd. 
Yes,  I'm  obferv'd.  \_She  runs  tut; 

Lycidas. 
— ^Stay,  nymph  ;  thy  flight  fufpend. 
She  hears  trie  not — when  vvill  my  forrows  end  t 
As  over-fpent  with  toil,  my  heaving  breaft 
Beats  quick.   'Tis  death  alone  can  give  me  reft. 

\He  remains  tn  ajlxt  melancbolji 

SCENE  V. 
Lycidas,  Dione,  LaorA. 
Laura. 
Recall  thy  fcatter'd  fenfe,  bid  feSfoh  WakC;! 
Subdue  thy  paffion. 

Lycidas. 
'Shall  I  never  fpeak  ? 
She's  gone,  fhe's  gone — Kind  (hepherd,lct  mtreil 
My  troubled  head  upoti  thy  friendly  breaft. 
The  foreft  feems  to  move — O  ciirfed  ftatc  1 
I  doOm'd  to  love,  and  fhe  condemr\'d  tO  hatft  J 
Tell  me,  Alexis,  aft  thou  ftill  the  fame  ? 
Did  not  her  brighter  eyes  put  out  the  flanie 
Of  thy  firft  love  ?  did  not  thy  fluttering  heart, 
Whene'er  ftie  rais'd  her  look,  confefs  the  dart  ? 

Dione. 
I  own,  the  nymph  is  faireft  of  her  race, 
Yet  I  utimov'd  can  oil  this  beaiit]?  ga2«. 
Mindful  of  former  promife ;  all  that's  deaf,- 
My  thoughts,  my  dreams,  my  every  wifh  » thcrc. 
I  B  b  i> 
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Since  then  our  iope?  are  loft  ;  let  fricrnHhip's  tie 
Calm  our  diRrcfs,  and  flighted  love  fupply  ; 
Let  UB  together  drive  our  fleecy  ftore, 
And  of  uugtateful  woman  think  no  more. 
I.ycidat. 

*'T\t  death  alone  can  'lafe  her  from  my  breaft. 

J.aitra. 
yfihj  fhinesthy  love  f  •  far  above  the  reft? 
Mature,  'tis  ttue,  in  every  outward  grace, 
Her  niceft  hand  employ'd ;  her  lovely  face 
With  beauteous  feature  ftampt ;  with  rofy  dyej 
Warm'd  her  fair  thcek;  with  lightning  aim'd  her 

eyes : 
But,  if  ihoii  fearch  the  fecrets  of  her  mind, 
Where  ixiall  thy  cheated  foul  a  virtue  find  ? 
Sure  hell  with  cruelty  her  breaft  fupply'd  : 
How  did  (he  glory  when  Menalcas  dy'd  I 
Pride  in  her  bofom  reigns  ;  (he's  fulfe,  (he's  vain  ; 
She  firft  entices,  then  infults  the  fwain. 
Shall  female  cunning  lead  thy  heart  aftray  ? 
Shepherd,  be  free;  and  fcorn  for  fcorn  repay. 

Lycidas, 
How  woman  talks  of  woman  : 
Dione. 

Hence  depart; 

Let  a  lor*  abfence  cure  thy  lovc-fick  heart. 
To  fome  far  grove  retire,  her  fight  difdaim, 
Nor  with  her  charms  awake  the  dying  flame. 
Let  not  an  hour  thy  happy  flight  fufpend; 
But  go  not,  Lycidas,  without  thy  friend. 
Together  let  us  fetk  the  cheerful  plains, 
And  lead  the  dance  among  the  fportive  fwains, 
Devoid  of  care. 

Laura. 

Or  elfe  the  groves  difdain, 

iJor  with  the  fylvan  walk  indulge  thy  pain, 
Hafle  to  the  town  ;   there  ( I  have  oft  been  told) 
The  courtly  nymph  her  treffes  binds  with  gold, 
To  captivate  the  youths  ;  the  youths  a{  pear 
In  fine  array  ,   in  ringlets  waves  their  hair 
Rich  with  ambrofjal  fcei'ts,  the  fair  to  move. 
And  all  the  bafmefs  of  the  day  is  love. 
There  from  the  gaudy  train  {t\edt.  a  dame. 
Her  willing  glance  (hall  catch  an  equal  flame.. 
Lycidas. 

Kame  not  the  court. — The  thought  my  foul  con- 
founds, 
And  with  Dione's  wrongs  my  bofnm  wounds. 
Heaven  juftly  vindicates  the  faithful  maidj 
And  now  are  all  my  broken  vows  repaid. 
Perhaps  (he  now  laments  my  fancy'd  death 
With  tears  unfeign'd;    and  thinks  my  gafping 

breath 
Slgh'd  forth  her  name.    O  guilt,  no  more  upbraid  : 
Yes.  I  fond  innocence  and  truth  bctray'd.    \^Aftdt, 

DiONE  and  Lauka  apart. 

Dion*. 
Hark !  how  refle<5Hon  wakes  his  confciotrs  heart. 
From  my  pale  lids  the  trickling  forrows  ftart. 
How  fliall  my  breaft  thefwcUing  fighs  confine  1 

Liaura. 
O  fmoorh  thy  brow,  conce-1  our  juft  defign  : 
Ik  yet  awhile  unknown.   If  grief  arife, 
Aadloicc  apaffage  through  thy  gulhing  eyes, 


Quickly  retire,  thy  forrows  to  compofe » 
Or  with  a  lookferene  difguife  thy  woes. 

[Dione  is  going  out.  Laura  vjalks  at  a  dijaneii 
Lycidas. 
Canft  thou,  Alexis,  leave  me  thus  diftreft  ? 
Where's  now  the  boafted  friendlhip  of  thy  breaft? 
Haft  thou  not  oft  furvey'd  the  dappled  deer 
In  focial  herds  o'erfpread  the  paftures  fair  ? 
When  opening  hounds  the  warmer  fcent  purfue. 
And  force  the  deftin'd  vi<5lim  from  the  crew, 
Oft  he  returns,  and  fain  would  join  the  band, 
While  all  their  hornsthe  panting  wretch  withftand. 
Such  is  thy  friendlhip ;  thus  might  I  confide. 

Dione. 
Why  wilt  thou  cenfure  what  thou  ne'er  haft  try'd? 
Sooner  ihall  (wallows  leave  their  callow  brood. 
Who  with  their  plaintive  chirpings  cry  for  food  ; 
Sooner  fhall  hens  expofe  their  infant  care. 
When  the  fpread  kite  fails  wheeling  in  the  air  ; 
Than  I  forfake  thee  when  by  danger  preft. 
Wrong  not  by  jealous  fears  a  faithful  breaft. 

Lycidas. 
If  thy  fair-fpoken  tongue  thy  bofom  (how*. 
There  let  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  repofe. 

Dione. 
Far  be  fufpicion ;  in  my  truth  confide. 
O  let  my  heart  thy  load  of  cares  divide  f 

Lycidas. 
Know  then,  Alexis,  that  in  vain  I  ftrove 
To  break  her  chain,  and  free  my  foul  from  love 3 
On  the  lim'd  twig  thus  finches  beat  their  wings. 
Still  more  entangled  in  their  clammy  firings, 
l"he  flow-pac'd  days  have  witnefs'd  my  dclpair, 
Ilpon  my  weary  couch  fits  wakeful  care; 
Down  my  flufh'd  cheek  the  flowing  forrows  run, 
As  dews  defccnd  to  weep  the  abfent  fun. 
O  loft  Parthenia  I 

Ditne. 

Thefe  wild  thoughts  fufpend;. 

And  in  thy  kind  commands  inftrudl  thy  friend. 

Lycidas. 
Whene'er  my  faultering  tongue  would  urge  my 
Deaf  is  her  ear,  and  fullen  (he  withdraws    [caufe, 
Go  then,  Alexis  ,  ftck  the  fcornfui  maid. 
In  tender  rloqiience  my  fufferings  plead  ; 
Of  flighted  p;.(rion  youthf;  pangs  have  known; 
O  judge  my  lecret  anguifh  by  your  own ! 

Dione 
Had  I  the  (kill  inconftant  hearts  to  move, 
My  longing  foul  had  never  loft  my  love. 
My  feeble  tongue,  in  thefe  foft  arts  untry'd. 
Can  rllfupport  the  thunder  of  her  pride; 
When  ht  (hall  bid  me  to  thy  bower  repair. 
How  (hall  my  trembling  lips  her  threats  declare  I 
How  ftiall  I  tell  thee  that  flie  could  behold. 
With  brow  fercne,  thy  corfe  all  pale  and  cold 
Beat  on  the  dafliing  billow  i  iihould'ft  thou  go 
Where  the  tall  hill  oerhang^  the  rocks  below, 
Near  thee  the  tyrant  could  unpitying  ftand, 
Nor  call  thee  back,  nor  (Iretch  a  faving  hand. 
Wilt  thou  then  ftill  perfift  to  tempt  thy  fate, 
To  feed  her  pride,  and  gratify  her  hate  ? 

Lycidas, 
Know,  uncx^erienc'd  youth,  that  woman's  mind 
Oftlhiftshcr  pafliors,  like  th'  inconft»ot  windj 
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Sudden  ftie  rages,  like  th«  troubled  main, 
Kow  finks  the  ftorm,  and  all  is  calm  again. 
Watch  the  kind  moment,  then  my  wrongs  impart, 
And  the  foft  tale  Ihall  glide  into  her  heart. 

Dione. 
No.  Let  her  wander  in  the  lonely  grove, 
And  never  hear  the  tender  voice  of  love. 
Let  her  awhile,  neglected  by  the  fvvain, 
Pafs  by,  nor  fighs  mnlcft  the  cheerful  plain  : 
Thus  fhall  the  fury  of  her  pride  be  laid; 
Thus  humble  into  love  the  haughty  maid. 

I,ycii/as. 
Vain  are  attempts  my  paiTion  to  controul. 
Is  this  the  balm  to  cure  my  fainting  foul  ? 

Ziione. 
Deep  then  among  the  green -wood  fhades  I'll  rove. 
And  feek  with  Weary 'd  pace  thy  wander'd  love  ; 
Proftrate  If.  fall,  and  with  inceffant  prayers 
Jiang  on  her  knees,  and  bathe  her  feet  with  tears. 
If  fighs  of  pity  can  her  ear  incline, 
(O  Lycidas,  my  life  is  wrapt  in  thine)  ?         [AJlde. 
I'll  charge  her  from  thy  voice  to  hear  the  talc, 
Thy  voice  more  fweet  than  notes  along  the  vale 
Breat'h'd  from  the   warbling  pipe  :  the  moving 

ftrain 
Shall  flay  her  flight,  and  conquer  her  difdain. 
Yet  if  (he  hear,  fhnuld  love  the  meiTage  fpeed. 
Then  dies  all  hope — then  muft  Dionc  bleed.  [AJide. 

Lycidas, 
Hade  then, dear  faithful  fwain.  Beneath  thofe  yews, 
Whofe  fable  arms  the  browneft  (hade  difFufe, 
Where  all  aroulid,  to  Rate  the  fervent  Iky, 
The  panting  flocks  in  ferny  thickets  lie ; 
There  with  impatience  {hall  I  wait  my  friend. 
O'er  thfe  wide  profpe(fl  frequent  glances  fend 
To  fpy  thy  wiih'd  return.   As  thou  fhalt  find 
A  tender  welcome,  may  ihy  love  be  kind  ! 

[£x/V  Lycidas, 

SCENE  VI. 

'  DioNE,  Laura. 

Dione. 
Methinks  I'm  how  furrounded  by  defpair. 
And  all  my  withering  hopes  are  lofl  in  air. 
Thus  the  young  linnet  on  the  rocking  baugh 
Hears  through  long  woods  autumnal  tempeft  blow, 
With  hallow  blafts  the  claihing  branches  bend  ; 
And  yellow  (hov/ers  of  ruftling  leaves  defcend  ; 
She  fees  the  friendly  ftielter  from  her  fly; 
Nor  dare  her  little  pinions  truft  the  fky  ; 
But  on  the  naked  fpray  in  wintcryair, 
All^ftiivering,  hopelefs,  mourns  the  dying  year. 
What  have  I  promis'd  ?  rafh,  unthinking  maid  ! 
By  thy  own  tongue  thy  wifhes  are  betray'd  ! 

[Laura  adiiames. 

Lavra. 
Why  walk'ft  thou  thus  difturVd  with  frantic  air  ? 
Why  roll  thy  eyes  with  madnefs  and  defpair  ? 

Dione.  [Mujrng. 

How  wilt  thou  bear  to  fee  her  pride  give  way  ? 
When  thus  the  yielding  nymph  fliall  bid  thee  fay, 
••'  Let  not  the  fhepherd  feek  the  filent  grave, 
'!-  Say,  that  I  bid  hin^  livgr-sf  hope  can  feve  1" 


Ltvra. 
Hath  he  difcern'd  thee  th,  ovgh  thefwain^sdifguifc, 
And  now  alike  thy  love  and  fricndfuip  ^ies  f 

Dione. 
Yes.  Firm  and  faithful  to  the  proji-ife  niar?e, 
I'll  range  each  funny  hill,  each  lawn  and  glaive™ 

Laura. 
*Tis  Laura  fpeaks.  O  calm  your  troubled  mind. 

Dio:!e. 
Where  fhall  my  fearch  this  envy'd  beauty  find  3 
I'll  go,  my  faithlefs  (hephcid's  cjufe  to  plead, 
And  with  my  tears  svcufe  the  i  ivainiaid. 
Yet  fhould  her  ibften'd  heart  to  love  iiKline  ! 

Laura. 
If  thofe  are  all  thy  fears,  Evander's  thi- e, 

Dione. 
Why  (hould  we  both  in  forrow  wafle  our  day*  ? 
If  love  unfeign'd  my  conftant  bofom  fways. 
His  happinels  alone  is  all  I  prize, 
And  that  is  centet'd  in  Parthenia's  eyes. 
Hafte  then,  with  earned:  zeal  her  love  implore. 
To  blefs  his  hours — when  thou  fhalt  breathe  no 
more- 


ACr   III.  SCENE    f. 
Dione  lying  en  ibe.  ground  by  the  fide  of  a  Ftuntain. 
Dione. 
He-RK  let  me  reft ;  a,nd  in  the  liquid  glafc 
View  v/ith  impartial  look  my  fading  face. 
Why  are  Parthenia's  ftriting  beauties  pr'z'd  ? 
And  why  Dione's  weaker  glance  defpis'd  ? 
Nature  in  various  moulds  has  beauty  call, 
And  formM  the  feature  for  each  different  tafle  i 
This  fighs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  e;es; 
That,  for  the  glofs  of  fable  treffes,  dies 
Let  all  mankind  thefe  locks,  thefe  eyes  detcfl. 
So  I  were  lovely  in  Evander's  breaft  1 
When  o'er  the  garden's  knot  we  caft  our  view. 
While  fummer  paints  the  gmund  with  various  hue; 
Some  prarfc  the  gaudy  tulip's  Rrtaky  red, 
And  fome  the  filver  lily's  bendi^ig  head  ; 
Some  the  jonquil  in  fhining  yellow  drert. 
And  fome  the  frijig'd  carnation's  varied  veil; 
Some  love  the  fober  violet's  purple  dyes. 
Thus  beauty  fares  in  different  lovers'  eyes. 
But  bright  Parthenia  like  the  rofe  apit^rs, 
She  in  ail  eyes  fuperior  luftre  bears, 

SCENE  H. 
Dione,  Laura. 

Laura. 
Why  thus  beneaxh  the  filver  willow  laid. 
Weeps  fair  Dione  in  the  penfive  Ihadc  .' 
^aft  thou  yet  found  the  over-arching  bower, 
Which  guards  Parthenia  from  the  fultry  hour  ? 

Dione. 
With  weary  ftep  in  paths  unknown  I  ftray'd, 
And  fought  in  vain  the  folitary  maid. 

Laura. 
Seeft  thou  the  waving  tops  of  yonder  ^vc(ods, 
Whofe  a<;ed  ar.ms  imbrown  the  cooling;  li(  r  is  ? 
The  cooling  floods  o'er  breaking  ptbbl.es  llow^ 
And  'A^afh  thf  foil  from  the  big  roots  below  j 
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prom  the  tall  rock  the  dafping;  waters  bound, 
jiark,  o'^c  the  fiflds  the  rufhing  billow?  found  I 
There,  loft  In  thought,  and  leafing  on  her  crook, 
Stood  the  fad  nymph,  nof  rais'd  her  penfive  look; 
V^ith  fettled  eye  the  bubbling  waves  furvey'd, 
And  watch  the  whirline  eddies  as  they  play'd. 
Dlone. 


Thither  to  know  my  certain  doom  I  fpecd, 
rot  by  this  fentence  life  or  death's  decreed. 


{Ex'.t. 


SCENE  III. 

^AURA,  ClEA^TBE9* 

Laura. 
!Put  fee !  fomc  hafty  firanger  bends  this  wayj 
His  broider'd  yeft  refleifts  the  funny  ray  : 
2>J6w'\hrough  the  thihner  boughs  T  mark  his  mien, 
Now  veil'd,  in  thicker  fliades  he  moves  unfeen. 
Hither  he  turns  ;  T  hear  a  muttering  found  ; 
JBehind  this  reverend  oak  with  ivy  bound, 
Quidk  I'll  retire;'  with  bufy  thought  poffeft, 
jlis  tongue  betra;^s  the  fccrets  of  his  breaft. 

\Sbe  hides  herfelf. 
Chanthes. 
The  Ikilful  hunter  with  experienc'a  care 
Traces  the  double's  of  the  circling  hare; 
The  fubtle  fox  (who  breathes  the  weary  hound 
O'er  hills  ?nd  plain?)  in  diftant  brakes  is  found  ; 
"With  eaie  We  track  fwift  hinds  and  fkipping  roes. 
But  who  th'  inconlliint  ways  of  woman  knows  I 
They  fay,  fhe  wanders  with  the  fylvan  train. 
And  coXirts  the  native  freedoms  of  the  plain; 
Shepherds  explain  their  wifli  without  offence, 
Mpr  blufh  the  nymphs — for  love  is  innoirence. 
O  lead  me  where  the  rural  youth  retreat, 
Where  the  flope  hillsthe  warbling  voice  repeat. 
Perhaps  on  daify'd  turf  reclines  the  maid,    ;      - 
And  near  her  fide  fojiie  rival  clown  is  laid. 
Yet,  yet  I  love  her.— O  loft  nymph  return, 
L.et  not  thy  ijre  ^^ith  tears  inceflant  mourn; 
Return,  loft  nymph  ;  bid  forrow  ceafe  to  flow, 
And  let  Dione  g.Ld  the  houfe  of  \^ap\ 
'  Laura.  ,'-  . 

Cajrjihe  not  ^oft  Cione  I  hence  I'll  dart, 
Crofs  hisflow.fteps,  and  fift  his  opening  heart. 

■-■■■[■■■      ■    .    ^    ?       i;,^. 

Cteanfl'ci, 
Tell  me,  fair  nymph,  dircft  my  wandering  way  i 
Where,  in  clofe  bowers,  to  fh.in  the  fiiltry  ray, 
Repofe  the  fwains;  \+h6fe  flocks  with  bleating  fill 
The  bordering  fofeft  .ind  the  thymy-hill.         : 
But  if  thou  frequent  join  ihofe  fylvan  bands, 
'ihylelf  can  anlWer  what  my  fourdetnahds.' 

Laura. 
Seven  years  I  trod  thefe  fields,  thefe  bowers,  and 

glades, 
And  by  the  leflening  and  the  lengthening  Ihades 
Iflavc  mark'd  the  hours;  what  time  my  ilock  to 

■    lead 
To  funny  mountains,  or  the  watery  mead  : 
1'rain'd  in  the  labours  of  the  fylvan  crew, 
Their  fports,  retreats,  their  cares  and  loves  I  knew. 

•  CUantbet. 

InftruA  inc,  then,  if  late  among  yonr'race 
A  ftranger  nymph  is  found,  of  uoble  grace, 
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In  rural  arts  unfkill'd,  n»  charge  flie  tenrts; 
Nor  when  the  morn  and  evening  dew  defccndsj  ' 
Milks  the  big-udder'd  ewe.  Her  mien  and  drcfs 
The  pqlifli'4  manners  of  the  court  confels. 

Laura. 
Each  day  arrive   the  neighbouring  nymphs  ani 

f Wains,  * 

To  {hare  the  paftime  of  our  jovial  plains ; 
How  can  1  there  thy  roving  beauty  trace. 
Where  not  one  nymph  is  bred  of  vulgar  race  ! 

Cleantbes. 
If  yet  {he  breathes,  what  tortures  muft  {he  fiudi 
The  curfe  of  difobedience  tears  her  mind. 
If  e'er  your  breaft  with  filial  duty  burn'd. 
If  e'er  you  forrow'd  when  a  parent  mourh'd ; 
Tell  hfr,  1  charge  you,  with  inceffant  groans 
Her  drooping  fire  his  abfent  child  bgmoans. 

Laura,  ■, 

Unhappy  mail  1 

Cleantbes. 

With  {lorms  of  pafllon  toft, 

When  firft  he  learn'd  his  vagrant  child  was  loC, 
On  the  cold  floor  his  trem-b'ing  limbs  he  flung, 
And  with  thick  blows  his  hollow  bofom  rung  ; 
Then  up  he  flatted,  and  with  fix'd  furprife. 
Upon  her  pidlure  threw  his  frantic  eyes. 
While  thus  he  cry'd  ;  In  her  my  life  was  bound, 
"  Warm  in  each  feature  is  her  mother  foupd  1 
"  Perhaps  defpair  has  been  her  fatal  guide, 
"  And  now  fhe  flqats  upon  the  weeping  tide; 
"  Or  on  the  willow  hung,  with  head  reclin'd, 
"   All  pale  and  cold  {he  wavers  in  the  wind. 
"  Did  I  not  force  her  hence  by  harfh  commands  J 
"  Did  not  her  foul  abhor  the  nuptial  bands  ?" 

Laura. 
Teach  not,  ye  {ires,  your  daughters  to  rebel. 
By  counfel  rein  their  wills,  but  ne'er  compel. 

C'ean'.bcs. 
Ye  duteous  daughters,  truft  thefe  tender  guides ; 
Nor  think  a  parent'.s  breaft  th?  tyrant  hides. 

Laura. 
From  either  lid  the  fcalding  forrows  roll; 
The  moving  tale  runs  thrilling  to  my  foul. 

CUantbes. 
Perhaps  {he  wanders  in  the  lonely  woods, 
Or  on  the  fedgy  borders  of  the  floods  ; 
Thou  know'ft  each  cottage,  foreft,  hill,  and  vale. 
And  pebbled  brook  that  vsrinds  along  the  dale. 
Search  each  fequefter'd  dell  to  find  the  fair  ; 
And  juft  reward  iliall  gratify  thy  care. 

Laura. 
O  ye  kind  boughs,  protect  the  virgin's  flight, 
And  guard  Dione  from  his  prying  fight  1      \^Afidet 

Clianthes, 
Mean  while,  I'll  feek  the  fhepherd's  cool  abodes, 
Point  rne,  fair  nymph,  along  tbcfe  doubtful  roadsi, 

Laura. 
See.l  thou  yon  mountain  rear  his  fhaggy  brow  ? 
In  the  green  valley  graze  the  flocks' below  : 
There  every  gale  with  warbling  nnific  floats. 
Shade  anfwers  {hade,  and  l^rcathcs  alternate  notes, 

■[^x/V  Cleacthesi 
He's  gone;  and  to  the  diftant  vale  is  feut. 
Nor  niall  his  force  Dione's  love  prevent.     ' 
But  fee.  {be  comes  again  with  hally  pacg, 
And  ccnfcious  plcafure  dimple?  on  her  fac?,^ 
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SCENE  IV. 
,  Laura,  Dionk. 

Dioni, 
i  found  her  laid  befide  the  cryftal  brook, 
Hor  rais'd  flie  from  the  ftream  her  fettled  look, 
Till  near  her  fide  I  flood ;  her  head  flie  rears. 
Starts  fudden,  and  her  ftirieks  confefs  her  fears. 

Laura- 
Did  not  thy  words  her  thoughtful  foul  furprife, 
And  kindle  fparkling  anger  in  her  ej  es? 

DioKe. 
Thus  (he  reply'd,  with  rage  and  fcorn  poITeft : 
*'  Will  importuning  love  ne'er  give  me  reft  i 
"  Why  am  I  thus  in  deferts  wild  purfu'd, 
"  Like  guilty  confciences  when  ftain'd  with  blood? 
*'  Sure  boding  ravens,  from  the  blafted  oak, 
"  Shall  learn  the  name  of  Lycidas  to  croak, 
"  To  found  it  in  my  ears !  As  fwains  pafs  by, 
"  With  look  alkance,  they  fliake  their  heads  and 

"  cry, 
"  Lo !  this  is  fhe  for  whom  the  fliepherd  dy'd  1 
"  Soon  Lycidas,  a  vitSim  lo  her  pride,         [glade, 
"  Shall  feek  the  grave ;  and  in  the  glimmering 
"  With  look  all  pale,  Ihall  glide  the  reftlefs  (hade 
"  Of  the  poor  fwain ;  while  we  with  haggard  eye 
"  And  briftled  hair  the  fleeting  phantom  fly." 
Still  let  their  curfes  innocence  upbraid  : 
Heaven  never  will  forfake  the  virtuous  maid. 

Laura, 
Dldfl  thou  perfift  to  touch  her  haughty  breaft  ? 

Dioiie. 
She  mil  the  more  difdain'd,  the  more  I  prefl:. 

Laura, 
When  you  were  gene,  thefe  walks  a  ftranger  crofl:. 
He  turn'd  through  every  path,  and  wander'd  loft  ; 
To  me  he  came ;  with  courteous  fpecch  demands 
Beneath  what  bowers  repos'd  the  Ihepherd  bands  ; 
Then  further  aflcs  me,  if  among  that  race 
A  (hepherdefs  was  found  of  courtly  grace ; 
■yVith  proffer'd  bribes  my  faithful  tongue  effays ; 
But  for  no  bribe  the  faithful  tongue  betrays. 
In  me  Dione's  fafe.     Far  hence  he  fpeeds, 
Where  other  hills  refound  with  other  reeds. 

Dions. 
Should  he  come  back  ;  fufpicion's  jealous  eyes 
Might  trace  my  feature  through  thefwain'sdifguife. 
Now  every  noife  and  whiftling  wind  I  dread. 
And  in  each  fbund  approaches  human  tread. 

Laura. 
He  faid,  he  left  your  houfe  involv'd  in  cares, 
tjighsfwell'd  each  breaft,  each  eye  o'erflow'dwith 

tears ; 
For  his  loft  child  thy  penfivc  father  mourns. 
And,  funk  in  forrow,  to  the  duft  returns. 
Go  back,  obedient  daughter  ;  hence  depart, 
,  And  ftill  the  fighs  that  tear  "hjs  anxious  heart. 
Soon  fliall  Evander,  wearied  with  difdain, 
fprcgo  thefe  fields,  and  feek  the  town  again. 

LHone, 
Think,  Laura,  what  thy  hafty  thoughts  perfuade. 
If  I  return,  to  love  a  viiStim  made. 
My  wrathful  fire  will  force  his  harft  command, 
wVaij  "|,vith  Ckanthes  join  my  trtjnibling  har.d. 


Laura. 
Truft  a  fond  father  ;  raife  him  from  defprlr. 

D'one. 
I  fly  not  him ;  I  fly  a  life  of  care. 
On  the  high  nuptials  of  the  court  look  round ; 
Where  fhall,  alas,  one  happy  pair  be  found  ! 
There  marriage  is  for  fervile  intereft  fought : 
Is  love  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  title  bought  ? 
'Tis  hence  domcftic  jars  their  peace  deftroy. 
And  loofe  adultery  fteals  the  fiiamefuljoy. 
But  fearch  we  wide  o'er  all  the  blifsful  plains, 
Where  love  alone,  devoid  of  intereft,  reigns. 
What  concord  in  each  happy  pair  appears  ! 
How  fondnefs  ftrengthe««  with  the  rolling  years ! 
Superior  power  ne'er  thwarts  their  foft  delights^ 
Nor  jealous  accufations  wake  their  nights. 

Lavra, 
May  all  thofe  bleflings  on  DIone  fall. 

Dione. 
Grant  me  Evander,  and  I  fcare  them  all. 
Shall  a  fond  parent  give  perpetual  ftrife, 
And  doom  his  child  to  be  a  wretch  for  life  ? 
Though  he  bequeath'd  me  all  thefe  woods  and 

plains, 
And  all  the  flocks  the  ruffet  down  contains; 
With  all  the  golden  harvefts  of  the  year, 
Far  as  where  yonder  purple  mountains  rear ; 
Can  thefe  the  broils  of  nuptial  life  prevent  J 
Can  thefe,  without  Evander,  give  content  J 
But  fee,  he  comes. 

Laura. 

I'll  to  the  vales  repair. 

Where  wanders  by  the  ftream  my  fleecy  care. 
May'ft  thou  the  rage  of  this  new  flame  controulj 
And  wake  Dione  in  his  tender  foul !    \Exit  Lauta, 

SCENE  V. 

Dione,  Lycidas. 

lycidas. 
Say,  my  Alexis,  can  thy  words  impart 
Kind  rays  of  hope  to  clear  a  doubtful  heart  ? 
How  didft  thou  firft  my  pangs  of  love  difclofe  \ 
Did  her  djfdainful  brow  confirm  my  woes  ? 
Or  did  foft  pity  in  her  bofom  rife, 
Heave  on  her  breaft,  and  languifti  in  her  eyes  ? 

Dions. 
How  Ihall  my  tongue  the  faultering  tale  explain ! 
My  heart  drops  blood  to  give  the  fhepherd  pain. 

Lycidas. 
Pronounce  her  utmoft  fcorn  ;  I  come  prepar'd 
To  meet  my  doom.  Say,  is  my  death  declar'd  ? 

Dione. 
Why  ihould  thy  fate  depend  on  woman's  will ! 
Forget  this  tyrant,  and  be  happy  ftill, 

Lycidas, 
Didft  thou  befeech  her  not  to  fpeed  her  flight. 
Nor  fliun  with  wrathful  glance  my  hated  fight  \ 
Will  flie  confent  my  fighing  plaint  to  hear, 
Nor  Jet  my  piercing  cries  be  loft  in  air  ? 

Lione. 
Can  mariners  appeafe  the  tofling  ftorm. 
When  foaming  waves  the  yawning  deep  deform  J 
When  o'er  the  fable  cloud  the  thunder  flies, 
Say,  who  ihall  calm  the  terror  of  the  flcics  J 

B  b  iii] 
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Who  (hall  the  lion's  famlfh'd  roar  affuage  ? 
And  caa  we  ftill  proud  woman's  ftronger  rage  ? 
Soon  as  my  faithful  tongue  pronounc'd  thy  name, 
Sudden  her  glances  fhr>t  refentful  flame: 
Be  dumb,  {he  cries,  this  whining  love  give  o'er, 
And  vecine  with  the  teazing  theme  no  more. 

Zycidas.      •• 
'Th  pride  alone  that  keeps,  alive  her  fcorn. 
Can  the  mean  Twain,  in  humble  cottage  born. 
Can  poverty  that  haughty  heart  obtain, 
Vhere  avarice  and  ftrong  ambition  reign  ? 
If  poverty  pals  by  in  tatter'dcoaf. 
Curs  vex  hisheels,and  firetch  their  barking  throat; 
Ifcliancehe  mingle  in  the  female  crowd. 
Pride  toffe=  high  her  he-^d,  fcorn  laughs  aloud  ; 
Each  nymph  turns  from  him  to  her  gay  gallant. 
And  wonders  at  the  impudence  of  want. 
Tis  vanity  that  rules  all  womankind, 
Love  is  the  weakeft  paffion  of  their  mind. 

Dione. 
Though  one  is  by  thofe  fervlle  views  poffefl, 

0  Lycidas,  condemn  not  all  the  refl. 

Lyadas. 
Though  I  were  bent  benea,th  a  load  of  years. 
And  fcvtnty  winters  thin'd  my  hoary  hairs  j 
Yet.  if  my  olive  branches  dropt  with  oil, 
And  crooked  fhares  were  brighten'd  in  my  foil, 
3lf  lowing  herds  my  fattening  meads  polTeft, 
And  my  white  fleece  the  tawny  mountain  dreft; 
Then  would  (he  lure  me  with  I've-darticg  glance, 
Then  with  fond  mercenary  fmilcs  advance. 
Though  hell  with  every  vice  i.iy  ft  ul  had  (lain'd. 
And  froward  arger  in  my  bofum  reign'd. 
Though  avarice  my  coffers  cloth'd  in  ruft, 
AJid  my  joints  trembled  with  enfeebled  luft  ; 
"Yet,  were  my  ancient  name  with  titles  great, 
How  would  (he  lauguifh  for  the  gaudy  bait! 
If  to  her  love  all-tempting  weahh  pretend, 
■What  virtuous  woman  can  her  heart  defend  ? 

Dkne. 
Conquefls,  thus  meanly  b(,tight,  men  fcon  defpife. 
And  jurtly  Hight  the  "mercenary  prize. 

Lycidas. 

1  know  thefe  frailties  in  her  breaft  refide, 
Diret9  her  ghncc,  and  ev.  ry  zSiion  guide. 
Still  let  Alexis'  faithful  hiendfhip  aid. 

Once  more  atremp*.  r.,  berrdtr.-.  Uubborn  maid. 
Tell  her,  i.o-  bafe  born  fwain  j  rovokes  her  fcorn. 
No  clown,  beneath  the  fedgy  cortaj;e  horn ; 
Tell  her,  for  her  thi^  fylvjn  drefs  I  took, 
inr  her  my  name  and  pomp  of  co.irts  forfook  ; 
My  lofty  ro-  fs  with  golden  fculpture  fliine, 
And  my  high  birth  dcfcends  from  aucieut  line. 

Liorte.     '■    ■ 
Love  19  a  facred  voluntary  fire, 
Gold  never  bnught  tl.ar  pure,  that  chafte  defire. 
Who  thinks  true  love  for  lucre  to-poffcfs, 
Shall  grafp  lalfe  flattery  and  t^'C  fei^n'd  carefs; 
C:m  we  believe  that  mean,  fhat  f::rvile\vife, 
Who  vilely  Iclls  her  (i<  ar-houglalove  for  life, 
Would  nc  t  I'tr  virtue  fcr  an  hour  refign, 
If  in  her  fight  the  pr'^fer'-*  treafure  (liine. 

Lycidas. 
Can  reafon  (when  by  wiiHts  fwift  firc»  are  borne 
G'er  waving  harveils  of  autuouial  corn) 


The  driving  fury  of  the  flame  rqirovef 
Who  then  (hail  reafon  with  a  heart  in  love  ? 

Lione 
Yet  let  me  fpcak  ;  O  may  my  words  perfuade 
The  noble  youth  to  quit  thi-  fylvan  maid  '. 
RcCku  thy  crook,  no  more  to  pla  ns  rcfort, 
Leek  r"und  "n  all  the  b-.auiies  t  f  ihe  court ; 
Ihete  (hall  thy  merit  find  a  worthy  fl  tne. 
Some  nymph  of  equal  we-  i.h  and  cq'.i  ■;  name. 
I'hiiik,  if  thefe  "fFer*  fiinulu  thy  wiih  nbtain. 
And  (hould  the  ruftie  beauty  U<  op  to  gam  ; 
Thy  heart  could  ne'er  prolong  th'  unequal  fire. 
The  ludden  blaze  would  in  one  year  expire  ; 
Then  thy  rafh  (oily  thim  too  latt  (h<ilt  chide. 
To  poverty  anil  bafe-born  blood  all)'d  ; 
Her  vulgar  tongue  (hall  animate  the  iirife, 
And  hourly  difcoid  vex  thy  future  life. 

'  J.ycidjs. 

Such  is  the  force  thy  faithful  words  impart, 
l"hat  like  the  galling  goad  they  pierce  my  heart. 
You  thiftk  fair  virtue  in  my  breall  refides, 
That  honed  truth  my  lip^  and  aAions  guides. 
Deluded  (hepherd,  could  you  view  my  foul. 
You'd  fee  it  with  deceit  and  treachery  foul ; 
I'm  bafe,  perfidious,     iire  from  court  I  came, 
J^ove  fiiigled  from  the  train  a  beauteous  dame ; 
The  tender  maid  my  fervent  vows  believ'd. 
My  fervent  vow  s  the  tender  maid  deceiv'd. 
Why  doll   thou  tremble  i   why  thus   hcavs  thy 

fighs  ? 
Why  (leal  thy  (ilent  forrows  from  thy  eyes  ? 

Dione. 
Sure  the  foft  Iamb  hides  rage  within  his  breaft. 
And  cooing  turtles  are  with  hate  pofTeft  ; 
When  from  fo  fweet  a  tongue  flow  fraud  and  lieS| 
And  thofe  meek  looks  a  perjur'd  heart  difguife. 
Ah  !   -who  fhall  now  on  faithlefs  man  depend  ? 
The  treacherous  lover  proves  as  falfe  a  friend. 

Lycidas. 
When  with  Dione's  love  my  bofom  glow'd, 
Firm  conftancy  and  truth  fincere  I  vow'd  ; 
But  fince  Parthenia's  brighter  charms  were  known, 
My  love,  my  conftancy  and  truth  are  flown. 

Dione. 
Are  not  thy  hours  with  confcious  anguifh  flung  ? 
Swift  vengeance  muft  o'ertake  the  perjur'd  tongue, 
The  gods  the  caufe  of  injur'd  love  affert. 
And  arm  with  ftubborn  pride  Parthenia's  heart. 

Lycidas. 
Go,  try  her ;  tempt  her  with  my  birth  and  ftate. 
Stronger  ambition  wlllfubdue  her  hate. 

Dione. 
O  rather  turn  thy  thoughts  on  that  loft  maid, 
Whofe  huurly  fighs  thy  faithlefs  oath  upbraid! 
Think  you  behold  her  at  the  dead  of  night, 
Plac'd  by  the  glimmering  taper's  paly  light, 
W^ith  all  your  letters  fpread  before  her  view. 
While  trickling  tears  the  tender  lines  bedew; 
Sobbing  (he  reads  the  perjuries  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  her  long  nights  know  peaceful  fleep  no  more. 

Lycidat. 
Let  me  forget  her. 

Dione. 
O  falfe  youth,  relent ; 
Think  (hould  Parthciua  to  thy  hopes  cosifcDt; 
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When  Hymen  joins  your  hands,  and  mufic's  voice 
Makes  the  glad  echoes  of  thy  domes  rejoice, 
Then  ftall  Dione  force  the  crowded  hall, 
Kneel  at  thy  feet,  and  loud  for  juftice  call : 
Could  you  behold  her  weltering  on  the  ground, 
The  purple  dagger  reeking  from  the  wound; 
Could  you,  unmov'd,  this  dreadful  fight  furvey  ? 
Such  fatal  fcenes  fhall  (lain  the  bridal  day. 

Lycidas. 
The  horrid  thought  finks  deep  into  my  foul. 
And  down  my  cheek  unwilling  iorrows  roll. 

Dlone 
From  this  new  flame  you  may  as  yet  recede. 
Or   have   you  doom'd  that  guiltlefs  maid  fliall 
bleed  ? 

Lycidas.  , 
-l^ame  her  no  more. — Hafte,  feek  the  fylvan  fair. 

Dione. 
Should  the  rich  proffer  tempt  her  liftening  ear, 
Bid  all  your  piece  adieu.     O  barbarous  youth. 
Can  you  forego  your  honour,  love,  and  truth  ? 
Yet  ftiould  Parthenia  wealth  and  title  flight, 
Would  juftice  then  reftore  Dione's  right  ? 
Would  you  then  dry  her  ever-falling  tears ; 
And  blefs  with  honed  love  your  future  years  ? 

Lycidas. 
I'll  in  yon  fiiade  thy  wifh'd  return  attend ; 
Come,  quickly  come,  and  cheer  thy  fighing  friend. 

S^txit  Lycidas. 
t)io7ie. 
Should  her  proud  foul  refift  the  tempting  bait, 
Should  fhe  contemn  hisproiTer'd  wealth  and  ftate  ; 
Then  I  once  more  his  perjur'd  heart  may  move. 
And  in  his  bofom  wake  the  dying  love. 
As  the  pale  wretch  involv'd  in  doubts  and  fears. 
All  trembling  in  the  judgment-hall  appears  ; 
So  fhall  I  ftand  before  Parthenia's  eyes, 
For  as  fhe  dooms,  Dione  lives  or  dies. 


ACr  IV.    SCENE  I. 
Lycidas,  PArthsnia,  aJUep  in  a  Bower. 

Lycidas, 
May  no  rude  wind  the  ruftling  branches  move ; 
Breathe  foft,  ye  filent  gales,  nor  wake  my  love. 
Ye  (hepherds,  piping  homeward  on  the  way, 
JLet  not  the  diftant  echoes  learn  your  lay; 
Strain  not,  ye  nightingales,  your  warbling  throat. 
May  no  loud  fliake  prolong  the  fliriller  note, 
Left  fhe  awake ;  O  lleep,  fecurc  her  eyes. 
That  1  may  gaze  ;  for,  if  ihe  wake,  ftie  flies. 
While  eafy  dreams  compofe  her  peaceful  foul, 
What  anxious  cares  within  my  bofom  rolll 
If  tir'd  with  fighs  beneath  the  beech  I  lie, 
And  languid  flumber  ch'fe  my  weeping  eye. 
Her  lovely  vifion  lifes  to  my  view. 
Swift  flies  the  nymph,  and  fwift  would  I  purfue ; 
I  ftrive  to  call,  my  tongue  has  loft  its  found  ; 
Like  rooted  oaks,  my  feet  benumb'd  are  bound ; 
Struggling  I  wake.'     Again  my  forrows  flow, 
And  not  one  flattering  dream  deludes  my  woe. 
What  innocence  I  how  meek  is  every  grace ! 
JJow  fweet  the  foiilc  that  dimples  on  her  face, 


Calm  as  the  fleeping  Teaa '.  tut  fiiould  my  fighs 
Too  rudely  breathe,  what  angry  ftorms  would 
rife ;  [crown'd. 

Though    the  fair  rofc   with    beauteous  blnfli    is 
Beneath  her  fragrant  leaves  the  thorn  is  fnund  ; 
The  peach,  that  wiih  inviting  crinfon  blooms. 
Deep  at  the  heart  the  cankcnng  wona  conlumcs; 
Tis  thus,  alas '.  thofe  lovely  features  hde  ' 

Difdain  and  anger  and  refentful  pride. 

SCENE  II. 
Lycidas,  Dione,  Partuenia, 

Lycidas. 
Hath  prf  ffer'd  greatncfs  yet  o'ercome  her  hate  J. 
And  does  fhe  languiih  fo'  the  o littering  but  ? 
Againft  the  fwain  fhe  might  h.r  priie  'upporto 
Can  fhe  fubdur  her  fex   and  fcon>  a  court  \ 
Perhaps  in  dreams  the  fliining  vil.cn  ciormg, 
And  the  rich  bracelet  fparklcs  on  her  arms; 
In  fancy'd  heaps  the  golden  ire<ifure  glows: 
Parthenia,  wake;  all  thi^  thy  fwain  beftows. 

Dione. 
Sleeps  file  in  thefe  clofe  bowers? 
Lycidas. 

Lo  ;  there  fhe  lies. 

Dione. 

0  may  no  flartllng  found  unfeal  her  eyes, 

And  drive  her  hence  away.     '  Till  now,  in  vailj^ 

1  trod  the  winding  wood  and  weary  plain. 
Hence,  Lycidas ;  beyond  thofe  ihades  repofe, 
While  I  thy  fortune  and  thy  birth  difclofe. 

Lycidas. 
May  I  Parthenia  to  thy  friendfhip  owe"? 

Dione. 
O  rather  think  on  loft  Dione's  woe  ! 
Muft  ftic  thy  broken  faith  tor  ever  mourn, 
And  will  that  jufter  paflion  ne'er  return  ? 

Lytidas. 
Upbraid  me  not ;  but  go.     Her  flumbers  chafe^ 
And  in  her  view  the  bright  temptation  place. 

[^Exit  Lycidaat, 

SCENE  III. 
Dione,  Parthenia. 

Dione. 
Now  flames  the  weftern  fky  with  golden  beam». 
And  the  ray  kindles  oh  the  quivering  flreams ; 
Long  flights  of  crows,  high-croaking  from  theit 

food, 
Now  feek  the  nightly  covert  of  the  wood; 
The  tender  grafs  with  dewy  cryftal  bends. 
And  gathering  vapour  from  the  heath  afcends- 
Shake  off  this  downy  reft;  wake,  gentle  maid, 
Fruft  not  thy  charms  beneath  the  noxious  fhade* 
Parthenia,  rife. 

Parthenia. 
■  "What  voice  alarms  my  car  ? 
Away.     Approach  not.     Hah !  Alexis  there  I 
Let  us  together  to  the  vales  defcend. 
And  to  the  folds  our  bleating  charge  attend  ; 
But  let  me  hear  no  more  that  fhephcnis  namCj 
Vex  not  mjr  quiet  with  his  hateful  flame,  -  '  ' 
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Dlone. 
Can  I  behold  him  gafping  on  the  ground, 
And  feek  no  healing  herb  to  flaunch  the  wound? 
For  thee  continual  fighs  confume  his  heart, 
'Pis  you  alone  can  cure  the  bleeding  fmart* 
Once  more  I  come  the  moving  caufe  to  plead, 
J[  ftill  his  fufferings  cannot  intercede, 
Yet  let  my  friendftiip  do  his  paffion  right, 
And  (how  thy  lover  in  his  native  light. 

Parthenia. 
Why  in  dark  myftery  are  thy  words  invnlv'd  ? 
If  Lycidas  you  mean ;  know,  I'm  refolv'd. 

Dione. 
Let  not  thy  kindling  rage  my  words  reftrain. 
Know  then,  Parthenia  flights  no  vulgar  fwaia. 
For  thee  he  bears  the  fcrip  and  fylvan  crook. 
For  thee  the  glories  of  a  court  forfook, 
May  not  thy  heart  the  wealthy  flame  decline  1 
His  honours,  his  poirefllons,  all  are  thine. 

Parthenia. 
If  he's  a  courtier,  O  ye  nymphs,  beware; 
Thofe  who  mofi:  promife  are  the  lead  fmcere. 
The  quick-ey'd  hawk  (hoots  headlong  frc^m  above, 
And  in  his  pounces  bears  the  trembling  dove  ; 
The  pilfering  wolf  o'crleaps  the  fold's  defence. 
But  the  falfe  courtier  preys  on  innocence. 
Xf  he's  a  courtier,  O  ye  nymphs,  beware  : 
Thofe  who  moft  promife  are  the  leaft  fincere. 

J)it!ie. 
Alas  I  thou  ne'er  ha{t  prov'd  the  fweets  of  (late, 
Nor  known  that  female  pleafure,  to  be  great. 
*Tis  for  the  town  ripe  clutters  load  the  poles, 
And  all  our  autumn  crowns  the  courtier's  bowls ; 
For  him  our  woods  the  red-ey'd  pheafant  breed, 
And  annual  coveys  in  our  harveft  feed ; 
For  him  with  fruit  the  bending  branch  is  ftor'd. 
Plenty  pours  all  her  blelTings  on  his  board. 
If  (when  the  market  to  the  city  calls) 
We  chance  to  pafs  befide  his  palace-wallt, 
Does  not  his  hall  with  mufic's  voice  refound, 
And  the  floor  tremble  with  the  dancer's  bound  ? 
Buch  are  the  pleafures  Lycidas  (hall  give, 
^hen  thy  relenting  bofom  bids  him  live. 

Parthenia. 
See  yon  gay  goldfirjch  hop  ftom  fpray  to  fpray, 
Who  fings  a  farewell  to  the  parting  day ; 
At  large  he  flies  o'er  hill  and  dale  and  down  ; 
Is  not  each  bu(h,  each  fpreading  tree  his  own  ? 
And  canft  thou  think  he'll  quit  his  native  brier, 
Por  the  bright  cage  o'er-arch'd  with  golden  wire  ? 
What  then  are  honours,  pomp  and  gold  to  me  ? 
Ax&  thofe  a  price  to  purchafc  liberty  ? 

Dione. 
Think,  when  the  Hymeneal  torch  (hall  blaze. 
And  on  the  folcmn  rites  the  virgins  gaze  ; 
When  thy  fair  locks  with  glittering  gems   arc 

grac'd, 
AiJd  the  bright  zone  (huUfparkle  round  thy  walft  ; 
How  will  their  hearts  with  envious  forrow  pine. 
When  Lycidas  (hall  join  his  hand  to  thine ! 

Parthenia. 
And  yet,  Alexis,  all  that  pomp  and  (how 
Are  oft  the  varnilh  of  internal  woe. 
.    When  the  chafte  iamb  is  from  her  fillers  led, 
^^  jnterwoveB  garland9  paint  her  head  \ 


The  gazing  flock,  all  envious  of  her  prtde, 

Behold  her  (kipping  by  the  prieftefs'  fide ; 

Each  hopes  the  flowery  wreath  with  longing  cycij 

While  flic,  alas  I  is  led  to  facrifice  ! 

Thus  walks  the  bride  in  all  her  ftate  array'd. 

The  gaze  and  envy  of  each  thoughtlefs  maid. 

Dione. 
As  yet  her  tongue  refifts  the  tempting  fnare. 
And  guards  my  panting  bofom  from  defpair. 

Can  thy  ftrong  foul  this  noble  flame  forego  ? 
Muft  luch  a  lover  wafle  his  life  in  woe  ? 

Parthenia.  ' 

Tell  him,  his  gifts  I  fcorn  ;  not  all  his  art, 
Not  all  his  flattery  (hall  feduce  my  heart. 
Courtiers,  I  know,  are  difciplin'd  to  cheat. 
Their  infant  lips  are  taught  to  lifp  deceit; 
To  prey  on  eafy  nymphs  they  range  the  (hade, 
And  vainly  boaft  of  innocence  betray'd  ; 
Chafte  hearts,  unlearn'd  in  falfehood,  they  adail, 
And  think  our  car  will  drink  the  grateful  tale. 
No.     Lycidas  (hall  ne'er  my  peace  deftroy,    ^ 
I'll  guard  my  virtue,  and  content  enjoy. 

Dione. 
So  ftrong  a  palTion  in  my  bofom  burns, 
Whene'er  his  foul  is  griev'd,  Alexis  mourns  I 
Canft  thou  this  importuning  arc'ior  blame  ?  [fame? 
Would  not  thy  tongue  for  friendfliip  urge  the 

Parthenia. 
Yes,  blooming  fwain.    Vou  fliow  an  honeft  mind ; 
1  fee  it,  with  the  pureft  flame  refin'd. 
Who  (hall  compare  love's-mcan  and  grofsdefirc 
To  the  chafte  zeal  of  friendftiip's  facred  fire  ? 
By  whining  love  our  weaknefs  isconfcft  I    . 
But  ftronger  friendlhip  (hows  a  virtuous  breaft. 
In 'folly's  heart  the  (hort-liv'd  blaze  may  glow, 
Wifdom  alone  can  purer  friend(hip  know. 
Love  is  a  fuJden  blaze  which  foon  decays, 
Friendftiip  is  like  the  fun's  eternal  rays; 
Not  daily  benefits  exhauft  the  flame. 
It  ftill  is  giving,  and  ftill  burns  the  fanje; 
And. could  Alexis  from  his  foul  remove    ' 
All  the  low  images  of  groifer  love;  . 
Such  mild,  fuch  gentle  looks  thy  heart  declare, 
Fain  would  my  breaft  thy  faithful  friendlhip  fhare. 

Dione. 
How  dare  you  in  the  different  fex  confide  ? 
And  feek  a  friendlhip  which  you  ne'er  have  try'd  ? 

Parthenia. 
Yes,  I  to  thee  could  give  up  all  my  heart. 
From  thy  chafte  eye  no  wanton  glances  dart ; 
Thy  modeft  lips  convey  no  thought  impure, 
With  thee  may  (li-i6le(i  virtue  walk  fecure, 

Dione. 
Yet  can  I  fafely  on  the  nymph  depend, 
Whofe  unrelenting  fcorn  can  kill  my  friend  ! 

Parthenia. 
Aecufa  me  not,  who  a«St  a  generous  part ; 
Had  I,  like  city  maids,  a  fraudful  heart. 
Then  had  his  proffers  taught  my  foul  to  feign, 
Then  had  I  vilely  ftoopt  to  fordid  gain, 
Then  had  I  figh'd  for  honours,  pomp  and  gold, 
And  for  unhappy  chains  my  freedom  fold. 
If  you  would  Cave  him,  bid  him  leave  the  plaia, 
And  to  bis  native  city  turn  agaic  i 
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There,  ftall  his  paffion  find  a  ready  cure, 
"There  not  one  dame  refifts  the  glittering  lure. 

All  this  I  frequent  urg'd,  but  urg'd  in  vain. 
4..Ias  1  thou  only  canll  affuage  his  pain ! 

SCENE  IV. 

DiONE,  P4RTHENIA,  IjYCIDAS. 

Lycidas.  [Liftenlng. 

Why  ftays  Alexis  ?  can  my  bofom  bear 
Thus  long  alternate  ftorms  of  hope  and  fear  ? 
Yonder  they  walk  ;  no  frowns  her  brow  difguile, 
But  love-confenting  fparkles  in  her  eyes ; 
Here  will  I  liften,  here,  impatient  wait. 
Spare  me,  Parthenia,  and  refign  thy  hate.     [^Afide. 

Parthenia. 
When  Lyeidas  fliall  to  the  court  repair, 
Still  Jet  Alexis  love  his  fleecy  care  ; 
Still  let  him  choofe  cool  grots  and  fylvan  bowers, 
And  let  Parthenia  fliare  his  peaceful  hours. 

hycidas. 
What  do  1  hear  ?  my  friendfliip  is  betray'd  ; 
The  treacherous  rival  has  feduc'd  the  maid. 

Parthejiici- 
With  thee,  where  bearded  goats  dcfcend  the  fteep, 
Or  where,  like  winter's  fnow,  the  nibbling  fheep 
^Ipthe  the  ilope  hills;   I'll  pafs  the  cheerful  day, 
And  from  thy  reed  my  voi.ce  ftiall  catch  the  lay. 
But  fee,  dill  evening  fpreads  her  dufky  wings, 
The  fl;ick,  flow-moving  from  the  mifty  fprings, 
Now  feek  their  foid.    Come,  ftiepherd,  let's  away, 
To  clofe  the  late^l  labours  of  the  day. 

[^ExeuTit  hnni  in  hflnd, 

SCENE  V.  . 

Lycidas. 

My  ti^owbled  heart  what  dire  difafters  rend  ? 
A  fcornful  miftrefs,  and  a  treacherous  friend  1 
Would  ye  be  cozen'd,  more  than  woman  can, 
Unlock  your  bofom  to  perfiiiious  nian. 
One  faithful  woman  have  thefe  eyes  beheld, 
And  againft  her  this  perjur'd  heart  rebell'd  : 
Bi^t  fearch  as  far  as  earth's  wide  bounds  extend. 
Where  ftiall  the  vyretchcd  find  one  faithful  friend  ? 

SCENE  VI. 
J^yciDAS,  PioNp,    ' 

I.ycidas. 
■^Vhy  ftarts  the  fwain  ?  why  turn  his  eyes  away, 
As  if  amidft  his  path  the  viper  lay  I 
Did  I  not  to  thy  charge  my  heart  confide? 
Ijid  I  not  truft,  thee  near  Parthenia's  fide. 
As  here  fbe  flept  i 

Diane. 

She  ftraight  my  call  obey'd, 

And  downy  flumber  left  the  loveiy  maid  ; 
As  in  the  morn  awakes  the  folded  rofc, 
And  all  around  her  breathing  gdour  throws; 
wak'd  ?arth«i)i%, 
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I.ycidas. 

Could  thy  guarded  heart. 

When  licr  full  beauty  glow'd,  put  by  the  dart  I 
Yet  on  Alexis  let  my  foul  depend  ; 
'  ris  moft  ungenerous  to  fufpe<5l  a  friend. 
And  thou,  I  hope,  haft  well  that  name  profeft, 

Diorie. 
O  could  thy  piercing  eye  difcern  my  breaft  ! 
Could'ft  thou  the  fecrets  of  my  bofom  fee, 
There  every  thought  is  fill'd  with  cares  for  thee, 

J^ycidas. 
Is  there,  againft  hypocrify,  defence. 
Who  clothes  her  words  and  looks  with  Innocence  ! 

[AJd,. 
Say,  fhepherd,  when  you  profFer'd  wealth  and 

flate. 
Did  not  her  fcorn  and  fuppled  pride  abate  ? 

Ziiotie. 
As  fparkling  diamonds  to  the  feather'd  train. 
Who  fcrape  the  winnow'd  chaff  in  fearch  of  grain  ; 
Such  to  the  Ihepherdefs  the  court  appears : 
Content  fhe  feeks,  and  fpurns  thofe  glittering  cares, 

Lycidas. 
'Tis  not  in  woman  grandeur  to  defpife, 
'Tis  not  from  courts,  from  me  alone  fhe  flic». 
Did  not  my  paflion  fuff"er  like  difgrace. 
While  fhe  believ'd  me  born  of  fylvan  race  ? 
Doll  thou  not  think,  this  proudeft  of  her  kin^ 
Has  to  fome  rival  fwain  her  heart  lefign'd  I 

Dione. 
No  rival  fliepheid  her  difdain  can  move; 
Her  frozen  bofom  is  averfe  to  love. 

Lycidas. 
Say,  art  thou  fure,  that  this  ungrateful  faiv 
Scorns  all  alike,  bids  all  alike  defpair  ? 

Hione, 
How  can  1  know  the  fecrets  of  her  heart  ? 

Lycidas, 
Anfwer  fincere,  nor  from  the  queftion  ftart. 
Say,  in  her  glance  was  never  love  confefl, 
And  is  no  fwain  diftinguifti'd  from  the  reft  I 

Dione. 
O  Lycidas,  bi<i  all  thy  troubles  ceafe  ; 
Let  not  a  thought  on  her  difturb  thy  peace. 
May  iuftice  bid  thy  former  paflion  wake ; 
Think  how  Dione  fuff'crs  for  thy  lake  : 
Let  not  a  broken  oath  thy  honour  ftain,  y 

Recal  thy  vows,  and  feek  the  town  again, 

Lycidas. 
What  pieans  Alexis?  where's  thy  friendlhip flown? 
Why  am  I  banifli'd  to  the  hateful  town  ? 
Hath  fome    new   fhepherd    warm'd   Parthenia'a 

breaft  ? 
And  does  my  love  his  amorous  hours  moleft  I 
Is  it  for  this  thou  bid'"ft  me  quit  the  plain  ? 
YeSj  yes,  thou  fondly  lov'ft  this  rival  fwain. 
When  firft  my  cheated  foul  thy  friendfliip  woo'd^ 
To  my  warm  heart  I  took  the  viperous  brood, 
O  falfe  Alexis ! 

Dione. 

Why  am  I  accui'd  .' 

Thy  jealous  mind  is  by  weak  fears  abus'd. 

Lycidas. 
Was  not  thy  bofom  fraught  with  falfe  defign  ? 
Didii  thou  not  plead  kis  caufe,  and  give  uf  mice  J 
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I,et  not  thy  tongue  evafive  anfwer  feek ; 
The  confcious  cinifon  rifes  on  thy  cheek  : 
Thy  cov  ;:rd  confcence   by  thy  g:uil:  difmay'd. 
Shakes  in  each  joint,  and  owns  that  I'm  betray 'd. 
Dkne 

How  njy  poor  heart  is  wrong'd  1     O  fpare  thy 
friend  ! 

Lyeidat. 
Seek  not  dete(5ed  falfehood  to  defend. 

Dione. 
Beware,  left  blind  fufpicioa  rafhly  blame. 

ycidas. 
Own  thyfelf  then  the  rival  of  my  flame. 
If  this  be  fhe  for  whom  Alexis  pin'd, 
She  now  no  more  is  to  thy  vows  unkind. 
Behind  the  thicket's  twilled  verdure  laid, 
I  witrefs'd  every  tender  thing  flie  faid; 
I  faw  bright  pleafure  kindle  in  her  eyes, 
Love  warm'd  each  feature  at  thy  foft  replieit 

Dione. 
Yet  hear  me  fpcak. 

Lyc'idat. 

In  vain  is  all  defence. 

Did  not  thy  trcacherou?  hand  conduA  her  hence  ? 
Hafte,  from  my  fight.  Rage  burns  in  every  vein  ; 
Never  approach  my  juft  revenge  again. 

Dlone. 
O  fearch  my  heart;  there  injur'd  truth  thou'It  find. 

ycidas. 
Talk  not  of  truth ;   long  fince  ftie  left  mankind. 
So  fmooth  a  tongue  !   and  yet  fo  falfe  a  heart ! 
Sure  courts  firft  taught  thee  fawning  friendihip's 

arts ! 
Kg.  Thou  art  falfe  by  nature. 

Dione. 

Let  me  clear. 

This  heavy  charge,  and  prove  ray  truft  fincere. 

Lycidti. 
Boaft  then  her  favours ;  fay  what  happy  hour 
Next  calls  to  meet  her  in  the  appointed  bower ; 
gay,  when  and  where  you  met. 

Ditne. 

Be  rage  fuppreft. 

1b  ftabbing  mine,  you  wound  Parthenia's  breaft. 
She  faid,  fhe  ftill  defy'd  Love's  keeneft  dart ; 
Yet  purer  friendfhip  might  divide  her  heart, 
Friendftiip's  fincerer  bands  (he  wifh'd  to  prove. 

Lycidas. 
A  woman's  friendfhip  ever  ends  in  love. 
Think  not  theCe  foolifli  tales  my  faith  command ; 
Did  not  1  fee  thee  prefs  her  fnowy  hand  ? 
O  may  her  paffion  like  thy  friendfhip  lafl  1 
May  Ihe  betray  thee  ere  a  day  be  pafl '. 
Hence  then.  Away.  Thou'rt  hateful  to  my  fight. 
And  thus  1  fpurn  the  fawning  hypfxrite. 

[£x;V  Lycidag, 

SCENE  VII. 

Dione. 
Was  ever  grief  like  mine  1  O  wretched  maid  ? 
My  friendfhip  wrong'd '.  my  conflant  love  betray'd '. 
Misfortune  haunts  my  fleps  where'er  I  go, 
And  all  my  days  are  overcafl  \vith  wo. 
^..ong  h've  I  fkrove  th'  increafing  load  to  bear, 
i)(ow  faints  my  foul,  and  inSti  iato  defpair. 


Q  lead  me  to  the  hanpng  mountain's  celf, 
In  who.e  brown  cliffs  the  fowls  of  darknefs  dwell  J 
Where  waters,  trickling  down  the  rifted  wall. 
Shall  lull  my  f  rrows  with  the  tinkling  fall. 
There  feek  thy  grave.     How  canft  thou  bear  Um 

light. 
When  baaiih'd  ever  from  Evandcr's  fight  t 

SCENE  VIIL 
Dions,  Laura. 

Laura. 
Why  hangs  a  cloud  of  grief  upon  thy  brows  ? 
Does  the  proud  nymph  accept  Evander's  vows  I 

Dione. 
Can  I  bear  life  with  thefe  new  pangs  opprefl! 
Again  he  tears  me  from  his  faithlefs  breafl  : 
A  perjur'd  lover  firfl  he  fought  thefe  plains. 
And  now  my  friendfhip  like  my  love  difdaiiis. 
As  I  new  offers  to  Panhenia  made, 
Conceal'd  he  flood  behind  the  woodbine  fhade. 
He  fays,  my  treacherous  tongue  his  heart  betray'd. 
That  my  falfe  fpeechcs  have  mifled  the  maid; 
With  groundlefs  fear  he  thus  his  foul  deceives  ; 
What  frenzy  di&ates,  jcaloufy  believes. 

£.aura. 
Refign  thy  crook,  put  off  this  manly  veft. 
And  let  the  wrong'd  Dione  {land  confefl ; 
When  he  fhall  learn  what  forrows  thou  hafl  borneu 
And  find  that  nought  relents  Parthenia's  fcorn. 
Sure  he  will  pity  thee. 

Dione. 

No,  Laura,  no. 

Should  I,  alas!  the  fylvan  drefs  forego, 
Then  might  he  think  that  I  her  pride  foment. 
That  injur'd  love  inflruiSs  me  to  refent ; 
Our  fecret  enterprife  might  fatal  prove : 
Man  flies  the  plague  of  perfecuting  love. 

Laura. 
Avoid  Parthenia  ;  lefl  his  rage  grow  warm. 
And  jealoufy  refolve  feme  fatal  harm. 

Dione. 
O  Laura,  if  thou  chance  the  youth  to  find, 
Tell  him  what  torments  vex  my  anxious  mind; 
Should  I  once  more  his  awful  prefcnce  icek, 
The  filent  tears  would  bathe  my  glowing  cheek; 
By  rifing  Cghs  my  faultering  voice  be  flay'd. 
And  trembling  fear  too  foon  conftfs  the  maid. 
Hafte,  Laura,  then ;  his  vengeful  foul  alTuage, 
Tell  him,  I'm  guiltlefs;  cool  his  blinded  rage; 
Tell  him  that  truth  fincere  my  friendfhip  brought, 
Let  him  not  cherifh  one  fufpicious  thought. 
Then,  to  convince  him  his  diflrufl  was  vain. 
I'll  never,  never  fee  that  nymph  again. 
This  way  he  went. 

Laura, 
—See,  at  the  call  of  night, 
The  ftar  of  evening  fheds  his  filver  light 
High  o'er  yon  wcflern  hill :   the  cooling  gales 
Frefh  odours  breathe  along  the  winding  dales ; 
Far  from  their  home  a«  yet  our  fhepherds  ftray. 
To  clofe  with  cheerful  w  alk  the  fultry  day. 
Methinks  from  far  i  hear  the  piping  fwain  ; 
Kark,  in  the  breeze  now  fwells,  cow  finks  thf 


Thither  I'll  feefc  him. 

While  this  length  of  glade 

Shall  lead  me  penfive  through  the  fable  (hade; 
Where  on  the  branches  murmur  rufting  winds, 
Grateful  as  falling  floods  to  love-fick  minds ; 
,0  may  this  path  to  death's  dark  vale  defcend  ! 
There  only  can  the  wretched  hope  a  friend. 

\Ex.  federally. 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 

A  fVood. 

DiONE,  ClkaNTHES   (tuht  lies  tjoounded  in  adljlant 

fart  ofthejiagej. 


Ditne. 
The  moon  ferenc  now  climbs  th'  aerial  way ; 
See,  at  her  fight  ten  thoufand  ftars  decay  : 
With  trembling  gleam  (he  tips  the  filent  grove. 
While  all  beneath  the  chequer'd  ftiadows  move. 
Turn  back  thy  filver  axles,  downward  roll, 
Darknefs  beft  fits  the  horrors  of  my  fou). 
Rife,  rife,  ye  clouds  :  the  face  of  heaven  deform, 
Veil  the  bright  goddefs  in  a  fable  ftorm  : 
O  look  not  down  upon  a  wretched  maid  '. 
Let  thy  bright  torch  the  happy  lover  aid, 
And  light  his  wandering  footlleps  to  the  bower 
Where  the  kind  nymph  attends  th'  appointed  hour. 
Yet  thou  haft  feen  unhappy  love  like  mine ; 
Did  not  thy  lamp  in  heaven's  blue  forehead  (hine, 
When  Thifbe  fought  her  love  along  the  glade  ? 
Didft  thou  not  then  behold  the  gleaming  blade, 
And  gild  that  fatal  point  that  llabb'd  her  breaft  ? 
Soon  1,  like  her,  fball  feek  the  realms  of  relh 
Let  groves  of  mournful  yew  a  wretch  furround  ! 
O  foothe  my  ear  with  melancholy  found  I 
The  village- curs  now  ftretch  their  yelling  throat, 
And  dogs  from  diftanc  cots  return  the  note  ; 
The  ravenous  wolf  along  the  va,lley  prowlsf, 
And  with  his  famifli'd  cries  the  mountain  howls. 
But  hark  !  what  fudden  noife  advances  neat  ? 
Repeated  groans  alarm  my  affrighted  ear  ! 

Clianthes. 
Shepherd,  approach ;    ah !    fly   not   through  the 

glade. 
A  wretch  all  dy'd  with  wounds  invokes  thy  aid. 

Dione. 
Say  then,  unhappy  ftranger,  how  you  bled; 
Colleft  thy  fpirits,  raife  thy  drooping  bead. 

[Cleanthes  vuifis  bimfJf  on  his  arm. 

0  horrid  fight !   Cleanthes  galping  lies ; 
And  death's  black  fhadovvs  float  before  his  eyes. 
Unknown  in  this  difguife,  I'll  check  my  wo, 
And  learn  what  bloody  hand  has  llruck  the  blow. 

{Aftde. 
Say,  youth,  ere  fate  thy  feeble  voice  confounds. 
What  led  thee  hither?  whence  thefcpurple  wounds? 

Clean  hes. 
Stay,  fleeting  life  ;  may  lirength  a  while  prevail, 
Lett  my  clos'd  lips  confine  th'  imperfe<5l  tale. 
Ere  the  flreak'd  eaft  grew  warm  with  amber  ray, 

1  fjona  the  city  took  my  doubtful  way  \ 
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Far  o'er  the  plains  I  fought  a  beauteous  maid, 
Who,  from  the  court,  in  thefe  wide  forcfts  ftray'd; 
Wanders  unknown  ;  as  1,  with  weary  pain, 
Try'd  every  path,  and  opening  glade,  in  vain  ; 
A  band  of  thieves,  foith  rulhing  from  the  wood 
Unfheath'd  their  daggers  warm  with  daily  blood; 
Deep  in  my  breaft  the  barbarous  fteel  is  dy'd. 
And  purple  hands  the  golden  prey  divide,  [fwain. 
Hence  are  thefe  mangling  wounds.     Say,  gentle 
If  thou  haft  known  among  the  fylvan  train 
The  vagrant  nymph  I  fcek  ? 
Dione. 

What  mov'd  thy  care. 

Thus,  in  thefe  pathlefs  wilds,  to  fearch  the  fair  I 

Cleanthes. 
I  charge  you,  O  ye  daughters  of  the  grove. 
Ye  Naiads,  who  the  mofl'y  fountains  love. 
Ye  happy  fwains,  who  range  the  paftures  wide. 
Ye  tender  nymphs,  who  feed  your  flocks  befide; 
If  my  laft  gafping  breath  can  pity  move. 
If  e'er  ye  knew  the  pangs  of  flighted  love. 
Show  her,  I  charge  you,  where  Cleanthes  dy'dj 
The  grafs  yet  reeking  with  the  fanguine  tide. 
A  father's  power  to  me  the  virgin  gave. 
But  fhe  difdain'd  to  live  a  nuptial  flavej 
So  fled  her  native  home. 

Dione. 

'Tisthen  from  the* 

Springs  the  foul  fource  of  all  her  mifery 
Could'fl  thou,  thy  felfifh  appetite  to  pleafe. 
Condemn  to  endlefs  wees  another's  peace  ? 

Cleanthes. 
O  fpare  me;  nor  my  haplefs  love  upbraid. 
While  on  my  heart  death's  frozen  hand  is  laid  I 
Go,  feek  her,  guide  her  where  Cleanthes  bled  ; 
When  fhe  furveysher  lover  pale  and  dead. 
Tell  her,  that,  fince  the  fled  my  hateful  fight. 
Without  remorfe  1  fought  the  realms  of  night. 
Methinks  I  fee  her  view  thefe  poor  remains. 
And  on  her  cheek  indecent  gladnefs  reigns  ! 
Full  in  her  prelence  cold  Cleanthes  lies. 
And  not  one  tear  ftands  trembling  in  her  eyest 
O  let  a  figh  my  haplefs  fate  deplore  ! 
Cleanthes  now  controuls  thy  love  no  more. 

Dione.  [AJti&, 

How  fhall  my  lids  confine  thefe  rifing  woe»* 

Cleanthes. 
O  might  I  fee  her,  ere  death's  finger  clofe 
Thefe  eyes  forever  !  might  her  folten'd  breaft 
Forgive  my  love  with  too  much  ardour  preft  ! 
Then  I  vrith  peace  could  yield  my  latcft  breath, 

Diane. 
Shall  I  not  calm  the  fable  hour  of  death. 
And  fhow  myfelf  before  him  ! — Ha  '.   he  dies. 
Ses  from  his  trembling  lip  the  fpirit  flies  !    [AJuk.^ 
Stay  yet  a  while.     Dione  (lands  confeft. 
He  knows  me  not.     He  faints,  he  finks  to  reft. 

Cleanthes. 
Tell  her,  fince  all  my  hopes  in  her  were  loft. 

That  death  v.'as  welcome [i)/«, 

Diane. 
What  fudden  gufts  of  grief  my  bofom  rend  I 
A  parent's  curfes  o'er  my  head  impend. 
For  difobedieut  vows;  O  wretched  maid, 
Thefe  very  vows  Eifaiider  hath  betray'd. 
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See,  at  thy  feet,  Cleanthes  tath'd  in  blood  I 
For  love  of  thee  he  trode  this  lonely  wood  ; 
Thou  art  the  cruel  authorefs  of  his  fate  ; 
He  falls  by  thine  ;  thou  by  Evander's  hate. 
When  fliall  my  foul  know  reft  ?     Cleanthes  flain 
No  longer  fighs  and  weeps  for  thy  difdain. 
Thou  ftill  art  curft  with  love.   Eleed,  virgin,  bleed. 
How  fliall  a  wretch  from  anxious  life  be  freed  ! 
My  troubled  brain  with  fudden  frenzy  burns. 
And  (hatter'd   thought  now  this,  now  that  way 

turns. 
What  do  I  fee  thus  glittering  on  the  plains  .' 
Ha !    the  dread  Iword  yet  warm  with  crimfon 

ilains  1  [Takes  uf  the  dagger. 

SCENE  II. 
DiONE,  Parthenia. 

Parthcnia. 
.Sweet  is  the  walk  vvlien  night  has  cool'd  the  hour. 
This  path  direds  mc  to  my  fylvan  bower.  [Ajidc. 

Dioiie. 
Why  IS  my  foul  with  fudden  fear  difmay'd  ? 
Why  drops  my  trembling  hand  the  pointed  blade  ? 
O  firing  my  arm  with  force  ;  \_/fidc, 

Parthenla. 

Methought  a  noife 

Broke  through  the  filent  air,  like  human  voice. 

lAJtde. 
D'lonc. 
One  well-aim'd  blow  fhall  all  my  pangs  remove, 
Grafp  firm  the  fatal  fteel,  and  ceafeto  love.  [_Afide. 

Parihenla. 
Sure 'twas  Alexis.     Ha!  a  fword  difplay'd  ! 
The  dreaming  luflre  darts  acrofs  the  fliade.  \_Afidc. 

Dione, 
May  Heaven  new  vigour  to  my  foul  impart, 
And  gni4e  the  defperate  weapon  to  my  heart ! 

[Afide. 

Parthenla. 
May  I  the  meditated  death  arreft  I 

-      \_Holds  D\r)nt\hand. 
Strike  not,  rafh  fhepherd;  fpare  thy  guiltlefs  breaft. 
O  give  me  ftrength  to  ftay  the  threaten'd  harm, 
And  wrench  the  dagger  from  his  lifted  arm  I 

»  D'wne. 
What  cruel  hand  withholds  the  welcome  blow  ? 
In  giving  life,  you  but  prolong  my  wo. 
O  may  not  thus  th'  expe&ed  ftroke  impend  ! 
Unloofe  thy  grafp,  and  let  fwift  death  defcend. 
But  if  yon  murder  thy  red  hands  hath  dy'd  ; 
Here.  Pierce  me  deep ;  let  forth  the  vital  tide. 

[Dione  quits  the  dagger. 

Parthenia. 
Wait  not  thy  fate  ;  yet  this  way  turn  thy  eyes  : 
My  virgin  hand  no  purple  murder  dyes. 
Turn  then,  Alexis  ;  and  Parthenia  know, 
'Tis  fhe  proteiSls  thee  from  the  fatal  blow. 

Dione. 
Muft  the  night-watches  by  my  fighs  be  told  ? 
And  muft  thefe  eyes  another  morn  behold 
Through  dazzling  floods  of  tears?     Ungenerous 

mai-d. 
The  friendly  ftroke  is  by  thy  hand  delaj'd ; 


Call  it  not  mercy  to  prolong  my  breath  * 
Tis  but  to  torture  me  with  lingering  death. 

Parthenla. 
What  moves  thy  hand  to  a<S  this  bloody  part } 
Whence  are  thefe  gnawing  pangs  that  tear  thy 

heart  ? 
Is  that  that  thy  friend  that  lies  before  thee  flain  ? 
Is  it  his  wound  that  reeks  upon  the  plain  ? 
Is't  Lycidas  ? 

Dione. 

No.  I  the  ftranger  found, 

Ere  chilly  death  his  frozen  tongue  had  bound. 

He  faid,  "  As  at  the  rofy  dawn  of  day. 

He  from  the  city  cook  his  vagrant  way, 

A  murdering  band  pour'd  on  him  from  the  wood, 

Firft  fciz'd  his  gold,  then  bath'd  their  fwords  in 

blood." 

Parthenla. 
You,  whofe  ambition  labours  to  be  great. 
Think  on  the  perils  which  on  riches  wait. 
Safe  are  the  fliepherd's  paths;  when  fober  even 
Streaks  with  pale  light  the  bending  arch  of  heaver. 
From  danger  free,  through  deferts  wild  he  hies, 
The  rifing  fmoke  far  o'er  the  mountain  fpies. 
Which  marks  his  diftant  cottage;  on  he  fares, 
For  him  no  murderers  lay  their  nightly  fnares  ; 
They  pafs  him  by,  they  turn  their  fteps  away  ; 
Safe  poverty  was  ne'er  the  villain's  prey. 
At  home  he  lies  fecure  in  eafy  fleep. 
No  bars  his  ivy-mantled  cottage  keep; 
No  thieves  in  dreams  the  fancy'd  dagger  hold, 
And  diag  him  to  deted;  the  buried  gold ; 
Nor  ftarts  he  from  his  couch  aghaft  and  pale, 
When  the  door  murmurs  with  the  hollow  gale. 
While  he,  whofe  iron  coffi^rs  ruft  with  wealth. 
Harbours  beneath  his  roof  deceit  and  ftealth  ; 
Treachery  with  lurking  pace  frequents  his  walk?, 
And  clofe  behind  him  horrid  murder  ftalks. 
'  lis  tempting  lucre  makes  the  villain  bold  : 
There  lies  a  bleeding  facrifice  to  gold. 

Lilone. 
To  live,  is  but  to  wake  to  daily  cares. 
And  journey  through  a  tedious  vale  of  tears. 
Had  you  not  rufti'd  between,  my  life  had  flown  ; 
And  I,  like  him,  no  more  had  forrow  known. 

Parthenia. 
When  anguilh  in  the  gloomy  bofom  dwells, 
Tlic  counfel  of  a  friend  the  cloud  difpels- 
Give  thy  breaft  vent,  the  fecrct  grief  impart, 
And  fay  what  wo  lies  heavy  at  thy  heart. 
To  fave  thy  life,  kind  Heaven  has  fuccour  fent. 
The  gods  by  me  thy  threaten'd  fate  prevent. 

Dione. 
No.  To  prevent,  ic"i»  beyond  thy  power ; 
Thou  only  canft  defer  the  welcome  hour. 
When  you  the  lifted  dagger  turn'd  afide, 
Only  one  road  to  death  thy  force  deny'd ; 
Still  fate  is  in  my  reach.  From  mountains  high, 
Deep  in  whofe  fhadow  craggy  ruins  lie, 
Can  I  not  headlong  fling  this  weight  of  Wo, 
And  dafti  out  life  againll  the  flints  below  ? 
Are  there  not  ftreams,  and  lakes,  and  rivers  widcj 
Where  my  laft  breath  may  bubble  on  the  tide  ? 
No.  Life  fliall  never  flatter  me  again. 
Nor  ihall  to.m9rrew  bri;ig  new  ii^hs  aad  p^tsH, 


D    I    0    ^    E. 


Pdtiileti'ia. 
Can  I«  this  hurden  of  thy  foul  relieve, 
And  "calm  thy  grief .' 

Dione. 

If  thou  wilt  comfort  give, 

Plight  me  thy  word,  and  to  that  word  be  jull; 
When  poor  Alexis  fliall  be  laid  in  duft, 
That  pride  no  longer  fliall  command  thy  mind, 
That  thou  wilt  fpare  the  friend  I  leave  behind. 
I  know  his  virtue  worthy  of  thy  breaft. 
JLoDg  in  thy  love  may  Lycidasj  be  bleft  I 

Partbenia. 
That  fwain  (who  would  my  liberty  controul. 
To  pleafe  fome  ftiort-liv'd  tranfport  of  his  foul) 
Shows,  while  his  importuning  flame  he  moves. 
That  'tis  not  me,  himfelf  alone  he  loves. 
,  O  live,  nor  leave  him  by  misfortune  preft  : 
'Tis  ftiameful  to  defert  a  friend  diftreil. 

Diene. 
Alas !  a  wretch  like  me  no  lofs  would  prove, 
Would  kind  Parthenia  liften  to  his  love. 

Parthema. 
Why  hides  thy  bofom  this  myfterious  grief? 
Eafe  thy  o'erburden'd  heart,  and  hope  relief. 

JDione. 
What  profits  it  to  touch  thy  tender^  breaft, 
With  wrongs,  like  mine,  which  ne'er  can  be  re- 

dreft  ? 
Let  In  my  heart  the  fatal  fecret  die,  '' 

Nor  call  up  forrow  in  another's  eye ! 

SCENE  III. 

DioifE,  Parthenia,  Lycibas* 

I.ycidas. 
If  Laura  right  dired  the  darkfome  ways, 
Along  thefe  paths  the  penfivc  flicpherd  ftrays. 

Dione. 
Let  not  a  tear  for  me  roll  down  thy  cheek, 
O  would   my  throbbing  fighs  my  heart-ftrirgs 

break! 
Why  was  my  bread  the  lifted  flroke  deny'd  ? 
Muft  then  again  the  deathful  deed  be  try'd  ? 
Yes.     Tis  refolv'd. 

\_Snatches  the  dagger  from  Parthenia. 
Parthenia. 

■Ah,  hold ;  forbear,  forbear  I 
Lyeidas. 
Methought  diftrefs  with  ftirieks  alarm'd  my  ear. 

Paribei:ia. 
Strike  not.  Ye  gods,  defend  him  from  the  wound  I 

JLycidas. 
Yes.  'Tis  Parthenla's  voice,  I  know  the  found. 
Some  fylvan  raviflier  would  force  the  maid. 
And  Laura  fent  me  to  her  virtue's  aid. 
Die,  villain,  die ;  and  feek  the  fliades  below. 

{Lycidasyaafeiw  the  dagger  from  Dione,  and 
fats  her. 

Lione. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  blefs  thee  for  the  blow, 

Lyeidas. 
Since  Heaven  ordain'd  this  arm  thy  life  fhould 

guard, 
O  hear  my  vows!  be  love  the  jufi  reward. 
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Rather  let  vengeance,  with  her  fwifteft  fpeed, 
O'crtake  thy  flight,  and  recompenfe  the  deed  1 
Why  ftays  the  thunder  in  the  upper  flcy  ? 
Gather,  ye  clouds;   ye  forky  lighinings,  fly: 
On  thee  may  all  the  wrath  of  Heaven  defcend, 
Whofe  barbarous  hand  hath  flain  a  faithful  friend. 
Behold  Alexis ! 

Lyeidas, 

Would  that  treacherous  boy 

Have  forc'd  thy  Tirtue  to  his  brutal  joy  ? 
What  rous'd  his  paflion  to  this  bold  advance  ? 
Did  e'er  thy  eyes  confefs  one  willing  glance  ? 
I  know,  the  faithlefs  youth  his  truft  betray'd  ; 
And  well  the  dagger  hath  my  wrongs  repaid. 

Dione  \^Raiftng  b  erf  elf  an  her  arm. 
Breaks  not  Evander's  voice  along  the  glade  I 
Ha  I  is  it  he  who  holds  the  reeking  bla<te  1 
There  needed  not  or  poifon,  fword,  or  dart ; 
Thy  faithlefs  vows,  alas !  had  broke  my  heart. 

\_Afiu 
Partbenia, 
O  tremble,  fliepherd,  for  thy  rafli  offence. 
The  fword  is  dy'd  with  murder'd  innocence  \ 
His  gentle  foul  no  brutal  paflion  feiz'd. 
Nor  at  my  bofom  was  the  dagger  rais'd  ; 
Self-murder  was  his  aim  ;  the  youth  I  found 
Whelm'd  in  defpair,  and  ftay'd  the  falling  wouni. 

Diane. 
Into  what  mifchlefs  is  the  lover  led. 
Who  calls  down  vengeance  on  his  perjur'd  head ! 
O  may  he  ne'er  bewail  this  defperate  deed, 
And  may,  unknown,  unwept,  Dione  bleed. 

Lyeidas, 
What  horrors  on  the  guilty  mind  attend ! 
His  confcicnce  had  reveng'd  an  injur'd  friend, 
Hadft  thou  not  held  the  ftroke.   In  death  he  fought 
To  lofe  the  heart-canfuming  pain  of  thought. 
Did  not  the  fmooth-tongu'd  boy  perfidious  prove, 
Plead  his  own  paHion,and  betray  my  love? 

Dione. 
O  let  hrm  ne'er  this  bleeding  vidlim  know  ; 
Left  his  ralh  tranfport,  to  revenge  the  l^low, 
Should  in  his  dearer  heart  the  dagger  Itain  ! 
That  wound  would  pierce  ray  foul  with  double 
pain.  \,4f"^'' 

Parthenia, 
How  did  bis  faithful  lips  (now  pale  and  cold) 
With  moving  elotjuence  thy  griefs  unfold  I 

Lyeidas, 
Was  he  thus  faithful  ?  thus,  to  friendfhlp  true  ? 
Then  I'm  a  wretch.  All  peace  of  mind,  adieu ! 
If  ebbing  life  yet  beat  within  thy  vein, 
Alexis,  fpeak  ;  unclofe  thofe  lids  again. 

\_Ftings  him/ef  on  the  ground  near  Dione. 
See  at  thy  feet  the  barbarous  villain  kneel ! 
'Tis  Lyeidas  who  grafps  the  bloody  (leel. 
Thy  once-lov'd  friend. — Yet,  ere  I  ceafe  to  live, 
Ganll  thou  a  wretched  penitent  forgive  ? 

Dione. 
When  low  beneath  the  fable  mould  I  reft. 
May  a  fincerer  friendfhip  (hare  thy  breafi  '. 
Why  are  thofe  heaving  groans?  ah !  ceafe  to  weep !) 
May  my  lofl  name  in  dark  oblivion  Ceep ; 
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Let  this  fad  tale  no  fpcaking  ftonc  declare, 
From  future  eyes  to  draw  a  pitying  tear. 
Let  o'er  my  grave  the  level. ing  ploughfhare  pafs, 
Mark  not  the  fpot;  forget  that  e'er  I  was. 
Then  may'ft  thou  with  Parthenia's  love  he  bleft, 
And  not  one  thought  on  me  thy  joys  moleft  ! 
My  fwimming  eyes  are  overpow'rd  with  light, 
And  darkening  ihadows  fleet  before  my  fight: 
May'ft  thou  be  happy !  ah  !  my  foul  is  free.  [D/«. 

Lycidas  ■ 
O  cruel  fhepherdefs,  for  love  of  thee  [7#  Parthenia. 
This  fatal  deed  was  done. 

SCENE  THE  LAST. 

Ltcidas,  Parthenia,  Laura. 

Laura. 

Alexis  flain ! 

Lycidas. 
Yes.  'Twas  I  did  it-  See  this  crimfon  ftain  ! 
My  hands  with  blood  of  innocence  are  dy'd. 
O  may  the  moon  her  filver  beauty  hide 
!n  rolling  ch  uds  \  my  foul  abhors  the  light ; 
Shade,  (hade  the  murderer  in  eternal  night  1 

L  aura. 
No  rival  Ihepherd  is  before  thee  laid; 
There  bled  the  chafteft,  the  Gncereft  maid 
That  ever  fi^h'd  for  love.  On  her  pale  face. 
Cannot  thy  weeping  eyes  the  feature  trace 
Of  thy  once  dear  Dione  ?    With  wan  care 
Sunk  are  thofe  eyes,  and  livid  with  defpair  '. 

Lyeidas, 
pionc ! 

Laura. 

——There  pure  conftancy  lies  de»d  1 


Lycidan'  .  , 

May  Heaven  fliower  vengeance  on  this  perjur'ij 

head  '. 
As  the  dry  branch  that  withers  on  the  ground. 
So,  blaftcd  be  the  hand  that  gave  the  wound  ! 
Off;  hold  me  not.  This  heart  deferves  the  ftroke; 
'  ris  black  with  treachery.    Yes :  the  vows  are 
broke.  [Sta/u  himjelf. 

Which  I  fo  often  fwore.   Vain  world,  adieu  1 
Though  I  wasfalfe  in  life,  in  death  I'm  true. 

[JD/w. 
Laura, 
To-morrow  (hall  the  funeral  rites  be  paid. 
And  thefe  love-vi&ims  in  one  grave  be  laid. 

Parthenia. 
There  {ball  the  yew  her  fable  branches  fprcad, 
And  mournful  cyprefs  rear  her  fringed  head. 

Laura 

From  thence  fliall  thyme  and  myrtle  fend  per- 
fume, 
And  laurel  ever-green  o'erfhade  the  tomb. 

Parthenia. 
Come,  Laura,  let  us  leave  this  horrid  wood. 
Where  ftreams  the  purple  grafswith  loversblood; 
Come  to  my  bower.    And,  as  we  furrowing  go, 
Let  poor  Dione's  ftory  feed  my  woe 
With  heart-relieving  tears. 

Laura.  \_P»intiit^  to  Oione'. 

Unhappy  maid  I 

Hadft  thou  a  parent's  juft  command  obcy'd, 
Thcu  yet  hadft  liv'd  — But  who  (hall  Love  advife  T 
Love  fcorns  command,  and  breaks  all  other  ties. 
Henceforth,  ye  fwains,  be  true  to  vows  profeft  ; 
For  certain  vengeance  ftrikes  the  perjur'd  breaft. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  TICKELL. 


Of  Thomas  Tickell,  it  is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  particulars  which  have  been  tranfmitted  by  his 
contemporaries,  are  infufficient  to  gratify  the  curiofity  which  his  reputation  mull  excite,  and  dif- 
proportionate  to  hii  rank  in  poetry  and  literature. 

He  was  the  fon  of  the  Rev.  Richard  Tickell,  who  poffefTed  a  confiderable  living  in  Cumberland; 
and  was  born  at  Bridekirk,  near  Carlifle,  in  i686. 

He  was  educated  in  his  native  country;  and  in  April  1701,  he  became  a  member  of  Queen's 
College  in  Oxford. 

In  1707,  he  exprefTed  his  gratitude  to  the  Unlverfuy,  in  a  poem,  intituled  Oxford,  addreffed  to 
Lord  Vifcount  Lonfdale. 

Which  thus  my  thanks  to  mnch-lov'd  Oxford  pays, 
In  no  ungrateful,  though  unartful  lays. 

In  1 708,  he  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts ;  and  two  years  afterwards  he  was  chofen  Fellow. 
As  he  had  not  complied  with  the  ftatutes  which  required  him  to  be  in  orders  before  he  could  be 
fhofen  to  a  Fellowfhip,  he  obtained  a  difpenfation  from  the  Crown. 

At  the  univerfity  he  acquired  the  chara<5ler  of  excelling  in  claffical  learning,  and  in  academical 
cxercifes;  and  was  diftinguilhed  for  his  ability  in  verfification. 

He  entered  early  into  life,  and  became  known  to  Addifun  and  Sceele,  and  other  men  of  high  cha- 
ra(9:er  for  talents  and  literature. 

He  is  faid  to  have  firft  gained  the  notice  of  Addlfon,  byjliis  verfes  in  praife  of  Rofamond ;  in 
which  he  cenfurcs  the  Italian  opera  as  a  vehicle  of  melodious  abfurdity,  and  compares  his  foftnefs 
to  Corclli,  and  his  ftrength  to  Virgil. 

The  opera  flrfl  Italian  mafters  taught, 

Enrich'd  with  fongs,  but  innocent  of  thought; 

Britannia's  learned  theatre  difdains 

Melodious  trifles,  and  enervate  ftrains  ;  '»'' 

And  blufhes,  on  her  injur'd  flage  to  fee 

Nonfenfe  well  tun'd,  and  fweet  ftupidity.  •' 

No  charms  are  wanting  to  thy  artful  fong, 

Soft  as  Corelli,  and  as  Virgil  ftrong. 

The  cenfare  of  the  Italian  opera  is  well  founded  and  flrong  ;  and  the  panegyric  on  Rtfamond  does 
Hot  very  much  exaggerate  its  merits,  except  perhaps,  in  the  conclufion. 

To  thofe  verfes.  Dr.  Johnfon  obferves,  it  would  not  have  been  jufl  to  deny  regard,  for  they  contain 
fome  of  the  moft  elegant  encomiaftic  flrains;  and  among  the  innumerable  poems  of  the  fame  kind, 
\  it  will  be  hard  to  find  one  with  which  they  need  to  fear  a  comparifon. 

It  may  deferve  obfervation,  that  when  Pope  wrote  long  afterwards  in  praife  of  Addifon,  he  has 
copied,  at  leaft.  has  refembled,  Tickell. 

Let  joy  falute  fair  Rofamonda's  (hade. 

And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 

C  c  ij 
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While  now  perhaps  with  Uido's  ghoft  flie  roves, 

And  hears  and  tells  the  ftory  of  their  loves. 

Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  blefs  their  fats, 

Since  love  which  made  them  wretched  made  them  great. 

Kor  longer  that  relentiefs  doom  bemoan, 

Which  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addifon. Tkkdl. 

When  future  ages  with  delight  fliall  fee, 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's,  looks  agree; 
Or  in  fair  feries  laui  ell'd  bards  be  Ihown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addifon. Fope. 

When  Steele  began  the  SfeSlator,  with  the  alTiftance  of  Addifon  and  the  other  wits,  Tickell' 
Js  believed  to  have  contributed  frequently  to  it ;  but  his  papers  have  not  been  afcertained.  Thofe 
sharked  with  the  letter  R,  are  all  Steele's,  as  are  many  of  thofe  marked  with  T.  It  has  been  faiil 
that  the  latter  mark  was  fometimes  ufed  by  Tiekell.  1  here  are  more  papers  marked  with  R  and  T, 
than  with  any  other  fignature  ;  of  thcfe,  it  is  probable,  Tickell  wrote  many,  as  he  was  very  much- 
with  Steele,  as  well  as  with  Addifon,  and  might  be  often  folicited,  as  Steele  was  often  in  a  hurry,  to 
eke  out  the  fcanty  materials  which  he  had  time  to  provide.  He  wrote  a  copy  of  Verfis  to  tbe  fnp- 
i^ofed  author  of  the  Sfe6iator,  inferted  in  No.  63a,  in  which  a  high  praife  is  bellowed  on  Steele's  ga- 
mers in  the  "  Tatler,"  againft  fharpers,  which  produced  mofl  beneficial  effedts. 

From  felon  gameflers  the  raw  fquire  is  free. 
And  Britain  owes  her  reicued  oaks  to  thee. 

He  was  alfo  a  contributor  to  the  Guardian.  All  the  papers  on  Pajloral  Poetry,  except  one  by 
t'epe,  in  his  own  praife,  are  written  by  Tickell. 

When  the  Tory  Miniflry  were  negociating  with  France,  before  the  conclufion  of  the  peace  of 
Utrecht,  he  publiftied  The  ProfpeSi  of  Peace,  a  poem,  addreffed  to  Dr.  Robinfon,  Biihop  of  Briftol, 
the  Lord  Privy-Seal,  one  of  the  negociators,  the  tendency  of  which  was  to  reclaim  the  nation  from 
the  pride  of  conquefl.,  to  the  pleafurcs  of  tranquillity. 

To  the  Whigs,  who  difapproved-  of  the  peace  then  negociating,  the  tendency  of  Tlckell's  poem 
could  not  be  pleafing.  Addifon,  however,  in  the  candor  of  liberal  criticifm,  overlooking  the  poli- 
tics, beftowed  in  the  "  Spedator"  verj-  great  paife  oh  the  poetry. 

It  was  read  at  that  time  with  fo  much  eagernefs,  that  fix  editions  were  fold.  The  quick  fale 
of  a  compofition  on  a  temporary  fubjed  is  no  teft  of  its  intrinfic  merit;  the  defpicable  bigot- 
ry of  Sacheverell  had  a  much  more  extenfive  fale,  than  TicktU's  poem,  which  deferved  a  fa- 
vourable reception,  though  Dr.  Johnfon  "  found  it  a  piece  to  be  approved  rather  than  admired." 

On  the  appearance  of  Cato,  when  fo  many  made  offerings  of  verfes  to  the  author,  Tickell,  who 
Joved  and  venerated  Addifon  as  a  father,  contributed  a  copy  of  verfes,  fuperior,  perhaps,  to  any 
written  on  the  fubjed,  except  the  prologue  by  Pope,  and  the  verfes  by  Jeffries. 

Tickell  had  been  a  ftrenuous  fupporter  of  the  Hanover  fuccefiron,  and  other  meafures,  refulting 
from  principles  of  freedom ;  and  on  the  accclTion  and  arrival  of  Kirg  George,  he  produced  a  poem, 
intituled  the  Royal  Progrefs,  which  was  inferted  and  praifed  in  "  the  Spedator,"  No.  620.  The 
pleafing  emotions  excited  m  a  benevolent  king,  by  the  view  of  rational  indullry  and  profperity,  coii- 
flitutc  the  moft  beautiful  and  interefting  parts  of  the  poem. 

When  the  friends  of  the  reigning  family  were  apprehenfive  of  defigns  to  Its  prejudice,  he  wrote 
An  Epijile  from  a  Lady  in  England  to  a  Gentleman  at  Aitignon,  againft  the  Pretender  and  his  abettors, 
which.  Dr.  Johnlon  fays,  "  ftands  high  among  party  poems  ;  it  cxprefTes  contempt  without  coarfe- 
nefs,  and  fuperiority  without  infolence.  It  had  the  fuccefs  which  it  deferved,  being  five  times 
printed." 

He  was  now  patronifed  at  Court;  and  when  Addifon  went  into  Ireland  as  Secretary  to  Lord  Sun- 
<ierland,  he  took  hira  thither,,  and  employed  liim  in  public  bufiiieis* 
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At  the  time  of  the  publication  of  the  firft  volume  of  Pope's  "  Homer,"  he  publiflied  thefr-Jl  Book 
nfthe  Iliad,  as  tranflated  by  himfelf,  in  apparent  oppofition  to  Pope's  tranllation,  with  an  elegant  de- 
dication, to  the  memory  of  Halifax. 

To  apologife  for  prefenting  his  verfion  to  -.he  public  at  fuch  a  juijAure,  this  advertifcment  was 
prefixed  :  "  I  mull  inform  the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this  firft  book,  I  had  fome  thoughts  o£ 
tranllating  the  whole  Iliad ;  but  I  had  the  pleafure  of  being  diverted  from  that  defign,  by  finding  the 
■work  was  fallen  into  a  much  abler  hand ;  I  would  not,  therefore,  be  thought  to  have  any  other  view 
in  publifliing  this  fmall  fpecimen  of  Komer's  Iliad,  than  to  befpeak.if  poffible,  the  favour  of  the  pub- 
lic to  a  trauflation  of  Homer's  Odxffe)',  wherein  I  have  already  made  fome  progrefs." 

Addifon  declared  that  the  verfions  were  both  good,  but  that  Tickcll's  was  the  beft  that  ever  was 
made  ;  and  with  Addifon,  the  wits,  his  adherents  and  followers,  concurred  in  opinion. 

Pope  did  not  long  think  Addifon  an  impartial  jndge;  for  he  confidered  him  as  the  writer  of  Tick- 
ell's  verfion,  and  appealed  to  the  people  as  his  proper  judges,  "  and  if  they  are  not  inclined  to  con^ 
demn  me,"  fays  he,  "  I  am  in  little  care  about  the  highfliers  at  Button's." 

The  reafons  for  his  fufpicion  have  been  t-ranfcribed  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  from  Spence's  MS.  Collec- 
tions. 

"  There  had  been  a  coldnefs  (faid  Mr.  Pope,)  between  Mr.  Addifon  and  me  for  fome  time ;  and 
we  had  not  been  in  company  together  for  a  good  while,  any  where  but  at  Button's  Coffeehoufeo 
where  I  ufed  to  fee  him  almoft  every  day. — On  his  meeting  me  there  one  day  in  particular,  he 
took  me  aCde ;  and  faid  he  would  be  glad  to  dine  with  me  at  fuch  a  tavern,  if  I  flaid  till  thofe 
people  were  gone  (Budgell  and  Philips).  He  went  accordingly ;  and,  after  dinner,  Mr.  Addifonr 
faid,  that  he  had  wanted  for  fome  time  to  talk  with  me ;  that  his  friend  Tickell  had  formerly, 
whilft  at  Oxford,  tranflated  the  frf.  Book  of  the  Iliad.;  that  he  defigned  to  print  it;  and  had  defire<J 
him  to  look  it  over;  that  he  muft  therefore  beg  that  I  would  not  defire  him  to  look  over  my  firft 
book;  becaufe,  if  he  did,  it  would  have  the  air  of  double  dealing.  I  affured  him,  that  I  did  not 
at  all  take  it  iil  of  Mr.  Tickell,  that  he  was  going  to  publiih  his  trauflation  ;  that  he  certainly  had 
as  much  right  to  tranflate  any  author  as  myfelf;  and  that  publifliing  both  was  entering  on  a  fair 
flage.  I  then  added,  that  I  would  not  defire  him  to  look  over  my  firft  book  of  the  Iliad,  becaufe 
he  had  looked  over  Mr.  Tickcll's ;  but  could  wifli  to  have  the  benefit  of  his  obfervations  on  my  fe- 
cond,  which  I  had  then  finiflied,  and  which  Mr.  Tickell  had  not  touched  upon.  Accordingly,  I 
fent  him  the  fecond  book  the  next  morning  ;  and,  Mr.  Addifon,  a  few  days  after,  returned  it,  with 
very  high  commendations.  S.oon  after,  it  was  generally  known  that  Mr.  Tickell  was  publifliing 
.the  firjl  Book  of  the  Iliad,  I  met  Dr.  Young  in  the  ftreet ;  and,  upon  our  falling  into  that  fubjedl,  the 
Dodor  expreffed  a  great  deal  of  furprife  at  Tickcll's  having  had  fuch  a  tranflation  fo  long  by  him.. 
He  faid,  that  it  was  inconceivable  to  him;  and  that  there  muft  be  fome  miftake  in  tlie  matter;  that 
each  ufed  to  communicate  to  each  other  whatever  verfes  they  wrote,  even  to  the  leaft  things ;  that 
Tickell  could  not  be  bufied  in  fo  long  a  work  there,  without  his  knowing  fomething  of  the  matter ;. 
and  that  he  had  never  heard  a  fingle  word  on  it,  till  on  this  occafion.  This  furprife  of  Dr.  Young, 
together  with  what  Steele  has  faid  againft  Tickell,  in  relation  to  this  affair,  make  it  highly  probable^, 
that  there  was  fome  underhand  dealing  in  that  bufinefs  ;  and  indeed,  Tickell  himfelf,  who  is  a  very 
fair,  worthy  man,  has  fiuce,  in  a  manner,  as  good  as  owned  it.  to  me.  When  it  was  introduced  into 
a  converfation  between  Mr.  Tickell  and  Mr.  Pope,  by  a  third  perfon,  Tickell  did  not  deny  ic  j 
^which,  confidering  his  honour  and  seal  for  his  departed  friend,  was  the  fame  as  owning  it." 

Upon  ,thefe  fufpicions.  Pope,  always  in  his  "  Art  of  Sinking,"  quotes  this  verfion  as  the  work  of 
Addifon  ;  though  the  circumftances  of  the  publication,  not  only  da  not  prove  that  Addifon  was  the 
tranflator,but  do  not  even  render  probable  the  charge  of  meannefs  and  difingenuity  alleged  by  Pope 
tgainft  him^  the  opinions  of  Young  and  Steele  are  no  prooL 

Addifon  had  a  very  great  affecflion  for  Tickell,  and  might  have  revifcd  his  verfion,  and  approved 
jof  the  publication,  to  confer  a  pecuniary  obligation  on  him,  by  premoting  a  fubfcription  for  his 
Odyjf'-y.  But,  it  is  evident,  that  he  had  no  intention  to  oppofe  Pope;  for,  at  the  time  of  the  appear- 
ance of  Tickcll's  verfion,  oppofition  to  Pope  could  not  do  him  any  material  injury.  His  fubfcriptioa 
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v/as  full,  and  his  contrad  with  his  bookfeller  completely  performed.  Had  AdJifon  wifiied  to  ob- 
ftrucl  Pope's  trarflation,  the  time  for  effcSing  his  purpofe,  would  have  been  when  the  fubfcription 
was  beginnfng.  He  might  then  have  promoted  a  fubfcription  for  Tickell,  which  would  have  inter- 
fered with  Pope's.  The  influence  of  Addifon  with  the  Whigs,  was  fully  equal  to  that  of  Swift 
with  the  Tories.  With  thofe,  who  were  of  neither  party,  his  recommendation  would  have  had 
more  weight  than  Swift's,  becaufa  he  was  in  greater  eflimation,  for  elegant  literature  in  general, 
and  particularly  for  clafTical  knowledge. 

The  circumftance  of  the  time  of  publication,  which  provoked  the  irritable  difpofitipn  of  Pope,  who 
fuppofed  his  chara(fter  and  intereft  fo  much  concerned,  is  fufficiently  explained  by  the  advcrtifemcnt 
above  quoted.  This  advertifement  was  induftrioufiy  fuppreffed,  in  Pope's  publication  on  the  fub- 
jecft.  That  Addifon  had  any  intention  of  publifhing  a  verfion  of  the  Iliad,  there  is  no  evidence  even 
probable.  Had  he  been  aftuated  by  jealoufy,  envy,  or  malevolence,  it  is  not  probable  he  would 
have  fp  ke  fo  highly  of  Pope's  Iliad  as  he  did  in  "  The  Freeholder." 

"  The  tranflation  of  the  firft  book  of  the  Iliad,"  fays  Mr.  Nichols,  "  which  has  been  afcribed  to 
Tickell,  was  faid  to  be  in  reality  the  produdion  of  Addifon,  to  prejudice  that  which  Pope  had  un- 
dertaken ;  a  notion  certainly  without  foundation.  Mr.  Watts  the  printer,  alTured  a  friend  of  mine, 
that  the  tranjlation  of  the  Jirjl  hook  of  the  Iliad  zi-as  in  Ticiell's  hand-ivriting,  but  tnuch  correSed  and  inter' 
lined  by  Addifon. 

To  compare  the  two  tranflations  would  be  tedious;  the  fuperiority  is  univerfally  allowed  to  Pope. 
Tickell  has,  perhaps,  more  of  the  Cmple  majefly  of  Homer;  but  his  verficn  is  inferior  to  that  of 
Pope,  in  force,  animation,  elegance,  and  harmony. 

In  1717,  when  Addifon  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State,  he  made  Tickell  under-fecretary.  When 
Addifon's  ill  health  obliged  him  to  refign,  he  fo  effedually  recommended  Tickell  to  the  patronage 
of  Craggs,  his  fucccffor,  that  he  was  continued  in  place  till  that  gentleman's  death. 

Addifon's  appointment  of  Tickell  to  be  his  under-fecretary,  is  faid  to  have  been  difpIeaCng,  en 
fome  account,  to  :^teele,  who  warmly  oppofed  it ;  and  his  oppofition  having  been  reported  to  Tickell, 
produced  a  col-Jnefs  between  them,  which  might  be  aggravated  by  the  controverfy  between  Addi- 
fon and  Steele,  on  the  Peerage  bill. 

His  friendfhip  with  Addifon  fcems  to  have  continued  without  abatement ;  for  when  that  great 
man  died,  he  left  him  the  charge  of  publifhing  his  works,  which,  on  his  death-bed,  he  had  dedicated 
to  Craggs. 

To  the  works  of  Addifon,  which  appeared  foon  after  his  death,  in  4  vols.  4(0,  he  prefixed  an  ac- 
count of  his  life,  and  an  elegy  on  his  death,  addrefled  to  the  liarl  of  Warwick,  his  fon-in-law,  replete 
with  genuine  tendernefs.  It  is  the  effiiGon  of  a  refined  mind,  lamenting  the  death  of  a  friend  of  the 
higheft  intelleftuaF  and  moral  excellence  ;  whofe  value  it  completely  comprehended,  and  whofe  lofs 
it  poignantly  felt. 

In  his  life  of  Addifon  he  charged  Steele  with  affuming  the  credit  of  Addifon's  papers  in  the 
"  Speflator,"  an  imputation  from  which  Steele  vindicated  himfclf  in  the  dedicaiion  of  "  the 
Drummer,"  to  Congrevc. 

It  is  a  remarkable  circumflance,  that  Craggs,  to  vi'hom  Addifon  had  dedicated  his  works,  died 
before  they  were  publtlhed  ;  and  that  Lord  Warwick,  to  whom  the  verfes  on  Addifon  were  dedi- 
cated, died  likewife  before  their  publication. 

Tickell's  intereft  with  the  great  did  not  expire  with  his  friend.  His  merit  enabled  him  to  retain 
and  improve  the  footing  en  which  he  had  been  placed  by  Addifon.  In  1725,  he  was  appointed 
fecretary  to  the  Lord  Juftices  of  Ireland,  a  place  of  great  honour,  truft,  and  emolument,  in  which  he 
continued  till  his  death,  which  happened  at  Bath,  April  23,  1740,  in  the  J4th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  married,  and  had  children ;  the  eldeft  of  whom  was  the  father  of  Richard  4'ickell,  Efq. 
one  of  the  Commiflioners  of  the  Stamp-office,  and  author  of  "  The  Wreath  of  Fafliion,"  a  poem  ; 
"  Anticipation  of  the  Debates  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,"  1778  ;  "  The  Carnival  of  Venice,"  an 
opera ;  and  other  ingenious  performances. 

He  died  at  Hampton  Court,  Nov.  4.  1793,  univerfally  beloved  and  lamented,  leaving  three  chil- 
dren by  his  wife,  Mifs  Linley,  the  fifler  of  the  lovely  Mrs.  Sheridan,  wife  of  the  cdtbrated  Richr.rd 
Brinfley  Sheridan,  Efq.  who  died  in  1 787.  6 
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His  poems  were  printed  in  the  fecond  volume  of"  The  Minor  Poets,"  1749,  and  have  been  frc- 
-quently  reprinted. 

Tickell  is  faid  to  have  been  a  man  of  moft  pleafing  manners,  and  of  unqueftioned  honour  and  In- 
tegrity. His  converfation  was  gay  and  lively ;  he  was  a  very  agreeable  companion,  at  leaft  a  tem- 
perate lover  of  wine  and  conviviality,  and  in  domeftic  relations  without  cenfure.  His  writings  dif- 
cover  a  good  undtrftanding,  an  extenfive  knowledge  of  claflical  literature,  a  refined  tafte,  and  a 
feeling  heart. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  charaderlfed  by  elegance  of  didlion,  corredlnefs  of  judgment,  tendernefs  of  fen- 
timent,  opulence  of  allufion,  and  harmony  of  numbers. 

His  verfification  exceeds  Addifon's,  and  is  inferior  to  few  of  the  Englllh  poets,  except  Dryden 
and  Pope. 

Moftof  hispieces,  particularly  the  ProfpeB  of  Peace;  the  Royal  Progrefs ;  the  Letter  to  Avignon  ;  Oxford; 
Kenfington  Gardens  ;  Epifile  to  a  Lady  before  Marriage,  and  the  Elegy  on  the  death  of  Addifon.  are  di- 
flinguiftied  by  a  judicious  combination  of  ornament  and  fimplicity  ;  a  happy  mixture  of  fentiment 
and  defcription,  and  a  rare  union  of  the  beauties  of  ftyle,  and  the  elegancies  of  verfificati«n,  with  the 
niceties  of  method,  connedlion,  and  arrangement. 

Of  Tickell,  it  has  been  faid  by  Goldfmith,  that  through  all  his  poetry,  there  is  a  llrain  of 
Ballad-thinking  to  be  found :  The  remark  is  juft,  and  to  that  ftrain  he  is  not  a  little  indebted  for  the 
reception  he  has  met  with ;  whether  he  had  it  from  reading,  or  from  nature,  cannot  now  be  known, 
as  no  memoirs  of  his  life  are  fatisfadlory  enough  to  inform  us  of  his  particular  ftudies.  His  beauti- 
ful ballad  of  Colin  and  Lucy,  probably  affumed  a  tindlure  of  tendernefs  and  fimplicity,  from  his  tafte 
for  our  obfcurer  writers  ;  a  tafte  which  his  friend  Addifon  undoubtedly  poflefied  in  a  degree  fuperior 
to  any  of  his  contemporaries,  except  Rowe,  as  appears  by  his  elegant  critique  on  "  Chevy  Chace  " 
and  various   fcattered  notices  of  a  congenial  nature  in  his  periodical  papers. 

"  In  the  few  things  that  Tickell  wrote,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  there  appear  to  be  a  peculiar  terfe- 
nefs  and  neatnefs.     Highly  elegant  and  poliftied  are  his  Verfes  on  Addifon  s  deaths 

"  The  Elegy  on  Addifon^''  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  could  owe  none  of  its  beauties  to  the  afliftance  which 
might  be  fufpedted  to  have  ftrengthened  or  embelliftied  his  earlier  compofitions ;  but  neither  he  nor 
Addifon  ever  produced  nobler  lines  than  are  contained  in  the  third  and  fourth  paragraphs;  nor  is  a 
more  fublime  or  more  elegant  funeral  poem  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compafs  of  Englifli  literature. 
"  Of  his  Royal  Progrefs,  it  is  juft  to  fay,  that  it  is  neither  high  nor  low.  Of  his  Kenfmgton  Gardens 
the  verfification  is  fmooth  and  elegant,  but  the  fidion  unflcilfully  compounded  of  Grecian  deities  and 
Gothic  fairies.  Neither  fpecies  of  thefe  exploded  beings  could  have  done  much ;  and  when  they  are 
brought  together,  they  only  make  each  other  contemptible. 

"  To  Tickell,  however,  cannot  be  denied  a  high  place  among  the  minor  poets;  nor  fliould  it  be 
forgotten  that  he  was  one  of  the  contributors  to  the  SpeSlator." 

If  by  the  term  minor  poet,  the  quantity  of  his  poetry  is  meant,  he  is  not  improperly  fo  called  •  but  if 
the  quality  is  thereby  underftood.it  is  a  difparagement.  If  he  cannot  be  placed  in  the  firft  rank  o£ 
poets,  he  has  at  leaft  an  unexceptionable  claim  to  the  fecond. 
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On  ^ueen  Caroline's  rebuilding  the  Lodgings  of  the 
Black  Prince,  and  Henry  V.  at  ^een's  College, 
Oxford. 

VV  HERE  bold  and  graceful  foars,  fecure  of  fame, 
The  pile,  now  worthy  great  Philippa's  name, 
Mark  that  old  ruin,  Gothic  and  uncouth,   [youth  ; 
Where  the    Black   Edward   pafs'd   his   beardlefs 
And  the  Fifth  Henry,  for  hif  firft  renown, 
Out-flripp'd  each  rival  in  a  {Indent's  gown. 

In  that  coarfe  age  were  princes  fond  to  dwell 
"With  meagre  monks,  and  haunt  the  filent  cell  : 
Sent  from  the  monarch's  to  the  mufe's  court, 
Their  mcalswere  frugal,  and  their  fleepswe;re  Ihort ; 
To  couch  at  curfeu-time  they  thought  no  fcorn, 
And  froze  at  matins  every  winter  morn  ; 
They  read,  an  early  book,  the  ftarry  frame, 
And  lifp'd  each  conftellation  by  its  name  ; 
Art  after  art  flill  dawning  to  their  view, 
And  their  mind  opening  as  their  ftature  grew. 

Yet,  whofe  ripe  manhood  fpread  our  fame  fo  far, 
Sages  in  peace,  and  demi-gods  in  war  ! 
Who,  ftern  in  fight,  made  echoing  Crefli  ring, 
And,  mild  in  conqueft,  ferv'd  his  captive  king  '. 
Who  gain'd,  at  Agincourt,  the  vidlor's  bays; 
Nor   took  himfelf,  but  gave   good   heaven,  the 

praife  1 
Thy  nurfelings,  ancient  dome  !  to  virtue  form'd  ; 
To  mercy  liflening,  whilft  in  fields  they  ftorm'd ; 
Fierce  to  the  fierce ;  and  warm  th'  oppreft  to  fave ; 
Through  life  rever'd,  and  worfhip'd  in  the  grave  '. 

In  tenfold  pride  the  mouldering  roofs  Ihall  ihine, 
The  ftately  work  of  bounteous  Caroline  ; 
And  blell  Philippa,  with  unenvious  eyes, 
From  heaven  behold  her  rival's  fabric  rife. 
If  ftill,  bright  faint,  this  fpot  deferves  thy  care, 
Incline  thee  to  th'  ambitious  mufe's  prayer  : 
O  1  could'fl  thou  win  young  William's  bloom  to 

grace 
His  mother's  walls,  and  fill  thy  Edward's  place. 
How  would  that  genius,  whofe  propitious  wings 
Have  here  twice  hover'd  o'er  the  fons  of  kings, 
Defcend  triumphant  to  his  ancient  feat. 
And  take  in  charge  a  third  Plantagenet ! 

TO  THE 

SUPPOSED  AUTHOR  OF  THE  SPECTATOR' 

In  courts  licentious,  and  a  fhamekfs  flage, 
Jiow  long  the  war  ihall  wit  with  virtue  wage  ? 


Inchanted  by  this  proflituted  fair. 
Our  youth  run  headlong  in  the  fatal  fnare; 
hi  height  of  rapture  clafp  unheeded  pains. 
And  fuck  pollution  through  their  tingling  veins? 
Thy  fpotlefs  thoughts  unfhock'd  the  priell  may 
hear  ; 
And  the  pure  veftal  in  her  bofom  wear. 
To  confcious  blufhes  and  diminifii'd  pride,   [hide; 
Thy  glafs  betrays   what  treacherous  love  would 
Nor  harfh  thy  precepts,  but  infus'd  by  flealth, 
Pleas'd  while  they  cure,  and  cheat  us  into  health. 
Thy  works  in  Chloe's  toilet  gain  a  part. 
And  with  his  tailor  Ihare  the  fopling's  heart: 
Lafh'd  in  thy  fatire,  the  penurious  cit 
Laughs  at  himfelf,  and  finds  no  harm  in  wit : 
From  felon  gametlers  the  raw  'fquire  is  free. 
And  Britain  owes  her  refcued  oaks  to  thee. 
His  mifs  the  frolic  vifcount  dreads  to  toaft. 
Or  his  third  cure  the  fhallow  templar  boaft; 
And  the  rafli  fool,  who  fcorn'd  the  beaten  road. 
Dares  quake  at  thunder,  and  confefs  his  God. 

The  brainlefs  ftripling,  who,  expell'd  the  town, 
Damn'd  the  ItiiT  college  and  pedantic  gown, 
Aw'd  by  thy  name,  is  dumb,  and  thrice  a  week 
Spells  uncouth  Latin,  and  pretends  to  Greek. 
A  fauntering  tribe  I  iuch  born  to  wide  efiates, 
With  yea  and  no  in  fenates  hold  debates  : 
At  length  defpis'd  each  to  his  fields  retires, 
Firft  with  the  dogs,  and  king  amidft  the  'fquircs  j 
From  pert  to  flupid,  fiuks  fupinely  down, 
In  youth  a  coxcomb,  and  in  age  a  clown. 

Such  reader's  fcorn'd,  thou  wing'ft  thy  daring 
flight. 
Above  the  flare,  and  tread'ft  the  fields  of  light ; 
Fame,  heaven,  and  hell,  are  thy  exalted  theme. 
And  vifions  fuch  as  Jove  hiJnfelf  might  dreaoi ; 
Man  funk  to  flavery,  though  to  glory  born,  [fcorn:. 
Heaven's  pride  when  upright,  and  deprav'd  his 

Such  hints  alone  could  Britifli  Virgil  lend. 
And  thou  alone  deferve  from  fuch  a  friend; 
A  debt  fo  borrow'd  is  illuftrious  fhame, 
And  fame,  when  fliar'd  with  him,  is  double  fame. 
So,  flufli'd  with  fvveets  by  beauty's  queen  beftow'd. 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  JEncas  glow'd  : 
Such  generous  flrifes  Eugene  and  Marlborough  try, 
And  as  in  glory,  fo  in  friendftiip  vie. 

Permit  thefe  lines  by  thee  to  live — nor  blame 
A  mufe  that  pants  and  languiflies  for  fame ; 
That  fears  to  fink  when  humbler  themes  ftiefingSj 
Loft  in  the  niaf*  of  mean  forgotten  things: 
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Receiv'c'i  by  thee,  I  propbefy,  my  rhymes, 
The  praife  of  virgins  in  fucceecling  times  :       [fee, 
Mix'd  with  thy  works,  their  hfe  no  bounds  fhall 
But  Hand  protected,  as  infpir'd,  by  thee-  [rife. 

So  fome  weak  Ihoot,  which  elfe  would  poorly 
Jove's  tree  adepts,  and  lifts  liim  to  the  fkies ; 
Through  the  new  piipil  foftering  juice?  flow, 
1'hruft  forth  the  gems,  and  give  rhe  flowers  to  blow 
Aloft ;   immortal  reigns  the  plant  unknown. 
With  borrow'd  life,  and  vigour  not  his  own. 

A  POEM, 

2o  bis, Excellency  the  Lord  Pri-ay  Seal,  on  the  Prof- 
peii  of  Peace. 

"  Sacerdos 


•'  Fronde  fuper  Mitram,  et  felici  comptus  Oli- 
va.'^ -ViRG. 

TO  THE  LORD   PRIVY   SEAL. 

Contending  kings,  and  fields  of  death,  too  long 
Have  been  the  fubjed;  of  the  Britifh  fong. 
Who  hath  not  read  of  fani'd  Ramillia's  plain, 
Bavaria's  fall,  and  Danube  choak'd  with  flain  1 
Exhaufled  themes!   a  gentler  note  1  raife, 
And  fipg  returning  peace  in  foftcr  lays. 
Their  fury  queil'd,  and  martial  rage  allay'd, 
T  wait  our  heroes  in  the  fylvan  fhade  : 
Difbanding  hofts  are  imag'd  to  my  mind. 
And  warring  powers  in  friendly  leagues  combin'd, 
While  eafe  and  (ileafure  make  the  nations  fmile, 
And  heaven  and  Anna  blefs  Britannia's  ifle. 

Well  fends  our  queen  her  mitred  Briftol  forth, 
For  early  counfels  fam'd,  and  long-try'd  worth  ; 
Who,  thirty  rolling  years,  had  oft  withheld 
The  Swede  and  Saxon  from  the  diifty  field; 
Completely  form'd  to  heal  the  Chriftian  wounds, 
To  name  the  kings,  and  give  each  kingdom  bounds ; 
The  face  of  ravag'd  nature  to  repair. 
By  leagues  to  foften  earth,  and  heaven  by  prayer. 
To  gain  by  love,  where  rage  and  flaughter  fail. 
And  make  the  crofier  o'er  the  fword  prevail. 

So  when  great  Mofes,  with  Jehovah's  wand. 
Had  fcatter'd  plagues  o'er  ftubborn  Pharaoh's  land, 
>Jow  fpread  an  hoft  of  locufts  round  the  fliore, 
-  Mow  turn'd  Nile'sfattening  flreams  to  putrid  gore; 
Plenty  and  gladnef^  niark'd  the  pricfl  of  God, 
/!i.\\A  fudden  almonds  fiiot  from  Aaron's  rod. 
•    O  thou,  from  whonv  thtfe  bounteous  bleflings 

flow. 
To  whom,  as  chief,  the  hopes  of  peace  we  owe, 
(Fo."  next  to  thee,  the  man  whom  kings  contend- 
To  Ayle  con'.panion,  and  to  make  their  fritnd, 
Great  Staffo:d,rich  in  every  courtly  grace, 
With  joyful  pride  accepts  the  I'econd  place) 
From  Biitain'a  ifle,  and  liis'  facred  fpring, 
One  hour,  oh,  liflen  while  the  mufes  fing  ! 
Thouj^h  minilters  of  mighty  monarchs  wait. 
With  jeating  hearts  to  learn  their  matters  fate. 
One  hour  forbear  to  fpeak  thy  queen's  commands, 
Kor  tl  ink  the  world,  thy  charge,  iicgleCled  Hands ; 
Thebl.l:lul  prnfpeds,  in  my  vtrfe  difjilay'd, 
IVIay  lu.v  the  llubborn,  the  deceiv'd  perfuade  : 
liv'n  thm  to  peace  fhalt  fpeedier  urge  the  way.^ 
And  more  be  haikn'd  by  this  fhoil  delay. 


ON   THE  PROSPECT   OF  PEACE. 

The  haughty  Gaul,  in  ten  campaigns  o'erthi*own. 
Now  ceas'd  to  think  the  weftern  world  his  own. 
Oft  had  he  mourn'd  his  boafting  leaders  bound, 
And  his  proud  bulwark';  fmoking  on  the  ground  : 
In  vain'with  powers  renew'd  he  fill'd  the  plain. 
Made   timorous  'vows,  and  brib'd  the  faints  ia 

vain  ; 
As  oft  his  legions  did  the  fight  decline,    . 
Lurk'd  in  the  trench,  and  Ikulk'd  behind  the  line. 
Before  his  eyes  the  fancied  javelin  gleams, 
At  feafl;s  he  flares,  and  feems  dethron'd  in  dreams  ; 
On  glory  pad  refiecfls  with  fecret  pain. 
On  mines  exhaufled,  and  on  rnillions  flain. 

T'.i  Biitain's  queen  the  fcepter'd  fuppliant  bends. 
To  her  his  crowns  and  iniaiit  race  commends. 
Who  grieves  her  fame  with  Chriftian  blood  to  buy, 
Nor  afks  for  giory  at  a  price  fo  high. 
At  her  decree,  the  war  fufpended  ftands. 
And  Britain's  heroes  hold  their  lifted  hands; 
Their  open  brows  no  threatening  frowns  difguife. 
But  gentler  paflions  fparkle  in  their  eyes 
The  Gauls,  who  never  in  their  courts  could  find 
Such  temper'd  fire  with  manly  beauty  join'd, 
Doubt  if  they're  thofe.whom  dreadful  to  the  view 
In  forms  fo  fierce  their  fearful  fancies  drew  ; 
At  whofe  dire  name-  ten  thoufand  widows  prefl 
Their  helplefs  orphans  clinging  to  the  breafl. 
In  filent  rapture  each  his  foe  furveys; 
They  vow  firm  friendfliip,  and  give  mutual  praife. 
Brave  minds,  howe'er  at  war,  are  fecret  friends ; 
Their  generous  difcord  with  the  battle  ends  ; 
In  peace  they  wonder  whence  diflenfion  rofe, 
And  al'c  how  fouls  fo  like  could  e'er  be  foes. 

Mcuhinks  I  hear  more  friendly  fhouts  rebound. 
And  locial  clarions  mix  their  fprightly  found. 
The  Britifh  flags  are  farl'd,  her  troops  difband. 
And  fcatter'd  armies  feek  their  native  land. 
The  hardy  veteran,  proud  of  many  a  fear. 
The  manly  charms  and  honours  of  the  war, 
Who  hop'd  to  fliare  his  friends  illuftrious  dooiDy 
And  in  the  battle  find  3  foldier's  tomb. 
Leans  on  his  fpear  to  take  his  farewell  view. 
And,  fighiiig,  bids  the  glorious  camp  adieu. 

Ye  generous  fair,  receive  the  brave  v/ith  fmiles, 
O'erpay  their  fleeplefs  nights,  and  crown  their  toils; 
Soft  beauty  is  the  gallant  foldier's  due. 
For  you  they  conquer,  and  they  bleed  for  you. 
In  vain  proud  Gaul  with  boaftful  Spain  confpircs, 
When  Englifli  valour  Englifh  beauty  fires; 
The  nations  dread  your  eyes,  and  kings  defpair 
Of  chief.?  fo  brave,  till  they  have  nymphs  fo  fair. 

See  the  fond  wife,  in  tears  of  tranfport  drown'd, 
Hugs  her  rough  lord,  and  weeps  o'er  every  wound, 
Hangs  on  the  lips  that  fields  of  blood  relate. 
And  fmilct-,  or  trembles,  at  his  various  fate. 
Near  the  full  bowl  he  draws  the  fancy'd  line, 
And  marks  feign'd  trenches  in  the  flowing  wine. 
Then  fets  th'  invefted  fort  before  her  eyes, 
And  mines,  that  whirl'd  battalions  to  the  flcies: 
His  little  liftening  progeny  turn  pale. 
And  beg  again  to  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 

Such  dire  atchievements  fings  the  bard,  that  tells 
Of  palfrey 'd  dames,  bold  knights,  and  magic  fpells , 
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.  Where  whole  brigades  one  champion's  arms  o'er- 

throw, 
And  cleave  a  giant  at  a  random  blow, 
Slay  paynims  vile,  that  force  the  fair,  and  tame 
The  goblin's  fury,  and  the  dragon's  flame. 

Our  eager  youth  to  diftant  nations  run, 
To  vifit  fields,  their  valiant  fathers  won  ;      [trace. 
From  FlanJria's  fliore  their  country's  fame  they 
Till  far  Germania  fhows  her  bla'fted  face. 
Th'  exulting  Briton  alks  his  mournful  guide, 
Where  his  hard  fate  the  lofl  Bavaria  try'd  : 
Where  Stepney  grav'd  the  ftone  to  Anna's  fame, 
He  points  to  Blenheim,  once  a  vulgar  name  ; 
Here  fled  the  houfehold,  there  did  Tallard  yield. 
Here  Marlborough  turn'd  the  fortune  of  the  field. 
On  thofe  fleep  banks,  near  Danube's  raginj^  flood  : 
The  Gauls  thrice  flarted  back,  and  trem.bling  flood : 
When,  Churchill's  arm  perceiv'd,  they  flood  not 

long, 
Butplung'd  amidft  the  waves,  a  defperate  throng, 
Crowds  whelm'd  on  crowds  dafh'd  wide  the  wa- 
tery bed, 
And  drove  the  current  to  its  didant  head. 

As  when  by  Raphael's,  or  by  Kneller's  hands 
A  warlike  courier  on  the  canvas  flands. 
Such  as  on  Landen  bleeding  Ormond  bore, 
Or  fet  young  Amnion  on  the  Granic  (hore; 
If  chance  a  generous  fleed  the  work  behold, 
He  fnorts,  he  neighs,  he  champs  the  foamy  gold  : 
So,  Hocftct  feen,  tumultuous  paffions  roll, 
And  hints  of  glory  fire  the  Briton's  foul. 
In  fancy'd  fights  he  fees  the  troops  engage, 
And  ail  the  temped  of  the  battle  rage.       [bright. 

Charm  me,  ye  powers,  with  fcenes  lefs  nobly 
Far  humbler  thoughts  th'  inglorious  mufe  delight, 
Content  to  fee  the  honours  of  the  field 
By  ploughfhares  levell'd,  or  in  flowers  conceal'd. 
O'er  fliattei'd  walls  may  creeping  ivy  twine, 
And  grafs  luxuriant  clothe  the  harmlefs  mine. 
Tame  flocks  afcend  the  breach  without  a  wound, 
Qr  crop  the  bafiion,  now  a  fruitful  ground; 
While  fhf  phcrds  fleep,  along  the  rampard  laid, 
Or  pipe  beneath  the  formidable  fhade. 

Who  was  the  man  ?  Oblivion  blaft  his  name, 
Torn  out,  and  blotted  fro\ii  the  lift  of  fame  1 
Who,  fond  of  lawlefs  rule,  and  proudly  brave, 
Firft  funk  the  filial  fubje<51:  to  a  flavc, 
His  neighbour's  realms  by  frauds  unkingly  gain'd. 
In  guiltlefs  blood  the  facrcd  ermine  flain'd,  [heart, 
l^aid  fchemes  for  death,  to  flaughter  turn'd  his 
And  fitted  murder  to  the  rules  of  art. 

Ah,  curfl  ambition  1  to  thy  lures  we  owe 
All  the  great  ills  that  mortals  bear  below. 
Curfl  by  the  hind.vi'hen  to  the  fpoil  he  yields 
His  year's  whole  fweat,  and  vainly  rlpen'd  fields ; 
Curfl  by  the  maid,  torn  from  her  lover's  fide, 
When  left  a  widow,  though  not  yet  a  bride  ; 
By  mothers  cutft,  when  floods  of  tears  they  fhed, 
And  fcatter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead. 
Oh,  facred  Briftol  1  then,  what  dangers  prove 
The  arts,  thou  fmil'fl;  on  with  paternal  love  ? 
Then,  mix'd  with  rubbifli  by  the  brutal  foes. 
In  vain  the  marble  bieathes,  the  canvas  glows  ; 
To  ftiades  obfcure  the  glittering  fword  purfues 
"I'he  gentle  poet,  and  dcfencekfs  mufe. 


A  voice  like  thine,  alone,  might  then  afl"uage 
The  warrior's  fury,  and  controul  his  rage; 
To  hear  thee  fpcak,  might  the  fierce  Vandal  ftand, 
And  fling  the  brandifti'd  fabre  from  his  hand. 

Far  hence  be  driven  to  Scythia's  ftormy  fhore 
The  drum's  harfli  mufic,  and  the  cannon's  roar; 
Let  grim  Bellona  haunt  the  lawlefs  plain, 
Where  Tartar  clans  and  grizly  Coflacks  reign ; 
Let  the  ftecl'd  Turk  be  deaf  to  matrons  cries. 
See  virgins  ravifli'd  with  relentlefs  eyes. 
To  death  gray  heads  and  fmiling  infants  doom, 
Nor  fpare  the  promife  of  the  pregnant  womb. 
O'er  wafted  kingdoms  fpread  his  wide  command,  . 
The  favage  lord  of  an  unpeopled  land. 

Her  guiltlefs  glory  juft  Britannia  draws 
From  pure  religion,  and  impartial  laws. 
To  Europe's  wounds  a  mother's  aid  (he  brings. 
And  holds  in  equal  fcales  the  rival  kings  : 
Her  generous  fons  in  choicefl  gifts  abound. 
Alike  in  arms,  alike  in  artsrenown'd. 

As  when  fweet  Venus  (fo  the  fable  fings) 
Awak'd  by  Nereids,  from  the  ocean  fprings, 
With  fmiles  (he  fees  the  threatening  billows  rife. 
Spread  fmooth  the  furge,  and  clears  the  louring 

ikies. 

Light,  o'er  the  deep,  with   fluttering   Cupids") 

crown'd,  / 

The  pearly  couch  and  filver  turtles  bound ;  i" 

Her  treffes  flied  ambrofialodurs  round.  j 

Amidft  the  world  of  waves  fo  ftands  fercne 
Britannia's  ifle,  the  ocean's  ftately  queen; 
In  vain  the  nations  have  confpir'd  her  fall, 
Her  trench  the  Tea,  and  fleets  her  floating  wall : 
Defencelefs  barks,  her  powerful  navy  near, 
Have  only  waves  and  hurricanes  to  fear. 
What  bold  invader,  or  what  land  opprefl:. 
Hath  not  her  anger  quell'd,  her  aid  redrefl ! 
Say,  wliere  have  e'er  her  union-croffcs  fail'd, 
But  much  her  arms,  her  juftice  moreprevail'd! 
Her  labours  are,  to  plead  th'  Almighty's  caufe. 
Her  pride,  to  teach  th'  untam'd  barbarian  laws: 
Who  conquers  wins  by  brutal  flrength  the  prize; 
But  'tis  a  godlike  work  to  civilize. 

Have  we  forgot  how  from  great  Ruflia's  throne 
The  king,  whofc  power  half  Europe's  regions  own. 
Whole  fceptre  waving,  with  one  fliout  rufh  forth 
In  fwarnis  the  harnefs'd  millions  of  the  north. 
Through  realms  of  ice  purfued  his  tedious  way 
To  court  our  friendfbip,  and  our  fame  furvey  ! 
Hence  the  rich  prize  of  ufefularts  he  bore. 
And  round  his  empire  fpread  the  learned  (lore  : 
(T'  adorn  old  realms  is  more  than  new  to  raif". 
His  country's  parent  is  a  monarch's  praife.) 
His  bands  now  march  in  juft  array  to  war, 
And  Cafpian  gulfs  unufual  navies  bear ; 
With  Runick  lays  Smolenlko's  forefts  ring, 
And  wondering  Volga  hears  the  mufes  fing. 
Did  not  the  painted  kings  of  India  greet 
Our  Queen,  and  lay  their  fceptres  ac  her  feet? 
Chiefs  who  full  bowls  of  hoftile  blood  had  quaff'dj 
Fam'd  for  the  javelin,  and  invenom'd  fhaft, 
Whofe  haughty  brows  made  favages  adore, 
Nor  bow'd  to  lefs  than  flars  or  fun  before. 
Her  pitying  fmile  accepts  their  fuppliant  claim. 
And  adds  four  monarchs  to  the  Chriftiar.  numr. 
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Bleft  ufe  of  power !  O  virtuous  pride  in  kings 
And  like  his  bounty,  whence  dominion  fprings  1 
Which  o'ernew  worlds  makes  heaven's  indulgence 

fhine, 
And  ranges  myriads  under  laws  divine  ! 
Well  bought  with  all  that  thofe  fweet  regions  hold, 
With  groves  of  fpices,  and  with  mines  of  gold. 

Fearlefs  our  merchant  now  purfucs  his  gain. 
And  roams  fecurely  o'er  the  boundlefs  main. 
Now  o'er  his  head  the  polar  bear  he  fpies. 
And  freezing  fpanglcs  of  the  Lapland  Ikies ; 
Now  fwdls  his  canvas  to  the  fultry  line, 
"With  glittering  fpoils  where  Indian  grottos  Ihine, 
Where  fumes  of  incenfe  glad  the  fouthern  feas. 
And  wafted  citron  fcents  the  balmy  breeze. 
Here  nearer  funs  prepare  the  ripening  gem, 
To  grace  great  Anne's  imperial  diadem, 
And  here  the  ore,  whofe  melted  mafs  ftiall  yield 
On  faithful  coins  each  memorable  field. 
Which,  mix'd  with  medals  of  immortal  Rome, 
May  clear  difputes,  and  teach  the  times  to  come. 

In  circling  beanis  iball  godlike  Anna  glow, 
Aiid  Churchill's  fword  hang  o'er  the  proftrate  foe ; 
In  comely  wounds  (hail  bleeding  worthies  {land, 
Webb's  firm  platoon,  and  Lumley's  faithful  band, 
Bold  Mordaunt  in  Iberian  trophies  dreft. 
And  Campbell's  dragon  on  his  dauntlefs  breaft. 
Great  Ormond's  deeds  on  Vigo's  fpoi'is  enroU'd, 
And  Guifcard's  knife  on  Harley's  Chili  gold. 
And  if  the  mufe,  O  Briftol,  might  decree,  "p 

Here  Granville  noted  by  the  lyre  Ihould  be,        S- 
The  lyre  for  Granville,  and  the  crofs  for  thee.   J 

Such  are  the  honours  grateful  Britain  pays  ; 
So  patriots  merit,  and  fo  monarchs  praife. 
O'er  dillant  times fuch  records  fhall  prevail,) 
When  Englifli  numbers,  antiquated,  fail : 
A  trifling  fong  the  mufe  can  only  yield, 
And  footh  herfoldiers  panting  from  the  field. 
To  fweet  retirements  fe£  them  fafe  convey'd, 
And  raife  their  battles  in  the  rural  Ihade, 
From   fields   of  death  to    Woodftock's  peaceful 

glooms, 
(The  poet's  haunt)  Britannia's  hero  comes — 
Begin,  my  mufe,  and  foftly  touch  the  firing : 
Here  Henry  lov'd  ;  and  Chaucer  learn'd  to  fing. 

Hail,  fabled  grotto  1  hail,  Elyfian  foil ! 
Thou  faired  fpot  of  fair  Britannia's  ifle  ! 
Where  kings  of  old,  conceal'd,  forgot  the  throne. 
And  beauty  was  content  to  (bine  unknown  ; 
Where  love  and  war  by  turns  pavillions  rear, 
And  Heivy's  bowers  near  Blenlieim's  dome   ap. 

pear ; 
The  weary'd  champion  lull  in  foft  alcoves. 
The  nobleil  boaft  of  thy  romantic  groves. 
Oft,  if  the  mufe  prelage,  fhall  he  be  feen 
By  Rofamonda  fleeting  o'er  the  green. 
In  dreams  be  hail'd  by  heroes'  mighty  fhadfs, 
And  hear  old  Chaucer  warble  through  the  glades, 
O'er    the   fam'd   echoing  vaults   his    name  Ihall 

bound. 
And  hill  on  hill  refle6l  the  favourite  found. 

Here,  here  at  leaft  thy  love  for  arms  give  o'er. 
Nor,  one  world  conquer'd,  fondly  wifh  for  more. 
Vice  of  great  fouls  alone  !   O  thirft  of  fame  1 
T-'JaC  ipufc  admires  it,  whik  Ihe  fliivcs  to  blame. 


Thy  toils  be  now  to  chafe  the  Bounding  deer. 
Or  view  the  courfers  ftretch  in  wild  career. 
This  lovely  fcene  fhall  foothe  thy  foul  to  reft, 
And  wear  each  dreadful  image  from  thy  breaft. 
With  pleafure,  by  thy  conquefis  fiialt  thou  fee 
Thy  queen  triumphant,  and  all  Europe  free. 
No  cares,  henceforth,  ihall  thy  repoi'e  deftroy. 
But  what  thou  giv'ft  the  world  thyfelf  enjoy. 
Sweet    folitude  1     when  life's   gay   hours  are 

paft, 
Howe'er  we  range,  in  thee  we  fix  at  laft  ; 
Toft,  through  tempeftuous  feas  (the  voyage  o'er) 
Pale  we  look  back,  and  blcfs  thy  friendly  ftiore. 
Our  own  ftricl  judges  our  paft  life  we  fcan. 
And  afk  if  glory  hath  enlarg'd  the  fpan  ; 
If  bright  the  profpe<5l,  we  the  grave  defy, 
Truft  future  ages,  and  contented  die.  [come, 

When    ftrangers  from  far  diftant   climes  Ibali 
To  view  the  pomp  of  this  triumphant  dome, 
Where  rear'd  aloft  diiTembled  trophies  ftand. 
And  breathing  labours  of  the  fculptor's  hand. 
Where  Kneller's  art  fhall  paint  the  flying  Gaul, 
And  Bourbon's  woes  fhall  fill  the  ftory'd  wall ; 
Heirs  of  thy  blood  fhall  o'er  their  bounteous  board 
Fix  Europe's  guard,  thy  monumental  fword. 
Banners  that  oft  havewav'd  on  conquer'd  walls. 
And  trumps,  that  drown'd  the  groans  of  gafping 

Gauls. 
Fair  dames  fhall  oft,  with  curious  eye,  explore 
The  coftly  robes  that  flaughter'd  generals  wore, 
Rich    trappings   from    the    Danube's    whirpools 

brought, 
(Hefperian  nuns  the  gorgeous  broidery  wrought, 
Belts  ftiff  with  gold,  the  Boian  horfeman's  pride. 
And  Gaul's  fair  flowers,  in  human  crirafon  dy*d) 
Of  Churchill's  race,  perhaps,  fome  lovely  boy 
Shall  mark  the  buruilh'd  Heel   that   hangs  on 

high, 
Shall  gaze  tranfported  on  its  glittering  charms. 
And  reach  it  ftruggling  with  unequal  arms, 
By  figns  the  drum's  tumultuous  found  requeft, 
Then  feek,  in  flurts,  the  hulhing  mother's  breaft. 

So,  in  the  painter's  animated  frame. 
Where  Mars  embraces  the  foft  Paphian  dan>e, 
The  little  loves  in  fport  hisfauchion  wield. 
Or  join   their   ftrength  to  heave    his  ponderous 

fliield  : 
One  ftrokes  the  plume  in  Tityon's  gore  embrued. 
And  one  the  fpear,  that  reeks  withl'yphon's  blood: 
Another's  infant  brows  the  helm  fuftain. 
He  nods  his  creft,  and  frights  the  ftirieking  train. 

Thus,  the  rude  tcmpeft  of  the  field  o'erblown. 
Shall  whiter  rounds  of  fmiling  years  roll  on. 
Our  vitflors,  blcft  in  peace,  forget  their  wars. 
Enjoy  pafb  d-ngers,  and  abfolve  the  ftars. 
But,  oh  1  what  forrows  fliall  bedew  your  urns. 
Ye  honour'd  fhades,  whom  widow' J  Albion  mourns  f 
If  your  thin  forms  yet  difcontented  moan. 
And  haunt  the  mangled  manfions,  once  your  own! 
Behold  ^yhat  flowers  the  pious  mufes  flrow, 
And  tears  which  in  the  midft  of  triumph  flow  ; 
Cyprefs  and  bays  your  envy'd  brows  furround,  ~\ 
Your    names  the  tender  matrons   heart    fliall/ 

wound,  f 

And  the  foft  maid  grow  pcnfive  at  the  found.    J 
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Accept,  great  Anne,  the  tears  their  memory  \ 
draws, 
Who  nobly  perlfti'd  in  their  fovereign's  caufe  : 
For  thou  in  pity  bid'ft  the  war  give  o'er, 
Mourn'ft  thy  flain  heroes,  nor  wilt  venture  more. 
Vaft  price  of  blood  on  each  victorious  day  ! 
(But  Europe's  freedom  doth  that  price  repay) 
Lamented  triumphs !  when  one  breath  muft  tell, 
That  Marlborough  conquer'd,  and  that  Dormer 
fell.  [narchs  pale, 

Great  Qneen  1  whofe  name  ftrikes  haughty  mo - 
On  whofe  juft  fceptre  hangs  Europa's  fcale, 
Whofe  arm  like  mercy  wounds,  decides  like  fate, 
On  whofe  decree  the  nations  anxious  wait  : 
From  Albion's  cliffs  thy  wide-extended  haad 
Shall  o'er  the  main  to  far  Peru  command  ; 
Sa  vaft  a  tradl  vvhofe  wide  domain  fhall  run, 
Its  circling  Ikies  fhall  fee  no  fetting  fun. 
'1  hee,  thee  an  hundred  languages  ftiali  claim, 
Aad  favage  Indians  fwear  by  Anna's  name; 
The  line  and  poles  fhall  own  thy  rightful  fway, 
And  thy  commands  the  fever'd  globe  obey. 

y.ound  the  vaft  ball  thy  new  dominions  chain 
The  watery  kingdoms,  and  controul  the  main  ; 
Magellan's  flraits  to  Gibraltar  they  join, 
Acrofs  the  feas  a  formidable  line  ; 
The  fight  of  adverfe  Gaul  we  fear  no  more, 
Eut  pleas'd  fee  Dunkirk  now  a  guiltlcfs  fhnre  ; 
In  vain  great  Neptune  tore  the  narrow  ground, 
And  meant  his  waters  for  Britannia's  bound  ; 
Her  giant  genius  takes  a  mighty  ftride, 
And  fets  his  foot  beyond  the  encroaching  tide  ; 
On  either  bank  the  land  its  mailer  knows. 
And  in  the  midft  the  fubjedt  ocean  flows. 

So  near  proud  Rhodes,  acrofs  the  raging  flood, 
Stupeiiduous  form  !   the  vafb  Coluffus  flood, 
(While  at  one  foot  their  thronging  gallies  ride, 
A  whole  hour's  fail  fcare  reach  the  farther  fide) 
Betwixt  his  brazen  thighs,  in  loofe  array, 
Ten  thoufand  ftreamers  on  the  billows  play. 

By  Harley's  connfels  Dunkirk  now  reftor'd 
To  Britain's  empire,  owns  her  ancient  lord. 
In  him  transfus'd  his  godlike  father  reigns, 
Rich  in  the  blood  which  fwell'd  that  patriot's  veins, 
Who  boldly  faithful  met  his  fovereign's  frown, 
And  fcorn'd  for  gold  to  yield  th'  important  town. 
His  fun  was  born  the  ravilh'd  prey  to  claim. 
And  France  Hill  trembles  at  an  Harley's  name. 

A  fort  fo  dreadful  to  our  Englifh  fhore. 
Our  fleets  fcarce  fear'd  the  fands  or  temptfls  more, 
Whofe  vaft  expences  to  fuch  fums  amount, 
That  the  tax'd  Gaul  fcarce  furnilh'd  out  th'  ac- 
count, [ftrain, 
Whofe  walls  fuch  bulwarks,  fuch  vaft  towers  re- 
Its  weakeft  ramparts  are  the  rocks  and  main, 
His  boaft  great  Louis  yields,  and  cheaply  buys 
Thy  friendftiip,  Anna,  with  the  mighty  prize. 
Holland  repining,  and  in  grief  caft  down. 
Sees  the  new  glories  of  the  Britifh  crown  : 
Ah  !  may  they  ne'er  provoke  thee  to  the  fight, 
Hot  foes,  more  dreadful  than  the  Gaul,  invite, 
Soon  may  they  hold  the  olive,  foon  affuage 
Their  fecret  murmurs,  nor  call  forth  thy  rage. 
To  rend  their  banks,  and  pour,  at  one  command, 
Thy  roalm,  the  fea,  o'er  their  precarious  land. 


Henceforth  be  thine,  vlce.gerent  of  the  fkies, 
Scorn'd  worth  to  raife,  and  vice  in  robes  chaftife. 
To  dry  the  orphan's  tears,  and  from  the  bar 
Chafe  the  brib'd  judge,  and  hulh  the  wordy  war. 
Deny  the  curftblafphemer's  tongue  to  rage, 
And  turn  God's  fury  from  an  impious  age. 
Bleft  change  !  the  foldier's  late  deftroying  hand 
Shall  rear  new  temples  in  his  native  land  ; 
Miftaken  zealots  fhall  with  fear  behold. 
And  beg  admittance  in  our  facred  fold  ; 
On  her  own  works  the  pi(,»s  queen  (hall  fmile, 
And  turn  her  cares  upon  her  favourite  ifle. 
So  the  keen  bolt  a  vfarrior  angel  aims. 
Array 'd  in  clouds,  and  wrapt  in  mantling  flames  J 
He  bears  a  tempeft  on  his  founding  wings. 
And  his  red  arm  the  forky  vengeance  flings; 
At  length,  heaven's  wrath  appeas'd,  he  quits  the 

war, 
To  roll  his  orb,  and  guide  his  deftin'd  ftar. 
To  fhed  kind  fate,  and  lucky  hours  beftow. 
And  fmile  propitious  on  the  world  below. 

Around  thy  throne  fhall  faithful  nobles  wait, 
Thefe  guard  the  church,  and  thofe  dire6l  the  (latc» 
To  Briftol,  graceful  in  maternal  tears. 
The  church  her  towery  forehead  gently  rears. 
She  begs  her  pious  fon  t'  afTert  her  caufe, 
Defend  her  rights,  and  reinforce  her  laws  ; 
With  holy  zeal  the  facred  work  begin. 
To  bend  the  ftubborn,  and  the  meek  to  win. 

Our  Oxford's  earl  in  careful  thought  fhall  ftand. 
To  raife  hi»  queen,  and  fave  a  finking  land. 
The  wealthieft  glebe  to  ravenous  Spaniards  known. 
He  marks,  and  makes  the  golden  prize  our  own. 
Content  with  hands  unfoil'd  to  guard  the  prize. 
And  keep  the  fhore  with  undefiring  eyes. 

So  round  the  tree,  that  bore  Hefperian  gold. 
The  facred  watch  lay  curl'd  in  many  a  fold, 
His  eyes  uprearing  to  th'  untafted  prey, 
The  fleeplefs  guardian  wafted  life  away. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  olives,  rais'd  by  you, 
Her  ancient  pride  fhall  every  art  renev7, 
(The  arts  with  you,  fam'd  Harcourt,  fhall  defend, 
And  courtly  Bolingbroke  the  mufe's  friend.) 
With  piercing  eye  forae  fearch  where  nature  plays. 
And    trace   the  wanton    through    her  darkfomc 
maze,  [begun. 

Whence  health  from  herbs;  from  feeds  how  groves 
How  vital  ftreams  in  circling  eddies  run. 
Some  teach  why  round  the  fun  the  fpheres  advance. 
In  the  fix'd  meafures  of  their  myflic  dance,  [flow. 
How  tides,  when  heav'd  by  prefling  moons,  c'er- 
And  fun-born  Iris  paints  her  fhowery  bow. 
In  happy  chains  our  daring  language  bound. 
Shall  iporc  no  more  in  arbitrary  found. 
But  bulkin'd  bards  henceforth  fhall  wifely  rage. 
And  Grecian  plans  reform  Britannia's  ftage  : 
Till  Congreve  bids  her  fmile,  Augutta  ftands 
And    longs  to  weep   when  flowing  Kowe  com.. 

mands. 
Britain's  Iptdlators  fhall  their  ftrength  combine 
To  mend  our  morals,  and  our  tafte  refine. 
Fight  virtue's  caufe,  ftand  up  in  wit's  defence, 
V\''in  us  from  vice,  and  laugh  us  into  fenfe. 
Nor,  Prior,  haft  thou  huili'd  the  trump  in  vain. 
Thy  lyre  fhali  now  revive  her  mirthful  flrain, 
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New  tales  /hall  now  be  told ;  if  right  I  fee, 
The  foul  of  Chaucer  is  reftor'd  in  thee. 
Garth,  in  majeftic  numbers,  to  the  ftars 
Shall raife  mock  heroes,  and  fantaftic  wars; 
Like  the  young  fpreading  laurel,  Pupe,  thy  name 
Shoots  up  with  ftrength,  and  rifes  into  fame  ; 
With  Philips  (hall  the  peaceful  vallies  ring, 
And  Britain  hear  a  fecond  Spenfer  fing.  [fine 

That  much-lov'd  youth,  whom  Utrecht's  wall  con- 
To  Briftol's  praifes  Ihall  his  Strafford's  join  : 
He  too,  from  whom  attentive  Oxford  draws 
Rules  for  juft  thinking,  and  poetic  laws. 
To  growing  bards  his  learned  aid  fhall-lend, 
The  ftricfteft  critic,  and  thekindeft  friend. 
Ev'n  mine,  a  bafhful  mufe,  whofe  rude  effays 
Scarce  hope  for  pardon,  not  afpire  to  praife, 
Cherilh'd  by  you  in  time  may  grow  to  fame, 
And  mine  furvive  with  Briftol's  glorious  name. 
Fir'd  with  the  views  this  glittering  fcene  dif- 
plays, 
Andfmit  with  paflion  for  my  country's  praife, 
My  articfs  reed  attempts  this  lofty  theme, 
Wliere  facred  Ills  rolls  her  ancient  ftream  ; 
In  cloifter'd  domes  the  great  Philippa's  pride, 
Where  learning  blooms,  while  fame  and  worth 

prefide, 
Where  the  fifth  Henry  arts  and  arms  was  taught. 
And  Edward  form'd  his  CrefTy,  yet  unfought, 
Where  laurel'd  bards  have  ftruck  the  warbling 

firings, 
The  feat  of  fages.  and  the  nurfe  of  kings. 
Here  thy  commands,  O  l.ancafter,  inflame 
My  eager  bread  to  raife  the  Britilh  name, 
Urge  on  my  foul,  with  no  ignoble  pride. 
To  woo  the  mufe,  whom  Addifon  enjoy 'd, 
See  that  bold  fwain  to  heaven  fublimely  foar, 
Purfue  at  diHance,  and  his  fteps  adore. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON  HIS  OPERA  OF  ROSAMOND. 

-Ne  forte  pudori 


"  Sit  tibi  mufa  lyrx  folers,  et  cantor  Apollo." 

The  opera  firft  Italian  mafters  taught, 
Enrich'd  with  fongs,  but  innocent  of  thought ; 
Britannia's  learned  theatre  difdains 
Melodious  trifles,  and  enervate  drains; 
And  blufhes,  on  her  injur'd  ftage  to  fee 
NorJenfe  well-tuu'd,  and  fweet  flupidity. 

No  charms  are  wanting  to  thy  artful  fong, 
Soft  as  Corelli,  and  as  Virgil  ftrong. 
From  words  fo  fweet  new  grace  the  notes  receive, 
And  mufic  borrows  helps  fhe  us'd  to  give. 
Thy  flyle   hath  match'd   what  ancient  Romans 

knew. 
Thy  flowing  numbers  far  excel  the  new. 
Their  cadence  in  fuch  eafy  found  convey'd,  • 
The  height  of  thought  may  feem  fuperfluous  aid  ; 
Yet  in  fuch  charms  the  noble  thoughts  abound. 
That  needlefsfeem  the  fweets  of  eafy  found. 

Landflcips  how  gay  the  bowery  grotto  yields, 
Which  thought  creates,  and  lavifli  fancy  builds  I 
What  art  can  trace  the  vifionary  (cenes, 
The  flowery  groves,  and  evcrlafting  greens, 


The  babbling  founds  that  mimic  echo  plays, 
The  fairy  ftiade,  and  its  eternal  maze  ? 
Nature  and  art  in  all  their  charms  combin'd, 
And  all  Elyfium  to  one  view  confin'd  I 
No  further  could  imagination  roam. 
Till  Vanbrngh  fram'd,  and   Marlborough  rais'd 
the  dome. 
Ten  thnufand  pangs  my  anxious  bofom  tear. 
When  drown'd  in  tears  I  fee  th'  imploring  fair  ; 
j  When  hards  lefsfoft  the  moving  words  fupply, 
A  feeming  juflice  dooms  the  nymph  to  die ; 
But  liere  flie  begs,  nor  can  fhe  beg  in  vain 
(In  dirges  thus  expiring  fwans complain) ; 
Each  verfe  fo  fwells  expreflive  of  her  woes. 
And  every  tear  in  lines  fo  mournful  flows ; 
We,  fpite  of  fame,  her  fate  revers'd  believe, 
O'erlook  her  crimes,  and  think  fhe  ought  to  live. 

Let  joy  falute  fair  Rofamonda's  fhade. 
And  wreaths  of  myrtle  crown  the  lovely  maid. 
While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghoft  ftie  roves, 
And  hears  and  tells  the  ftory  of  tiieir  loves. 
Alike  they  mourn,  alike  they  blefs  their  fate. 
Since  love,   which  made  them  wretched,  makes 

them  great. 
Nor  longer  that  relentlefs  doom  bemoan. 
Which  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addifon, 

Accept,  great  monarch  of  the  Britifh  lays, 
The  tribute  fong  an  humble  fubje6l  pays. 
So  tries  the  artlefs  lark  her  early  flight. 
And  foars,  to  hail  the  god  of  verfe  and  light. 
Unrival'd  aS  unmatch'd  be  ftill  thy  fame. 
And  thy  own  laurels  fliade  thy  envy'd  name  : 
Thy  name,  the  buaft  of  all  the  tuneful  quire. 
Shall  tremble  on  the  firings  of  every  lyre; 
While   the  charm'd  reader  with  thy  thoughfj 
complies  f 

Feels  correfponding  joys  or  forrows  rife,  C 

And  views  thy  Rofaniond  with  Henry's  eyes.    J 

TO  THE  SAME, 

ON    His    TRAGEDY    OF    CATO. 

Too  long  hath  love  engrofs'd  Britannia's  ftage. 

And  funk  to  foftnefs  all  our  tragic  rage  : 
By  that  alone  did  empires  fall  or  rife. 
And  fate  depended  on  a  fair-one's  eyes  : 
The  fweet  infection,  mix'd  with  dangerous  art, 
Debas'd  our  manhood,  while  it  footh'd  the  heart. 
You  fcorn  to  raife  a  grief  thyfelf  muft  blame, 
Nor  from  our  weakncfs  fteel  a  vulgar  fame  : 
A  patriot's  fail  may  juftly  melt  the  mind, 
And  tears  flow  nobly,  flied  for  all  mankind. 

How  do  our  fouls  with  generous  pleafure  glowl 
Our  hearts  exulting,  while  our  eyes  o'erflow. 
When  thy  firm  hero  flands  beneath  the  weight 
Of  all  hi^  luffcrings  venerably  great; 
Rome's  poor  remaiES  ftill  fheltering  by  his  fidc, 
With  confcious  virtue,  and  becoming  pride  '. 

The  aged  oak  thus  rears  his  head  in  air. 
His  fap  exhaufted,  and  his  branches  bare  ; 
'Midft  florms  and  earthquakes,  he  maintains  his 

ftate, 
Fixt  deep  in  earth,  and  faften'd  by  his  weight : 
His  naked  boughs  ftill  lend  the  fliepherds  aid, 
And  hi3  old  trunk  projefts  an  awful  ftiadc 
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Amidft  the  joys  triumphant  peace  beftows, 
Our  patriots  fndden  at  his  elorious  woes; 
Awhile  they  let  the  world's  great  bullnefs  wait, 
Anxious  for  Rome,  and  figh  for  Cato's  fare. 
Here  raught  how  ancient  heroes  rofe  to  fame. 
Our  Briions  crow  I    and  catch  the  Roman  flame, 
Where  ftates  and  Onates  well  might  lend  an  ear. 
And  kings  and  priefts  without  a  blufh  appear. 

France  boafts  no  more,  but  fearful  to  engage, 
Now  firft  pays  homage  to  her  rival's  ftage, 
Hades  to  learn  thee,  and  learning  (hall  fubmit 
Alike  to  Britifh  arms,  and  Britiih  wit : 
No  more  Ihe'li  wonder,  forc'd  to  do  us  right. 
Who  think  like  Romans,  could  like  Romans  fight. 

Thy  Oxford  fmiles  this  glorious  work  to  fee, 
And  frndly  triumphs  in  a  fon  like  thee. 
The  fenates,  confuls,  and  the  gods  of  Rome, 
Like  old  acquaintance  at  their  native  home, 
In  thee  we  find  :  each  deed,  each  word  expreft. 
And  every  thought  that  fwell'd  a  Roman  breaft. 
We  trace  each  hint  that  could  thy  foul  infpire 
With  Virgil's  judgment,  and  with  I^ucan's  fire  ; 
We  know  thy  worth,  and,  give  us  leave  to  boaA, 
We  moft  admire,  becaufe  we  know  thee  mofl. 

THE  ROYAL  PROGRESS. 

When  Brunfwick  firft  appear'd,  each  honeft  heart. 

Intent  on  verfe,  difdain'd  the  rules  of  art ; 

For  him  the  fongflers,  in  unmeafur'd  odes, 

Debas'd  Alcides,  anddethron'd  the  gods, 

In  golden  chains  the  kings  of  India  led. 

Or  rent  the  turban  from  the  fukan's  head. 

One,  in  old  fables,  and  the  Pagan  flrain, 

With    nymphs  and  tritons,  wafts  him  o'er  the 

main  ; 
Another  draws  fierce  Lucifer  in  arms. 
And  fills  th'  infernal  region  with  alarms  • 
A  third  awakes  fome  druid,  to  foretel 
Each  future  triumph,  from  his  dreary  cell. 
Exploded  fancies  !  that  in  vain  deceive. 
While  the  mind  naufeates  what  ihe  can't  believe. 
My  mufe  th'  expecfted  hero  (hall  purfue 
Prom  clime  to  clime,  and  keep  him  ftill  in  view ; 
His  (hining  march  defcribe  in  faithful  lays. 
Content  to  paint  him,  nor  prefume  to  praife ; 
Their  charms,  if  charms  they  have,  the  truth  fup- 

plie?. 
And  from  the  theme  unlabour'd  beauties  rife. 
By  longing  nations  for  the  throne  defign'd, 
And  call'd  to  guard  the  rights  of  human-kind  ; 
With  fecret  grief  his  godlike  foul  repines, 
And  Britain's  crown  with  joylefs  luftre  fhines. 
While  prayers  and  tears  his  deftin'd  progrefs  (lay. 
And  crowds  of  mourners  choke  their  fovereign's 

way. 
Not  fo  he  march'd,  when  hoftile  fquadrons  ftood 
In  fcenes  of  death,  and  fir'd  his  generous  blood  ; 
When  his  hot  courfer  paw'd  th'  Hungarian  plain. 
And  adverfe  legions  ftood  the  (hock  in  vain. 
His  frontiers  paft,  the  Belgian  bounds  he  views, 
And  crofs  the  level  fields  his  march  purfues. 
Here  pleas'd  the  land  of  freedom  to  furvey. 
He  greatly  fcorns  the  thirft  of  boundlefs  fway. 
O'er  the  thin  foil,  with  filent  joy,  he  fpies 
Tranfplanted  woods,  and  borrow'd  verdure  rife 


Where  every  meadow  won  with  toil  and  I>lood, 
From  haughty  tyrants  and  the  raging  flood, 
With  fruit  and  flowers  the  careful  hind  fuppllcs. 
And  clothes  the  marfhes  in  a  rich  difguife. 
Such  wealth  for  frugal  hands  doth  heaven  decree. 
And  fuch  thy  gift,  celeftial  Liberty  ! 

Through  ftately  towns,  and  many  a  fertil*  plain, 
The  pomp  advances  to  the  neighbouring  main, 
Whole  nations  crowd  around  with  joyful  cries, 
And  view  the  hero  with  infatiate  eyes. 

In  Haga's  towers  he  waits,  till  eaftern  gales 
Propitious  rife  to  fvvell  the  Biitilh  fails. 
Hither  the  fame  of  England's  monarch  brings 
The   vows   and  friendihips  of  the   neighbouring 

kings; 
Mature  in  wifdom,  his  extenfive  mind 
Takes  in  the  blended  interefts  of  mankind. 
The  world's  great  patriot.  Calm  thy  anxiousbreaft. 
Secure  in  him,  O  Europe,  take  thy  reft  ; 
Henceforth  thy  kingdoms  (hall  remain  confin'd 
By  rocks  or  ftreams,  the  mounds  which  heaven 

defign'd  ; 
The  Alps  their  new-made  monarch  (hall  reftrain. 
Nor  fhali  thy  hills,  Pirene,  rife  in  vain. 

But  fee  I   to  Britain's  ifle  the  fquadrons  ftand. 
And  leave  the  finking  towers,  and  lelTening  land. 
The  royal  bark  bounds  o'er  the  floating  plain. 
Breaks  through  the  billows,  and  divides  the  main. 
O'er  the  vaft  deep,  great  monarch,  dart  thine  eyes, 
A  watery  profpeta  liounded  by  the  fkies  : 
Ten  thoufand  velTels,  from  ten  thoufand  fliores, 
Bring  gums  and  gold,  and  either  India's  ftoree : 
Behold  the  tributes  haftening  to  thy  throne, 
And  fee  the  wide  horizon  all  thy  own. 

Still  is  it  thine;  though  now  the  cheerful  crew 
Hail  Albion's  cliffs  ;  juft  whitening  to  the  view. 
Before  the  wind  with  fwelling  fails  they  ride. 
Till  Thames  receives  them  in  his  opening  tide. 
The  monarch  hears  the  thundering  peals  around, 
From  trembling  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound, 
Nor  milfes  yet,  smid  the  deafening  train. 
The  roarings  of  the  hoarfe-refounding  main. 

As  in  the  flood  he  fails,  from  either  fide 
He  views  his  kingdom  in  his  rural  pride ; 
A  various  fcene  the  wide  fpread  landiklp  yields. 
O'er  rich  enclofures  and  luxuriant  fields; 
A  lowing  herd  each  fertile  pafture  fills, 
And  diftanf  flocks  ftray  o'er  a  thoufand  hills. 
Fair  Greenwich  hid  in  woods  v/ith  new  delight. 
Shade  above  fliade,  now  rifes  to  the  fight; 
His  v/oods  ordain'd  to  vifit  every  fliore. 
And  guard  the  ifland  which  they  grac'd  before. 

The  fun  now  rolling  down  the  weftern  way, 
A  blaze  of  fires  renews  the  fading  day ; 
Unnumber'd  barks  the  regal  barge  enfold. 
Brightening  the  twilight  with  its  beamy  gold ; 
Lefs  thick  the  finny  Ihoals,  a  counclels  fry. 
Before  the  whale  or  kingly  dolphin  fly. 
In  one  vaft  fliout  he  feeks  the  crowded  ftrand, 
And  in  a  peal  of  thunder  gains  the  land. 

Welcome,  great  ftranger,  to  our  longing  eyes, 
Oh  !  king  defir'd,  adopted  Albion  cries. ' 
For  thee  the  eaft  breath'd  out  a  profperous  breeze, 
Bright  were  the  funs,  and  gently  fwell'd  the  feas. 
Thy  prefence  did  each  doubtful  heart  compofe. 
And  facliojis  wonder'd  that  they  once  were  fues.. 
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That  joyful  day  they  loft  each  hoftile  name, 
The  fame  their  afpeCl,  and  their  voice  the  fame. 

So  two  fair  twins,  whofe  features  were  defign'd 
At  one  fyft  moment  in  the  mother's  mind. 
Show  each  the  other  with  relleded  grace, 
And  the  fame  beauties  bloom  in  either  face  ; 
The  puszled  flranger  which  is  which  inquire; 
Delufion  grateful  to  the  fmiiing  fire. 

From  that  fair  *  hill,  where  hoary  fages  boaft 
To  name  the  ftars,  and  count  the  heavenly  hoft, 
By  the  next  dawn  doth  great  Auguftarife, 
Proud  town  !  the  nobleft  fcene  beneath  the  fkies. 
O'er  Thames  her  thoufand  fpires  their  luftre  flied, 
And  a  vaft  navy  hides  his  ample  bed, 
A  floating  foretl.  From  the  diftant  ftrand 
A  line  of  golden  cars  flrikes  o'er  the  land  : 
Britannia's  peers  in  pomp  and  rich  array, 
Before  their  king  triumphant,  lead  the  way. 
JFar  as  the  eye  can  reach,  the  gaudy  train, 
A  bright  proceflion,  fliines  along  the  plain,  [ways 

So,  iiaply,  through  the  heaven's  wide  pathlefs 
A  comet  draws  a  long  extended  blaze;  [frame, 
From  eafl  to  weft  burns  through  the  ethereal 
And  half  heaven's  convex  glitters  with  the  flame, 

Now  to  the  regal  towers  fecurely  brought, 
He  plans  Britannia's  glories  in  his  thought ; 
Refumes  the  delegated  power  he  gave. 
Rewards  the  faithful,  andreftores  the  brave. 
Whom  fhall  the  mufe  from  out  the  fhining  throng 
SeleS,  to  heighten  and  adorn  her  fong  ? 
Thee,  Halifax-   To  ihy  capacious  mind, 
O  man  approv'd,  is  Britain's  wealth  confign'd. 
Her  coin,  while  Naffau  fought,  debas'd  and  rude, 
By  thee  in  beauty  and  in  truth  renew'd. 
An  arduous  work  I   again  thy  charge  we  fee, 
And  thy  own  care  once  more  returns  to  thee. 
O  !  form'd  in  every  fcene  to  awe  and  pleafe. 
Mix  wit  with  pomp,  and  dignity  with  eafe  : 
Though  call'd  to  fiiine  aloft,  thou  wilt  not  fcorn 
To  fmileon  arts  thyfelf  did  once  adorn  : 
For  this  thy  name  fuccceding  time  fliall  praife. 
And  envy  lefs  thy  garter,  than  thy  bays. 

1  he  muie,  if  fir'd  with  thy  enlivening  beams, 
I'crhaps  (hall  aim  at  more  exalted  themes. 
Record  our  monarch  in  a  nobler  ftrain. 
And  fin?  the  opening  wonders  of  his  reign  ; 
Bright  Carolina's  heavenly  beauties  trace. 
Her  valiant  confort,  and  his  blooming  race. 
A  train  of  kings  their  fruitful  loves  fupplies, 
Ajilorious  Iccne  to  Albion's  ravilh'd  eyes; 
Who  fees  by  Brunfwick's  hand  her  fceptre  fway'd, 
And  through  his  line  from  age  to  age  convey'd, 

AN  IMITATION  OF  THE  PROPHECY 
OF  NtREHS. 

FROM  HORACE.     BOOK    II.    ODK  XV. 

"  Dicam  infigne,  recens,  adhuc 

"  Indidum  ore  alio  ;  non  fccus  in  jugis 

"  Ex  fomnis  (hipet  Euias 

"   Hebrum  prol'piciens.  et  nivc  candidam 

"  Thraccn,  ac  pedc  barbaro 

"  LiUltratani  Rhodopcn."  Hor. 

As  Mar  his  round  one  morning  took, 
^Whomfome  call  earl,  and  fon.e  call  duke) 
*  Mr-  FlamfZSi  huiifu 


And  his  new  brethren  of  the  blade, 
Shivering  with  fear  and  froft,  furvey'd, 
On  Perth's  bleak  hills  he  chanc'd  to  fpy 
An  aged  wizard  fix  foot  high. 
With  bridled  hair  and  vifage  blighted, 
Wall-ey'd,  bare-haunch'd,  and  fecond-fighted< 

The  grifly  fage  in  thought  profound 
Beheld  the  chief  with  back  fo  round, 
Then  roU'd  his  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
O'er  his  paternal  hills  of  fnow, 
And  into  thefe  tremendous  fpeeches 
Broke  forth  the  prophet  without  breechest 

Into  what  ills  betray'd,  by  thee. 
This  ancient  kingdom  do  I  fee  I 
Her  realms  unpeopled  and  forlorn  ! 
Wae's  me !  that  ever  thou  wert  born  ! 
Proud  Englilh  loons  (our  clans  o'ercome) 
On  Scottiih  pads  fhall  amble  home ; 
I  fee  them  dreft  in  bonnets  blue 
(The  fpoils  of  thy  rebellious  crew)  ; 
I  fee.  the  target  caft  away, 
And  chequer'd  plaid  become  their  prey, 
The  chequer'd  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
For  many  a  lafs  in  London  town. 

In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 
Come  forth  in  all  thy  warlike  gears, 
I'he  (hield,  the  piftol,  durk,  and  dagger, 
In  which  they  daily  wont  to  fwagger. 
And  oft  have  fally'd  out  to  pillage 
The  hen-roofl;s  of  fome  peaceful  village, 
Or,  while  their  neighbours  were  afleep. 
Have  carry'd  off  a  lowland  fheep. 

What  boots  thy  high-born  hoft  of  beggars, 
Mac-leans,  Mac-kenzies,  and  Mac-gregors, 
Wich  popifli  cutthroats,  perjur'd  ruffians. 
And  Fofter's  troop  of  raggamuffins. 

In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy, 
Inflam'd  with  bag-pipe  and  with  brandy, 
Doth  not  held  Sutherland  the  trufty, 
With  heart  fo  true,  and  voice  fo  rufty, 
(A  loyal  foul)  thy  troops  affright, 
While  hoarfely  he  demands  the  fight  ? 
Doft  thou  not  generous  Hay  dread. 
The  braveft  hand,  the  wifeft  head? 
Undaunted  doft  thou  hear  th'  alarms 
Of  hoary  Atholftieath'd  in  arms? 

Douglas,  who  draws  his  lineage  down 
From  Thanes  and  Peers  of  high  renown. 
Fiery,  and  young,  and  uncontroul'd, 
With  knights,  and  'fquires,  and  barons  bold, 
(His  noble  houfehold  band)  advances, 
And  on  the  milk-white  courfer  prances. 
Thee  Forfar  to  the  combat  dares, 
Grown  fwarthy  in  Iberian  wars  : 
And  Monro,  kindled  into  rage. 
Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage; 
He'll  rout  thy  foot,  though  ne'er  h  many, 
And  hnrfe  to  boot — if  thou  hadft  any. 

But  iee  Argyll,  with  watchful  eyes, 
Lodg'd  in  his  deep  entrenchments  lies! 
Couch'd  like  u  lion  in  thy  way. 
He  waits  to  fpring  upon  his  prey; 
While,  hke  a  herd  of  timorotis  deer, 
i'hy  army  fhakes  and  pants  with  fear, 

cd  b;.-  their  doughty  general's  fkill, 
Froaa  frith  to  frith,  from  hill  to  hill. 
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Is  thus  thy  haughty  promlfe  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made, 
When  thou  didft  oaths  and  duty  barter, 
For  dukedom,  generalfhip,  and  garter 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  Ihall  conimand, 
With  Highland  fceptre  in  his  hand, 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, 
Then  down  fliall  fall  the  king  of  Perth. 

'Tisfo  decreed  :  for  George  fhall  reign, 
And  traitors  beforefwoin  in  vain. 
Heaven  fliall  for  ever  on  him  fmile, 
And  blefs  him  ftill  with  an  Argyll. 
WJiile  thou,  purfued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Condcmn'd  to  barren  rocks  and  fnows, 
And  hinder'd  pafling  Invcrlocky, 
Shall  burn  the  clan,  and  curfe  poor  Jocky. 

AN  EPISTLE 
Fr*m  a  Lady  in  England  to  a  Gentleman  at  Avignon. 

To  thee,  dear  rover,  and  thy  vanquifti'd  friends. 

The  health,  fhe  wants,  thy  gentje  Chloe  fends. 

Though  much  you  fuffer,  think  I  fufTer  more, 

Worfe  than  an  exile  on  my  native  fliore. 

Companions  in  your  mailer's  flight  you  roam, 

Unenvy'd  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home  ; 

For  ever  near  the  royal  outlaw's  fide 

You  fliare  his  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide. 

On  glorious  fchemes,  and  thoughts  of  empire  dwell, 

And  with  imaginary  titles  fwell. 

Say,  for  thou  know'ft  I  own  his  facred  line. 
The  paffive  dodrine,  and  the  right  divine, 
i}ay,  what  new  fuccours  does  the  chief  prepare  ? 
The  ftrength  of  armies  ?  or  the  force  of  prayer  .' 
Does  he  from  heaven  or  earth  his  hopes  derive  ? 
From  faints  departed,  or  from  priefts  alive  ? 
Nor  faints  nor  priefts  can  Bruniwick's  troops  with- 

ftand, 
And  beads  drop  ufelefs  through  the  zealot's  hand; 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe. 
But  fkill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below 

Ere  to  thy  caufe,  and  thee,  my  heart  indin'd. 
Or  love  to  party  had  feduc'd  my  mind. 
In  female  joys  I  took  a  dull  delight. 
Slept  all  the  morn,  and  punted  naif  the  night : 
But  now,  with  fears  and  public  cares  poffcll. 
The  church,  the  church,  for  ever  breaks  my  rgft. 
The  poftboy  on  my  pillow  I  explore, 
And  fift  the  news  of  every  foreign  ihore, 
Studious  to  find  new  friends,  and  new  allies  ; 
What  armies  march  from  S^Aeden  in  difguife; 
How  Spain  prepares  her  banners  to  untold, 
And  Rome  deals  out  her  bleflings,  and  her  gold 
Then  o'er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  ftray, 
Crofs  many  a  region  marks  the  winding  way  ; 
From  fea  to  fea,  from  realm  to  realm  I  rove, 
And  grow  a  mere  geographer  by  love  : 
But  ftill  Avignon,  and  the  pleafing  coafl 
That  holds  thee  banilh'd,  claims  my  care  the  moft: 
Oft  on  the  well-known  fpot  1  fix  my  eyes, 
And  fpan  the  diltance  that  between  us  lies,    [pair. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foil'd  in  arms,  def- 
Whilft  on  his  fide  he  reckons  half  the  fair  : 
In  Britain's  lovely  ifle  a  fliining  throng 
War  in  his  caufe,  a  thoufand  beaaties  ftrong. 

Vol..  vm 


I  h'  unthinking  vIAorg  Vainly  boaft  their  powers; 
Be  theirs  the  mulket  w:  ile  the  tongue  is  ours. 
We  reafon  with  luch  fluency  z  A  fire. 
The  beaux  we  baffle,  and  the  learned  tire, 
Againft  her  prelates  plead  the  church's  caufe. 
And  from  our  judges  vindicate  the  laws 
Then  mourn  not,  hap.efs  prince,  thy   kingdom? 

loft ;        ,\ 
A  crown,  though  late,  thy  facred  brows  may  boaft  ; 
Heaven  feems  through  us  thy  empire  to  dcciee  ; 
Thofe  who  win  hear.s,  have  given  their  hearts  to 

thee. 
Haft  thou  not  heard  that  when,  profufely  gay, 
Our  well-dreft  rivals  grac'd  their  fovereign's  day, 
We  ftubb..rn  damfels  met  the  public  view 
In  loathfome  wormwood,  and  repenting  rue  ? 
What  Whig  but  trembled,  when  our  fpotlefs  band 
In  virgin  rofcs  whiten'd  half  the  land  '. 
Who  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  poffeft. 
When  oaken  boughs  mark'd  every  loyal  breaft  1 
Lcls  fcar'd  than  Medway's   ftream  the  Norman 

ftoid. 
When  crofs  the  plain  he  fpy  d  a  marching  wood, 
rill,  near  at  hand,  a  gleam  of  fwords  betray 'd 
The  youth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandering  ihade  \ 

rhofe  who  the  fuccours  of  the  fair  defpife. 
May  find  that  we  have  n^ils  as  well  as  eyes. 
The  female  bards,  O  prince  by  fortune  croft. 
At  leaft  more  courage  than  thy  men  can  boaft  : 
Our  fex  has  dar'd  the  m'^g-houle  chiefs  to  meet. 
And  purchas'd  fame  in  many  a  well-fought  ftreet, 
Flora  Drury-Lane,  the  region  of  renown, 
The  land  of  love,  the  Paphos  of  the  town, 
Fair  patriots  fallying  oft  have  put  to  flight 
With  all  their  poles  the  guardians  of  the  night. 
And  bore,  with  fcreams  of  triumph,  to  tiieir  fide  ' 
The  leader's  ftaff  in  all  its  painted  pride. 
Nor  fears  the  hawker  in  her  warbling  note 
To  vend  the  difcontented  ftatelman's  thought. 
Though  red  with  ftripes,  and  recent  from  the  thongj 
Sore  fmittc-n  for  the  love  of  facred  fong. 
The  tuneful  fifters  ftill  purlue  their  trade. 
Like  Philomela  darkling  in  the  Ihade. 
Poor  I'rott  attends,  forgetful  of  a  fare. 
And  hums  in  concert  o'er  his  eafy  chair. 

Mean  while,  regardlefs  of  the  royal  caufe. 
His  fv/ord  f  r  James  no  brother  fovereign  dtawst 
The  Pope  himfelf,  furrounded  with  alarms, 
I'o  France  his  bulls,  to  Corfu  fends  his  arms. 
And  though  he  hears  his  darling  Ion's  complain^j 
Cari  hardly  fpare  one  tutelary  faint, 
But  lifts  them  all  to  guard  his  own  abodes, 
And  into  ready  money  coins  his  gods, 
rhe  dauntlefs  Swede,  purfued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Scaice  keeps  his  own  hereditary  fnows; 
Nor  mull  the  frictidly  roof  of  kind  Lorrain 
With  fealls  regale  our  garter'd  youth  again, 
aafe,  Bar-le-Uuc,  within  thy  liknu  grove 
The  pheafant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  may  rove  % 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  from  afar, 
rh'  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  the  fylvan  wa? ; 
rhy  brinded  boars  may  flumber  undifmay'd. 
Or  grunt  fecure  beneath  the  chefnui  fhade. 
Iiiconftant  Or. cans  ((till  we  mourn  the  day, 
1  hat  uull^d  Orkans  with  imperial  fway,) 
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Far  o'er  the  Alps  oar  helplefs  monarch  fends, 
Far  from  the  call  of  his  defponding  friends. 
Such  are  the  terms,  to  gain  Britannia's  grace  '. 
And  fuch  the  terror  of  the  Bruiifwick  race  ! 

Was  it  for  this  the  fun's  whole  luflre  fail'd, 
And  fudden  midnight  o'er  the  moon  prevail'd  1 
For  this  did  heaven  difplay  to  mortal  eyes 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  t^^e  Ikies ! 
Was  it  for  this  Northumbrian  ftreams  look'd  red  I 
And  Thames  driv'n  backward  Ihow'd   his  fecret 
Falfe  auguries !  th'  infulting  viiftor's  fcorn  !  [tsd  • 
Ev'n  our  own  prodigies  againft  us  turn  I 

0  portents  conftrued  on  our  fide  in  vain  I 
Let  never  Tory  truft  eclipfe  again  ! 

Run  clear,  ye  fountains !  be  at  peace,  ye  fkies  I 
And,  Thames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  borders 
rife! 

To  Rome  then  muft  the  royal  wanderer  gb, 
And  fall  a  fuppliant  at  the  papal  toe  ? 
His  life  in  floth  inglorious  muft  he  wetr, 
One  half  in  luxury,  and  one  in  prayer  ? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  debauch'd  with  eafe. 
The  proffer  d  purple  and  the  hat  may  p}eaf(;. 
Shall  he,  wbofe  ancient  patriarchal  race 
To  mighty  Nimrod  in  one  line  we  trace. 
In  folemn  conclave  fit,  devoid  of  thought. 
And  pole  for  points  of  faith  his  trufty  vote  ! 
Ee  fummon'd  to  his  ftail  in  time  cf  need, 
And  with  his  cafting  fuffrage  fix  a  creed  1 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  ftated  days  appear. 
And  Englifli  heretics  curfe  cnce  a  year  ! 
Garnet  and  Fau::  ftall  he  with  prayers  invoke, 
And  beg  that  Smithfield  piles  once    more  may 

fmoke ! 
Forbid  it,  heaven  !my  foul,  to  fury  wrought, 
Turns  almoft  Hanoverian  at  the  thought. 

From  James  and  Rome.  I  feel  my  heart  decline. 
And  fear,  O  Brunfwick,  'twill  be  wholly  tbice  ; 
Yet  ftill  his  fhare  thy  rival  will  contell:. 
And  ftjll  the  double  claim  divides  my  breaft. 
I'he  fate  of  James  with  pi'ying  eyes  I  view, 
And  wifii  my  homage  Were  not  Brunfwick's  due  : 
To  James  my  pailion  and  my  weakncfs  guide. 
But  reafon  fways  me  to  the  vidlt  r's  Cde. 
'1  hough  gjiev'd  !  fpeak  it,  let  the  truth  appear  ! 
You  knew  my  language,  and  my  heart,  fir.cere. 
In  vain  did  faifehood  his  fair  feme  difgrace  ; 
What  force  had  fatfchood,  when  he  Ihow'd  his 

face ! 
In  vain  to  war  our  bcaftful  clans  were  led; 
Hedps  driv'n  on  heaps,  in  the  dire  fliock  they  fed: 
France  ftiuns  his  wrath,  nor  laifes  to  cur  fhame 
A  fecond  Dunkirk  in  another  name  : 
In  Britsin's  funds  their  wealth  all  Europe  throws. 
And  up  the  Thames  the  world's  abundance  flows  ; 
Spite  of  feigu'd  fears  and  artificial  cries, 

1  he  pious  town  fees  fifty  churches  rife  : 
The  hero  triumphs  as  his  worth  is  known, 
And  fits  more  firml7  on  bis  fiiaken  throne. 

To  my  fad  thought  no  beam  cf  hope  appears 
Through  the  long  profped  of  fucceeding  ycant. 
'lb.'-  ion,  afj;iring  to  his  father's  fame, 
Shows  all  his  fire  :  another  and  the  fame. 
tic,  bleft  in  lovely  Carolina's  arms, 
1  Q  [utur?  ages  propagates  he:  charpis : 


With  pain  and  joy  at  ftrife,  I  oftsn  t?ac« 
The  mingled  parents  in  each  daughter's  fac*  J 
Half  ficiening  at  the  fight,  too  well  I  fpy 
The  father's  fpirit  through  the  mother's  eye  : 
In  vain  new  thoughts  of  rage  I  entertain. 
And  ftrive  to  hate  their  innocence  in  vain. 

O  princefsl   happy  by  thy  foes  confeft  ! 
Eleft  in  thy  hufband  '.  in  thy  children  bleft  ! 
A=  they  from  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  born. 
While  Europe  lafts,  (hall  Europe's  thrones  adorn. 
Tranfplanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come. 
Thy  fmile  celeftial  and  unfading  bloom. 
Great  Auftria's  fons  with  fofter  lines  Ihall  grace. 
And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  Bourbon's  haughty  race.  ' 
The  fair  defcendents  of  thy  Tiered  bed. 
Wide-branching    o'er  the   wellern ,  world   fhall 

fpread, 
Like  the  fam'd  Banian  tree,  whofe  pliant  Ihoot 
To  earthward  bending  of  itfelf  takes  root. 
Till,  like  their  mother  plant,  ten  thoufaud  ftand 
In  verdant  arches  on  the  fertile  land  ; 
Beneath  her  fliade  the  tawny  Indians  rove, 
Or  hunt,  at  large,  through  the  wide  echoing  grove. 

O  thou,  to  whom  thefe  mournful  lines  I  fend. 
My  promis'd  hufband,  and  my  deareft  friend  ; 
Since  heaven  appoints  this  favonr'd  race  to  reign; 
And  blood  has  drench'd  the  Scottifli  fields  in  vain  j 
Muft  1  be  wretched,  and  thy  flight  partake  ? 
Or  wilt  not  thou,  for  thy  lov'd  Chloe's  fake, 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  fubmit  to  fate's  decree  ? 
If  mot  to  Brunfwick,  O  return  to  me  t 
Prcftrate  before  the  vitSor's  mercy  bend  : 
What  fpares  whole  thoufands,  m.ay  to  thee  extend, 
Should  blinded  friends  thy  doubtful  ccnduS  blame. 
Great  Brunfwick's  virtue  (hall  fecure  thy  fame  : 
Say  thefe  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne. 
And  own  the  monarch,  heaven  vouchfafes  to  owni 
The  world,  convinc'd,  thy  reafons  will  approve; 
Say  this  to  them  ;  but  fwear  to  me  'twas  love. 

AN  ODE, 

Occajtoned  hy  his   Excellency  the  Earl  of  Staahefe't 
yeyage  to  Ftance,   1  7 1  8. 

"  Idem 
"  Paci«  eras  mcdiufque  belli."         HoR. 

Fair  daughter  once  of  Windfor's  woods! 
In  fafety  o'er  the  rolling  floods, 
Britannia's  boaft  and  darling  care. 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Europe,  bear. 
May  winds  propitious  on  bis  way 
The  minifier  of  peace  convey. 
Nor  rebel  wave,  nor  rifing  ftorm. 
Great  George's  liquid  realms  deform. 

Our  vows  are  heard.   Thy  crowded  faijs  , 
Aheady  fwell  with  weftern  gales  ; 
Already  Albion's  coafl  retires, 
And  Calais  multiplies  her  fpires  : 
At  length  has  royal  Orleans  preft. 
With  open  arms,  the  well-known  gueft ; 
Before  in  facred  friend(hip  join'd. 
And  now  in  counfcls  for  mankind : 

Whilft  his  clear  fchemes  our  patriot  IhowJ; 
And  flan^  the  ;hi«atea'^  Tvoiid's  reycfe, 
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They  fix  each  haughty  monarch's  doom, 
And  blefs  whole  ages  yet  to  come. 
Henceforth  great  Brunfwick  (hall  decree 
What  flag  muft  awe  the  Tyrrhene  fea  ; 
From  whom  the  Tufcan  grape  fiiall  glow. 
And  fruitful  Arethufa  flow. 

See  in  firm  leagues  with  Thames  combine 
The  Seine,  the  Maefe,  and  diftant'^Rhine  ! 
Nor,  Ebro,  let  thy  fingle  rage 
With  half  the  warring  world  engage. 
Oh  !  call  to  mind  thy  thoufands  (lain. 
And  Almanara's  fatal  plain  ; 
While  yet  the  Gallic  terrors  flcep, 
Nor  Britain  thunders  from  the  deep. 

PROLOGUE 

to  tie  Univerftty  of  Oxford,  I713. 

What  kings  henceforth  fhall  reign,  what  ftates 

be  free, 
Is  fix'd  at  length  by  Anna's  juft  decree  : 
Whofe  brows  the  mufe's  facred  wreath  fhall  fit, 
Js  left  to  you  the  arbiters  of  wit. 
With  beating  hearts  the  rival  poets  wait, 
Till  you,  Athenians,  fliall  decide  their  fate  ; 
Secure,  when  to  thefe  learned  feats  they  come, 
Of  equal  judgment,  and  impartial  doom. 

Pool'  it  the  player's  fame,  whofe  whole  renown 
Is  but  the  praife  of  a  capricious  town  ; 
While,  with  inock-majefty,  and  fancy'd  power. 
He  flruts  in  robes,  the  monarch  of  an  hour. 
Oft  wide  of  nature  mull  he  asTt  a  part, 
^ake  love  in  trope»,  in  bombaft  break  his  heart : 
In  turn  and  fimile  relign  his  breath, 
And  rhyme  and  quibble  i  1  the  pangs  of  death. 
We  blulh,  when  plays  like  thefe  receive  applaufe  ; 
And  laugh,  in  fecret,  at  the  tears  we  caufe ; 
With  honeft  fcorn  our  own  fuccefs  difdaia, 
A  vvorthlefs  honour,  and  inglorious  gain. 

No  trifling  fcenes  at  Oxford  fhall  appear ; 
Well,  what  we  blufh  to  act,  may  you  to  hear. 
To  you  our  fam'd,  our  flandard  plays  we  bring, 
The  work  of  poet?,  whom  you  taught  to  fmg  : 
Though  crown'd  with  fame,  they  dare  not  think 

it  due. 
Nor  take  the  laurel  till  beftow'd  by  you. 
Great  Cato's  felf  the  glory  of  the  flage. 
Who  charms,  correifts,  exalts,  and  fires  the  age, 
Eegs  here  he  may  be  try'd  by  Roman  laws  ; 
To  you,  O  fathers,  he  fubmits  his  caufe ; 
He  refts  not  in  the  people's  general  voice, 
Till  you,  the  fenate,  have  confirm'd  his  choice. 

Fine  is  the  fecret,  delicate  the  art, 
To  wind  the  pafhons,  and  command  the  heart ; 
For  fancy'd  ills  to  force  our  tears  to  flow, 
And  make  the  generous  foul  in  love  with  woe; 
To  raife  the  fliades  of  heroes  to  our  view; 
Rebuild  fall'n  empires,  and  old  time  renew. 
How  hard  the  taflc  :  how  rare  the  godlike  rage  I 
None  ihould  prefume  to  dicflate  for  the  ftage. 
But  fuch  as  boaft  a  great  extenfive  mind, 
Enrich'd  by  nature,  and  by  art  refin'd  ;  '     [bring, 
Who  from  the  ancient  ftores   their    knowledge 
Acd  ulUd  early  of  the  nuifts'  faring. 


May  none  pretend  upon  her  throne  to  fit, 
But  fuch  as,  fprung  from  you,  are  born  to  wit : 
Chofcn  by  the  mob,  their  lawlefs  claim  we  flight : 
Yours  is  the  old  hereditary  right. 

THOUGHTS 

Occaftmed  hy  the  fight  of  an  Original  PiBnre  of  King 
Charles  I,      Taken  at  the  time  of  his  trial. 
INSCRIBED  TO  GEORGE  CLARKE,  ESq. 

"  Animum  pidura  pafcit  inani 

"  Multa  gemcns,  iargoque  humeitat  flumine 
"  vultum."  ViRG. 

Can  this  be  he!    could  Charles,  the  good,  the 

great. 
Be  funk  by  heaven  to  fuch  a  difmal  ftate ! 
How  meagre,  pale,  negle<5ted,  worn  with  care! 
What  fteady  fadnefs,  and  auguft  defpaii* ! 
In  tbofe  funk  eyes  the  grief  of  years  I  trace. 
And  forrow  feems  acquainted  with  that  face. 
Tears,  v^hich  his  heart  difdain'd,  from  me  o'er-'X^ 
flow,  C 

Thus  to  furvey  God's  fubftitute  below,  C 

In  folemn  anguifh,  and  majeftic  woe.  J^ 

When  fpoil'd  of  empire  by  unhallowed  hands. 
Sold  by  his  flaves,  and  held  in  impious  bands ; 
Rent  from,  what  oft  had  fweeten'd  anxious  life, 
Hishelplefs  children,  and  his  bofoija  wife; 
Doom'd  for  the  faith,  plebeian  rage  to  ftand, 
And  fall  a  vi(flim  for  the  guilty  land  ; 
Then  thus  was  feen,  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
The  king,  the  father,  and  the  faint  to  mourn. 
How  could'fi  thou,  artift,  then  thy  {kill  difplay  ? 
Thy  fleady  hands  tliy  favage  heart  be'ray : 
Near  thy  bold  work  the  flunn'd  fpe(5lators  faint. 
Nor  fee   unmov'd,   what  thou   unmov'd  could'fi; 

paint. 
What  brings  to  mind  each  various  fcene  of  woe," 
Th'  infu'ting  judge,  the  folemn-mocking'fhow. 
The  horrid  fentence,and  accurfed  blow. 

Where  then,  juft  heaven,  was  thy  una6live  hand. 
Thy  idle  thunder,  and  thy  lingering  brand  ! 
l"hy  adamantine  fliield,>thy  angel  wings, 
And  the  great  Genii  of  anointed  kings  I 
Treafon  and  fraud  fhall  thus  the  ftars  regard  ! 
And  injur'd  virtue  meet  this  fad  reward  ! 
So  fad,  none  like,  can  time's  old  records  tell. 
Though  Pompey  bled,  and  poor  Darius  fell ! 
All  names  but  one  too  low — that  one  too  high  : 
Ail  parallels  are  wrongs,  or  blafphemy. 

O  power  fuprcme !   How  fecret  are  thy  ways  I 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  trace  thy  myftic  maze. 
With  foolifli  wifdoni,  arguing, .charge  his  God, 
His  balance  hold,  and  guide  his  angry  rod  ; 
New-mould  the  fpheres,  and  mend  the  Iky 's  defign, 
And  found  th'  immenfe  with  his  lliort  fcanty  line. 
Do  thou,  my  foul,  the  deflin'd  period  wait. 
When  God  fliali  folve  the  dark  decrees  of  fate, 
His  now  unequal  difpcnfations  clear. 
And  make  all  wife  and  beautiful  appear  ; 
When  fufienng  faints  aioft  in  beams  fhall  glow, 
And  profperous  traitors  gnafh  their  teeth  below. 

Such  boding  thoughts  did  guilty  confr.ienct  d^i  t, 
A  pledge  of  hell  to  dying  Cromwell's  heart  : 
D  d  i 
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Then  this  pale  image  feem'd  t'  invade  his  room, 
Gaz'd  him  to  ftone,  and  warn'd  him  to  the  tomb. 
While  thunders  roll,  and  nimble  lightnings  play, 
And  theftorm  wings  his  fretted  foul  away. 

A  blaft  more  bounteous  ne'er  did  heaven  com- 
mand 
To  fcatter  blcfTings  o'er  die  Britifh  land.  [Snain, 
l^ot  that  more  kind,  which  dafli'd  the  pride  of 
And  whirl'd  her  cruih'd  Armada  round  the  main; 
Jilot  thofe  more  kind,  which  guide  our  floating 

towers, 
Vaft  gums  and  gold,  and  tnade  far  India  ours  : 
That  only  kinder,  which  to  Britain's  fhore 
Did  mitres,  crowns,  and  Stuart's  race  reftore, 
Renew'd    the  church,    revers'd   the    kingdom's 

doom, 
And  brought  with  Charles  an  Anna  yet  to  come. 

O  Clarke,  to  whom  a  Stuait  trufts  her  reign 
O'er  Albion's  fleers,  and  delegates  the  main  ; 
Dear,  as  the  faith  thy  loyal  htart  hathfworn, 
Tranfmit  this  piece  to  ages  yet  unbcrn. 
This  fight  {hall  damp  the  i  aging  ruffian's  breaft, 
The  poifon  fpill,  and  haif-drawn  fword  arreil; 
To  foft  companion  ftubborn  traitors  bend, 
And,  one  deilroy'd,  a  thoufand  kings  defend. 

A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  POEM  ON  HUNTING. 

"  Dona  cano  divum,  Istas  venantibus  artes, 
*'  Aufpicio,  Diana,  tuo "  Gkatius. 

Horses  and  hounds,  their  care,  their  various  race. 
The  numerous  beafts,  that  range  the  rural  chafe. 
The  huntfman's  chofen  fcenes,  his  friendly  ftars. 
The  laws  and  glory  of  the  fylvan  wars, 
I  firft  in  Britilh  verfe  prefume  to  raife; 
A  venturous  rival  of  the  Roman  praife. 
I-et  me  chafte  queen  of  woods,  thy  aid  obtain, 
Bring  here  thy  light  foot  nymphs,  and  fprightly 

train  : 
If  oft,  o'er  lawns,  thy  care  prevents  the  day 
To  roufe  the  fee,  and  prefs  the  bounding  prey, 
"Woo  thine  own  Phoe'  us  in  the  talk  to  join. 
And  grant  me  genius  for  the  bold  defign. 
In  this  foft  (hade,  O  footh  the  warrior's  lire, 
And  fit  his  bow-ilring  to  the  trembling  lyre  ; 
And  teach,  while  thus  their  arts  and  arms  we  Cng, 
The  groves  to  echo  and  the  vaks  to  ring. 

*********** 
Thy  care  be  firft  the  various  gifts  to  trace, 
The  minds  and  genius  of  the  latrant  race. 
In  powers  diftindl  the  different  dans  excel, 
In  fight,  or  fwiftnefs,  or  fagacious  fmell ; 
By  wiles  ungenerous  feme  furprife  the  prey, 
And  fome  by  courage  win  the  doubtful  day. 
Seefl  thou  the  gaze-hound  :  how  with  glance  fe- 

vere 
From  the  clofe  herd  he  marks  the  deftin'd  deer  ! 
How  every  nerve  the  greyhound's  ftretch  difplays, 
The  hare  preventing  in  her  airy  maze  ; 
The  lurklefs  prey  how  treacherous  tumblers  gain, 
And  dauntlefs  wolf-dog-  (hake  the  lion's  mane; 
O'er  all,  the  blood-hound  boafts  fuperior  fkill, 
To  fctnt^  to  view,  to  turn,  and  boldly  kill ! 


His  fellows'  vain  alarms  rejefts  with  fcorc, 
True  to  the  matter's  voice,  and  learned  hora^ 
His  noftrils  oft,  if  ancient  fame  fing  true. 
Trace  the  fly  felon  through  the  tainted  dew ; 
Once  fniiff'd,  he  follows  with  unalter'd  aim, 
Nor  odours  lure  him  from  the  chofen  game  ; 
Deep-mouth'd  he  thunders,  andinflam'd  he  views. 
Springs  on  rSfcu^lefs,  and  to  death  purfues. 

Some  hounds  of  manners  vile  (nor  Icfs  we  find 
Of  fops  in  hounds,  than  in  the  reafoning  kind) 
Puff' d  with  conceit  run  gladding  o'er  the  plain, 
And  from  the  fcent  divert  the  wifer  train ; 
For  the  foe's  footfteps  fondly  fnuff  their  own. 
And  mar  the  niufic  with  their  fenfelefs  tone  ; 
Start  at  the  flarting  prey,  or  ruftling  wind, 
And, hot  at  firft,  inglorious  lag  behind. 
A  fauntering  tribe  '  may  fuch  my  foes  difgraceJ 
Give  me,  ye  gods,  to  breed  the  nobler  race. 
Nor  grieve  thou  to  attend,  while  truths  unknown 
I  fing,  and  make  Athenian  arts  our  own. 

Dofl;  thou  in  hounds  afpire  to  deathlefs  fame  ? 
Learn  well  their  lineage  and  their  ancient  ftem. 
Each  tribe  with  joy  old  ruftic  heralds  trace, 
And  fing  the  chofen  worthies  of  their  race ; 
How  his  firc'«  features  in  the  fon  were  fpy'd, 
When  Die  was  made  the   vigorous  Ringwood's 

bride, 
Lefs  fure  thick  lips  the  fate  of  Auftria  doom. 
Or  eagle  nofesrul'd  almighty  Rome. 

Good  fljape  to  various  kinds  old  bards  confine, 
Sotjie  praife  the  Greek,  and  fome  the  Roman  line  5 
And  dogs  to  beauty  make  as  differing  claims. 
As  Albion's  nymphs,  and  India's  jetty  dames. 
Immenfe  to  name  their  lands, to  niark  their  bounds, 
And  paint  the  thoufand  families  of  hounds  : 
Firft  count  the  fands.  thef  drops  where  oceans 

flow. 
Or  Gauls  by  Marlborough  fent  to  ftiadcs  below. 
Thetaikbc  mine,  to  teach  Britannia's  fwains, 
Mymuch-lov'd  country,  and  my  native  plains. 

Such  be  the  dog,  I  charge,  thou  mean'ft  to  trains 
His  back  is  crooked  and  his  beUy  plain. 
Of  fillet  ftretch'd,  and  huge  of  haunch  behind, 
A  tapering  tail,  that  nimbly  cuts  the  wind ; 
Frufs-thigh'd,  ftraight-ham'd,and  fox-like  form'd 

his  paw. 
Large. leg '.d,  dry  fol'd,  and  of  protended  claw. 
His  flat,  wide  noftrils  fnuff  the  favoury  fteam. 
And  from  his  eyes  he  flioots pernicious  gleam; 
Middling  his  head,  and  prone  to  earth  his  view. 
With  ears  and  cheft  that  dafti  the  morning  dew  : 
He  beft  to  ftem  the  flood,  to  leap  the  bound. 
And  charm  the  Dryads  with  his  voice  profound ; 
To  pay  large  tribute  to  his  weary  lord, 
And  crown  the  fylvan  hero's  plenteous  board. 
The  matron  bitch  whofe  womb  ftiall  beft  pr«> 
duce 
The  hopes  and  fortune  of  th'  illuftrious  houfe, 
Deriv'd  fn^m  noble,  but  fiom  foreign  feed, 
For  various  nature  lothes  inceftuous  breed, 
Is  like  the  fire  throughout.    ^oJ•  yet  difpleafc 
Large  flanks,  and  ribs,  to  give  the  teemer  eafe. 
In  fpring  let  loofe  thy  pairs.    Then  all  things 
prove  • ' 

The  ftings  ei.pleafure,  and  the  pangs  of  love  ; 
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JEthereil  jove  then  glads,  with  g^enial  (bowers, 
Earth's  mighty  womb,  and  ftrews  her  lap  with 

flowers. 
Hence  juices  mount,  and  huds.  emholden'd,  try- 
More  kindly  breezes,  and  a  fofter  fky  ■ 
Kind  Venus  revel?.    Hark  !  on  every  bough, 
In  lulling  drains  the  fea'her'd  warblers  woo. 
Fell  tigers  foften  in  th'  infeilious.flahies. 
And  lions,  fawning,  court  their  brinded  dames  : 
Great  love  pervades  the  deep  :  to  pleafe  his  mate, 
The   whale,   in   gambols,   moves    his    monftrous 

weight, 
Heav'd  by  his  wayward  mirth  old  ocean  roars, 
And  fcatter'd  navies  bulge  on  diftant  fliores. 

All  nature  fmiles  ;  come  now,  nor  fear,  my  love. 
To  tafte  the  odours  of  the  woodbine  grove. 
To  pafs  the  evening  glooms  i^  harmlefs  play. 
And,  fweetly  fwearing,  languifli  life  a'vay. 
An  altar,  bound  with  recenr  flowe.-s,  I  rear 
To  thee,  beft  feafon  of  the  various  year  ; 
All  hail !  fuch  days  in  beauteous  order  ran. 
So  fwift,  fo  fweet,  when  firft;  the  world  began, 
In  Eden's  bowers,  when  man'"*  great  fire  aflign'd 
The  names  and  natures  of  the  brutal  hind. 
Then  lamb  and  lion  friendly  walk'd  their  round. 
And  hares,  undaunted,  lick'd  the  fondling  hound  ; 
Wond'rous  to  tell !  but  when,  with  lucklcfs  hand, 
Our  daring  mother  broke  the  fole  command. 
Then  want  and  envy  brnught  their  meagre  train. 
Then  wrath  came  down,  and  death  had  leave  to 

reign  : 
Hence  foxes  earth'd,  and  wolves  abhor'd  the  day, 
And  hungry  churls  enfnar'd  the  nightly  prey; 
Rude  arts  at  firll ;  but  witty  want  refin'd 
The  huntfman's  wiles, and  famine  form'd  the  mind. 

Bold  Nimrod  firft  the  lion's  trophies  wore. 
The  panther  bound,  and  lanc'd  the  briftling  boar  ; 
He  taught  to  turn  the  hare,  to  bay  the  deer, 
And  wheel  the  courfer  in  his  mid  career  : 
Ah, had  he  there  reftrain'd  his  tyrant  hand! 
IjCt  me,  ye  powers,  an  humbler  wreath  demand. 
No  pomps  1  afk,  which  crowns  and  fceptres  yield. 
Nor  dangerous  laurels  in  the  dufty  field ; 
Faft  by  the  foreft,  and  the  limpid  fpring, 
Give  me  the  warfare  of  the  woods  to  fing, 
To  breed  my  whelps,  and  healthful  prefs  the  game, 
A  mean,  inglorious,  but  a  guihlefs  name. 

And  now  thy  female  bears  in  ample  womb 
The  bane  of  hares,  and  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
No  fport,  I  ween,  nor  blaft  of  fprisihtly  horn. 
Should  tempt  me  then  to  hurt  the  whelps  un- 
born. 
Unlock'd,  in  covers  let  her  freely  run, 
To  range  thy  courts,  and  balk  before  the  fun ; 
Near  thy  full  table  let  the  favourite  {land, 
Strok'd  by  thy  fon's,  or  blooming  daughter's  hand. 
Carefs,  indulge,  by  arts  the  matron  bribe, 
T'  improve  her  breed,  and  teem  a  vigorous  tribe. 
So,  if  fmall  things  may  be  compar'd  with  great. 
And  nature's  works  the  rnufes  imitate, 
So,  flretch'd  in  fliades,  and  luil'd  by  murmuring 

ftreams, 
Great  Maro's  breaft  receiv'd  the  heavenly  dreams. 
Reclufe,  ferene,  the  mufing  prophet  lay, 
Till  tUoughts  in  embiyo,  ripening,  buift  tljeir.way. 
7 


Hence  bees  in  ftate,  and  foamlngf  courfers  come 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  walls  of  lofty  Rome, 


TO   APOLLO  MAKING  LOVE. 

FROM   MONSIEUR  FONTENELLE. 

I  AM.  cry'd  Apol!o,  when  Daphne  he  woo'd. 
And  panting  for  breath,  the  coy  virgin  purfued, 
When  his  wirdom,in  manner  nioft  ample,  exprefs'd 
The  long  lift  of  the  graces  his  godftiip  poffefs'd  : 
I'm  the  god  of  fweet  fong,  and  infpirer  of  lays ; 
Nor  for  lays,  nor  fweet  fong,  the  fair  fugitive  ftays; 
I'm  the  gud  of  the  harp — ftop  my  faireft — in  vain  ; 
Nor  the   harp,  nor  the  harper,  could  fetch  her 
again. 

Every  plant,  every  flower,  and  their  virtues  I  know, 

God  of  light  I'm  above,  and  of  phyCc  below  : 

At  the  dreadful  word  phyfic,the  nymph  fled  more 

faft; 
At  the  fatal  word  phyfic  flie  doubled  her  hafte. 

Thou  fond  god  of  wifdom,  then,  alter  thy  phrafe. 
Bid  her  view  the  young  bloom,  and  thy  ravifhing 
rays,  [charms. 

Tell  her  lefs  of  thy  knowledge,  and  more  of  thy 
And,  my  life  for't,  the  damfel  will  fiy  to  thy  arms. , 

THE  FATAL  CURIOSITV. 

Much  had  I  heard  of  fair  Francelia's  name. 
The  lavifti  praifes  of  the  babler,  fame  : 
I  thought  them  fuch,  and  vpent  prepar'd  to  pry, 
And  trace  the  charmer,  with  a  critic's  eye. 
Refolv'd  to  find  fome  fault,  before  unfpy'd, 
And  difappointed,  if  but  fatisfy'd. 

Love  pierc'd  the  vaflal  heart,  that  durft  rebel, 
And,  where  a  judge  was  meant,  a  viftin:  fell : 
On  thofe  dear  eyes,  with  fweet  perdition  gay, 
I  gaz'd,  at  once,  my  pride  and  foul  away ; 
All  o'er  1  felt  the  lufcious  poifon  run. 
And.  in  a  look,  the  hafty  conqueft  won. 

Thus  the  fond  moth  around  the  taper  plays. 
And  fports  and  flutters  near  the  treacherous  blaze; 
Ravifh'd  with  joy,  he  wings  his  eager  flight, 
Nor  dreams  of  ruin  in  fo  clear  a  light ; 
He  tempts  his  fate,  and  courts  a  glorious  doorrij 
A  bright  deflrudion,  and  a  fhining  comb. 

TO  A  LADY ; 

WITH  A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE   PHOENIX. 

Lavish  of  wit,  and  bold,  appear  the  lines, 
Where  Ciaudian's  genius  in  the  Phoenix  ftiines ; 
A  thoufand  ways  each  brilliant  point  is  turn'd, 
And  the  gay.  poem,  like  its  t'neme,  adorn'd  : 
A  talc  more  flrange  ne'er  grac'd  the  poet's  art,' 
Nor  e'er  did  fi(5lion  play  fo  wild  a  part. 

Each  fabled  charm  in  matchlefs  Cselia  meets, 
The  heavenly  colours,  and  ambrofial  fweets  ; 
Her  virgin  bofom  chafter  fires  fupplies. 
And  beams  more  piercing  guard  her  kindred  eyes. 
O'erflowing  wit  th'  imagin'd  wonder  drew, 
But  fertile  fancy  ne'er  can  reach  the  true. 
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Now  buds  your  youth,  your  cheeks  their  bloom 
difdofe, 
Th'  untainted  lily,  and  unfolding  rofe ; 
Eafe  in  your  mien,  and  fweetneis  in  your  face, 
You  fpeak  a  fyren,  and  you  move  a  grace ; 
Nor  time  ihall  urge  thefe  beauties  to  decay, 
"While  virtue  gives,  what  years  fhall  fteal  away  : 
The  fair,  whofe  youth  can  boaft  the  worth  of  age, 
In  age  fhall  with  the  charms  of  youth  engage ; 
In  every  change  ftill  lovely,  ftill  the  fame, 
A  fairer  Phoenix  in  a  purer  flame. 

A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  PHCENIX. 

PROM  eLAUDIAN. 

In  utmofi  ocean  lies  a  iovely  ifle, 

Where  fpringftill  blooms,  and  greens  for  everfmile, 

Which  fees  the  fun  put  on  his  firft  array. 

And  hears  his  panting  fleeds  bring  on  the  day; 

When,  from  the  deep,  they  riifli  with  rapid  force. 

And  whirl  aloft,  to  run  their  glorious  courfe  ; 

When  firft  appear  the  ruddy  ftreaks  of  light, 

And  glimmering  beams  difpel  the  parting  night. 

In  thefe  foft  fhades,  unpreft  by  human  feet, 
The  happy  phoenix  keeps  hir  balmy  feat, 
Tar  from  the  world  disjoin'd  ;  he  reigns  alone, 
Alike  the  empire,  and  its  king  unknown. 
A  godlike  bird  :  whofe  endlefc  round  of  years 
Outlafts  the  flars,  and  tires  the  circling  fpheres ; 
Not  us'd  like  vulgar  birds  to  eat  his  fill, 
Or  drink  the  cryllal  of  the  murmuring  rill ; 
But  fed  with  warmth  from  Titan's  purer  ray, 
And  flak'd  by  flreams  which  eaflern  feas  convey; 
"'Still  he  renew"  his  life  in  thefe  abodes, 
Contemns  the  power  of  fate,  and  mates  the  gods. 
liis  fiery  eyes  fhoot  forth  a  glittering  ray, 
And  round  his  head  ten  thoufand  glories  play ; 
High  on  his  creft,  a  ftar  celeftial  bright 
Divides  the  darknefs  with  its  piercing  light ; 
His  legs  are  flaiii'd  with  purple's  lively  dye, 
His  azure  wings  the  fleeting  winds  outfly ; 
Soft  plumes  of  cheerful  blue  his  limbs  enfold, 
£nrich'd  with  fpanglcs,  and  bedropt  with  gold. 

Begot  by  none  hin-.felf,  begetting  none. 
Sire  of  himfelf  he  is,  and  of  himfelf  the  fon ; 
His  life  in  fruitful  death  renews  his  date, 
And  kind  dcftrucftion  but  prolongs  his  fate  : 
Ev'n  in  the  grave  new  flrength  his  limbs  receive, 
And  on  the  funeral  pile  begin  to  live. 
Por  when  a  thoufand  times  the  fummer  fun 
His  bending  race  has  on  the  zodiac  run. 
And  wlien  as  oft  the  vernal  figns  have  roll'd, 
As  oft  the  wintcry  brought  the  numbing  cold ; 
Then  drops  the  bird,  worn  out  with  aged  cares, 
And  bends  beneath  the  mighty  load  of  years, 
bo  falls  tfee  {lately  pine,  that  proudly  grew, 
The  (hade  and  glory  of  the  mountain's  brow. 
When  pierc'd  by  blafts,  and  fpputing  clouds  o'cr- 

fprcad. 
It,  flowly  finking,  nods  its  tottering  head, 
Part  dies  by  winds,  and  part  by  fic'iily  rains. 
And  waftin^r  age  dellroys  the  poor  icmains. 

Tl-.en,  as  tiie  filvcr  cmprcfs  of  the  night, 
O'ercloudcd,  glimmers  in  a  fainter  light, 
ho,  ffi  z'n  with  age,  ar.d  lliut  from  light  fupplics, 
1j.  lazy  jToui.ds  fcarce  roll  his  feeble  eyes, 
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And  thofe  fleet  wings,  for  flrength  and  fpeed  it* 

nown'd. 
Scarce  rear  th'  inaftive  lumber  from  ihe  ground. 

Myfterioiis  arts  a  fecond  time  create 
The  bird,  prophetic  of  approaching  fate.. 
Pil'd  on  a  heap  .Sabsean  herbs  he  lays, 
Parch'd  by  his  Cre  the  fun's  intenfeft  rays  ; 
The  pile  defign'd  to  form  his  funeral  fcene 
He  wraps  in  covers  of  a  fragrant  green. 
And  bids  his  fpicy  heap  at  once  become 
A.  grave  deftrudiive,  and  a  teeming  womb. 

On  the  rich  bed  the  dying  wonder  lie?, 
Imploring  Phoebus  with  perfaafive  cries. 
To  dart  upon  him  in  coHeiSed  rays. 
And  Jiew-create  him  in  a  deadly  blaze. 

The  god  beholds  the  fuppliant  from  afar. 
And  ftops  the  progrefs  of  his  heavenly  car. 
"  O  thc-u,fayshe,  whom  haimlefsfiresfhaliburn," 
"  Thy  age  tlie  flcme  to  fecond  youth  fhall  turn, 
"  An  infant's  cradle  is  thy  funeral  urn. 
"  Thou,  on  whom  heaven  has  fix'd  th'  ambiguous 

"  doom 
"  To  live  by  ruin,  and  by  death  to  bloom, 
*'  Thy  life,  thy  ftrcngth,  thy  lovely  form  renew, 
"  And  with  frefh  beauties  doubly  charm  the  View." 

Thus  fpeakirg,  'midft.  the  aromatic  bed 
A  golden  beam  he  tolTes  from  his  head ; 
Swift  as  defire,  the  Ihining  rt>in  flies. 
And  ftraight  devours  the  willing  facrifice, 
Who  hafles  to  perifh  in  the  fertile  fire, 
Sink  into  Ilrength,  and  into  life  expire. 

In  flames  the  circling  odours  mount  on  high, 
Perfume  the  air,  and  glitter  in  the  fl:y. 
The  moon  and  ftars,  amaz'd,  retard  their  flight, 
And  nature  ftartles  at  the  doubtful  fight ; 
For,  whilft  the  pregnant  urn  with  fury  glows, 
The  goddefs  labours  with  a  mother's  throes, 
Vet  joys  to  cherifh,  in  the  friendly  flames. 
The  nobleft  produd  of  the  Ikill  (he  claims. 

Th'  enlivening  dud  its  head  begins  to  rear, 
And  on  the  afhes  fprouting  plumes  appear; 
In  the  dead  bird  reviving  vigour  reigns, 
And  life  returning  revels  in  his  veins: 
A  new-born  Phoenix  ftarting  from  the  flame. 
Obtains  at  once  a  fon't,  and  father's  name  ; 
And  the  great  change  of  double  life  difplays. 
In  tlie  fliort  monient  of  one  tranfient  blaze. 

On  his  new  pinions  to  the  Nile  he  bends, 
And  to  the  gods  his  parent  urn  commends. 
To  F.gypt  bearing,  v/ith  majeftic  pride. 
The  balmy  neft,  where  firft  he  Hv'd  and  dy'd. 
Birds  of  ail  kinds  admire  th'  unufual  fight. 
And  grace  the  triuniph  of  his  infant  flight ; 
In  crowds  unnumber  d  round  their  chief  they  fly, 
Opprefs  the  air,  and  cloud  the  fpacious  Iky  ; 
Nor  dates  the  fierceft  of  the  wlrged  race 
ObftruiSl  his  journey  through  th'  ethereal  fpace; 
The  hawk  and  eagle  ufeleis  wars  forbear. 
Forego  their  courage, and  confent  to  fear; 
The  feaiher'd  nations  humble  homage  bring. 
And  blefs  the  gaudy  flight  of  their  ambrofial  king^. 

Lcfs  glittering  pomp  does  Partliia's  monarch 
Crmmanciiiig  legions  to  the  dufty  field;       fyicl^i 
Ihough  fparkling  jewels  on  his  helm  abound] 
And  royal  gold  his  awful  head  Surround } 
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Though  rich  embroidery  paint  his  purple  veft, 
And  his  fteed  bound  in  coftly  trappings  dreft, 
Pleas'd  in  the  battle's  dreadful  van  to  ride, 
In  graceful  grandeur,  and  imperial  pride. 

Fam'd  for  the  worfhip  of  the  fun,  there  ftands 
A  facred  fane  in  Egypt's  fruitful  lands. 
Hewn  from  ^he  Theban  mountain's  rocky  womb 
An  hundred  columns  rear  the  marble  dome; 
Hither,  'tis  faid,  he  brings  the  precious  load, 
A  grateful  offering  to  the  beamy  god  ; 
Upon  whole  altar's  confecrated  blaze 
The  feeds  and  relics  of  himfelf  he  layi, 
Whence  flaming  incenfe  makes  the  temple  fliine, 
And  the  giad  altars  breathe  perfumes  divine. 
The  wafted  fmell  to  far  Felufian  flies. 
To  cheer  old  Ocean,  and  enrich  the  ikies, 
With  nedlar's  fweets  to  make  the  nations  fmile, 
And  Icent  the  I'even-fold  channels  of  the  Nile. 

Thrice  happy  Phcenix  ;   hea/en's  peculiar  care 
Has  made  thyfelf  thyfelf's  furviving  heir; 
By  death  thy  dcathlefs  vigour  is  fiipjjly'd, 
Which  finks  to  ruin  all  the  world  befide  ; 
Thy  age,  not  thee,  aflifting  Phoebus  burns, 
And  vital  flames  light  up  thy  funeral  urns. 
Whate'er  events  have  been,  thy  eyes  furvey, 
And  thou  art  fixt,  v/hile  ages  roll  away  ; 
Thou  faw'ft  when  raging  Ocean  burft  his  bed, 
O'ertop'd  the  mountains,  and  the  earth  o'erfpread; 
When  the  ra(h  youth  enflam'd  the  high  abodes, 
Scorch'd  up  the  Ikies,  and  fcar'd  the  deathlefsgods. 
When  nature  ceafes,  thou  fhalt  ftill  remain, 
JMor  fecond  chaos  bound  thy  endlefs  reign  ; 
Fate's  tyrant  laws  thy  happier  lot  (hall  brave. 
Baffle  deflruAion,  and  elude  the  grave. 

VERSES  TO  MRS.  LOWTHER 

ON   BEE  MARRIASE. 

From  Menage. 

The  greateft  fwain  that  treads  th'  Atcadian  grove, 
Dur  fhepherds  envy,  and  our  virgins  love, 
His  charming  nymph,  his  fofter  fair  obtains, 
The  bright  Diana  of  our  flowery  plains  ; 
He,  'midft  the  graceful,  of  fuperior  grace. 
And  flie  the  lovelieft  of  the  lovelieft  race. 

Thy  fruitful  influence,  guardian  Juno,  flied. 
And  crown  the  pleafures  of  the  genial  bed  ; 
Raife  thence,  their  future  joy,  a  fmiling  heir, 
Brave  as  the  father,  as  the  mother  fair. 
Well  may'ft  thou  (hower  thy  choiceft  gifts  on  thofe, 
Who  boldly  rival  thy  mofl  hated  foes  ; 
'  The  vigorous  bridegroom  with  Alcides  vies, 
And  the  fair  bride  has  Cytherea's  eyes  ; 

TO  A  LADY ; 

WITH  A    PRESENT  OK  FLOWEIIS. 

The  fragrant  painting  of  our  flowery  fields, 
The  choiceft  ftores  that  youthful  fummer  yields, 
Strephon  to  fair  Eliza  hath  convey'd, 
The  fweeteft  garland  to  the  fweeteft  maid. 
O  cheer  the  flowers,  my  fair,  and  let  them  reft 
On  the  Elyfium  of  thy  Ihowy  breaft. 
And  there  regale  the  fmell,  and  charm  the  view, 
With  richer  odours,  and  a  lovelier  hue. 


Learn  hence,  nor  fesr  a  flatterer  in  thff  flower, 
Thy  form  divine,  and  beauty's  matchlefs  power  : 
Faint,  near  thy  cheeks,  the  bright  carnation  glows, 
And  thy  ripe  lips  outblufh  the  opening  rofe  : 
The  lily's  fnow  betrays  lefs  pure  a  light, 
Loft  in  thy  bofom's  more  unfuUied  white  ; 
And  wreathes  of  jafmine  flied  perfumes,  beneath 
Th'  amhroiial  incenfe  of  thy  balmy  breath. 

Ten  thoufand  beauties  grace  the  rival  pair, 
How  fair  the  chaplet,  arrd  the  nymph  how  fair  1 
But  ah  1  too  foon  thefe  fleeting  charms  decay. 
The  fading  luftie  of  one  haflening  day. 
This  nijrht  fliall  fee  the  gaudy  wreath  decline. 
The  rofes  wither,  and  the  lilies  pine. 

The  garlands  fate  to  thine  fliall  be  apply'd, 
And  what  advance  thy  form,lhall  check  thy  pride; 
Be  wife,  my  fair,  the  prefent  hour  improve. 
Let  joy  be  now,  and  now  a  wafte  of  love  ; 
Each  drooping  blooiu  fliall  plead  thy  juft  excufe, 
And  that  which  flipw'd  thy  beauty,  Avow  its  ufe» 

ON  A  LADY'S  PICTURE. 

TO    CILFRED    LAWSON,    ESCyuIRE. 

As  Damon  Chloe's  painted  form  furvey'd, 
He  Cgh'd,  and  languifti'd  for  the  jilting  fliade  ; 
For  Cupid  taught  tlie  arcifl  hand  its  grace, 
And  Venus  wanton'd  in  the  mimic  face. 

Now  he  laments  a  look  fo  falfely  fair. 
And  almoft  damns,  what  yet  refembles  her  ; 
Now  he  devours  it  with  his  longing  eyes ; 
Now  fated,  from  the  lovely  phantom  flies, 
Yet  burns  to  look  again,  yet  looks  again, anddies. 
Her  ivory  neck  his  lips  prcfume  to  kifs, 
And  his  bold  hands  the  fwelling  bofom  prefs ; 
The  fwain  drinks  in  deep  draughts  of  vain  defire, 
Melts  without  heat,  and  burns  in  fancy'd  fire. 

Strange  power  of  paint !  thou  nice  creator  art  ! 
What  love  infpires,  may  life  itfelf  impart. 
Struck  with  like  wounds,  of  old,  Pygmalion  pray'd, 
And  hugg'd  to  life  his  artificial  maid  5 
Clafp,  new  Pygmalion,  clafp  the  feeming  charmSj'^ 
Perhaps  ev'n  now  th'  enlivening  image  warms,    > 
Deflin'd  tocrown  thy  joys,  and  revel  in  thy  arms;  J 
Thy  arms,  which  fliall  with  fire  fo  fierce  invade. 
That  flje  at  once  fhall  be,  and  ceafe  to  be  a  maid. 


PART  OF  THE  FOURTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN. 

Csfar,  having  refolved  to  give  battle  to  Petrelus 
and  Afranius,  Pompey's  lieutenants  in  Spain, 
encanipcd  near  the  enemy  in  the  fame  field. 
The  behaviour  of  their  foldiers,  at  their  feeing 
and  knowing  one  another,  is  the  fubjeA  of  tiie 
foUov/ing  verfcs. 

Their  ancient  friends,  as  now  they  nearer  drew, 
Prepar'd  for  fight  the  wondering  foldiers  knew ; 
Brother,  with  brother  in  unnatural  flrife, 
And  the  fon  arm'd  againfl;  the  father's  life  : 
Gurfl;  civil  war  '  then  confcience  firfl;  was  felt, 
And  the  tough  veteran's  heart  began  to  melt. 
Fix'd  in  dumb  forrow  all  at  once  they  fland. 
Then  wave,  a  pledge  of  peace,  the  guiltlefs  hand  j 
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To  vent  ten  thoufand  ftruggling  paflion'.  move, 
The  flings  of  nature,  and  the  pang^  of  love. 
All  order  broken,  wide  their  arms  they  throw, 
And  run  with  tranfport,  to  the  longing  foe  : 
Here  the  long  loft  acquaintance  neighbours  claim. 
There  an  old  friend  recalls  his  comrade's  name, 
Youths,  who  in  arts  beneath  one  tutor  grew, 
Rome  rent  in  twain,  and  kitidred  hofts  they  view. 

1  ears  wet  their  impious  arms,  a  fond  relief, 
And  kifles.  broke  by  fobs,  the  words  of  grief; 
Though  yet  no  blood  was  fpilt  each  anxious  mind 
Wirh  horror  thinks  on  what  his  rage  defign'd. 
Ah  !  generous  youths,  why  thus,  with  fruitlefs  pain, 
Beat  ye  thufe  breafls?  why  gu(h  thofe  eyes  in  vain  ? 
Why  blame  ye  heaven,  and  charge  your  guilt  on 

fate  ? 
Why  dread  the  tyrant,  whom  yourfelves  make 

great  ? 
Bids  he  the  trumpet  found  ?  the  trumpet  flight, 
fids  he  the  ftandards  move  ?  refufe  the  fight. 
Yi  ur  generals,  left  by  you,  will  love  again 
A  Ion  and  father,  when  they're  private  men. 
Kind  Concord,  heavenly  born !  whofe  blifsful 

reign 
Hold^  thi-  vaft  globe  in  one  furrounding  chain, 
Whofc  laws  the  jarring  elemei  ts  contreul, 
And  knit  each  atom  clofe  from  pole  to  pole  ; 
Soul  of  the  world !  and  love's  eternal  fpring  ! 
This  lucky  hour,  thy  aid  fair  goddefs  bring  ! 
This  lutky  hour  ere  aggravated  crimes 
Heap  guilt  on  guilt,  and  doubly  ftain  the  times. 
No  veil  henceforth  for  fin,  for  pardon  none  ; 
They   know    their   duty,   now  their  friends  are 

known. 

Vain  wifli !  from  blood  (hort  muft  the  refpite  be, ") 

New  crimes,  by  love  e:  hanc'd.  thisnightfnallfte:  i 

Such  is  the  \^ill  of  fate,  and  fuch  the  hard  decree.  J 

Twas  peace.     Fronv either  camp,  now  void  of 

fear. 
The  foldiers  mingling  cheerful  feafts  prepare  : 
Or  the  green  fod  the  friendly  bowls  were  crown'd. 
And  hafty  banquets  pil'd  upon  the  ground  : 
Ar<  und  the  fire  they  talk  ,  one  fhows  his  fears. 
One  tells  what  chance  firft  led  him  to  the  wafs  5 
Their  ftories  o'er  the  tedious  night  prevail, 
And  the  mute  circle  liftens  to  the  tale ; 
They  own  they  fought,  but  Iwear  they  ne'er  could 

hate. 
Deny  their  guilt    and  lay  the  blame  <,n  fute  ; 
Their  love  revives  to  make  them  guiltier  grow, 
A  Ihort-liv'd  bit  fling,  but  to,  heighten  woe. 
When  to  Petreius  firft  the  news  w  a's  told, 
The  jealous  general  thought  his  legions  fold. 
Swift  with  the  guards,  hi-  headftrong  fury  drew. 
Prom  out  his  camp  he  drives  the  hoftile  crew  • 
Cutsclafping  friend' afunder  with  his  fword. 
And  ftains  with  blood  each  hofpirable  board. 
Then  thus  his  wrath  breaks  out.     ♦  Oh  !  loft  to 

•  fame 

•  Oh  !  falfe  to  Pompey,  and  the  Roman  name  I 

•  Can  ye  not  conquer,  ye  degenerate  bands  ? 

•  Oh    die  at  leaft  :  'tis  all  that  Rome  demands. 

•  What  :  will  you  own,  while  ye  can  wield  Ihe 

■  fwo'd, 
'  A  rebel  flandard,  and  ufurping  lord  ? 


'  Shall  he  be  fued  to  take  you  into  ptice 

'  Amongft  his  flaves,  and  grant  you  equal  grace  ? 

'  What  ?    fliall   my   life   be   begg'd  ?    inglorious 

' thought  1 
'  And  life  abhorr'd,  on  fuch  conditions  bought ! 
'  The  toils  we  bear,  my  friends,  are  not  for  life, 
'  Too  mean  a  prize  in  fuch  a  dreadful  ftrifc ; 
'  But  peace  would  lead  to  fervitude  and  fhame, 

•  A  fair  amulement,  and  a  fpecious  name. 
'  Never  had  man  explor'd  the  iron  ore, 

'  Mark'd  out  the  trench,  or  rais'd  the  lofty  towef; 
'  Ne'er  had  the  ftecd  in  harnefs  fought  the  plain, 
'  Or  fleets  encounter'd  on  th'  unftable  main; 

*  Were  life,  were  breath, with  fame  to  becompar'd, 
'  Or  peace  to  glorious  liberty  preferr'd. 

'  By  guilty  oaths  the  hoftile  army  bound, 

'  Holds  faft  its  impious  faith,  and  ftands  its  ground; 

'  Are  you  perfidious,  who  efpoufe  the  laws, 

'  And  traitors  only  in  a  righteous  caufe  ? 

'  Oh  ftiame  !  in  vain  through  nations  far  aiwi  widi, 

'  Thou  call'ft  the  crowding  monarchs  to  thy  fide, 

'  Fall'n  Pompey  '.  while  thy  legions  here  betray 

'  Thy  cheap  bought  life,  and  treat  thy  fame  away.' 

He  ended  fierce.  The  foldier's  rage  returns, 
His  blood  flies  upward,  and  his  bofom  burns. 

So,  haply  tam'd,  the  tiger  bears  his  bands, 
Lefs  grimly  growls,  and  licks  his  keeper's  hands; 
But  if  by  chance  he  taftes  forbidden  gore. 
He  yells  amain,  and  makes  his  dungeon  roar. 
He  glares,  he  foams,  he  aims  a  defperate  bound. 
And  his  pale  maftcr  flies  the  dangerous  ground. 

Now  deeds  are  done,  which  man  might  charge 
aright 
On  ftubborn  fate,  or  undifcerning  night. 
Had  not  their  guilt  the  lawiefs  foldiers  known, 
And  made  the  whole  malignity  their  own. 
rhe  beds,  the  plenteous  tables,  float  with  gore. 
And  breaftsare  ftabb'd,  that  were  embrac'd  before; 
Pity  a  while  their  hands  from  flaughter  kept. 
Inward  they  groan'd,  and, asthey  drew,  they  wept. 
But  every  blow  their  wavering  rage  aflures, 
In  murder  hardens,  and  to  blood  inures. 
Crowds  charge  on  crowds,  nor  friends  thdr  friends 

defcry. 
But  fires  by  fons,  and  fons  by  fathers  die. 
Black,  nionftrous  rage  1  each,  with  vi(5toriouscrieJ| 
Drags  his  flain  friend  before  the  general's  eyes. 
Exults  in  guilt,  that  throws  the  only  fhame 
On  Pompey's  caufe,  and  blots  the  Roman  name. 
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THE  DEDICATION. 

When  I  firft  entered  upon  this  tranflation,  I  was 
ambitious  of  dedicating  it  to  the  tarl  of  Halifax; 
but  being  prevented  fnm  doing  myfelf  that  ho- 
nour, by  the  unfpeakable  lofs  which  our  country 
hath  fuftained  in  the  death  of  that  extraordinary 
perfon,  1  hope  I  (hall  not  be  blamed  for  prefuming 
to  make  a  dedication  of  it  to  his  memory.  The 
greatnefs  of  his  name  will  juftify  a  practice  alto- 
gether uncommon,  and  may  gain  favour  towards 
a  work,  which  (if  it  had  deferved  his  patronage} 


is  perhaps  the  only  one  hifcribed  to  his  lordfhip, 
that  will,  efcape  being  rewarded  \>y  him. 

I  might  have  one  advantage  from  fuch  a  dedi- 
cation, that  nothing,  I  could  fay  in  it,  would  be 
fufpedled  of  flattery.  Bcfides  that  the  world  would 
take  a  pleafure  in  hearmg  thofe  things  faid  of  this 
great  man,  now  he  is  dead,  which  he  himfelf 
would  have  been  offended  at  when  living.  But 
tshough  I  am  feHfiblc,  fo  amiable  and  exalted  a 
charadfer  would  be  very  acceptable  to  the  public, 
were  I  able  to  draw  it  in  its  full  extent,  I  (hould 
be  cenfured  very  defcrvedJy,  Ihould  I  venture 
Upon  an  undertaking,  to  which  I  am  by  no  means 
equal. 

His  eonfummatc  knowledge  in  all  kinds  of  bu- 
finefs,  his  winning  eloquence  in  public  aflemblies, 
his  adlive  zeal  for  the  good  of  his  country,  and 
the  (hare  he  had  in  conveying  the  fuprcme  power 
to  an  illuftrious  family  famous  for  being  friends  to 
mankind,  are  fubjcifts  eafy  to  be  enlarged  upon, 
but  incapable  of  being  exhaufted.  The  nature  of 
the  following  performance  more  direftly  leads  me 
to  lament  the  misfortune,  which  hath  befallen  the 
learned  world,  by  the  death  of  fo  generous  and 
univerfal  a  patron. 

He  relied  not  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the  po- 
lite arts,  wherein  he  himfelf  was  fo  great  a  mafter; 
but  was  acfted  by  that  humanity  they  naturally 
infpire  :  which  gave  rife  to  many  excellent  writers, 
■who  have  call  a  light  upon  the  age  in  which  he 
lived,  and  will  dillinguifb  it  to  pofterity.  It  is 
well  known,  that  very  few  celebrated  pieces  have 
been  publiflied  for  feveral  years,  but  what  were 
either  promoted  by  his  encouragement,  or  fup- 
ported  by  his  approbation,  or  recompenfed  by  his 
bounty.  And  if  the  fucceflion  of  men,  who  excel 
in  molt  of  the  refined  arts,  fhould  not  continue ; 
though  fome  may  impute  it  to  a  decay  of  genius 
in  our  countrymen  ;  thofe,  who  are  unacquainted 
with  his  lordfliip's  charadler,  will  know  more 
juftly  how  to  account  for  it. 

The  caufe  of  liberty  will  receive  no  fmall  ad- 
vantage in  future  times,  when  it  fhall  be  obferved 
that  the  Earl  of  Halifax  was  one  of  the  patriots 
who  were  at  the  head  of  it ;  and  that  mod  of 
thofe,  who  were  eminent  in  the  feveral  parts  of 
polite  or  ufeful  learning,  were  by  his  influence 
and  example  engaged  in  the  fame  interefl. 

1  hope,  therefore,  the  public  will  excufe  my  am- 
bition for  thus  intruding  into  the  number  of  thofe 
applauded  men,  who  have  paid  him  this  kind  of 
homage  :  efpecially  Cnce  I  am  alfo  prompted  to  it 
by  gratitude,  for  the  protedtion  with  which  he  had 
begun  to  honour  me  ;  and  do  it  at  a  time  when 
he  cannot  fuffer  by  the  importunity  of  my  acknow- 
mcnts. 

TO  THE  READER. 

I  MUST  inform  the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this 
firft  book,  ^  had  fome  thoughts  of*  traiiflating 
the  whole  Iliad  but  had  the  pleafure  of  being  di- 
verted from  that  defign,  by  finding  the  work  was 
fallen  into  a  much  abler  hand.  I  would  not  tii-rc- 
f«re  be  thought  to  have  any  other  view  in  publifli- 
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ing  this  fmall  fpeclmen  of  Homer's  Ili^d,  than  to 
befpeak,  if  poflible,  the  favour  of  the  public  to  x 
tranflation  of  Homer's  Odyffeys,  wherein  1  hav« 
already  made  fome  progrefs. 

Achilles'  fatal  wrath,  whence  difcord  rofe, 
That  brought  the  fonsof  Greece  unnumber'd  woeS^ 
O  goddefs,  fing.     Full  many  a  hero's  ghott 
Was  driven  untimely  to  th'  infernal  coaft. 
While  in  promifcuous  heaps  their  bodies  laj^, 
A  feaft  for  dogs,  and  every  bird  of  prey. 
So  did  the  lire  of  gods  and  men  fulfil 
His  ftedfaft  purpofe,  and  almighty  will ; 
What  time  the  haughty  chiefs  their  jars  begunr, 
Atrides,  king  of  men,  and  Peleus'  godlike  fon. 

What  god  in  ftrife  the  princes  did  engage  i 
Apollo  burning  with  vindi(Slive  rage 
Againft  the  fcornful  king,  whofe  impiou's  pride 
His  pried  difhonour'd,  and  his  power  dcfy'd. 
Hence  fwift  contagion,  by  the  god's  commands, 
Swept  through  the  camp,  and  thinn'd  the  Greciaa 
bands. 

For,  wealth,  immenfe  the  holy  Chryfes  bore, 
(His  daughter's  ranfom)  to  the  tented  fhore  : 
His  fceptre  ftretching  forth,  the  golden  rod, 
Hung  round  with  hallow'd  garlands  of  his  god, 
Of  all  the  hoft,  of  every  princely  chief. 
But  firft  of  Atreus'  fons  he  begg'd  relief: 

"  Great  Atreus'  fons  and  warlike  Greeks  attend, 
"  So  may  th'  immortal  gods  your  caufe  befriend^ 
"  So  may  you  Priam's  lofty  bulwarks  burn, 
"  And  rich  in  gather'd  fpoils  to  Greece  return, 
"  As  for  thefe  gifts  my  daughter  you  bellow, 
"  And  reverence  due  to  great  Apollo  (how, 
"  Jove's  favourite  ofFspring,  terrible  in  war, 
"  Who  fends  his  fhafts  unerring  from  afar." 

Throughout  the  hoft  confenting  murmurs  rife. 
The  prieft  to  reverence,  and  give  back  the  prize  ; 
When  the  great  king,  incens'd,  his  Clence  broke 
In  words  reproachful,  and  thus  fternly  fpoke  : 

"  Hence,  dotard,  from  my  fight.  Nor  ever  mora 
"  Approach,  I  warn  thee,  this  forbidden  fliore  ; 
"  Left  thou  ftrctch  forth,  my  fury  to  reftrain, 
"  The  wreathes  and  fceptre  of  thy  god,  in  vain. 
''  The  captive  maid  I  never  will  refign, 
"  Till  age  o'ertake  her,  I  have  vow'd  her  mine. 
"  To  diftant  Argosfliall  the  fair  be  led  : 
"  She  (hall ;  to  ply  the  loom,  and  grace  my  bed. 
"  Begone,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  way. 
"  Hence  on  thy  life     nor  urge  me  by  thy  ftay." 

He  ended  frowning.  Speechlefs  and  difmay'd, 
The  aged  fire  his  ftern  command  obey'*d. 
Silent  he  pafs'd,  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  billows,  on  the  lonely  fliore  : 
Far  from  the  camp  he  pafs'd  :  then  fuppliant  flood} 
And  thus  the  hoary  priell  invok'd  his  god  : 

*'  Dread  warrior  with  the  filver  bow,  give  e»r. 
"  Patron  of  Chryfa  and  of  C  lla.  hear. 
•'   I  o  thee  the  guard  of  Tcnedos  belongs; 
"  Propiti.vusSmintheus !  Oh.  redtefs  my  wrongs. 
"  If  e'er  within  thy  fane,  with  wreathes  adorn'd, 
"    I'he  fat  of  bulls  and  well-fed  goacs  I  burn'd, 
"  O  '  hear  my  prayer.  Let  Greece  thy  fury  know, 
"  And    v/ith    thy    fhafts  avenge  thy    fervani'* 
"  VYoe." 
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Apollo  heard  hJs  injur'd  fuppliant's  err. 
D«wn  rufti'd  the  vengeful  warrior  from  the  Iky  ; 
Acrofs  his  brcaft  the  glittering  bow  he  flung, 
And  at  his  back  the  well-ftor'd  quiver  hung  : 
(His  arrows  rattled,  as  he  urg'd  his  flight.) 
In  clouds  he  flew,  conceal'd  from  mortal  fight : 
Then  took  his  fland,  the  wcll-aim'd  lliaft  to  throw: 
Fierce  fprung  the  firing,  and  twang'd  the  filver 

bow. 
The  dogs  and  mules  his  firft  keen  arrow  flew ; 
Amid  the  ranks  the  next  more  fatal  flew, 
A  deathful  dart.  The  funeral  piles  around 
For  ever  blaz'd  on  the  devoted  ground. 

Nine  days  entire  he  vex'd  th'  embattled  hod, 
The  tenth.  Achilles  through  the  winding  coaft 
Summon'da  council,  by  the  queen's  command 
"Who  wields  heaven's  fceptre  in  her  fnowy  hand  : 
She  mourn'd  her  favourite  Greeks,  who  now  cn- 

clofe 
The  hero,  fwiftljr  fpeaking  as  he  rofe  : 

"  What  now,  O  Atreus'  fon,  remains  in  view, 
*•  But  o'er  the  deep  our  wanderings  to  renew, 
"  Doom'd  to  deftrutSlion,  while  our  wafted  powers 
"  The  f.vord  and  peftilence  at  once  devours? 
•  Why  hafte  we  not  fome  prophet's  fkill  to  prove, 
"  Or  feek  by  dreams  ?    for  dreams  defcend  from 

"  Jove.) 
"  What  moves  Apollo's  rage  let  him  explain, 
"  What  vow  wjth-held,  what  hecatomb  un-flain  : 
"  And  if  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats  can  pay 
"  The  price  of  guilt,  and  turn  this  curfe  away," 

Thus  he.  And  next  the  reverend  Calchas  rofe, 
Their  guide  to  llion  whom  the  Grecians  chofe ; 
The  prince  of  augurs,  whofe  enlightened  eye 
Could  things  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come,  defcry  : 
Such  wifdom  Phcebus  gave.  He  thus  began. 
His  fpeech  addrefling  to  the  godlike  man  : 

"  Me  then  command'ft  thou,  lov'd  of  Jove,  to 

"  fllBW 

•'  What  moves  the  god  that  bends  the  dreadful  bow  ? 
*'  Firfh  plight  thy  faith  thy  ready  help  to  lend, 
•*  By  words  to  aid  me,  or  by  arms  defend. 
"  For  I  forefee  his  rage,  whole  ample  fway 
"  The  Argian  powers  and  fceptred  chiefs  obey. 
•'  The  wrath  of  kings  what  fubjedt  can  oppofe  .' 
•'  Deep  in  their  breafts  the  fmother'd  vengeance 
^  "  glows, 

*•  Still  watchful  to  deflroy.     Swear,  valiant  youth, 
•'  Swear,  wilt  thou  guard  me,  if  I  fpeak'  the  truth  ?" 

To  this  Achilles  fwift  replies  :  "  Be  bold. 
•'  Difclofe,  what  Phcebus  tells  thee,  uncontroul'd. 
•'  By  him,  who,  liftening  to  thy  powerful  prayer, 
•'  Reveals  the  fecret,  I  devoutly  fwear, 
"  1  hat,  while  thefe  eyes  behold  the  light,  no  hand 
•'  Shall  dare  to  wrong  thee  on  this  crowded  ftrand, 
*•  Not  Atreus'  fon.  Though  now  himfelf  he  boaft 
*'  The  kiijg  of  men,  and  fovereign  of  the  holl." 

Then  boldly  he,  "  Nor  does  the  god  complain 
"  Of  vows  with-held,  or  hecatombs  unllain. 
"  Chryfe'is  to  her  awful  fire  refus'd, 
"  The  gifts  rejecfted,  and  the  prieft  abus'd,    [call, 
"  Call  down  thefe  judgments,  and  for  more  they 
••  Juft  ready  on  th'  exhaufted  camp  to  fall ; 
**  Till  ranlom-free  the  damfcl  is  beftow'd, 
^  And  h«(;at9l»b$  ar«  fen;  (o  fo9th«  the  ^od, 


"  To  Cliryfa  fent.     Perhaps  Apollo's  ragi 

"  The  gifts  may  expiate,  and  the  prieft  affuage." 

He  fpoke  and  fat.  When,  with  an  angry  frowflj 
The  chief  of  kings  upftarted  from  his  throne. 
Difdain  and  vengeance  in  his  bofom  rife. 
Lour  in  his  brows,  and  fparkle  in  his  eyes  : 
Full  at  the  prieft  their  fiery  orbs  he  bent, 
And  all  at  once  his  fury  found  a  vent. 

"  Augur  of  ills,  (for  never  good  to  me 
"  Did  that  moft  inaufpicious  voice  decree) 
"  Forever  ready  to  denounce  my  woes, 
"  When  Greece  is  punifli'd,  [  am  ftill  the  caufe  ; 
"  And  now  when  Phoebus  fpreads  his  plagues  a« 

"  broad, 
"  And  waftes  our  camp,  'tis  T  provoke  the  god, 
"  Becaufe  my  blooming  captive  I  detain, 
"  And  the  large  ranfom  is  produc'd  in  vain. 
"  Fond  of  the  maid,  my  queen,  in  beauty's  pride^ 
"  Ne'er  charm'd  me  more,  a  virgin  and  a  bride  ; 
•'  Not  Clytemneftra  boafts  a  nobler  race, 
"  A  fweeter  temper,  or  a  lovelier  face, 
"  In  works  of  female  flcill  hath  more  command, 
"  Or  guides  the  needle  with  a  nicer  hand. 
"  Yet  fhe  fhall  go.  'l"ne  fair  our  peace  {hall  buy; 
"  Better  I  fuficr,  than  my  people  die. 
"  But  mark  me  well.  See  inftantly  prepar'd 
"  A  full  equivalent,  a  new  reward. 
"  Nor  is  it  meet,  while  each  enjoys  his  fhare, 
"  Your  chief  fhould  lofe  his  portion  of  the  war : 
"  In  vain  your  chief;  whilft  the  dear  prize  1  boaff, 
"  Is  wrefted  from  me,  and  forever  loft." 

To  whom  the  fwift  purfuer  quick  reply'd  : 
"  O  funk  in  avarice,  and  fwoln  with  pride  I 
"  How  (hall  the  Greeks,  though  large  of  foul  they 

"  be, 
"  Colledl  their  fever'd  fpoils.aheap  for  thee 
"  To  fearch  anew,  and  cull  the  choiceft  (hare, 
"  Amid  the  mighty  harveft  of  the  war  .' 
"  Then  yield  thy  captive  to  the  god  refign'd, 
"  AlTur'd  a  tenfold  recompenfe  to  find, 
"  When   Jove's  decree  (hali  throw  proud  Ilioa 

"  down, 
"  And  give  to  plunder  the  devoted  town." 

"  Think  not  (Atrides  anfwer'd)  though  thou 

"  fhine, 
"  Graceful  in  beauty,  like  the  powers  divine, 
"  Think  not,  thy  wiles,  in  fpecious  words  convey'd, 
"  From  its  firm  purpofe  fliall  my  foul  dilTuadc. 
"  Muft  1  alone  bereft  fit  down  with  (hame, 
"  And  thou  infulting  keep  thy  captive  dame  ? 
"  If,  a*i  I  a(k,  the  large-foul'd  Greeks  confcnt 
"  Full  JcBompenfe  to  give,  I  ftand  content. 
"  If  not :  a  prize  I  (hall  inyfelf  decree, 
"  From  him,  or  him,  or  clfe  perhaps  from  thee. 
"  While  the  proud  prince,  defpoil'd,  (hall  rage  Irt 

"  vain. 
"  But  break  we  here.  The  reft  let  time  explain. 
"  Launch  nowa well-trimm'dgallcyfrom the(hore< 
"  With  hands  cxperienc'd  at  the  bending  oar: 
"  Enclofe  the  hecatomb  ;  and  then  with  care 
"  To  the  high  deck  convey  the  captive  fair. 
"  The  facred  bark  let  fage  UlylTes  guide, 
"  Or  AJ3x,  or  Idomeneup,  prefide: 
"  Or  tliou,  O  mijThty  man,  the  chief  (halt  be. 
"  And  who  more  fit  to  foothe  the  god  than  the*?'* 
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"  Shatmelefs.  and  poor  of  foul,"  the  prince  replies, 
And  on  the  monarch  calls  his  fcornfni  eyes, 
•'  What  Greek  henceforth  will  march  at  thy  com- 

"  mand, 
"  In  fearch  of  danger  on  the  doubtful  flrand  ? 
"  Whc  in  the  face  of  day  provoke  the  fight, 
"  Or  tempt  the  fecret  ambufli  of  the  night  ? 
"  Not  I,  be  fure.     Henceforward  1  am  free. 
"  For  ne'er  was  Priam's  houfe  a  fo€  to  me. 
"  Far  from  their  inroads,  in  my  pailures  feed 
"  The  lowing  heifer,  and  the  pamper'd  deed, 
"  On  Phthia's  hills  our  fruits  fecurely  grow, 
"  And  ripen  carelefs  of  the  diftant  foe, 
"  Between  whofe  realms  and  our  Iheffalian  fliore 
"  Unnumbcr'd  mountains  rife,  and  billows  roar. 
•'  For  thine,  and  for  thy  baffled  brother's  fame, 
"  Acrofs  the  feas,  difdainful  man,  I  came  ; 
♦'  Yet  infolent !  by  arbitrary  fway, 
"  Thou  talk'ft  of  feizing  on  my  rightful  prey, 
"  The  prize  whofe  purchafe  toils  and  dangers  cofl, 
"  And  given  by  fuffrage  of  the  Grecian  hoft. 
"  What  town,  when  fack'd  by  our  vidorious bands, 
"  But  fliil  brought  wealth  to  thofe  rapacious  hands  ? 
"  To  me,  thus  fcorn'd,  contented,  doft  thou  yield 
«'  My  (hare  of  blood  in  the  tumultuous  field; 
•'  But  ftill  the  flower  of  all  the  fpoil  is  thine  ; 
••  There  claini'ft  thou  moft    Nor  e'er  did  1  repine. 
"  Whate'er  was  giv'n  I  took,  and  thought  it  befl, 
"  With  flaughter  tir'd,  and  panting  after  refl. 
"  To  Phihia  now  for  I  fhall  fight  no  more, 
*'  My  ftiips  their  crooked  prows  (hall  turn  from 

"  fhore. 
"  When  1  am  fcorn'd,  I  think  I  well  forefee 
*'  What  fpoils  and  pillage  will  be  won  by  thee, 

"  Hence  !  (cry'd  the  monarch)  hence  1  without 
"  delay  :  [ftay. 

"  Thmk  not,  vain  man  I  my  voice  (hall  urge  thy 
•'  Others  thou  leav'xt  to  the  great  caufe  inclin'd, 
•'  A  league  of  kings  thou  leav'ft,  and  Jove  behind. 
"  Of  all  the  chiefs  dofl  thou  oppofe  me  moft  : 
"  Ouirageand  uproar  are  thy  only  boall. 
"  Difcord  and  jars  thy  joy.     But  'learn  to  know, 
•'  If  thou  artflrong,  'tis  Jove  hath  made  thee  fo. 
"  Go,  at  thy  plealure.     None  will  ftop  thy  way. 
"  Go,  bid  thy  bafe-born  Myrmidons  obey. 
"  Thou,  nor  thy  rage,  (hall  my  refolves  fubdue ; 
"  I  fix  my  purpofe,  and  my  threats  renew. 
"  Since  'tis  decreed  I  muft  the  inaid  reftore, 
"  A  (hip  (hall  waft  her  to  th'  ofrcnded  power ; 
"  But  fair  Brifeis  thy  allotted  prize, 
"  Myfclf  will  feize,  and  feize  before  thy  eyes  : 

That  thou  and  each  audacious  man  may  fee, 
"  How  vain  the  ra(h  atten  pt  to  cope  with  me." 

Stung  to  the  foul,  tumultuous  thoughts  began 
This  way  and  that  te  rend  the  godlike  man. 
To  force  a  palTage  with  his  falcliion  drawn, 
And  hull  th'  imperial  boafter  from  his  throne, 
He  new  refolves.   and  now  refolves  again 
To  qaell  his  fury,  and  his  arm  reftram. 
While  thus  by  turrs  his  rage  and  reafon  fway'd, 
And  half  unlheath'd  he  held  the  glittering  blade  ; 
1  hat  moment„Juno,  whofe  impartiil  eye 
Watch'd  o'er  them  both,  fent  Pallas  from  the  Iky  : 
bhe  flew,  and  caught  his  yellow  hair  behind, 
To  him  aloae  the  radian:  goddcTs  ihia'd.) 
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Sudden  he  tum'd,  and  flatted  with  furprlfc  ; 
Rage  and  revenge  flalh'd  dreadful  in  his  eyes. 

Then  thus  with  hafly  words  ?  "  O  !  heavenl7« 

"  bom, 

"  Com'ft  thmi  to  fee  proud  Agamemnon's  fcorn  ? 

"  But  thou  (halt  fee  (my  fword  (hall  make  it  good) 

"  This  glutted  fandfmoke  with  thetyrant'sblood." 

"  To  foothc  thy  foul,  the  blue-ey'd  maid  replies, 
"  (If  thou  obey  my  voice)   I  left  the  (kies. 
•'  Heaven's  queen,  who  favours  both,  gave  thtt 

"  command  I 
"  Siipprefs  thy  wrath,  and  Cay  thy  vengeful  hand. 
"  Be  all  thy  rage  in  tauntful  words  essprcll; 
"  But  guiltlefs  let  the  thirfty  falchion  reft. 
"  Mark  what  I  fpeak.  An  hour  is  on  its  way,    "> 
"  When  gifts  tenfold  for  this  affront  (hall  pay.     C 
"  Supprefs  thy  wrath  ;  and  heaven  and  me  obey."  j 

Then  he  :    "I  yield ;    though  with  reluiStant 
"  mind. 
"  Whoyieldstoheaven(hallheavenpropitiousfind.*'. 
The  filver  hilt  clofe-grafping,  at  the  word. 
Deep  in  the  fhcath  he  plung'd  his  mighty  fword. 
The  goddefs,  turning,  darted  from  his  fight, 
And  reach'd  Oly.mpus  in  a  moment's  flight. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  in  a  thundering  tone. 
Throws  cut  his  wrath,  and  goes  impetuous  on  : 

"  Valiant   with  wine,  and  furious  from  the 
"  bowl  1 
"  Thou  fierce-look'd  talker  with  a  coward  foul  1 
"  War's  glorious  peril  ever  flow  to  (hare  : 
"  Aloof  thou  view'ft  the  field;  for  death  is  there, 
"  'Tis  greater  far  this  peaceful  camp  to  fway, 
"  And  peel  the  Greeks,  at  will,  who  difobey  : 
"  A  tyrant  lord  o'er  flaves  to  earth  debas'd  ; 
"  For,  had  they  fouls,  this  outrage  were  thy  laA» 
"  But,  thou,  my  fix'd,  my  final  purpofe  hear. 
"  By  this  dread  fceptre  fo!emnly  I  fwcar  : 
"  By  this  (which,  once  from  out  the  foreft  torn, 
"  Nor  leaf  nor  (hade  (hall  ever  more  adorn. 
"  Which  never  more  its  verdure  muft  renew, 
"  Lopp'd  from  the  vital  ftem,  whence  firft  it  grew^ 
"  E"t  given  by  Jove  the  fons  of  men  to  awe, 
"  Now  fways  the  nations,  and  confirms  the  law) 
"  A  day  (hall  come,  when  for  this  hour's  difdain 
"  The  Greeks  fhall  wifh  for  me,  and  wilh  in  vain 
"  Nor  thou,  though  griev'd,  the  wanted  aid  af- 

"  ford, 
"  When  heaps  on  heaps  (hall  fallby  Heiftor'sfwora; 
"  Too  late  with  anguilh  (ball  thy  heart  be  torn, 
"  That  the  firft  Greek  was  made  the  public  fcorn.'* 

He  faid.    And,  mounting  with  a  furious  boua4» 
He  daih'd  his  ftudded  fceptre  on  the  ground ; 
Then  fat.  Atrides,  eager  to  reply. 
On  the  fierce  champion  glanc'd  a  vengeful  eye. 

"Twas  then,  the  madding  monarchs  to  compofe. 
The  Pylian  prince,  the  fmooth-fpcech'd  Neftor 

rofe. 
His  tongue  dropp'd  htmey.     Full  of  days  was  h«  ; 
Two  ages  part,  he  liv'd  the  third  to  fee  : 
And,  his  firft  race  of  fubjeefts  long  decay 'd. 
O'er  their  fons  fons  a  peaceful  fceptre  fway'd. 

•'  Alas  for  Greece :  (he  cries)  and  with  what  joj 
"  Shall  Priam  hear,  and  every  fon  of  Troy  1 
"  That  you,  the  firft  in  wifdom  as  in  wars, 
u  Wafte  yojir  great  fouh  in  poor  ignoble  jars ! 
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"  Go  to  ?  you  both  are  young.    Yet  oft  rtver'd 
•*  Greater  than  you  have  rhe  wife  Neftor  heard. 
"  Their  equals  never  (liall  thtfe  eyes  behold  : 
"  Cxneus  the  juft,  Pirithous  the  bold, 

•  Exadius,  Dryas.  born  to  high  command, 
"  Shepherds  of  men,  and  rulers  of  the  land, 
**  Thcfeus  unrivall'd  in  his  fire's  abodes, 

"  And  mighty  Polypheme,  a  match  for  gods. 
••  They,  greateft  name  that  ancient  flory  knows, 
«  In  mortal  confiid  met  as  dreadful  foes  : 
•«  Fearlefs  through  rocks  and  wilds  their  prey  pur- 

"  fued, 
•'  And  the  huge  double  Centaur  race  fubdued. 
*'  With  them  my  early  youth  was  pleas'd  to  roam 
«  Through  regions,  farfrom  my  fweet  native  home ; 
«  They  cail'd  me  to  the  wars.     No  living  hand 
«  Could  match  their  valour,    or   their  ftrength 

"  withfland ; 
"  Y;t  wont  they  oft  my  fage  advice  to  hear. 
**  Then  liflen  both,  with  an  attentive  ear. 
•'  Seize  not  thou,  king  of  men,  the  beauteous  flave, 
*'  Th'  allotted  prize  the  Grecian  voices  gave. 
"  Nor  thou,  Pelides  in  a  threatening  tone 
"  Urge  him  to  wrath,  who  fills  that  facred  throne, 
"  The  king  of  forty  kinjjs,  and  honour'd  more 
"  By  mighty  Jove,  than  e'er  was  king  before. 
»•  Brave  though  thou  art,  and  of  a  race  divine, 
•'  Thou  muft  obey  a  power  more  great  than  thine. 
"  And  thou,  O  king,  forbear.     Myfelf  will  fue 
"  Great  Thetis'  fon  his  vengeance  to  fubdue  : 
**  Great  Thetis'  valiant  fin,  our  country's  boaft, 
«*  The  (hicldand  bulwark  of  the  Grecian  hoft." 

"  Wife  are  thy  words,  O  fi-e,  (^the  king  began) 
"  But  what  can  fatiate  this  afpiring  man  i 
"  Unbounded  power  he  claims  o'er  humankind, 
"  And  hopes  for  {laves  1  trufl,  he  ne'er  ftiall  find. 

•  Shall  we,  becaufe  the   gods  have  form'd    him 

"  flrong, 
•*  Bear  the  lewd  language  of  his  lawlefs  tongue ! 
"  If  aw'd  by  thee,  the  Greeks  might  well  de- 
"  fpife         , 
*•  My  name,"  the  prince,  precipitate,  replies. 
"  In  vain  thou  nodd'ft  from  thy  imperial  throne. 
"  Thy  vaffals  feek  tlfewhere;  for  I  am  none. 
"  Butbreak  we  here.  The  fair,  though  juftly  mine, 
"  With  fword  undrawn  I  purpofe  to  refign. 
*'  On  aught  befide,  I  once  for  all  command, 
"  Lay  not,  I  charge  thee,  thy  prefumptuous  hand. 
"  Come  not  within  my  reach,  nor  dare  advance, 
"  Or  thy  heart's  blood  (hall  reek  upon  my  lance." 

Thus  both  in  foul  debate  prolong'd  the  day 
"The  Council  broke,  each  takes  his  feparate  way. 
Achilles  fecks  his  tent  with  reftlefs  mind  ; 
Patrodus  and  his  train  move  flow  behind. 

Mean  time,  a  bark  was  haul'd  along  the  fand,"^ 
Twice  ten  feleiStcd  Greeks,  a  brawny  band,  V 
*I'ug  tlietough  oars, at  thegreat  king'scommand.  j 
'Ihc  gifts,  the  hecatomb,  the  captive  fair, 
Are  all  intrufled  to  Ulyffeb'  care. 
'i  hty  mount  the  deck.  J'he  vefTel  takes  its  flight, 
Bounds  o'er  the  furge,  and  leffens  to  the  fight. 

Next  he  ordains  along  the  winding  coaft 
By  hollow'd  rites  to  purify  the  hoft 
A  herd  of  chofen  viiflmis  they  provide, 
Anti  caft  their  offaU  on  the  briny  tide, 


Fat  bulls  and  goats  to  great  Apollo  die. 
In  cloud'^  the  favoury  fteam  afcend  the  (ky. 

The  Greeks  to  heaven  their  folemn  vows  addredj 
But  dire  revenge  roll'd  in  the  monarch's  brealt. 
Obfequious  at  his  call  two  heralds  {land  ; 
To  them  in  frowns  he  gives  this  harfh  commanda 
"   Ye  heralds,  to  Achilles'  tent  repair; 
"  Thence  fwift  the  female  flave  Brifets  bear. 
"   With  armk,  if  difobey'd,  myfelf  will  come. 
"   Bid  him  refign  her,  or  he  tempts  his  doom." 

rhe  heralds,  though  unwillingly,  obey. 
Along  the  fea-btat  {hore  they  fpeed  their  way  : 
And,  now  the  Myrmidonian  quarter  part, 
At  his  tent-door  thev  find  the  hero  plac'd. 
Diflurb'd  the  folemn  mefTengers  he  faw  : 
They  too  flood  filent,  with  refpeftful  awe, 
Before  the  royal  '  outh,  they  neither  fpoke. 
He  guefs'd  their  meffage,  and  the  filence  broke  t 

"  Ye  miniflers  of  gods  and  men,  draw  near, 
"  Not  you,  but  him  whofe  heralds  ye  appear, 
"  Robb'd  of  my  right  I  blame.  Parroclus,  bring 
"  The  damfel  forth  for  this  difdainful  king 
"  But  yC;  my  wrongs,  O  heralds,  bear  in  mind, 
"  And  clear  me  to  the  g.>ds  and  all  mankind, 
'■  Ev'n  to  your  thoughtlefs  king  ;  if  evermore 
"  My  aid  be  wanted  on  rhe  hoflile  fhore. 
"  Thoughtlefs  he  is,  nor  knows  his  certain  doom, 
"  Blind  to  the  paft,  nor  fees  the  woes  to  come, 
"  His  beft  defence  thus  rafhly  to  forego, 
"  And  leave  a  naked  army  to  the  foe." 

He  ceas'd    Patroclus  his  dear  friend  obey'd, 
And  ufher'd  in  the  lovely  weeping  maid. 
Sore  figh'd  {he,  as  the  heralds  took  her  hand, 
And  oft  look'd  back  flow-moving  o'er  the  {Irabd. 

The  widow'd  hero,  when  the  fair  was  gone. 
Far  from  hi.e  friends  fat  baih'd  in  tears  alone. 
On  the  cold  beach  he  fat,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
Where  black  with  ftorms  the  curling  billows  rife, 
And  a-  the  fea  wide-rolling  he  furvey'd. 
With  out-fl:retch'd  arms  to  his  fond  mother  pray'd: 

"  Since  to  {hort  life  thy  haplefs  fon  was  born, 
"  Greet  Jove  ftands  bound  by  promife  to  adorn 
"  His  ftinted  courfe  with  an  immortal  name. 
"   Is  this  the  great  amends .'  the  promis  d  fame  ? 
"    The  fon  of  Atreus,  proud  of  lawlefs  fway, 
"  Demands,  pofTilTcs,  and  enjoys  my  prey." 

Near  her  old  fire  enthron'd,  fhe  heard  him  weep 
From  the  lowfiient  caverns  of  the  deep: 
Then  in  a  morning  mifl  her  head  (he  rears, 
Sits  by  her  fon,  and  mingles  tears  with  tears,  [cries) 
CI  fc  i^rafps  her  darling's  hand.    "  My  fon  (flie 
"  Why  heaves  thy  heart  ?  and  why  o'erflow   thy 

"  eyes  ? 
"  Oh  tell  me,  tell  thy  mother  all  thy  care, 
"  That  both  may  know  it,  and   that  both  may 
"  fliare."  ""groan, 

"  Oh!    goddefs !    (cry'd  he  with   an    inward 
"  Thou    know'ft  it  all :    to  thee   are  all  things 

*■  known. 
"  EJitian  Thebes  we  fack'd,  their  ranfack'd  towers, 
''  The  plunder  of  a  people,  all  was  ours. 
"  We  flood  agreed  the  booty  to  divide. 
"   Chryfeis  rofy-cheek'd,  and  gloffy-ey'd, 
"   Fell  to  the  king  ;  but  holy  Chryfes  bore 
"  Vaft  gifts  of  ranfom  to  the  tented  ftiore  : 
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,*  His  fceptre  ftretching  forth  (the  golden  rod         | 
,*  Hung  round  with  hallow'd  garlands    f  his  god) 
'  Of  all  the  hoft,  of  every  princely  chief 
*'  But  firft  of  Atreus'  fons  he  begg'd  relief. 
"  Throughout  the  hofl  confenting  murmurs  ran, 
"  To  yield  her  to  the  venerable  man  ; 
*'  But  the  harfh  king  deny'd  to  do  him  right, 
"  An  I  drove  the  trembling  prophet  from  his  fight. 
*'   Apollo  heard  his  injur'd  fuppliant's  cry, 
"   And  dealt  his  arrows  through  th'  infecfted  fky  ; 
"  The  fwift  contagion  fcnt  by  his  commands, 
•'  Swept  through  the  camp,  and  thinn'd  the  Grc- 

"  cian  bands. 
"  The  guilty  caufe  a  facred  augur  fhow'd, 
"  And  I  firft  mov'd  to  mitigate  the  god. 
"  At  this  the  tyrant  ftormd,  and  vengeance  vow'd ; 
"  And  now  too  foon  hath  made   his  threatnings 

"  good. 
"   Chryfei<  firft  with  gifts  to  Chryfa  fent, 
"  His  herald?  came  this  moment  to  my  tent, 
"  And  bore  Breeis  thence,  my  beauteous  flave, 
"  Th'  allotted  prize,  which  the  leagu'd  Grecians 

"  gave. 
"  Thou  goddefs,  then,  and   thou,    I  know,   haft 

"  power, 
"  For  thine  own  fon  the  might  of  Jove  implore. 
"  Oft  in  my  father's  houfe  L've  heard  thee  tell, 
*'  When  fudden  leais  on  heaven's  great  monarchs 

«  fell, 
"  Thy  aid  the  rebel  deities  o'ercame, 
,"  And  fav'd  the  mighty  thunderer  from  fliame. 
"  Pallas,  and  Neptune,  and  great  Juno,  bound 
*•  The  fire  in  chains,  and  hemm'd  their  fovereign 

"  round. 
"  Thy  voice,  O  goddefs,  broke  their  idle  bands, 
•'  Andcail'd  the  giant  of  the  hundred  hands, 
"  The  prodigy,  whom  heaven  and  earth  revere, 
•'   Briareus  nam'd  above,  ^gcoa  here. 
•'  His  father  Neptune  he  in  tlrength  furpafs'd ; 
"  At  Jove's  right  hand  his  hideous  form  he  plac'd, 
"  Proud  of  his  might    The  god?  with  fecret  dread, 
"  Beheld  the  huge  enormous  fhape  and  fled. 
"   Remind  him  then  :  for  well  thou  know'ft  the  art: 
"  Go,  clafp  his  knees,  and  melt  his  mighty  heart. 
"  Let  the  driven  Argians,  hunted  o'er  the  plain, 
**  Seek  the  vaft  verge  of  his  terapeftuous  main  : 
*'  There  let  them  perifii,  void  of  all  relief, 
"  My  wrongs  remember,  and  enjoy  their  chief. 
•'  Too  late  with  anguifli  fhall  his  heart  be  torn, 
•'   That  the  firft  Greek  was  made  the  public  fcorn." 
Then  Ihe  (with  tears  her  azure  eyes  ran  o'er :) 
*'  Why  bore  [  thee  !  or  nourifti'd  when  I  bore  1 
•'  Bleft,  if  within  thy  tent,  and  free  from  ftrife, 
■'  Thou  might'ft  pofiefs  the  poor  remains  of  life, 
*'  Thy  death  approaching  now  the  fates  forefhow ; 
*'  Short  is  thy  deftin'd  term,  and  full  of  woe. 
"  Ill-fated  thou  I   and  oh  unhappy  I ! 
■'  Biit  hence  to  the  celeftial  courts  I  fly, 
"  Where,  hid  in  fnow,  to  heaven  Olympus  fwells, 
*'  And  Jove,  rejoicing  in  his  thunder,  dwells. 
"  Mean  time,  my  fon,  indulge  thy  juft  difdain  : 
"   Vent  all  thy  rage,  and  Ihun  the  hoftile  plain, 
"  Till  Jove  returns.     Laft  night  my  waves  he 

"  crofs'd, 
I'  And  fought  the  diflant  Ethiopian  coaft  i 
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♦'   Along  the  fkies  hts  radiant  courfe  he  fteer'd, 
"  Behind  him  all  the  train  of  gods  appear'd, 
"  A  bright  proceffion.     To  the  holy  feaft 
"  Of  blamelefs  men  he  goes  a  grateful  gueft. 
"  To  heaven  he  comes,  when  twice  fix  days  arc 

"  o'er  ! 
"    I'hen  fhall  his  voice  the  fire  of  gods  implore, 
"  Then  to  my  lofty  manfion  will  1  pafs, 
"   Founded  on  rocks  of  ever-during  brafs  : 
"  There  will  I  clafp  his  knees  with  wonted  art, 
"  No  doubt,  my  fon.  but  I  fliall  melt  his  heart." 

She  ceas'd     and  left  him  loft  in  doubtful  care. 
And  bent  on  vengeance  for  the  ravifh'd  fair. 

But,  lafe  arriv'd  near  Chryfa's  facred  ftand. 
The  fage  UlyfTis  now  advanc'd  to  land. 
Along  the  coaft  he  fhoots  with  fwelling  gales. 
Then  lowers  the  lofty  maft,  and  furls  the  fails; 
Next  plies  to  port  with  many  a  well-tim'd  oar. 
And  drops  his  anchors  near  the  faithful  (bore. 
The  bark  now  fix'd  amidft  the  rolling  tide, 
Chryfeis  follows  her  experienc'd  guide  : 
The  gifts  to  Phoebus  from  the  Grecian  hoft, 
A  herd  of  bulls  went  bellowing  o'er  the  coaft. 
To  the  gild's  fane,  high  looking  o'er  the  land,     "^ 
He  led.  and  near  the  altar  took  his  ftand,  C 

rhen  gave  her  joyful  to  her  father's  hand.  j 

"  All  hail!  Atrides  fets  thy  daughter  free, 
"  Sends  offerings  to  thy  god  and  gifts  to  thee. 
"  But   thou  entreat  the  power,  whofe  dreadful 

"  fway 
"  Aiflidls  his  camp,  and  fweeps  his  hoft  away." 

He  faid,  and  gave  her.    The  fond  father  fmii'd 
With  fecret  rapture,  and  embrac'd  his  child. 

The  viiSlims  now  they  range  in  chofen  bands. 
And  offer  gifts  with  unpolluted  hands  : 
When  with  loud  voice,  and  arms  uprear'din  air. 
The  hoary  prieft  preferr'd  this  powerful  prayer  : 

"  Dread  warrior  with  the  filver  bow,  give  ear  r 
"  Patron  of  Chryfa  and  of  Cilia,  hear. 
"  Aboutthisdomethou  walk'ft  thy  conftant  round: 
•'  Still  have  my  vows  thy  power  propitious  found. 
"  Rous'd  by  my  prayers  ev'n  now  thy  vengeance 

"  burns, 
•'  And  fmit  by  thee,  the  Grecian  army  mourns. 
"  Hear  me  once  more;   and  let  the  fup pliant  foe 
"  Avert  thy  wrath,  and  flack  thy  dreadful  bow." 

He  pray'd  :  and  great  Apollo  heard  his  prayer. 
The  fuppliants  now  their  votive  rites  prepare  : 
Amidft  the  flames  they  caft  the  hallow'd  bread. 
And  heaven-ward  turn  each  vidims  deftin'd  head: 
Next  flay  the  fatted  bulls,  their  flcins  divide. 
And  from  each  carcafe  rend  the  fmoking  hide, 
On  every  limb  large  rolls  of  fat  beftow, 
And  chofen  morfels  round  the  offering  ftrow  : 
Myfterious  rites.  Then  on  the  fire  divine 
The  great  high  prieft  pours  forth  the  ruddy  wine  : 
Himfelf  tbe  offering  burns.     On  either  hand 
A  troop  of  youths,  in  decent  order  ftand. 
On  fharpen'd  forks,  obedient  to  the  fire. 
They  turn  the  tafteful  fragments  in  the  fire, 
Adorn  the  feaft,  fee  every  difh  well-ftor'd, 
And  ferve  the  plenteous  meffcs  to  the  board. 

When  now  the  various  ftafts  had  checr'd  their 

fouls,  [bowl% 

With  fparkling  wines  they  crown  the  genero;,,* 


»i» 


THE   WORKS    OF   TICKELL. 


The  fir  ft  libations  to  Apollo  pay, 
And  folemnife  with  facred  hymns  the  day  : 
His  praife  in  lb  Pxans  loud  they  fing, 
'And  foothe  the  rage  of  the  far-fhooting  king. 
J^r.  evening,  through  the  Oioredifpers'dthey  fleep, 
Hufhd  by  the  diftant  roarings  of  the  deep. 

When  now,  afcending  from  the  (hades  of  night, 
Awfti.  glow'd  in  all  her  rofy  light, 
The  daughter  of  the  dawn  :  th*  awakcn'd  crew 
Back  to  the  Greeks  encamp'd  their  couife  renew. 
The  breezes  freflien  :  for  with  friendly  gales 
Apollo  fwell'd  their  wide,  diftended,  fails  : 
Cleft  by  the  rapid  prow,  the  waves  divide. 
And  ill  hoarfe  murmurs  break  on  either  fide 
In  fafety  to  the  deftin'd  port  they  pafs'd, 
And  fix'd  their  bark  with  grappling  haulfers  faft  ; 
Then  dragg'd  her  farther,  on  the  dry-land  coaft, 
Regain'd  their  tents,  and  mingled  in  the  hoft. 

But  fierce  Achilles,  ftill  on  vengeance  bent, 
Cheri(h'd  his  wrath,  and  madden'd  in  his  tent. 
Th'affemblcd  chiefs  he  ftiun'd  with  high  difdain, 
A  band  of  kings  :  nor  fought  the  hoftile  plain ; 
But  lorg'd  to  hear  the  diftant  troops  engage, 
The  ftrife  grov/  doubtful,  and  the  battle  rage. 

Twelve   days  were  pafl;  and  now  th'  ethereal 
train, 
Jnve  at  their  head,  to  heaven  retiarn'd  again  t 
When  Thetis,  from  the  deep  prepar'd  to  rife, 
Shot  through  a  big-fwoln  wave,  and  pierc'd  the 

fkies. 
At  early  morn  ftie  reach'd  the  realms  above. 
The  court  of  gods,  the  refidence  of  Jove. 

On  the  top  point  of  high  Olympus,  crown'd 
With  hills  on  hilU,  him  far  apart  fhe  found. 
Above  the  reft.  The  earth  beneath  difplay'd 
(A  boundlefsprofpeA)  his  broad  eye  furvey'd. 
Her  left  hand  grafp'd  his  knee§,  her  right  fhe  rear'd, 
Andtouch'd  with  blandilhment  his  awful  beard  ; 
Then,  fuppliant,  withfubmiflive  voice  implor'd 
Old  Saturn's  fon,  the  god  by  gods  adorM  : 

"  If  e'er,  by  rebel  deities  oppreft, 
*'  My  aid  rcliev'd  thee,  grant  this  one  requeft. 
*'  Since  to  ftiort  life  my  haplefs  fon  was  born, 
•'  Do  thou  with  fame  the  fcanty  fpace  adorn. 
"  Panifh  the  king  of  men,  whofe  lawlefsfway 
"  Hath  (ham'd  the  youth,  and  fciz'd  his  deftin'd 

"  Awhile  let  Troy  prevail, that  Greece  may  grieve, 
*•  And  doubled  honours  to  my  offspring  give." 

She  fait].     The  god  vouchfaf 'd  not  to  reply 
(A  deep  fufpence  fat  in  his  thoughtful  eye)  : 
Once  more  around  his  knees  the  goddcfs  clung, 
And  to  foft  accents  form'd  her  artful  tongue  : 
•*  Oh  !  fpeak.     Or  grant  me,  or  deny  my  prayer. 
"  Fear  not  to  fpeak,  v/hat  I  am  doom'd  to  bear  ; 
f  That  I  may  know,  if  thou  my  prayer  deny, 
"  The  moft  dcfpis'd  of  all  the  gods  am  I." 

With  a  deep  figh  the  thundering  power  replies  ; 
"  To  what  a  height  will  Juno's  anger  rife  ! 
"  Still  doth  her  voice  before  the  gods  upbraid 
•'  My  partial  hand,  that  gives  the  Trojans  aid. 
•'  I  grant  thy  fuit.     But,  hence  '.  depart  unfeen, 
"  And  fhun  the  fight  of  heaven's  fufpicious  queen. 
"  Believe  my  nod,  the  great,  the  certain  fign, 
P  When  Jove  propitious  hears  the  pgyvers  divine ; 


"  The  fign  that  ratifies  my  high  comman(}, 

"  That  thus  I  will :  and  what  I  will  fliall  ftand."* 

This  faid,  his  kingly  brow  the  fire  inclin'd; 
The  large  black  curls  fell  awful  from  behind, 
Thick  Ihadowing  the  fl:ern  forehead  of  the  god  » 
Olympus  trembled  at  th'  almighty  nod. 

The  goddefs  fmii'd  :   and,  with  a  fudden  leap, 
From  the  high  mountain  plung'd  into  the  deep. 

But  Jove  repair'd  to  hisceleftial  towers : 
And,  as  he  rofe,  up-rofe  th'  immortal  powers. 
In  ranks,  on  either  fide,  th'  affembly  caft, 
Bow'd  down,  and  did  obeifance  as  he  pafs'd. 

To  him  enthron'd  (for  whifpering  (he  had  feea 
Clofe  at  his  knees  the  filver-footed  queen. 
Daughter  of  him,  who, low  beneath  the  tides, 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  refides) 
Big  with  inve<£t:ives,  Juno  filence  broke. 
And  thus,  opprobrious  her  refentmcnts  fpoke  : 

'^  Falfe  Jove  !  what  goddefs  whifpering  did  I 
fee? 
"  O  fond  of  counfels,  ftill  conceal'd  from  me  I 
"  To  me,  negle«flcd,  thou  wilt  ne'er  impart 
"  One  fingle  thought  of  thy  dofe-cover'd  heart." 

To  whom  the  fire  of  gods  and  men  reply'd  ; 
"  Strive  not  to  find,  what  1  decree  to  hide. 
"  Laborious  were  the  fcarch,  and  vain  the  ftrife, 
"  Vain  ev'n  for  thee,  my  fitter  and  my  wife, 
"  The  thoughts  and  counfels,  proper  to  declare,      j 
"  Nor  god  nor  mortal  fhajl  before  thee  {hare  :         i 
"  But,  what  my  fccrct  wifdom  fliall  ordain, 
"  Think  not  to  reach,  for  know  the  thought  were 
"  vain. 

"  Dread  Saturn's  fon,  why  fo  fevere  ?"  replies 
'*  The  goddefs  of  the  large  majeflic  eyes,      [fliow  % 
"  Thy  own   dark:  thoughts  at  pleafure  hide,  of 
"  Ne'er  have  I  afk'd,  nor  now  afpire  to  know. 
"  Nor  yet  my  fears  are  vain,  nor  came  unfeen 
"  To  thy  high  throne,  the  filver-footed  queen, 
"  Daughter  of  him,  who  low  beneath  the  tides 
"  Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  refides. 
"  Thy  nod  aflures me  flie  was  not  deny'd  : 
"  And  Greece  muft  perifh  for  a  madman's  pride." 

To  whom  the  god,  whofe  hand  thetempeflforms. 
Drives  clouds  on  clouds,  and  blackens  heaven  with 
(lorms,  [plain  ? 

Thus  wrathful   anfwer'd :  "  Doft  thou  ftiill  comr 
"   Perplex'd  for  ever,  and  perplex'd  in  vain  ! 
"  Should'ft  thou  difclcfe  the  dark  event  to  come, 
"  How  wilt  thou  ftop  th'  irrevocable  doom  1        ^ 
"  This  ferves  the  more  to  fliarpen  my  difdain  ; 
"  And  woes  forefeen  but  lengthen  out  thy  pain. 
"  Be  filent  then.     Difpure  not  my  command; 
"  Nor  tempt  the  force  of  this  fuperior  hand  : 
"  Left  all  the  gods,  around  thee  leagu'd,  engage 
"  In  vain  to  fhield  thee  from  my  kindled  rage." 

Mute  and  abafti'd  fhe  fat  without  reply. 
And  downward  turn'd  her  large  majcftic  eye, 
Mor  further  durft  th'  offended  fire  provoke  ; 
The  gods  around  him  trembled,  as  he  fpoke. 
When  Vulcan,  for  his  mother  fore  diftrefs'd, 
Turn'd  orator,  and  thus  his  fpeech  addrefs'd  : 

"  Hard  is  our  fate,  if  men  of  mortal  line 
"  Stir  up  debate  among  the  powers  divine, 
"  If  things  on  earth  difturb  the  bleft  atJodes, 
"  And  mar  th'  ambrofial  ban<met  of  the  godi! 
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"  Then  let  my  mother  once  be  rul'd  by  me, 

"  Though  much  more  wife  than  I  pretend  to  be  : 

•'  Let  me  advife  her  filent  to  obey, 

"  And  due  fubmiffion  to  our  father  pay. 

"  Nor  force  again  his  gloomy  rage  to  rife, 

"  Ill-tim'd,  and  damp  the  revels  of  the  flcies. 

"  For  fliould  he  tofs  her  from  th*  Olympian  hill, 

"  Who  could  refift  the  mighty  monarch's  will  ? 

"  Then  thou  to  love  the  thunderer  reconcile, 

"  And  tempt  him  kindly  on  us  all  to  fmile." 

He  faid  ;  and  in  his  tottering  hands  uo-bore 
A  double  goblet,  fiU'd,  and  foaming  o'er. 

"  Sit  down,  dear  mother,  with  a  heart  content, 
"  Nor  urge  a  more  difgraccful  puniftiment, 
"  Which  if  great  Jove  infli^,  poor  I,  difmay'd, 
"  Muft  {land  aloof,  ncr  dare  to  give  thee  aid. 
"  Great  Jove  (ball  reign  for  ever,  uncontroi'd  : 
"  Remember,  when  I  took  thy  part  of  old, 
"  Caught  by  the  heel  he  fwung  me  round  on  high, 
"  And  headlong  hurl'd  me  from  th'  etherial  Iky  : 
"  From  morn  to  noon  \  fell,  from  noon  to  night ; 
"  Till  pitch'd  on  l.emnos,  a  moft  piteous  fight, 
"  The  Sintians  hardly  could  my  breath  recal, 
"  Giddy  and  gafping  with  the  dreadful  fall." 

She  fmil'd  :  and,  fmiling,  her  white  arm  dif- 
play'd 
To  reach  the  bowl  her  aukward  fon  convey'd 
From  right  to  left  the  generous  bowl  he  crown'd, 
And  dealt  the  rofy  necftar  fairly  round. 
The  gods  laugh'd  out,  unwcary'd,  as  they  fpy'd 
The  bufy  Ikinker  hop  from  fide  to  fide. 

Thus,  feafting  to  the  full,  they  pafs'd  away. 
In  blififul  banquets,  all  the  live-long  day. 
Nor  wanted  melody.     With  heavenly  art 
The  mufes  fung  ;  each  mufe  perfiKm'd  her  part. 
Alternate  warbling ;  while  the  golden  lyre, 
Touch'd  by  Apollo,  led  the  vocal  choir. 
The  fun  at  length  declin'd,  when  every  gueft 
Sought  his  bright  palace,  and  withdrew  to  reft; 
Each  had  his  palace  on  th'  Olympian  hill, 
A  mafterpiece  of  Vulcan's  matchlefs  fkill. 
Ev'n  he,  the  god,  who  heaven's  great  fceptre  fways, 
And  frowns  amid  the  lightning's  dreadful  blaze, 
His  bed  of  ftate  afcending,  lay  compos'd  ; 
His  eyes  a  fwcct  refrefliing  flumbcr  clos'd  : 
Aud  at  his  fide,  all-glcrious  to  behold, 
Was  Juno  lodg'd  in  her  alcove  af  gold. 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  WARWICK, 

ON  THE  HEATH  OF  MS..  ADDISON. 

If,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  mufe  hath  flay'd, 
And  left  her  debt  to  Addifon  unpaid, 
Blame  not  her  filence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan, 
And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bofom  by  your  own. 
What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires  '. 
Slow  comes  the  verfe  that  real  woe  infpires : 
Grief  unaffeded  fuits  but  ill  with  art, 
Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. 
Can  I  forget  the  difmal  night  that  gave 
My  foul's  beft  part  for  ever  to  the  grave  ! 
How  filent  did  his  old  companions  tread. 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  manfions  of  the  dead, 
Through  breathing  ftatues,  then  unheeded  things, 
■f  hrough  rows  of  waniprr,  and  throvgh  walks  of 
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What  awe  did  the  flow  folemn  Jtm;II  infpire ; 
The  pealing  organ,  and  the  paufing  choir  ; 
The  duties  by  the  lawn-rob'd  prelate  pay'd ; 
And  the  laft  words,  that  dull  to  duft  convey'd  ? 
While  fpeechlefs  o'er  thy  clofing  grave  we  bend» 
Accept  thefe  tears,  thou  dear  departed  friend. 
Oh,  gone  for  ever !  take  this  long  adieu ; 
And  fleep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montague. 
To  drew  frefh  laurels,  let  the  talk  be  mine, 
A  frequent  pilgrim,  at  thy  facred  fhrinc ; 
Mine  with  true  fitjhs  thy  abfence  to  bemoan, 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  thy  ftone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  part, 
May  Jhame  afflicft  this  alienated  heart; 
Of  thee  f  >rgetful  if  I  form  a  fong. 
My  lyre  be  broken,  anduntun'd  my  tongue. 
My  grief  be  doubled  from  thy  image  free. 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchaftis'd  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aides  alone. 
Sad  luxury  !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown, 
Along  the  walls  where  fpeaking  marbles  ftow 
What  worthies  form  the  hailow'd  mould  belovr  ; 
Proud  names,  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  heldi, 
In  arras  who  triumph'd  ;  or  in  arts  excell'd  ; 
Chiefs, grac'd  with  fears,  and  prodigal  of  blood; 
Stern  patriots,  who  for  facred  freedom  ftood; 
Juft  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  given; 
Andfaints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  heavenj 
Ne'er  to  thefe  chambers,  where  the  mighty  reft. 
Since  their  foundation,  came  a  nobler  gueft ; 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  blifs  convey'd 
A  fairer  fpirit  or  more  welcome  ftiade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  juft  aflign'd. 
What  new  employments  pleafe  th'  unbody'd  mind; 
A  winged  virtue,  through  th'  ethereal  Iky, 
From  world  to  world  unweary'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maze 
Of  heaven's  decrees,  where  wondering  angels  gaze; 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  feraphs  tell 
How  Michael  battl'd,  and  the  dragon  fell; 
Or,  mix'd  with  milder  cherubim,  to  glow 
In  hymns  of  love,  not  ill  eilay'd  below  ? 
Or  doft  thou  warn  puor  mortals  left  behind, 
A  talk  well-fuited  to  thy  gentle  miud  ? 
Oh  !  if  fomctimcs  thy  fpotlefs  form  defcend  ; 
To  me  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  genius,  lend  I 
When  rage  mifguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarms. 
When  pain  diftrefl'es,  or  when  pleafure  charms. 
In  filent  whifperings  purer  thoughts  impart. 
And  turn  from  ill,  a  frail  and  feeble  heart ; 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trod  before. 
Till  blifs  fliall  join,  nor  death  can  part  us  more. 

That  awful  form,  which,  fo  the  heavens  decree, 
Muft  ftill  be  lov'd  and  ftill  deplor'd  by  me ; 
In  nightly  vifions  feldom  fails  to  rife. 
Or,  rous'd  by  fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 
If  bufinefs  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite ; 
Th'  unblemifti'd  ftatefman  feems  to  ftrike  my  fight; 
if  in  the  ftagc  I  feek  to  foothe  my  care ; 
I  meet  his  foul  which  breathes  in  Cato  there  ; 
If  penfive  to  the  rural  fliades  I  rove  ; 
His  ftiape  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove  ; 
Twas  there  of  juft  and  good  he  reafon'd  ftrong, 
C!e\r'd  fome  great  truth,  or  rais'd  fome  ferious 
fcng; 
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Tliere  patient  fhow'd  us  the  wife  courfe  to  (leer, 
A  candid  cenfor,  and  a  friend  fevere; 
There  taught  us  how  to  live  ;  and  (oh  '.  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 
Th.m  hill,  whofe  brow  the  antique  ftru(fturcs 

Fear'd  by  bold  chiefs  of  Warwick  s  noble  race, 

•Why  once  fo  lov'd,  whene'er  thy  bower  appears, 

O'er  my  Jim  eye-balK  glance  the  fudden  tears  ! 

How  iweet  were  once  t'^y  profpedts  frelh  and  fair, 

Thy  Hoping  walks,  and  unpolluted  air! 

How  fweet  the  glooms  beneath  thy  aged  trees, 

Thy  noou  tide  Ihadow,  and  thy  evening  breeze  : 

His  image  thy  forlakcn  bowers  leftore; 

Thy  walks  and  airy  profpeas  tharm  no  more; 

Mo  nv>re  the  fummer  in  thy  glooms  allay'd, 

Thy  evening  breezes,  and  thy  noon-day  Ihadc. 

l^rom  other  hilU,  however  fortune  frown  d; 
Some  refuge  in  the  mule's  art  I  found  ; 
ReluiiUnt  now  I  touch  the  trembling  firing. 
Bereft  of  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  fing ; 
And  thefc  fad  accents,  murmur'd  o'er  his  urn, 
Betray  that  abfence,  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
O     mult  I  then  ^^now  frefli  my  bofom  bleeds, 
And  Craggs  m  death  to  Addifon  fucceeds) 
The  vcrle,  begun  to  one  loft  friend,  prolong, 
And  weep  a  lecond  in  th'  unfinifli'd  long. 

Thefe  works  divine,  which  on  his  death-bed  laid 
To  thee,  O  Craggs .  th'  expiring  fagc  convey'd, 
Great,  but  jll-omen'd,  monument  of  fame, 
Mor  ho  furviv'd  to  give,  nor  thou  to  claim. 
Swift  after  him  thy  focial  fpirit  flies, 
And  clofe  to  his,  how  foon    thy  coflin  lies, 
ileft  pair  .  whofe  union  future  bards  ftiall  tell 
III  future  tongues :  each  other's  boad  !  farewell, 
farewell !  whom,  join'd  in   fame,   in  friendfhip 

}io  chance  could  fever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 
COLIN  AND  LUCY. 

A  EALf AD. 

Of  Leinfter,  fam'd  for  maidens  fair, 

Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace  ; 
Nor  e'er  did  Liffy's  limpid  ftream 

Rtfled  fo  Iwcct  a  face  : 
Till  luckiefs  love,  and  pining  care, 

Impaii'd  licr  roly  hue, 
Her  coral  lip-,  and  danialk  cheeks, 

And  eyes  of  gi>  ffy  blue. 
Oh,  have  you  feen  a  lily  pale, 

When  beating  rains  defcend  ? 
So  droop'd  the  flow-confuming  maid, 

Her  life  now  near  its  end. 
Ey  Lucy  warn'd,  of  flattering  fwains 

Take  heed,  ye  eal'y  lair  : 
Of  vengeance  due  to  broken  vows. 

Ye  perjur'd  fwains,  beware. 
Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  Heard  to  ring; 
And  Ihrieking  at  her  window  thricej 

The  raven  flap'd  his  wing 
(joo  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  knew 

■  TUc  foleom  boding  found : 


And  thus,  in  dying  words,  befpoke 
The  virgins  weeping  round  : 

"  I  hear  a  voice,  you  cannot  hear, 

"  Which  fays,  I  muft  not  ftay ; 
"  I  fee  a  hand,  you  cannot  fee, 

"   Which  beckons  me  away. 
««  By  a  falfe  heart,  and  broken  vows, 

"  In  early  youth  I  die  : 
"  Was  I  to  blame,  becaufe  his  bride 

"  Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 
"  Ah,  Colin  ;  give  not  her  thy  vows, 

"  Vows  due  to  me  alone  : 
«•  Nor  thou,  fond  maid,  receive  hiskifs, 

"  Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 
"  To-m(irrow,  in  the  church  to  wed, 

"  Impatient,  b6th  prepare  ! 
"  But  know,  fond  maid ;  and  know, falfe  Mao^ 

"  That  Lucy  will  be  there  ! 
"  Then  bear  my  corfe,  my  comrades,  bear, 

•'  This  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet, 
"   He  in  his  wedding-trim  fo  gay, 

"  I  in  my  winding  flieet." 
She  fp'ike,  Ihe  dy'd,  her  corfe  was  borne, 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet, 
He  in  his  wedding  trim  fo  gay, 

She  in  her  winding-fbeet 
Then  what  were  perjur'd  Colin's  thoughts? 

How  were  thefc  nuptials  kept  ? 
rhe  bridefmen  flock'd  round  Lucy  dead. 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Confui'on,  fliame,  remorfe,  defpair, 

M  once  his  bofom  fwell : 
The  damps  of  death  bedew'd  his  brow. 

He  fhook,  he  groan'd,  he  fell, 
from  the  vain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimfon  fled. 
When,  ftretch'd  before  her  rival's  corfe, 

She  faw  her  hufband  dead. 
Then  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Convey'd  by  trembling  fwains. 
One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  fod. 

For  ever  he  remains. 
Oft  at  his  grave,  the  conftant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  feen  ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots, 

They  deck  the  facred  green  ; 
But,  fwain  forfworn,  whoe'er  thou  art, 

I'his  hallow'd  fpot  forbear ; 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate. 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 

TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLERj 

AT   HIS  COUNTRY   SEAT. 

To  Whitton'b  fliades,  and  Hounflow's  airy  plain, 
Thou,  Kneller,  tak'ft  thy  fummer  flights  in  vain, 
In  vain  thy  wilh  gives  all  thy  rural  hours 
To  the  faif  villa,  and  well-order'd  bowers ; 
To  court  thy  j  encil  early  at  thy  gates. 
Ambition  knocks,  and  fleeting  beauty  waits ; 
The  boaftful  mufe,  of  others  fame  fo  fure, 
Impl  res  thy  aid  to  make  her  own  fecure  ; 
1  he  great,  the  fair,  and,  if  aught  nobler  bCj 

Aught  more  belov'd,  the  arts  foUcU  tl>e«= 
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HoT!?  canft  thou  hope  to  fly  the  world,  in  vain 
From  Europe  fever'd  by  the  circling  main  ; 
Sought  by  the  kings  of  every  diftant  land, 
And  every  hero  worthy  of  thy  hand  ? 
Haft  thou  forgot  that  mighty  Bourbon  fear'd 
He  ftill  was  mortal,  till  thy  draught  appear'd  ? 
That  Cofmo  chofe  thy  glowing  form  to  place, 
Amidft  her  mailers  of  the  Lombard  race  ? 
See  on  her  Titian's  and  her  Guide's  urns, 
Her  falling  arts  forlorn  Hefperia  mourns ; 
While  Britain  wins  each  garland  from  her  brow, 
Her  wit  "and  freedom  firft,  her  painting  now. 

Let  the  faint  copier,  on  old  fiber's  fhore, 
Nor  mean  the  talk,  each  breathing  buft  explore, 
Line  after  line,  with  painful  patience  trace, 
This  Roman  grandeur,  that  Athenian  grace  ; 
Vain  care  of  paints ,  if,  impotent  of  foul, 
Th'  induflrious  workman  fails  to  warm  the  whole, 
Each  theft  betrays  the  marble  whence  it  came, 
And  a  cool  ilatue  ftiffens  in  the  frame. 
Thee  nature  taught,  nor  art  her  aid  deny'd, 
The  kindefh  miftrefs,  and  the  fureft  guide, 
To  catch  a  likenefs  at  one  pierciiig  fight, 
And  place  the  faireft  in  the  fairell  light ; 
Ere  yet  thy  pencil  tries  her  nicer  toils. 
Or  on  thy  pallet  lie  the  blended  oils, 
Thy  carelefs  chalk  has  half  atthiev'd  thy  art. 
And  her  juft  image  makes  Cleora  ftart. 

A  mind  that  grafps  the  whole  is  rarely  found, 
Half  learn'd,  half  painters,  and  half  wits,  abound  ; 
Few,  like  thy  genius,  at  proportion  aim, 
All  great,  all  graceful,  and  throughout  the  fame. 
'  Such  be  thy  life,  O  fince  the  glorious  rage 
That  fir'd  thy  youth  1  flames  unfubdued  by  age ; 
Though  wealth,  nor  fame,  now  touch  thy  fated 

mind. 
Still  tinge  the  canvas,  hounteous  to  mankind ; 
Since  after  thee  may  rife  an  impious  line, 
Coarfe  manglers  of  the  human  face  divine. 
Paint  on,  till  fate  dilTolve  thy  mortal  part, 
And  live  and  die  the  monarch  of  thy  art. 

ON   THE 

DEATH  OF  THE  EARL  OF  CACOGAN. 

Ot  Marlborough's  captains,  andEugenio's  friends, 
The  laft,  Cadogan,  to  the  grave  defcends  : 
Low  lies  each  hand,    whence   Blenheim's  glory 
fprung,  [f'^f'g'- 

The   chiefs  who   conquer'd,    and  the  bards  who 
From  his  col^  corfe  though  every  friend  be  fled, 
Lo  1  envy  waits,  that  lover  of  the  dead  : 
"Fhus  did  fhe  feign  o'er  Naffau's  herfe  to  mourn  ; 
Thus  wept  infidious  Churchill  o'er  thy  urn  ; 
To  blaft  the  living,  gave  the  dead  their  due, 
^,nd  wreaths,  herfelf  had  tainted,  trim'd  anew. 
Thou,  yet  unnam'd  to  fill  his  en;pty  place, 
And  lead  to  war  thy  country's  growing  race.. 
Tal;e  every  wilh  a  Brinili  heart  can  frame. 
Add  palni  to  palm,  and  rife  from  fpsie  to  fame. 
An  hour  mufl  come,  when  thou  Ihalt  hear  with 
rage 
T^jyfelf  traduc'd,  and  curfc  a  thanklefs  ac;e  : 
Kor  yet  for  this  decline  the  generous  (Irife, 
Thefc  ills,  brave  man,  Ihall  quit  thee  with  thy  life, 


Alive,  though  ftain'd  by  every  abjeft  flave. 
Secure  of  fame  and  juftice  in  the  grave. 

Ah,  no  '. when  once  the  mortal  yields  to  fate^ 

The  blaft  of  fame's  fweet  trumpet  fuunds  too  late. 

Too  late  to  ftay  the  fpirlt  on  its  flight, 

Or  foothe  the  new  inhabitant  of  light ; 

Who  hears  regardlefs,  while  fond  man,  diftrefs'd. 

Hangs  on  the  abfent,  and  lamgnts  the  bleft. 

Farewell  then  fame,  ill  Ibnght  through  fields 
and  blond, 
Farewell  unfaithful  promifer  of  good  : 
rhou  muGc,  warbling  to  the  deafen'd  car  I 
Thou  incenfe  wafted  on  the  funeral  bier  1 
Through  life  purfued  in  vain,  by  death  obtain'J, 
When  alk'd,  deny'd  us,  and  when  given,  difdain'd. 

AN  ODE, 

Infcr'ihed  to  the  Earl  cf  Sunderland,  at  JVindJofm 

Tnou  dome,  where  Edward  firft  enroll'd 
His  red-crofs  knights  and  barons  bold, 
Whofe  vacant  feats,  by  virtue  bought. 
Ambitious  emperors  have  fought : 
Where  Britain's  foremoft  names  are  found, 
In  peac.e  belov'd,  in  war  renown'd, 
who  made  the  hoftile  nations  moan. 
Or  brought  a  blefling  on  their  own  : 

Once  more  a  fon  of  Spenfer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates ; 
Sprung  from  the  chief  whofe  prowefs  gain'd 
The  garter  while  thy  founder  reign'd. 
He  ofTer'd  here  his  dinted  fhield. 
The  dread  of  Gauls  in  CrefE's  field. 
Which,  in  thy  high-arch'd  temple  tais'd. 
For  four  long  centuries  hath  blaz'd, 

Thefc  feats  our  fires,  a  hardy  kind, 
To  the  nei  ce  fons  of  war  confin'd. 
The  flower  of  chivalry,  who  drew 
With  fmew'd  arm  the  ftubborn  yew  : 
Or  with  heav'd  pole-ax  clear'd  the  field  ; 
Or  who,  in  jufts  and  tourneys  flcill'd. 
Before  their  ladies  eyes  rencwn'd, 
Threw  horfe  and  hoifeman  to  the  ground. 

In  after-times,  as  courts  rgfin'd. 
Our  patriots  in  the  lift  were  join'd. 
Not  only  Warwick  ftain'd  with  blood. 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood. 
Have  in  their  crimfon  crofies  glow'd  ; 
But,  on  juft  lawgivers  beftow'd, 
Thefe  emblems  Cecjl  did  inveft. 
And  gleam'd  on  wife  Godolphin's  breaft. 

So  Greece,  ere  arts  began  to  rife, 
Fix'd  huge  Orion  in  the  fkies. 
And  ftern  Alcides,  fam'd  in  wars, 
Eefpangled  with  a  thoufand  ftars; 
Till  ktter'd  Athens  rouad  the  pole 
Made  gentler  confteilatinns  roll ; 
In  the  blue  heavens  the  lyre  Ihe  ftrurtg. 
And  near  the  Maid  the  *  Balance  hung. 

Then,  Spenfer,  mount  amid  the  band. 
Where  knights  and  Itings  promifcuous  fkanJ. 

*  Names  of  (onjiellations. 
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What  though  the  hero's  flame  reprefs'd 
Burns  calmly  in  thy  generous  bread  ! 
Vet  who  more  dauntlefs  to  oppofe 
In  doubtful  days  our  home-bred  foes  ! 
Who  rais'd  hit  country's  wealth  fo  liigh, 
Or  view'd  with  lefs  deOring  eye  ! 

The  fage  who  large  of  foul  furvcys 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empires  weighs^ 
Wacehful  the  various  climes  to  guid?, 
Vhich  feas,  and  tongues,  and  faiths,  divide, 
A  nobler  name  in  Windfor's  fhrine, 
Shall  have,  if  riglu  the  mule  divine, 
Than  fprung  of  old,  abhorr'd  and  vain. 
From  ravag'd  realms,  and  myriads  flain. 

Why  praife  we,  prodigal  of  fame. 
The  rage  that  fets  the  world  on  flame  ? 
My  guiltlefs  mufc  his  brow  fliall  bind, 
Whofe  godlike  bounty  fpares  mankind. 
For  thofe,  whom  bloody  garlands  crown, 
The  brafs  may  breathe,  the  marble  frown, 
To  him  through  every  refcued  land, 
ten  thoufand  living  trophies  {land. 

KENSINGTON-GARDEN. 

"  —  Campos,  ubi  Troja  fuit." Virg. 

Where  Kcnfington  high  o'er  the  neighbouring 

lands 
'Midft  greens  and  fwects,  a  regal  fabric,  ftands. 
And  fees  each  fpring,  luxuriant  in  her  bowers, 
A  fnow  of  blofTonis,  and  a  wild  of  flowers, 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  in  crowds  repair 
To  gravel  walks,  and  unpolluted  air. 
Here,  while  the  town  in  damps  and  darknefs  lies, 
They  breathe  in  fun-fliine,  and  fee  azure  Ikies  ; 
3Each  walk,  with  robes  of  various  dyes  befpread. 
Seems  from  afar  a  moving  tulip-bed, 
Where  rich  brocades  and  gloffy  damalks  glow, 
And  chints,the  rival  of  the  fnowery  bow. 

Here  England's  daughter,  darling  of  the  land. 
Sometimes,  furrounded  with  her  virgin  band. 
Gleams  through  the  fhades.     She,  towering  o'er 

the  reft. 
Stands  faireft  of  the  fairer  kind  confefs'd,      [ny'd, 
Form'd  to  gain  hearts,  that  Brunlwick's  caui'e  de- 
And  charm  a  people  to  her  father's  iide.    [known, 

Long  have  thefe  groves  to   royal  guefts  been 
Nor  Naflau  firft  prefer'd  them  to  a  throne. 
£re  Norman  banners  wav'd  in  Biitifh  air; 
Ere  lordly  Hubba  with  the  golden  hair 
Pour'd  in  his  Danes;  ere  elder  Julius  came- 
Or  Dardan  Brutus  gave  our  ifle  a  name ; 
A  prince  of  Albion's  lineage  grac'd  the  wood, 
'i"he  fcene  of  wars,  and  ftain'd  with  lovers'  blood. 

You,  who  through  gazing  crowds,  your  captive 
throng, 
Throw  pangs  and  paHions,  as  you  move  along 
Turn  on  the  left,  ye  fair,  your  radiant  eyes, 
Where  all  unlevell'd  the  gay  garden  lies  : 
If  generous  anguilh  for  another's  pains         [veins, 
5re  heav'd  your  hearts,  or  fhiver'd  through  your 
Look  down  attentive  en  the  pleafing  dale, 
And  liftcn  to  my  melancholy  talc. 

That  hollow  fpace,  where  now  in  living  row* 
Lin«  above  lioc  th«  yew's  fad  verdure  grows, 


Was,  ere  the  planter's  hand  its  b'eanty  gave 

A  common  pit,  a  rude  unfafliion'd  cave. 

The  landlkip  now  fo  fwcet  we  well  may  praife  i 

But  far,  far  fwecter  in  its  ancient  days. 

Far  fweeter  was  it,  when  its  peopled  ground 

With  fairy  domes  and  dazzling  towers  was  crown'd. 

Whsre  in  the  midft  thofe  verdant  pillars  fpring, 

Role  the  proud  palace  of  the  Klfin  king ; 

For  every  hedge  of  vegetable  green. 

In  happier  years  a  crowded  ftreet  was  feen  ; 

Nor  all  thofe  leaves  that  now  the  profpecft  grace^ 

Could  match  the  numbers  of  its  pygmy  race. 

What  urg'd  this  mighty  empire  to  its  fate, 

A  tale  of  woe  and  wonder,  I  relate. 

When  Albion  rul'd  the  land,  whofe  lineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  dame. 
Their  midnight  pranks  the  fprightly  fairies  play'd 
On  every  hill,  and  danc'd  in  every  Ihade. 
But,  foes  to  fun-fhine,  moft  they  took  delight 
In  dells  and  dales  conceal'd  from  human  fight  i 
There  hew'd  their  houfes  in  the  arching  rock; 
Or  fcoop'd  the  bofom  of  the  blafted  oak; 
Or  beard,  o'erfhadow'd  by  fome  (helving  hill, 
The  diftant  murmurs  of  the  falling  rill. 
They,  rich  in  pilfer'd  fpoils,  indulg'd  their  mirth, 
And  pity'd  the  huge  wretched  fons  of  earth. 
Ev'n  now,  'tis  faid,  the  hinds  o'erhear  their  flrain. 
And  ftrive  to  viev/  their  airy  forms  in  vain  : 
They  to  their  cells  at  man's  approach  repair. 
Like  the  (hy  leveret,  or  the  mother- hare. 
The  whilft  poor  mortals  flartle  at  the  found 
Of  unfeen  footfteps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  this  garden,  then  with  woods  o'crgrown. 
Stood  the  lov'd  feat  of  royal  Oberon. 
From  every  region  to  his  palace-gate 
Gam«  peers  and  princes  of  the  fairy  flate. 
Who,  rank'd  in  council  round  the  facred  fhade, 
Their  monarch's  will  and  great  behefts  obey'd. 
From  Thames'  fair  banks, by  lofty  towers  adorn'^, 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chiefs  return'd  : 
Hence  in  proud  robes,  and  colours  bright  and  gay. 
Shone  every  knight  and  every  lovely  fay. 
WhQe'cr  on  Powell's  dazzling  llage  difplay'd. 
Hath  fam'd  King  Pepin,  and  his  court  furvey'd, 
May  guefs,  if  old  by  modern  things  we  trace, 
The  pomp  and  fplendour  of  the  fairy  race. 

By  magic  fenc'd,  by  fpells  encompafs'd  round, 
No  mortal  touch'd  this  interdi(Sed  ground  ; 
No  mortal  enter'd,  thofe  alone  who  came 
Stol'n  from  the  couch  of  fome  terreftrial  dame  : 
For  oft  of  babes  they  robb'd  the  matron's  bed. 
And  left  fome  fickly  changeling  in  their  {lead. 

It  chanc'd  a  youth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  fofter'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood. 
Milkah  for  wiles  above  her  peers  renown'd, 
Dcep-fkill'd  in  charms  and  many  a  myflic  found. 
As  through  the  regal  dome  {he  fought  for  prey, 
Obferv'd  the  infant  Albion  where  he  lay 
In  mantles  broider'd  o'er  with  gorgeous  pride. 
And  flole  him  from  the  fleeping  mother's  fide. 

Who  now  but  Milkah  triumphs  in  her  mind  1 
Ah,  wretched  nymph,  to  future  evils  blind  ! 
The  time  fhall  come  whea  thou  flialt  dearly  pay 
The  theft,  hard-hearted  1  of  that  guilty  day  : 
Thou  in  thy  turn  Ihalt  like  the  queen  repine,  . 

And  all  her  forrows,  doubled,  {hall  be  thine :  JJ 
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He  who  adorns  thy  hotife,  the  lovely  hoy 
Who  now  adornsit,  fhall  at  length  deftroy.    , 

Two  hundred  moons  in  their  pale  courfe  had  feen 
The  gay-rob'd  fairies  glimmer  on  the  green, 
And  Albion  now  had  reach'd  in  youthful  prime 
To  nineteen  yesrs,  as  mortals  meafure  time. 
Flufh'd  with  refiftlefs  charms  he  fir'd  to  love 
Ejtch  nymph  and  little  Dryad  of  the  grove  ; 
Tor  fkilful  Milkah  fpar'd  not  to  employ 
Her  utmoft  art  to  rear  the  princely  boy  ; 
Each  fupple  limb  Ihe  fwath'd,  and  tender  bone, 
And  to  the  Elfin  ftandard  kept  him  down  ; 
She  robb'd  dwarf-elders  of  their  fragrant  fruit, 
And  fed  him  early  with  the  daify's  root, 
"Whence  throiSgh  his  veins  the  powerful  juices  ran, 
And  form'd  in  beauteous  miniature  the  man. 
A'et  flillftwo  inches  taller  than  the  reft, 
His  lofty  port  his  human  birth  confefs'd  ; 
A  foot  in  height,  how  ftatcly  did  he  fhoW  I 
How  lo(  k  fuperior  on  the  crowd  below  1 
What  knight  like  him  could  tofs  the  rufhy  lance  1 
Who  move  fo  graceful  ia  the  mazy  dance  1 
A  fhape  fo  nice,  or  features  half  fo  fair, 
What  eif  could  boaft:  !  or  fuch  a  flow  «f  hair! 
Bright  Kenna  faw,  a  princefs  born  to  reign. 
And  felt  the  charmer  burn  in  every  vein. 
She,  heirefs  to  this  empire's  potent  lord, 
Prais'd  like  the  ftars,  and  next  the  moon  ador'd. 
She,  whom   at   diflance  thrones  and  princedoms 

view'd. 
To  whom  proud  Oriel  and  Azuriel  fued, 
in  her  high  palace  languifh'd,  void  of  joy. 
And  pin'd  in  fecret  for  a  mortal  boy. 

He  too  was  fmitten,  and  difcreetly  ftrove 
Tiy  courtly  deeds  to  gain  the  virgin's  love. 
For  her  he  cull'd  the  faiieft  flowers  that  grew, 
Jire  morning  funs  had  drain'd  their  fragrant  dew; 
He  chas'd  the  hornet  in  his  mid-day  flight, 
And  brought  her  glow-worms  in  the  noon  of  night ; 
When  on  ripe  fiuits  fhe  caft  a  wifhing  eye, 
Did  ever  Albion  think  the  tree  too  high  I 
He  ihovv'd  her  where  the  pregnant  goldfinch  hung, 
And  the  wren-mother  brooding  o'er  her  young  ; 
T'o  her  th'  infcription  on  their  eggs  he  read, 
(Admire,  yc  clerks,  the  youth  whom  Milkah  bred) 
'I'o  her  he  fhovv'd  each  herb  of  virtuous  juice. 
Their  powers  diftinguifti'd  and  dtfcrib'd  their  ufe: 
All  vain  their  powers,  alas !  to  Kenna  prove. 
And  well  fung  Ovid,  "  There's  no  herb  for  love." 

As  when  a  ghoft,  enlarg'd-from  realms  below, 
Seeks  its  old  friend  to  tell  fome  fecret  wo, 
The  poor  (hade   fliivering   flands,   and  muft  not 

break 
His  painful  filence,  till  the  mortal  fpeak  : 
So  far'd  it  with  the  little  love-fick  maid, 
Forbid  to  utcer,  what  her  eyes  betray'd. 
He  faw  her  anguifh,  and  reveal'd  his  flame. 
And  fpar'd  the  blufhcs  of  the  tongue-ty'ddame. 
The  day  would  fail  me,  fhould  I  reckon  o'er 
The  fighs  they  lavifli'd,  and  the  oaths  they  fwore 
1(1  words  fo  melting,  that  compar'd  with  thofe 
The  niceft  courtfhip  of  terreflrial  beaux 
Would  found  like    compliments,   from   country 
clowng  [gowns. 

^To  red  chctk'd  fweet-iiearts  in  tteir  ho»e-fpun 


Alt  in  a  lawn  of  many  a  varlo'js  hue 
A  bed  of  flowers  (a  fairy  foreft)  grew  ; 
'Twas  here  one  noon,  the  gaudieft  of  the  May, 
The  ftill,  the  fecret,  filcnt,  hour  of  day. 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip's  ample  faade 
Sat  the  young  lover  and  th'  immortal  maid, 
rhey  thought  all  fairies  flept,  ah,  lucklefs  pair  1 
Hid,  but  in  vain,  in  the  fun's  noon-tide  glare '. 
When  Albion,  leaning  on  his  Kenna's  breaft. 
Thus  all  the  Coftnefs  of  his  foul  expreft  : 

"  All  thing'  are  hulh'd.  The  fun's  meridian  rays 
"  Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  blaze  : 
"  Nor  moon  nor  fear  in  heaven's  blue  arrh  is  feen 
"  With  kindly  rays  to  filver  o'er  the  green, 
"  Grateful  to  fairy  eyes;  they  fecret  take 
"  Their  reft,  and  only  wretched  mortals  wake, 
"  This  dead  of  day  I  fly  to  thee  alone, 
"  A  world  to  me,  a  multitude  in  one. 
"  Oh,  fweet  as  dew-drops  bn  thefe  flowery  lawns, 
"   When  the  fxy  opens,  and  the  evening  dawns  1 
"  Straight  as  the  pink,  that  towers  fo  high  in  air, 
"  Soft  as  the  blov/-bell  1   as  the  daify  fair! 
"   Bleft  be  the  hour,  when  firft  I  war,  convey'd 
"  An  infant  captive  to  this  blifsful  fliade  ! 
"  And  bleft  the  hand  that  did  my  form  refine, 
"  And  flirunk  my  ftature  to  a  match  with  thine  1 
"  Glad  I  for  thee  renounce  my  royal  birth, 
"  And  all  the  giant-daughters  of  the  earth. 
"  Thou,  If  thy  braaft  with  equal  ardour  burn, 
"  Renounce  thy  kind,  and  love  for  love  return. 
"  So  from  us  two,  combin'd  by  nuptial  tits, 
"  A  race  of  unknown  dcmi-gods  Ihall  rife, 
"  O  fpeak,  toy  love  !  my  vows  with  vows  repay, 
"  And  fweetly  fwear  my  riling  fears  away." 

To  whom  (the  fhining  azure  of  her  eyes 
More  brighten'd)   thus  th'  enamo-ur'd  maid  re- 
plies : 

"  Ey  all  the  ftars,  and  firft  the  glorious  moon, 
"  I  fwear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oberon, 
"   A  dreadful  oath  !  no  prince  of  fairy  line 
"  Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  mine, 
"   Where'er  my  footfteps  in  the  dance  are  feen, 
"   May  toadftools  rife,  and  mildews  blaft  the  green, 
"  May  the  keen  eaft  wind   blight  my  favourite. 

"  flowers, 
"  And  fnakes  and  fpotted  adders  hannt  my  bowers^ 
"  Confin'd  whole  ages  in  an  hemlock  ftiade 
"  There  rather  pine  I  a  neglefted  maid, 
"  Or  vvcrfe,  exil'd  from  Cynthia's  gentle  rays, 
"  Parch  in  the  fun  a  thoui'and  fummer-days, 
"  Than  any  prince,  a  prince  of  fairy  line, 
"  In  facred  wedlock  plight  his  vow*  with  mine." 

She  ended  :  and  with  lips  of  rofy  hue 
Dipp'd/ive  times  over  in  ambrofial  dew. 
Stifled  his  words.     When  from  his  covert  rear'd, 
The  frowning  brow  of  Oberon  appear'd. 
A  fun-flower's  trunk  was  near,  whence  (killing 

fight  1)  ^ 
The  monarch  iflued,  half  an  ell  in  height ; 
Full  on  the  pair  a  furious  look  he  caft. 
Nor  fpoke  ;  but  gave  his  bugle-horn  a  blaft 
That  through  the  woodland  echoed  far  aad  widev 
And  drew  a  fwarm  of  fubje<?i:3  to  his  fide. 
A  hundred  chofen  knights,  in  war  renown'd. 
Drive  .'VibioE  bsiii&'d  froin  the  fjcre4,jjroaud  ♦ 
S  e  !  j  .  .  ' 
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And  twice  ten  myriads  guard  the  bright  abodes, 
Where  the  proud  k^ng,  amidft  his  demi-gods, 
For  K^nna's  fuddfn  bridal  bids  prepare, 
And  to  Azuriel  gives  the  weeping  ("air. 

If  fame  in  arms,  with  ancient  birth  combin'd, 
A  I'aultlefs  beauty,  and  a  fpotlefs  mind, 
Tt>  love  and  praile  can  generous  fouls  incline, 
Tliat  love,  Azuriel,  and  chat  praife,  was  thine. 
Bioud,  only  lefs  than  royal,  fiii'd  thy  veins, 
Prciud  was  thy  roof,  and  iarge  thy  fair  domains. 
iWhere  now  the    Ikies   high   Holiand-Houfe  in- 

vaties, 
fAnd  Ihort-liv'd  Warwick  fadden'd  all  the  fliades, 
Thy  dwelling  ftood :   nor  did  in  him  afford 
A  nobler  owner,  or  a  lovelier  lord. 
Tor  tl:ee  a  hundred  fields  produc'd  their  flore. 
And  by  thy  name  ten  thcufand  vaffals  fwore  ; 
So    lov'd  thy  name,    that,    at  their    monarch's 

choice. 
All  fairy  fkouted  with  a  general  voice. 

Oriel  alone  a  fecret  rage  fuppreft. 
That  from  his  boli>m  heav'd  the  golden  veft. 
Al<  ng  the  bsnks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran, , 
Wide  was  his  range,  and  populous  his  clan. 
When  cleanly  fervants,  if  we  triift  old  tales, 
iBellde  their  wages  had  good  fairy  vails, 
Wiioie  heaps  oi  111',  cr  tokens,  nightly  paid, 
The  careful  wife,  or  the  neat  dairy-maid, 
Sunk  not   his  llcres.     Witli  fmiles  and  powerful 

bribes 
He  galn'd  the  leaders  of  his  neighbour  tribes 
And  ere  the  night  the  face  of  heaven  had  chang'd, 
JBeneath  hi^  banner;^  half  the  fairies  rang'd. 

Meanwhile,  driven  back  to  earth,  a  lonely  way 
The  cheerltfs  Albion  wander'd  half  the  day, 
A  long,  long  journey,  chok'd  with  brakes  and 

thorns 
ll!-meafur'd  by  ten  thcufand  barley-corns. 
Tir'd  out  at  length,  a  fpreading  ftream  he  fpy'd 
Fed  by  old  Thame,  a  daughter  of  the  tide  : 
.  'Twas  then  a  fpreading  ftream,  though  now  its 

fame 
Obfcur'd,  it  bears  the  Creek's  inglorious  name, 
And  creeps,  as  through  contracted  bounds  it  flrays, 
A  leap  for  buys  in  thefe  degenerate  days. 

On  the  clear  cryflal's  verdant  bank  he  flood. 
And  thrice  look'd  backward  on  the  fatal  wood. 
And  thrice   he  groan'd,  and  thrice  he  beat  his 

breaft. 
And  thus  in  tears  his  kindred  gods  addrefi. 

"  If  rrue,  ye  watery  powers,  my  lineage  came 
•*  From  Neptune  niingljng  with  a  mortal  dame  ; 
"  Down  to  his  court,  with  coral  garlands  crcwn'd 
•*  Through  ail  your  grottoes  waft  my  plaintive, 

found, 
*'  And  urge  the  god,  whofetrident  fliakesthe  earth, 
•'  To  grace  his  offspring,  and  affert  my  birth." 
He  faid.     A  gentle  Naiad  heard  his  prayer, 
And,  toucli'd  with  pity  for  a  lover's  care. 
Shoots  to  the  fea,  where  low  beneath  the  tides 
Old  Neptune  in  th'  unfathor«'d  deep  refidcs, 
Rous'd  at  the  news,  the  fca'.s  flern  I'ultan  fwore 
Revenge,  and  fcarce  from  pn.-fent  arms  forbore; 
33ut  firft  the  nymph  his  harbinger  he  fends. 
And  to  h«r  care  the  favourite  boy  commcndi. 


As  through  the  Thames  her  ba?!tward  courfe  iiie 
guides, 
Driven  by  his  current  up  the  refluent  tides, 
Along  his  banks  the  pigmy  legions  fpread. 
She  fpies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head. 
Soon  with  wrong'd  Albion's  name  the  hofl  Ibe fires, 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god  among  his  fires : 
"  The  ocean's  god,  by  whom  fhall  be  o'erthrown, 
"  (Styx  heard  his  oath)  the  tyrant  Oberon. 
"  See  here  beneath  a  toadftool's  deadly  gloom 
"  Lies  Albion  :  him  the  fates  your  leader  doom. 
"  Hear,  and  obey  ;   'tis  Neptune's  powerful  call, 
"  By  him  Azuriel  and  his  king  Ihall  fall." 

She  faid.     They  bow'd  :   and  on  their  fhields 
up-bore 
With  fhouts  their  new  faluted  emperor. 
Ev'n  Oriel  fmil'd  :  at  leaft  to  fmile  he  ftrove, 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumph'd  over  love. 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  fhade 
By  gods  protedled,  and  by  hofls  obey'd, 
A  flave,  a  chief,  by  fickle  fortune's  play, 
!n  the  (liort  courfe  of  one  revolving  day. 
What  wonder  if  the  youth,  fo  ftrangely  bleft, 
Felt  his  heart  flutter  in  his  little  breaft  ! 
His  thick  embattled  troops,  with  fecret  pride. 
He  views  extended  half  an  acre  wide ; 
More  light  he  treads,  more  tall  he  feems  to  rife, 
And  ftruts  a  ftraw-breadth  nearer  to  the  fkies. 

O  for  thy  mufe,  great  Bard  *,  whofe  lofty  ftraics 
In  battle  join'd  the  pigmies  and  the  cranes  1 
Each  gaudy  knight,  had  I  that  warmth  divine. 
Each  ci;lour'd  legion  in  my  verfe  fhould  ihine. 
But  fmiple  I,  and  innocent  of  art. 
The  tale,  that  footh'd  my  infant  years,  impart, 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter-eves,  untir'd, 
And  fing  the  battles,  that  my  nurfe  infpir'd. 

Now  the  fhrili  corn-pipes,   echoing   loud    to' 
arms, 
To  rank  and  file  reduce  the  flragglirg  fwarms. 
Thick  rows  of  fpears  at  once,  with  fudderi  glare, 
A  grove  of  needles  gliiLter  in  the  air  ; 
Loofe  in  the  winds  fmall  ribbon  flreamers  flow, 
Dipt  in  all  colours  of  the  heavenly  bow, 
And  the  gay  holt,  that  now  its  march  purfues. 
Gleams  o'er  the  meadows  in  a  thoufand  hues. 

On  Buda's  plains  thus  formidably  bright. 
Shone  Afia's  fons,  a  pleafmg  dreadful  fight. 
In  various  robes  their  filken  troops  were  feen. 
The  blue,  the  red,  and  prophet's  facred  green  : 
When  blooming  Brunfwick,  near  the  Danube's 

flood, 
Firft.  flain'd  his  maiden  fword  in  Turkifh  blood* 

Unfetn  and  filent  march  the  flow  brigades 
Through  pathlefs  wilds,and  unfrequented  fliades. 
In  hope  already  vanquifti'd  by  furprife, 
In  .A.lbion's power  the  fairy  empire  lies; 
Already  has  he  feiz'd  on  Kenna's  charms. 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

The  march  concludes :  and  now    in  profpeiS 
near. 
But  fenc'd  with  arms,  the  hoftile  towers  appear, 
For  Oberon,  or  Druids  falfcly  fing, 
Wore  his  prime  vifier  in  a  magic  ring, 

.  *  Mr,  Adiifm 
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A  fuLtle  fpiite,  that  opening  plots  foretold 

By  fudden  dimnefs  on  the  beamy  gold. 

Htnce,  in  a  crefcent  form'd,  his  legions  bright 

With  beating  bofoms  waited  for  the  fight ; 

To  charge  their  foes  they  march,  a  glittering  band, 

And  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  fland. 

What  rage  that  hour  did  Albion's  foul  pofTefs, 
Let  chiefs  imagine,  and  let  lovers  guefs! 
Forth  iffuing  from  his  ranks,  that  ftrove  in  vain 
To  check  his  courfe,  athwart  the  dreadful  plain 
He  flrides  indignant  :  and  with  haughty  cries 
To  fingle  fight  the  fairy  prince  defies. 

Forbear  I  rafli  youth,  th'  unequal  war  to  try  ; 
Nor,  fprung  from  mortals,  with  inmiortals  vie. 
No  god  Hands  ready  to  avert  thy  doom, 
Nor  yet  thy  grandfire  of  the  waves  is  come. 
My  words  are  vain — no   words  the  wretch  can 

move, 
By  beauty  dazzled,  and  bewitch'd  by  love  : 
He  longs,  he  burns,  to  win  the  glorious  prize, 
And  fees  no  danger,  while  he  fees  her  eyes. 

Now  from  each  hoft  the  eager  warriors  flart, 
And  furious  Albion  flingt  his  hafly  dart. 
'Twas  feather'd  from  the  bee's  tranfparent  wing, 
And  itsfhaft  ended  in  a  hornet's  fting  ; 
But,  toft  in  rage,  it  flew  without  a  wound. 
High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiklcfs  pierc'd  the  ground. 
Not  fo  Azuriel's  :  with  unerring  aim 
Too  near  the  needle-pointed  javelin  came, 
Drove  through  the  fevenfold  (hield,  and  filken  vefl:. 
And  lightly  raz'd  the  lover's  ivory  bread. 
Rous'd  at  the  fmart,  and  rifing  to  the  blow, 
With  his  keen  fvvord  he  cleaves  his  fairy  foe. 
Sheer  from  the  fhoulder  to  the  wade   he   cleaves 
And  of  one  arm  the  tottering  trunk  bereaves. 

His  ufelefs  fteel  brave  Albion  weilds  no  more. 
But  flernly  fmiles,  and  thinks  the  combat  o'er : 
So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  drain, 
Or  lefs  than  fairy  felt  the  deadly  pain. 
But  empyreal  forms  howe'er  in  fight 
Gafii'd  and  difinember'd,eafily  unite. 
As  fome  frail  cup  of  China's  pureft  mould. 
With  azure  varnifti'd,  aed  btdropt  with  gold. 
Though  broke,  if  cur'd   by  fome  nice  virgin's 

hands, 
In  Its  old  flrength  and  priftine  beauty  ftands ; 
The  tumults  of  the  boiling  bohea  braves. 
And  holds  fecure  the  coffee's  fable  vvfaves : 
So  did  Azuriel's  arm,  if  fame  fay  true. 
Rejoin  the  vital  trunk  Vvhence  firfl  it  grew ; 
And,  whilft  in  wonder  fix'd  poor  Albion  flood, 
Plung'd  the  curs'd  fabre  in  his  heart's  warm  blood. 
The  golden  broidery,  tender  Milkah  wove, 
The  breaft,  to  Kenna  facred  and  to  love, 
Lie  rent  and  mangled  :  and  the  gaping  wound 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  purple  on  the  ground. 
The  jetty  luftre  fickens  in  his  eyes  : 
On  his  cold  checks  the  bloomy  frelhnefs  dies; 

•  Oh  Kenna,  Kenna,  thrice  he  try'd  to  fay, 

*  Kenna,  farewell !'  and  figh'd  his  foul  away. 

His  fall  the  Dryads  with  loud  fhrieks  deplore, 
By  lifter  Naiads  echo'd  from  the  iliore. 
Thence   down   to  Neptuns'o  fecrcc  realms  con- 

vey'd, 
"Through  grcis,  and  glooms,andnianya  coral iliade. 


The  fca's  great  fire,  with  looks  denouncing  war, 
Tlie  trident  Ihakcs,  and  mounts  the  pearly  car  : 
With  one  (lern  frow.i  the  wide-fprcad  deep  de- 
forms. 
And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  ftorms. 
O'er  foaming  mountains,  and   through  buifling 

tides. 
Now  high,  now  low,  the  bounding  chariot  rides. 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a  loud  whiruvii.d'^s 

roar 
It  flioots,  and  lands  him  on  the  deftin'd  liorc. 

Now  fix'd  on  earth  his  towering  ftarure  Oood, 
Hunp  o'er  the  mountains,  and  o'crlook'd  t  he  ■ 
To  Brampton's  grove  one  at-nple  ilride  Iv  ■■, 
(  The  valiies  trenibled,  and  the  forefls  ftiooi;  ' 
The  next  huge  flcp  reach'd  tlie  devoted  "nade. 
Where  chok'd  in  blood  was  wretched  Mbio!.'  I;i;fl 
Where  nowthe  vanquifli'd,  with  the  virtcr-  j  j.ii'i  , 
Beneath  the  regal  banners  ftood  combi'.'d.  ^ 

Th'  embatteil'd  dwarfs  with  rage  and  'fcoiii  ir 

pad. 
And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindidlive  cad. 
In  deep  foundations  his  drong  trit!ent  cleaves. 
And  high  in  air  th'  uprooted  empire  he?ves; 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vad  ruin  hung. 
Which  on  the  foe  with  force  divine  he  flung  ; 
Aghad  the  legions,  in  th'  approaching^  f!:ade, 
Th'  inverted  fpires  and  rocking  domes  furvcy'd. 
That  downward  tumbling  on  the  hod  below 
Crudi'd  the  -vhole  nation  at  one  dre:  df  j1  bio^v. 
Towers,  arms,  nymphs,   warriors,   are    toge  her 

lod,  [':Jiod. 

And  a  whole  empire  falls  to  foothe  fad  Aib.un's 

Such  was  the  period,  long  redrain'd  by  fate, 
And  fuch  the  downfall  of  the  fairy  date. 
This  dale,  a  pleafing  region,  not  unbjed, 
This  dale  pofied  they  ;  and  had  ftiil  poffed  ; 
Had  not  their  mcnarch,  with  a  father's  priae. 
Rent  from  her  lord  th'  invi^able  bride, 
Rafli  to  diffolve  the  contradl  le.il'd  above, 
The  folemn  vows  and  facred  bonds  of  love. 
Now,  where  his  elves  fo  fprightly  danc'd  the  round, 
No  violet  breathes,  nor  daify  paints  the  ground. 
His  towers  and  people  fill  one  common  g-'ave, 
A  fhapelefs  ruin,  and  a  barren  cave. 

Beneath  huge  hills  of  fmoking  piles  he  lay 
Stunn'd  and  confounded  a  whole  fuirimer'>  'lay, 
At  length  awak'd  (for  what  can  long  reftrain 
Unbody'd  fpirits  !)  but  awak'd  in  pain  : 
And  as  he  law  the  defolated  wood. 
And  the  dark  den  where  once  his  empire  dood, 
Grief  chill'd  his  heart :  to  his  half-open'd  eyes 
In  every  oak  a  Neptune  feem'd  to  riie  : 
He  fled:   and  left,  with  all  his  trembling  peers, 
Tlie  long  poffeflion  of  a  thoufand  years. 

I'hrough  bufh,   through  brake,  through  groves 

and  gloomy  dales, 
Through  dank  and  dry,  o'er  drtams  and  flov/ery 

vales, 
Diredl;  they  fled ;  but  often  look'd  behind, 
And  flopt  and  darted  at  each  rudling  wind. 
Wing'd  with  like  fear,  his  abdicated  bands 
DJfperfe  and  wander  into  different  lands. 
Part  hid  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  caverns  lie, 
In  filent  glooms,  impervious  to  the  fkj'; 
¥■  e  iij 
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Part  en  fair  Avrr.'s  marofin  feek  rep ofe, 
Whofc  ftream  o'er  Britain's  n^iidmoft  region  flows, 
"Where  formkiable  Kejitune  never  came, 
And  fcas  and  oceans  are  but  known  by  fame  : 
Sonic  to  darli  woods  and  fccret  ihadc  retreat  : 
And  fome  on  mountains  choofe  their  airy  feat. 
There  haply  by  the  rtiddy  damfel  feen» 
Or  (hepherd-boy,  they  featly  foot  the  green, 
"While  from  their  Oejs  a  circling  verdure  fprings ; 
Bat  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  courts  of  kings. 
Mean  while  fad  Kenna,  loth  to  quit  the  grove, 
Hunij  o'er  the  body  of  her  breathlels  love, 
Try'd  every  art.  (vain  arts! )  to  change  his  d(»om, 
And  vow'd  (vain  vows  I)  to  join  him  in  the  tomb. 
What  could  fhe  do  ?  the  fates  alike  deny 
The  dead  to  live,  or  fairy  forms  to  die,  '[tells 

An  herb  there  grows  (the  fame   old  *  Homer 
tllylTes  bore  to  rival  Circe's  fpells) 
Its  root  is  ebon-blatk,  but  fends  to  light 
A  ftem  that  bends  with  flowrets  miiky  white, 
Molythe  plant,  which  gods  and  fairies  know, 
But  fecrct  kept  from  mortal  men  below. 
On  his  pale  limbs  its  virtnous  juice  fhe  fhed, 
And  murniur'd  myfllc  numbers  o'er  the  dead, 
When  lo  !  the  little  fhape  by  n>agic  power 
Grew  lefs  and  lefs,  contraAed  to  a  flower ; 
A  flower,  that  firil  in  thisfweet  garden  frnil'd, 
To  virgins  facred,  and  the  fnow-drop  ftyl'd. 
The   new-born  plant   with    fweet    regret    fhe 

view'd,  [dew'd, 

Varm'd  with   her  flghs,  and  with  her  tear's  be- 
lts lipen'd  feeds  from  bank  to  bank  convey'd, 
And  with  her  lover  whiten'd  half  the  (liade. 
Thus  won  from   death  each  fpring  fhe  fees  him 

grow, 
And  glories  in  the  vegetable  fncw,  [plains, 

Which   now    iccreaj'd  thrbugh   wide  Britannia's 
Itf  parent's  warmth  and  fpotltfs  name  retains, 
Pirlt  leader  of  the  flowery  race  afpires, 
And  foremoft  catches  the  fun's  genial  fires, 
'Mid  frofls  and  fnows  triumphant  dares  appear, 
l^lingles  the  fcafons,  and  leads  on  the  year,  • 

Defctted  now  of  all  the  pigmy  race, 
Hor  man  nor  fairy  tcuch'd  this  guilty  place. 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  rolhngage,  ' 
It  lay  accurs'd,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  rage. 
Till  great  Naffau  redoth'd  the  difart  (hade. 
Thence  facred  to  Britannia's  morarchs  made. 
'Iwas  then  the  green-rob'd  nymph,  fajr  Xenna, 

came,    '         '  '     '      ' 

fKenua.thatgave  the  neighbouringtown  its  name.) 
Froud  when  Ihe  faw  th'  ennooled  gaiden  Ihine, 
With  nymphs  and  heroes  of  her  lover's  line, 
She  vow'd  to  grace  the  nianficns  once  her  ov.n. 
And  piiflurc  cut  in  plants  the  lairy  town. 
To  far-fam'd  wife  hier  flight  unfitn  fhe  fped. 
And  with  gay  profpeds  fiU'd  the  craftfrnan's  h?ad, 
."Soft  in  his  fancy  drew  a  pleallug  fcheme. 
And  plann'd  that  landfhip  iii  a  morning  dream. 

With  the  fwcet  view  the  fire  of  gardens  fir'd, 
Attempts  the  labour  by  the  nymph  infpir'd, 
'J  he  walls  and  flreets  in  rows  of  yew  dcfigns, 
j4nd  forms  the  town  in  all  its  ancient  lines  j 


The  corner  trees  he  lifts  more  high  in  air, 
And  girds  the  palace  with  a  verdant  fquare ; 
Nor  kn;.ws,  while  round  he  views  the  riling  fcen?% 
He  builds  a  city  as  he  planrs  his  greens. 

With  a  fad  pleafure  the  aerial  maid 
This  image  of  her  ancient  realms  furvev'd. 
How  chang'd,  hcv/  fall'n  from  its  primxval  ftatc  ! 
Yet  here  each  moon,  the  hour  her  lover  dy'd. 
Each  moon  his  folemn  obfequies  fhe  pays, 
And  leads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's  raysj 
Pleas'd  in  thefc  fhades  to  head  her  fairy  train, 
And'grace  thegrovcswhcreAltiion'skinfmeu  reigtj. 

TO  A  LADY  BEFORE  MARRIAGE. 

Oh,  form'd  by  nature,  and  refin'd  by  art  I 
With  charms  to  win,  and  fenfe  to  fix  the  heart  J 
By  thoufands  fought,  Clotilda,  canfl  thou  free  ^ 
Thy  crowd  of  captives,  and  defcen'd  to  me  i 
Content  in  fnades  obfcure  to  wafte  thy  life, 
A  hidden  beauty,  and  a  country  wife. 
O,  liften,  while  thy  fummersare  my  theme  ! 
Ah,  foothe  thy  partner  in  his  waking  dream  ! 
In  fome  fmall  hamlet  on  the  lonely  plain. 
Where  Thames,  through  meadows,  rolls  his  ma- 
zy train ;  [i^yd^ 
Or  •where  high  V/indfor,  thick  with   greens  ar.. 
Wives  his  old  oaks,  and  fpreads  his  ample  fhade. 
Fancy  has  figur'd  out  our  calm  retreat ; 
Already  round  the  vifionary  feat 
Our  limes  begin  to  fhoot,  our  flowers  to  fpring, 
'J  he  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  ling. 
Where  doft  tliou  lie,  thou  thinly-peopled  green  ? 
Thou  namelefslawn,  and  village  yet  unfecn  .' 
Where  fons,  contented  with  their  native  ground, 
Ne'er  travtli'd  further  than  ten  furlongs  round  ; 
And  the  tann'd  peafant,  and  his  ruddy  bride, 
Were  born  together,  and  together  died. 
Where  early  larks  beft  tell  the  morning  light, 
And  only  Philomel  diflurbs  tbe  night ; 
'I\lid{l  gardens  here  my  humble  pile  (hall  rife. 
With  (weets  furroundcd  of  ten  thoufand  dyes ; 
All  favage  where  th'  eir.broider'd  gardens  end. 
The  haunt  of  echoes  fliall  my  woods  afcend  ; 
And  oh  !  if  heaven  th'  and.itious  thought  approve^ 
A  rill  ftiall  warble  crofg  the  gloomy  grove, 
A  little  rill,  o'er  pebbly  beds  convey'd, 
Gu(h  down  the  fteep,  and  glitter  through  the  glade. 
What  chetnng  fcenis  thofe  bordering  banks  ex- 
hale ! 
How  loud  that  heifer  lows  from  yonder  vale  ! 
'I  hat  thrufh  how  (hrill  i   his  note  fo  clear,  fo  high. 
He  drowns  each  feathet'd  minftrel  of  the  (ky. 
Here  Itt  me  trace,  beneath  the  purpled  moru. 
The  dstp  inouth'd  beagle,  and  the  iprightly  hern  : 
Or  lure  the  trout  with  wtU-didemhled  dies. 
Or  fetch  the  fluttering  partridge  from  the  Ikies, 
Nor  (hall  thy  hand  difdain  to  crop  the  vine, 
The  downy  peach;  or  flavour'd  nttSanne  ; 
Oi  rob  the  bee-hive  of  its  golden  hoard. 
And  bear  th'  unbought  luxuriance  to  thy  hoarfJ, 
Sometimes  my  books  by  day  (hall  kill  the  hours. 
While  from  thy  needle  rile  the  filken  fijower^,  "' 
And  thou,  by  turns,  to  eafe  n^y  feeble  figUc,  " 

Rciume  the  •volume,  and  deceive  lbs  ns^Lu 
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Ok  !  when  I  mart  thy  twinkling  eyes  oppreft, 
Soft  whifpering,  let  nie  warn  rny  love  to  reil ; 
Then  watch  thee,  charm'd,  while  fleep  locks  every 

fenfc, 
And  to  fweet  heaven  commend  thy  innocence. 
Thus  reign'd  onr  fatliers  o'er  the  rural  fold, 
Wife,  hale,  and  honeft,  in  the  days  of  old  ; 
Till  courts  arofe,  where  fubftance  pays  for  (how, 
And  fpecious  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 
See   Flavia's   pendants,    large,   well-fpread,    and 

ri^ht, 
The  ear  that  wears  them  hears  a  fool  each  night : 
Mark  how  th'  embrojder'd  colonel  fneaks  away, 
To  fliun  the  withering  dame  that  made  him  gay  ; 
That  knave,  to  gain  a  title,  loft  his  fame  ; 
That  rais'd  his  credit  by  a  daughter's  fharae ; 
This  coxcomb's  ribband  cofl  him  half  his  land, 
And  oaks,  unnumber'd,  bought  that  fool  a  wand. 
Fond  man,  as  all  his  forrows  were  too  few, 
Acquires  ftrange  wants  that  nature  never  knew, 
By  midnight  lamps  he  emulates  the  day, 
And  fleeps,  perverfc,  the  cheerful  funs  away  ; 
From  goblets  high-cmboft,  his  wine  muft  glide, 
Round  his  clos'd  fight  the  gorgeous  curtain  Hide ; 
Fruits  ere  their  time  to  grace  his  pomp  mull  rife. 
And  three  untafted  courfes  glut  his  eyes. 
For  this  are  nature's  gentle  calls  withftood, 
The  voice  of  confcience,  and  the  bonds  of  blood  ; 
This  wifdom  thy  reward  for  every  pain, 
And  this  gay  glory  all  thy  mighty  gain. 
Fair  phantoms  woo'd  and  fcorn'd  from  age  to  age. 
Since  bards  began  to  laugh,  or  priefts  to  rage. 
And  yet,  juft  curfe  on  man's  afpiring  kind. 
Prone  to  ambition,  to  example  blind, 
Our  children's  children  fliall  our  fteps  purfue, 
And  the  fame  errors  be  for  ever  new. 
Mean  v/hile  in  hope  a  guiltlefs  country  fwain, 
My  reed  with  warblings  clieers  th'  imagin'd  plain. 
Hail  humble  Ihades,  where  truth  and  fdence  dwell  1 
Thou  noify  town,  and  faithlefs  court,  farewell ! 
Farewell  ambition,  once  my  darling  flame  ! 
The  thirft  of  lucre,  and  the  charm  of  fame! 
In  life's  by-road,  tliat  winds  through  paths  un- 
known, 
My  days,  though  Humber'd,  fhall  be  all  my  own. 
Here  fliall  they  end,  (O,  might  they  twice  'jegin  !) 
And  all  be  white  the  fates  intend  to  fpin. 

A  POEM, 

IN  PRAISE  OF  THE   HORN-BOOK. 

WritUn  under  ^  Fit  ofths  Gout, 

"  RTagni  magna  patrant,  nos  non  nifi  ludicra—- 
— — Podagra  hac  otia  fecit." 

H.\iL,  ancient  book,  moft  venerable  code  1 
Learning's  firft  cradle,  and  its  laft  abode ! 
The  huge  unnumber'd  volumes  which  we  fee, 
By  lazy  plagiaries  arc  ilol'n  from  thee. 
Yet  future  timss,  to  thy  fufficisnt  ftore, 
Shall  ne'er  prefume  to  add  one  letter  more. 

Thee  will  I  fing,  in  comely  wainfcot  bound, 
And  golden  verge  endoCng  thee  around  ; 
The  faithful  horn  before,  from  age  to  age, 
Piefsrviug  thy  invaluable  page  • 


Behind,  thy  patron  faint  in  araiour  {hinej. 
With  fword  and  lance,  to  guard  thy  facred  Uftes  : 
Beneath  hi*  courfer's  feet  the  dragon  hes 
Transfix'd  ;  his  blood  thy  fcarlet  cover  dies  ; 
Th'  inflrtjdivc  handle's  at  the  bottom  fix'd. 
Left  wrangling  critics  fhould  pervert  efce  text. 

Or  if  to  ginger-bread  thou  Ihalt  delcend. 
And  liquorifli  learning  to  thy  babes  extend  ; 
Or  fiigar'd  plane,  o'crfpread  with  beaten  gold. 
Does  the  fweet  treafure  of  thy  letters  hold  ; 

Thou  ftill  fiialt  be  my  fong Apollo's  choir 

I  fcorn  t'  invoke  ;  Cadmus  my  verfe  infpir€  : 
'Twas  Cadnius  who  the  firft  materials  brought 
Of  all  the  learning  which  has  fincc  been  taught. 
Soon  made  complete  1  for  mortals  ne'er  ftiall  know 
More  than  contain'd  of  old  the  Chrift-crofs  row  ; 
What  mafters  dictate,  or  what  dodors  preach, 
Wife  matrons  hence,  ev'n  to  our  children  teach  : 
But  as  the  name  of  every  plant  and  flower 
(So  common  that  each  peafant  knows  its  power) 
Phyficians  in  myfterious  cant  exprefs, 
T'  amufe  the  patient,  and  enhance  their  fees  ; 
So  from  the  letters  of  oar  native  tongue. 
Put  in  Greek  fcrav/ls,  a  myftery  too  is  fprung. 
Schools  are  eredled,  puzzling  grammars  made. 
And  artful  men  ftrike  out  a  gainful  trade  : 
Strange  charaders  adorn  the  learned  gate, 
And  heedlefs  youth  catch  at  the  Ihining  bait; 
The  pregnant  boys  the  noify  charms  declare. 
And  *  Tau's  and  Delta's  make  their  mother's  ftarc  j 
Th'  uncommon  founds  amaze  the  vulgar  ear. 
And  what's  uncommon  never  coftstoo  dear. 
Yet  in  all  tongues  the  horn-book  is  the  fame. 
Taught  by  the   Grecian  mafter,  or  the  Englifli 
daaie. 

But  how  fliall  I  thy  endlefs  virtues  tell. 
In  which  thou  doft  all  other  books  excel  ? 
No  greafy  thumbs  thy  fpotlefs  leaf  can  foil, 
Nor  crooked  dogs-ears  thy  fmooth  corners  fpoil ; 
In  idle  pages  no  errata  ftand, 
To  tell  the  blunders  of  the  printer's  hand  : 
No  fulfome  dedication  here  is  v.rit, 
Nor  flattering  verfe,  to  praife  the  author's  wit ; 
The  margin  with  no  tedious  notes  is  vex'd. 
Nor  various  reading  to  confound  the  text : 
All  parties  in  thy  literal  fenfe  agree. 
Thou  perfeift  centre  of  concordancy  I 
Search  we  the  records  of  an  ancient  date. 
Or  read  what  modern  hiftories  relate, 
They  all  proclaim  what  wonders  have  been  done 
By  the  plain  letters  taken  as  they  run  : 
•'  t  Too  high  the  floods  of  paflion  us'd  to  roll, 
"  And  rend  the  P.oman  youth's  impatient  foul ; 
"  His  hafty  aqger  furnifli'd  fcenes  of  blood, 
*'  And  frequent  deaths  of  worthy  men  enfued: 
"  In  vain  were  all  the  weaker  methods  try'd, 
"  None  could  fuffice  to  ftem  the  furious  tide, 
"  Thy  facred  line  he  did  but  once  repeat, 
"  And  hid  the  ftorm,  and  cool'd  the  raging  heat.'* 

Thy  heavenly  notes,  like  angels'  mufic,  cheer 
Departing  fouls,  and  foothe  the  dying  ear. 

*  The  Greek  letters  T,  A. 

f  The  advice  given  to  Jiugiiflus,  by  Athcnodorvs  (hli 
Stoic  philofophi)\ 

E  e  iiii 


44« 


THE    WORKS    OF   TICKELJ^., 


An  aged  peafart,  on  hislateft  bed, 
Wifli'il  for  a  friend  fome  godly  book  to  read  ; 
The  pious  grandfon  thy  known  handle'  takes. 
And  (eyes  lift  up')  this  favory  Itdure  makes: 
Great  A  }ie  gravely  read  ;  th'  important  found 
The  empfy  walls  and  hallow  roif  rebound  : 
7  h'  expiring  ancient  rear'd  his  drooping  head. 
And  thankd  his  liars  that  Hodge  had  learnM  to 

read. 
Great  B,  the  y ounker  hauls ;  O  heavenly  breath  1 
What  gholUy  comforts  in  the  hour  of  death  1 
>vhat  hopes  I  feel '  great  C,  pronounc'd  the  boy  ; 
The  grandfire  d^es  with  ecftafy  of  j'  y. 

Yet  in  fonie  lands  fuch  ignorance  abounds, 
Whole  pariflies  fcarce  know  thy  ufeful  founds. 
Of  HfTtx  hundreds  fame  gives  this  report. 
But  fanv. ,  I  ween,  fays  many  things  in  fport. 
Scarce  lives  the  man  to  whom  thou'rt  quite  un- 
known. 
Though  few  th'  extent  of  thy  vaft  empire  own. 
Whatever  wonders  magic  fpells  can  do 
On  earth,  in  air.  in  fea,  in  fhades  below  ; 
What  words  profound  and  dark  wife  Mahomet 

fpoke,  ■ 
When  his  old  crw  an  angel's  figure  took  ; 
What  ftrong  enchantmenis  fage  Canidia  knew,  "^ 
Or  Horace  fung,  fiercis  ir.onftcrs  to  fubdue,  > 

0  mighty  book!  are  all  contain'd  in  you  ?  j 
All  human  arts,  and  every  fcience  meet. 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  fingle  facet  : 

From  thy  vaft  root  all  learning's  branches  grow. 
And  all  her  ftreams  from  thy  deep  fountain  flovif. 
And,  lo  !   while  tlnis  thy  v/onders  1  indite, 
Jnfpir'd  I  feel  the  power  of  which  1  write; 
''The  gentler  gout  his  former  rage  forgets, 
Lefs  freqiient  now,  and  Icfs  fevere  the  fits : 
Loofc  grew  the  chains  which  bound  my  ufelefs  feet; 
Stifincfs  and  pain  from  every  joint  retreat ; 
iSurpriCng  ftrength  comes  every  moment  on, 

1  Hand,  I  ftep,  I  walk,  and  now  I  rim. 
Here  let  me  ccafe,  my  kobling  numbers  ftop. 
And  at  *  ihy  handle  hang  my  crutches  up. 

THERISTES; 

OR,  THE   LORDLING, 

7oe  Grand/on  of  a  Lrkklaytr,  Great-grandfsn  of  a 
Butcher. 
0 
TiiERtsTEs  of  amphibious  breed, 
4^Iotley  ftuit  of  mongrel  feed: 
By  the  dam  from  lo-<llings  fprung, 
By  the  fire  cxhal'd  from  dung ; 
Thmk  on  every  vice  in  both, 
Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  fide, 
Fili'd  with  falfehood,  fp!cen,and  pride, 
Fofitive  and  over*bearin<r,  . 

Changing  ftill,  and  ftill  adhering, 
fjpiteful,  peevifh,  rude,  untoward  : 
fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward  : 
Whsn  his  friends  he  moft  is  hard  on, 
Cringing  comesto  beg  their  pardon  j 

*  f'aiiva  7uiul,). Hon, 


Reputation  ever  tearing, 
Everdcarefl  friendlhip  fwearing. 
Judgment  weak,  and  palSon  iirongi 
Always  various,  always  wrong  : 
Provocation  never  waits, 
where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hates. 
Ta.ks  whate'er  com^is  in  his  head, 
Wilh^s  it  were  all  unfaid. 
■'  Let  me  now  the  vices  trace. 
From  his  father's  fcoundrel  race. 
Who  could  give  the  looby  fucli  airs; 
Were  they  mafons ?   Were  they  butchers? 
Herald  lend  the  mufe  au  anfwer, 
From  -his  atavus  and  grandfire  ; , 
This  was  dexterous  at  his  trowel. 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well : 
Hence  the  greafy  clumfy  mien. 
In  his  dref'  and  figure  fcen  : 
Hence  that  mean  ^nd  fordid  foul. 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  foul : 
Hence  that  wild  fufpicious  peep. 
Like  a  rogue  that  fleals  a  flieep  ; 
Hence  he  learn'd  the  butcher's  guile, 
How  to  cut  a  throat  and  fmile  :       "' 
Like  a  butcher  doom'd  for  life,' 
In  his  mouth  to  wear  his  knife. 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food. 
From  his  tenant's  vital  blood. 
I-allly,let  his  gifts  be  try'd, 
Borrow'd  from  the  mafon  fide. 
Some,  perhaps,  may  think  him  able 
Iri  the  flate  to  build  a  Babel; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  flation 
To  deftroy  the  f  Id  foundation. 
True,  indeed,  I  fhould  be  gladder 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  the  ladder. 
May  he  at  his  letter  end 
Mount  aiive,  and  dead  dcfcend. 
In  him  tell  me,  which  prevail. 
Female  vices  moft,  or  riiale  ? 
What  produc'd  them,  can  you  tell  ? 
Human  race,  or  imp  of  hell  ? 

OXFORD: 

A   POEM. 

Jnfcribed  to  Lord  Lonfdale,l']0'}, 

"  Unum  opus  eft  intadlx  palladis  urbetn 
"  Carmine  perpetuo  celebrare" — 

tJoR.  I  Od.  vii. 

Whilst  you,  my  lord,  adorn  that  ftately  feat, 
Where  (hining  beauty  makes  her  foft  retreat,  - 
Enjoying  all  thofe  graces,  uncontrol'd, 
V\'hich  nobleft  youths  would  die  but  to  behold; 
Whilft  you  inhabit  Lowther's  awful  pile, 
A  ft.rudlure  worthy  of  the  founder's  toil; 
Amaz'd  we  fee  the  former  J^onfdale  Ihine 
In  each  defcendant  of  his  noble  line  : 
But  moft  tranfportcd  and  furpriz'd  we  view 
Hi«  ancient  glories  all  revivM  in  you, 
Wiiere  charms  and  virtues  join  their  equal  grace. 
Your  father's  godlike  fjul,  your  mother'si  lovely 
Ufe,  4 
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Me  fortune  and  kind  Heaven's  indulgent  caie 
To  famous  Oxford  and  the  miifes  bear, 
Where,  of  all  ranks,  the  blooming  youths  combine 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  mighty  Nine, 
And  fnatch,  with  fmiling  joy,  the  laurel  crown, 
Due  to  the  learned  honours  of  the  gown. 
Here  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  tuneful  throng. 
Delude  the  time  with  an  unhallow'd  foiig, 
Which  thus  my  thanks  to  much-lov'd  Oxford  pays, 
In  no  ungrateful,  though  unartful  lays. 

Where  fliall  I  firfl  the  beauteous  fcene  difclofe, 
And  all  the  gay  variety  expofe  ? 
For  wherefoe'er  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes, 
Afpiting  towers  and  verdant  groves  arife, 
Immortal  greens  the  Imiling  plains  array, 
And  mazy  rivers  murmur  all  the  way. 

p  '.   might   ysur   eyes  behold   each  fparkllng 
dome, 
And  freely  o'er  the  beauteous  profpeft  roam, 
l_,efsravi(h'd  your  own  Lowther  you'd  furvey, 
Though  pi  mp  and  ftate  the  coftly  feat  difplay, 
Where  art  fo  nicely  has  adorn'd  the  place, 
That  nature's  aid  might  feem  an  ufelefs  grace  ; 
Yet  nature's  fmiles  luch  various  charms  impart, 
That  vain  and  needlefs  are  the  ftrokes  of  art. 
In  equal  {late  our  rifing  flrudures  Ihine, 
Fram'd  by  fuch  rules,  and  form'd  by  fuch  defign. 
That  here,  at  once  furpris'd  and  pleas'd,  we  view 
pld  Athens  loft  and  conquer'd  in  the  new; 
More  fweet  our  fhades,  more  fit  our  bright  abodes 
For  warbling  mufesand  infpiring  gods. 

Great  *  Vanbrook's  feir  might  own  each  artful 
draught 
Equal  to  m.odels  in  his  curious  thought, 
Nor  fcorn  a  fabric  by  our  plans  to  frame, 
Or  in  immortal  labours  fing  their  fame; 
Both  ways  he  faves  them  from  deftroying  fate, 
If  he  but  praife  them,  or  but  imitate. 

See,  where  the  facred  f  Sheldon's  haughty  dome 
Rivals  the  flately  pomp  of  ancient  Rome, 
Whofe  form,  fo  great  and  noble  feems  defign'd 
T'  exprefs  the  grandeur  of  its  founder's  mind. 
Here,  in  one  lofty  building,  we  behold 
Whate'er  the  Latian  pride  could  boaftof  old. 
True,  no  dire  combats  feed  the  favage  eye, 
And  ftrcw  the  fand  with  fportive  cruelty ; 
But,  more  adorn'd  with  what  the  mufe  infpires, 
It  far  outfhincs  their  bloody  theatres, 
pelightful  fcene  !   when  here,  in  equal  verfe. 
The  youthful  bards  their  godlike  queen  rehearfe, 
To  Churchill's  wreaths  Apollo's  laurel  join. 
And  fing  the  plains  of  ?Iockftet  and  Judoign. 

Mexc  let  the  mufe  record  our  Bodley's  feat  | 
Nor  aim  at  numbers,  like  the  fubjed,  great: 
All  hail,  thou  fabric,  facred  to  the  Nine, 
yhy  fame  immortal,  and  thy  form  divine  1 
Who  to  thy  praife  attempts  the  dangerous  flight. 
Should  in  thy  various  tongues  be  taught  to  write; 
His  verfe,  like  thee,  a  lofty  drefs  fhould  wear. 
And  breathe  the  genius  which  inhabits  there; 
Thy  proper  lays  alone  can  mske  ihee  live, 
And  pay  that  fame,  which  fitft  tlyfelf  didft  give. 

*   Sir  'John  Vanlrugh, 

*|"    'Ibt  'Theatre. 

i    The  BodUlan  Library, 
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So  fountains,  which  througli  Iccret  cliannels  flovr, 
And  pour  above  the  floods  they  take  below. 
Back  to  their  father  ocean  urge  their  way. 
And  to  the  fea,  the  flreams  it  gave,  repay. 

No  more  we  fear  the  military  rage, 
Nurs'd  up  in  fome  obfcure  barbarian  age  ; 
Nor  dread  the  ruin  of  our  arts  divine, 
From  thick-fcuU'd  heroes  of  the  Gothic  line. 
Though  pale  the  Romans  faw  thofe  arms  advance^ 
And  wept  their  learning  loft  in  ignorance. 
Let  brutal  rage  around  its  terrors  fpread. 
The  living  murder,  and  confume  the  dead. 
In  impious  fires  let  nobleft  writings  burn, 
And  with  their  authors  fhare  a  common  urn; 
Only,  ye  fates,  our  lov'd  Bodleian  fpare. 
Be  I  r,  and  learning's  felf  Ihall  be  your  care. 
Here  every  art  and  every  grace  (hall  join, 
Colledled  Phocl-us  here  alone  (ball  (hine. 
Each  other  feat  be  dark,  and  this  be  all  divine. 
Thus  when  the  Greeks  imperial  Troy  defac'd. 
And  to  the  ground  its  fatal  walls  debas'd. 
In  vain  they  burn  the  work  of  hands  divine. 
And  vow  deftrudlion  to  the  Dardan  line, 
Whilft  good  ^neas  flies  th'  unequal  wars. 
And,  with  his  guardian  gods,  iiilus  bears. 
Old  Troy  for  ever  ftands  in  him  alone. 
And  all  the  Phrygian  kings  furvive  in  one. 

Here  ftill  prefides  each  fage's  reverend  (hade, 
in  foft  and  eafy  grandeur  laid ; 
Their  deathlefs  works  forbid  their  fame  to  die. 
Nor  time  itfclf  their  perfons  (hall  dcftroy, 
Preferv'd  within  the  living  gallery  *. 
What  greater  gift  could  bounteous  heaven  be-« 

ftow. 
Than  to  be  feen  above,  and  read  below  ? 
With  deep  rcfpedl  I  bend  my  duteous  head; 
To  fee  the  faithful  likenefs  of  the  dead  ; 
But  O  I  what  mufe  can  equal  warmth  impart? 
The  painter's  fkill  tranfcends  the  poet's  art. 
When  round  the  pidur'd  founders  I  defcry. 
With  goodnefs  foft,  and  great  with  majefty,  , 
So  much  of  life  the  artful  colours  give, 
Scarce  more  within  their  colleges  they  live  ; 
My  blood  begins  in  wilder  rounds  to  roll, 
And  pleafing  tumults  combat  in  my  foul ; 
An  humble  awe  my  downcaft  eyes  betray. 
And  only  lefs  than  adoration  pay. 
Such  were  the  Roman  fathers,  when  o'ercome. 
They  faw  the  Gauls  infult  o'er  conquer'd  Rome; 
Each  captive  fcem'd  the  haughty  vidor's  lord. 
And  proftrate  chiefs  their  awful  flaves  ador'd. 

iauch  arc  as  this  adorns  your  Lowther's  hall, 
Where  feafting  gods  caroufe  upon  the  wall ; 
The  neiftar,  which  creating  paint  fupplies. 
Intoxicates  each  pleas'd  fpeftator's  eyes  ; 
Who  view,  amaz'd,  the  figures  heavenly  fair, 
And  think  they  breathe  the  true  Elyfian  air. 
With  flrokcs  fo  bold,    great  Verrio's  hand  has 

drawn 
The  gods  in  dwellings  brighter  than  their  own. 

Fir'd'with  a  thoufand  raptures,  I  behold 
What  lively  features  grac'd  each  bard  of  old  ; 
Such  lips,  1  think,  did  guide  his  char.niing  tongue, 
In  fuch  an  air  as  this  the  poet  fung; 

*   77;,?  naure  CalUry, 
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Such  eyes  as  thefe  glow'd  with  the  facred  fire, 
And  hands  like  thefe  employ'd  the  vocal  lyre. 
Quite  ravifii'd,  I  purfue  each  image  o'er, 
And  fcarce  admire  their  deathlefb  labours  more. 
Sec  where  the  gloomy  Scaliger  appears. 
Each  fnnde  is  critic,  and  each  feature  fneers; 
The  artful  Ben  fo  fmartly  ftrikes  the  eye, 
I  more  than  fee  a  fancied  comedy  ; 
The  muddy  Scotus  crowns  the  motley  (hew, 
'And  mctapbyfics  cloud  his  wrinkled  brow. 
But  diflant  awe  invades  my  beating  breaft. 
To  fee  great  Ormond  in  the  paint  expreft ; 
With  fear  I  view  the  figure  from  afar. 
Which  burns  with  noble  ardour  for  the  war ; 
But  near  approaches  free  my  doubting  mind, 
To  view  fuch  fweetnefs  with  fuch  grandeur  join'd. 

Here  fludlcus  heads  the  graver  tablet  fhows. 
And  there  with  martial  warmth  the  pi<fture  glows; 
The  blooming  youth  here  boafls  a  brighter  hue. 
And  painted  virgins  far  outfhine  the  true. 

Hail,  colours,  which  with  nature  bear  a  flrife. 
And  only  want  a  voice  to  perfcdl  life ; 
The  wondering  flranger  makes  a  fndden  ftand, 
And  pays  low  homage  to  the  lovely  band; 
Within  each  frame  a  real  fair  believes. 
And  vainly  thinks  the  mimic  canvafs  lives; 
Till,  undeceiv'd,  he  quits  th'  enchanting  {how, 
Pleas'd  with  the  art,  though  he  laments  it  too. 

So  when  his  Juno  bold  Ixion  woo'd. 
And  aim'd  at  pleafures  worthy  of  a  god, 
A  beauteous  cloud  was  form'd  by  angry  Jove, 
fit  to  invite,  though  not  indulge  his  love  ; 
The  mortal  thought  he  faw  his  geddefs  fhine, 
And  all  the  lying  graces  look'd  divine; 
But  when  with  heat  he  clafp'd  her  fancied  charms, 
The  empty  vapour  baulk'd  his  eager  arm?. 

Loth  to  dep-rt,  1  leave  th'  inviting  fcene, 
Yet  fcarce  forbear  to  view  it  o'er  again  ; 
But  Qill  new  objedsgive  anew  delight. 
And  various  profpe<5ls  blefs  the  Wandering  fight. 

Aloft  in  ftate  the  airy  towers  arife, 
And  with  new  luflre  deck  the  wondering  flcies ; 
L.O  I  to  what  height  the  fchools  afcending  reach, 
Built  with  that  art  which  they  alone  can  teach  ; 
The  lofty  dome  expands  her  fpacious  gate, 
Whdre  all  the  decent  graces  jointly  wait ; 
In  every  fhape  the  god  of  art  reforts, 
And  crowds  of  fages  fill  th'  extended  c-curts. 

With  wonders  fraught  the  bright  mufcum  fee, 
Itfelf  the  greateft  curiofity  ! 
Where  nature's  choicefl  treafure,  all  combin'd. 
Delight  at  once,  and  quite  confound  the  mind  ; 
Ten  thoufand  fplendors  (irikc  the  dazzled  eye. 
And  form  on  earth  another  galaxy. 

Here  colleges  in  fweet  confufion  rife. 
There  temples  feem  to  reach  their  native  fkies; 
Spire?,  towers,  and  groves,  compofe  the  various 

(how. 
And  mingled  profpciSls  charm  the  doubting  view  ; 
Who  can  deny  their  charader-s  divine, 
Without  rcfplcndcnt,  and  infpir'd  within  ? 
But,  fince  above  my  weak  and  artlefs  lays, 
Let  their  own  poets  fing  their  equal  praife. 

One  labour  more  my  grateful  verfc  renews, 
Ajjid  fears  aloft  the  low-dcfccnding  mufc ; 


The  building  *,  parent  of  my  young  tftifi, 
Aiks  in  return  a  tributary  praife. 
Pillars  fublime  bear  up  the  learned  weight. 
And  antique  fages  tread  the  pompous  height  * 
Whild  guardian  mufes  (hade  the  happy  piles, 
And  all  around  diffufe  propitious  fmiles. 
Here  Lancafler,  adorn'd  with  every  grace, 
Stands  chief  in  merit,  as  the  chief  in  place  : 
To  his  lov'd  name  our  earlieft  lays  belong. 
The  theme  at  once,  and  patron  of  our  fong. 
Long  may  he  o'er  his  much  lov'd  queen's  prefide, 
Our  arts  encourage,  and  our  counfels  guide  ; 
Till  after-ages,  fill'd  with  glad  furprifc. 
Behold  his  image  all  majeftic  rife, 
Where  now  in  pomp  a  venerable  band. 
Princes  and  queens,  and  holy  fathers,  (land- 
Good  Egglesfield  f  claims  homage  from  the  iye, 
And  the  hard  (lone  feems  foft  with  piety  ; 
The  mighty  monarchs  ftill  the  fame  appear. 
And  every  marble  frown  provokes  the  war; 
Whilft  rugged  rocks,  mark'd  with  Philippa'sfacc, 
Soften  to  charms,  and  glow  with  new-born  grace, 
A  fight  lefs  noble  did  the  warriors  yield, 
Transform'd  to  ftatues  by  the  Gorgon  fnield  ; 
Dillorting  fear  the  coward's  form  confeft. 
And  fury  feem'd  to  heave  the  hero's  breaft  ; 
The  lifelefs  rocks  each  various  thought  betray'd. 
And  all  the  foul  was  in  the  ftone  difplay'd. 

Too  high,  my  verfe,  has  been  thy  daring  flight, 
Thy  fofter  numbers  now  the  groves  invite, 
Where  filtnt  (hades  provoke  the  fpeaking  lyre, 
And  cheerful  objeils  h^ppy  fongs  infpire, 
At  once  beftow  rewards,  and  thoughts  infufe, 
Compofe  a  garland,  and  fupply  a  mufc. 

Behold  around,  and  fee  the  living  green 
In  native  colours  paints  a  blooming  fcene  ; 
Th'  eternal  buds  no  deadly  winter  fear. 
But  fcorn  the  coldeft  feafon  of  the  year; 
Apollo  fure  will  blefs  the  happy  place, 
Which  his  own  Daphne  condefcends  to  grace  ; 
For  here  the  everlafiing  laurels  grow, 
In  every  grotto,  and  on  every  brow. 
Profpedts  fo  gay  demand  a  Congreve's  ftrains. 
To  call  the  gods  and  nymphs  upon  the  plains ; 
Pan  yields  his  empire  o'er  the  lylvan  throng, 
Pleas'd  to  fubmit  to  his  fuperior  fong ; 
Great  Denham's  genius  looks  with  rapture  down, 
And  Sj>enfer's  (hade  refigns  the  rural  crown. 

fill'd  with    great  thoughts,  a  thoufaud  fages 
rove 
Through  every  field  and  fclitary  grove ; 
VV'hofe  fouls,  afcending  an  exalted  height, 
Outfoar  the  drooping  mufe's  vulgar  flight. 
That  longs  to  fee  her  darling  votaries  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  fome  gentle  (hade. 
Where  purling  dreams  an<l  warbling  birds  ccn- 

fpire 
To  aid  th'  enchantments  of  the  trembling  lyre. 

Bear  me, fome  God,  to  Chrift-Church,  royal  feat, 
And  lay  me  foftly  in  the  green  retreat, 
Where  Aldrich  holds  o'er  wit  the  fovereign  power. 
And  crowns  the  poets  which  he  taught  befoie. 

*    ^i/ecn  s  College  Libraiy, 

f  Ribcit  Fg^l'-'f-Jil,  B.D.  thffoundir,  1340^ 
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To  Aldrich  Britain  ewes  her  tuneful  Boyle, 
The  nobleft  trophy  of  the  conquer'd  ifle  ; 
Who  adds  new  warmth  to  our  poetic  fire, 
And  gives  to  England  the  Hibernian  lyre. 
Philips,  by  Phosbus  and  his  Aldrich  taught, 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith   his  Churchill 

fought, 
Unfetter'd,  in  great  Milton's  ftrain  he  writes, 
Like  Milton's  angels  whilft  his  hero  lights ; 
Purfues  the  bard,  whilft  he  with  honour  can, 
JEquals  the  poet,  and  excels  the  man.  [round, 

O'tr  all  the  plains,  the  ftreams,  and  woods  a. 
The  pleating  lays  of  fweeteft  bards  refound; 
A  faithful  echo  every  note  returns, 
And  liftenir.g  river-gods  negletft  their  urns. 
When  Codrington  *  and  Steele  their  verfe  unrein, 
And  form  an  eafy,  unafFedled  ftrain, 
A  double  wreath  of  laurel  binds  their  brow, 
As  they  are  poets  and  are  warriors  too. 
Trapp's  lofty  fcenes  in  gentle  numbers  flow, 
Like  Dry  den  great,  asfoft  as  moving  Rowc. 
When  youthful  Harrifon,  with  tuneful  il:ill,[Hjll ; 
Makes  Woodftock   Park  fcarce  yield  to  Cooper's 
Old  Chaucer  from  th'  Elyfian  fields  looks  down. 
And  fees  at  length  a  genius  like  his  own  ;       [low, 
Charm'd  with  his  lays,  which  reach  the  Ihades  be- 
Fair  Rofamonda  intermits  her  woe, 
Forgets  the  anguifti  of  an  injur'd  foul. 
The  fatal  poignard,  and  envenom'd  bowl. 

Apollo  fmiles  on  Magd'len's  peaceful  bowers, 
Perfumes  the  air,  and  paints  the  grot  with  flowers, 
Where  Yalden  learn'd  to  gain  the  myrtle  crown. 
And  every  mufe  was  fond  of  Addifon. 
Applauded  man  1  for  weightier  trufts  defign'd, 
For  once  difdain  not  to  unbend  thy  mind; 
Thy  mother  Ifis  and  her  groves  rehearfe, 
A  fubjeifl  not  unworthy  of  thy  verfe  ; 
So  Latian  fields  will  ceafe  to  boaft  thy  praife, 
And  yield  to  Oxford, painted  in  thy  lays: 
And  when  the  age  to  come,  from  envy  free, 
What  thou  to  Virgil  giv'ft  fhall  give  to  thee, 
Ifis,  immortal  by  the  poet's  llcill, 
•'  Shall,  in  the  fmooth  defcription,  murmur  ftlll  f ;" 
New  beauties  fliall  adorn  our  fylvan  I'cene, 
And  in  thy  numbers  grow  for  ever  green. 

Danby's  fam'dgifr  |  fucH  verfe  as  thine  requires, 
Exalted  raptures,  and  celeftial  fires  ; 
Apollo  here  fhould  plenteoufly  impart, 
As  well  his  finging,  as  his  curing  art ; 
Nature  herfelf  the  healing  garden  loves. 
Which  kindly  her  declining  ftrength  improves, 
Baffles  the  ftrokes  of  imrelenting  death, 
Can  break  his  arrows,  and  can  blunt  his  teeth. 
How  fv/eet  the  landfcip  !  where,  in  living  trees, 
Here  frowns  a  vegetable  Hercules  I 
There  fam'd  Achilles  learns  to  live  again, 
And  looks  yet  angry  in  the  mimic  fcene  ; 
Here  artful  birds,  which  blooming  arbours  Ihow, 
Seem  to  fly  higher,  whilft  they  upwards  grow, 
From  the  fame  leaves  both  arms  and  warriors  rife, 
And  every  bough  a  different  charm  fupplies. 

*    The  great  henefaiior  to  All-fouls    CoU-'re. 
f  Letter  from  Italy,  by  Mr.  j-ddfcn, 
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So  when  our  world  the  great  Creator  made. 
And,  unadorn'd,  the  fluggifti  chaos  laid. 
Horror  and  Beauty  own'd  their  fire  the  fame. 
And  Form  iuelf  from  Parent  Matter  came, 
That  lumpifli  mafs  alone  was  fource  of  all. 
And  Bards  and  Themes  had  one  original. 

In  vain  the  groves  demand  my  longer  flajr. 
The  gentle  Ifis  wafts  the  mufe  away; 
With  eafe  the  river  guides  her  wandering  ftrcam. 
And  h.-vftes  to  mingle  with  uxorious  Thame, 
Attempting  poets  on  her  banks  lie  down. 
And  quafi",  infpir'd,  the  better  Helicon, 
Harmonious  ftrains  adorn  their  various  theme*. 
Sweet  as  the  banks,  and  flowing  as  the  ftreams. 

Blefs'd  we,  whom  bounteous  fortune  here  has 
thrown, 
And  made  the  various  bleflings  all  our  own  I 
Nor  crowns,  nor  globes,  the  pageantry  of  ftate, 
Upon  our  humble,  eafy  flumbers  wait ; 
Nor  aught  that  is  ambition's  lofty  theme 
Difturbs  ourfleep,  and  gilds  the  gaudy  dreim, 
Touch'd  by  no  ills  which  vex  th'  unhappy  great. 
We  only  read  the  changes  in  the  ftate. 
Triumphant  Marlborougli's  arms  at  diftancehear. 
And  learn  from  fame  the  rough  events  of  war ; 
With  pointed  rhymes  the  Gallic  tyrant  pierce. 
And  make  the  cannon  thunder  in  our  verfe. 

See  how  the  matchlefs  youth  their  hours  im- 
prove, 
And  in  the  glorious  way  to  knowledge  move ! 
Eager  for  fame,  prevent  the  rifing  fun, 
And  watch  the  midnight  labours  of  the  moon. 
Not  tender  years  their  bold  attempts  reftrain. 
Who  leave  dull  Time,  and  haften  into  man. 
Pure  to  the  foul,  and  pleafing  to  the  eyes. 
Like  angels  youthful,  and  like  angels  wife. 

Some  learn  the  mighty  deeds  of  age's  gone, 
And,  by  the  lives  of  heroes,  form  their  own; 
Now  view  the  Granique  chok'd  with  heaps  of 

flain. 
And  warring  worlds  on  the  Pharfalian  plain ; 
Now  hear  the  trumpets  clangour  from  afar. 
And  all  the  dreadful  harmony  of  war; 
Now  trace  thofe  fecret  tricks  that  loft  a  ftate. 
And  fearch  the  fine  fpun  arts  that  made  it  great. 
Correal  thofe  errors  that  its  ruin  bred. 
And  bid  fome  long-loft  empire  rear  its  ancient 
head, 

Others,  to  whom  perfuafive  arts  belong 
(Words  in  their  looks,  and  muficon  their  tongue)^ 
InftrucSed  by  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Learn  richly  to  adorn  their  native  home; 
Whilft  liftening  crowds  confefs  the  fweet  furprife. 
With  pleafure  in  their  breafts,  and  wonder  in  theJt 
eyes. 

Here  curious  minds  the  latent  feeds  difclofe. 
And  nature's  darkeft  labyrinths  expofe  ; 
Whilft  greater  fouls  the  diftant  words  defcry. 
Pierce  to  the  outftretch' 
Enlarge  the  fcarchir 
the  eye. 

O  you,  whofe  rifing  years  fo  great  began. 
In  whofe  bright  youth  1  read  the  Ihining  man, 
O  Lonfdale,  know  what  nobleft  minds  approve, 
The  thoughts  they  chjyifh,  and  the  ^rts  they  l^yg 


eit  laDyrintns  expole ; 
Is  the  diftant  words  defcry,     "1 
;retch'd  borders  of  the  fky,      t 
ling  mind,  and  broad  expand  1* 
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Let  thefc  examples  your  young  bofom  fire, 
And  bid  your  foul  to  boundlcls  height  afpire. 
Methinks  I  fee  you  in  our  (hades  retir'd, 
Alike  admiring,  and  by  all  admir'd  : 
Your  eloquence  now  charms  my  raviJh'd  ear, 
"Which  future  fenates  fhall  tranfported  hear, 
Now  mournful  verfe  infpires  a  pleafing  woe. 
And  now  your  cheeks  with  warlike  fury  glow, 
Wiulft  on  the  paper  fancy'd  fields  appear, 
And  profpeAs  of  imaginary  war  ; 
Your  martial  foul  fees  Hockftet's  fatal  plain. 
Or  fights  the  fam'd  Ramilia  o'er  again. 

But  I  in  vain  thefe  lofty  names  rehearfe. 
Above  the  faint  attempts  of  humble  verfe, 
Which  Garth  fliould  in  immortal  ftrains  dcfign, 
Or  Addifon  exalt  with  warmth  divine  ; 
A  meaner  fong  my  tender  voice  requires. 
And  fainter  lays  confefs  the  fainter  fires, 
By  nature  fitted  for  an  humble  theme, 
A  painted  profpedt,  or  a  murmuring  ftream. 
To  tune  a  vulgar  note  in  Echo's  praife, 
Whilft  Echo's  felf  refounds  the  flattering  lays ; 
Or,  whilfl  I  tell  how  Myra's  charms  furprife, 
Paint  rofes  on  her  cheeks,  and  funs  within  her  eyes. 

O,  did  proportion'd  height  to  me  belong, 
Great  Anna's  name  fliould  grace  th'  ambitious 

fong; 
Illuftrious  dames  fliould  round  their  queen  refort, 
And  Lonfdale's  mother  crown  the  fplendid  court ; 
Her  noble  fon  fliould  boaft  no  vulgar  place, 
But  fliare  the  ancient  honours  of  his  race;      [eyes 
Whilft  each  fair  daughter's  face  and  conquering 
To  Venus  only  fliould  fubmit  the  prize. 
O  matchlefs  beauties  1  more  than  heavenly  fair. 
Your  looks  refiftlefs,  and  divine  your  air, 
Let  your  bright  eyes  their  bounteous  beams  diffufe. 
And  no  fond  bard  fiiall  aflc  an  ufelefs  mufe  ; 
Their  kindling  rays  excite  a  noble  fire. 
Give  beauty  to  the  fong,  and  mufic  to  the  lyre. 

This  charming  theme  I  ever  could  purfue. 
And  think  the  infpiration  ever  new. 
Did  not  the  God  my  wandering  pen  reftrain ; 
And  bring  nie  to  his  Oxford  back  again. 

Oxford,  the  goddefs  mufe's  native  home, 
Infpir'd  like  Athens,  and  adorn'd  like  Rome  I 
Hadft  thou  of  old  been  Learning's  fam'd  retreat, 
^d  Pagan  mufes  chofe  thy  lovely  feat, 


O,  how  unbounded  had  their  fi(9;ion  been  f 
What  fancy'd  vifions  had  adorn'd  the  fcene! 
Upon  each  hill  a  Sylvan  Pan  had  flood, 
And  every  thicket  boafted  of  a  God ; 
Satyrs  had  frilk'd  in  each  poetic  grove. 
And  not  a  ftream  without  its  nymphs  could  move  ; 
Each  fummit  had  the  train  of  Mules  ftiow'd, 
And  Hippocrene  in  every  fountain  flow'd  ; 
The  tales,  adorn'd  with  each  poetic  grace, 
Had  look'd  almoft  as  charr.iing  as  the  place. 

Ev'nnowwehear  the  world  with  tranfports  own 
Thofe  fifftions  by  more  wond'rous  truths  outdone  ; 
Here  pure  Eufebia  keeps  her  holy  feat, 
And  Themis  fmiles  from  Heaven  on  this  retreat ; 
Our  chafter  graces  own  refin'd  defires, 
And  all  our  mufes  burn  with  veftal  fires; 
Whilft  guardian-angels  our  Apollo's  ftand,  ") 

Scattering  rich  favours  with  a  bounteous  hand  > 
To  blefs  the  happy  air,  and  fandlify  the  land.       j 

O  pleafing  ftiades  1   O  ever-green  retreats  ! 
Ye  learned  grottos  I  and  ye  facred  feats  ! 
Never  may  you  politer  arts  refufe, 
But  entertain  in  peace  the  bafliful  mufe  I 
So  may  you  be  kind  Heav'n's  diftiuguifli'd  care, 
And  may  your  fame  be  lafting,  as  'tis  fair  ! 
Let  greater  bards  on  fam'd  Parnafl"us  dream, 
Or  tafte  th'  infpir'd  Heliconian  ftream ; 
Yet,  whilft  our  Oxford  is  the  bleft  abode 
Of  every  mufe,  and  every  tuneful  god, 
Parnaffus  owns  its  honours  far  outdone, 
And  Ifis  boafts  more  bards  than  Helicon, 

A  thoufand  bleflings  I  to  Oxford  owe. 
Bat  you,  my  Lord,  th'  infpiring  mufe  bcftow ; 
Grac'd  with  your  name  th'unpolifli'd  poemfliines, 
You  guard  its  faults,  and  confecrate  the  lines, 
O  might  yon  here  meet  my  defiring  eyes, 
My  drooping  fong  to  nobler  heights  would  rife : 
Or  might  I  come  to  breathe  your  northern  air. 
Yet  fliould  I  find  an  equal  pleafure  there  ; 
Your  prefence  would  the  harftier  climate  foothe, 
Hufti  every  wind,  and  every  mountain  fmooth  ; 
Would  bid  the  groves  in  fpringing  pomp  arife. 
And  open  charming  vifta's  to  the  eyes ; 
Would  make  my  trifling  verfe  be  heard  around, 
And  fportive  echo  play  the  empty  found  : 
With  you  I  fliould  a  better  Phoebus  find, 
And  own  in  you  alone  the  charms  of  Oxford  join'd. 
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The  family  of  SomervIIe  was  originally  from  Normandy ;  and  came  to  England  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  in  1066.  Sir  Walter  de  Somervile  had  a  confiderable  command  in  the  Conqueror's 
army  ;  and  was  rewarded  for  his  fervices,  with  the  lordfhip  of  Whichenovre  in  Stafford  (hi  re,  and 
Afton  in  Gioucefterfhire.  His  eldeil  fon,  Sir  Walter  de  Somervile,  facceeded  him  in  the  lordfhip 
of  Whichenovre ;  and  from  him  was  defcended  Sir  Philip  de  Somervile,  lord  of  Whichenovre,  in 
the  reign  of  Henry  V.  who  held  the  lands  of  Whichenovre,  Scirefcot,  Ridware,  Netherton,  and  Cowlee, 
of  the  Earls  of  Lancafter,  by  the  memorable  fervice  of  giving  a  flitch  of  bacon,  as  a  reward  to  any  huf- 
band  and  wife,  who  could  fay,  that  they  never  had  the  Icaft  difference,  nor  contradidlsd  one  another, 
within  the  (pace  of  twelve  months  after  marriage,  &c.  The  male  line  of  the  Whichenovre  family 
is  long  Cnce  extjn<ft,  having  ended  in  a  daughter,  married  to  Stafford  Duke  of  Buckingham,  beheadet} 
in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  William  de  Somervile,  the  fecond  fon  of  the  firft  Sir  Walter,  having 
contrafted  a  fricndfhip  with  David  I.  King  of  Scotland,  when  he  was  in  England,  accompanied 
him  to  Scotland,  and  obtained  from  him  the  barony  of  Carnwath  in  Lanarkfhire,  where  he  fettled. 
He  was  the  progenitor  of  the  prefent  Lorid  Somerville,  and  the  other  families  of  that  name  in  Scotland- 
Roger  de  Somervile,  the  third  fon  of  the  firft  Sir  Walter,  got  from  his  father  the  lordfhip  of 
Afton  in  Gioucefterfhire,  which,  after  him,  was  called  Somcrvilc-Afton. 

Sir  John  Somervile,  his  grandfon,  obtained  by  marriage  feveral  eftates  in  Warwickfhire,  which, 
with  Somervile-Afton,  defcended  to  Robert  Somervik,  £fq.  his  lineal  reprefcntative,  father  of  Wil- 
liam Somervile,  the  poet,  who  was  born  at  Edfion  in  Warwickfhire,  in  1692. 

He  tells  of  himfelf,  in  his  Ode  to  General  Stanhope,  that  he  was  horn  near  A-vona's  •w'lndinv Jlream ;  and 
Ramfay,  his  contemporary  and  admirer,  in  an  encomiaftic  epiftle  addreffed  to  him,  on  readixv  feveral 
of  his  excellent  poems,  gives  a  metrical,  but  inaccurate  account  of  his  illuftrious  lineage,  and  that  of  his 
"  noble  kinfinan." 

Yo'u  both  from  one  great  lineage  fprlng, 
Boch  from  de  Somervile,  who  came 
With  William,  England's  conqu'ring  king, 
To  win  fair  plains  and  lafting  fame. 
Whichnour  he  left  to 's  eldeft  fon, 
'I  hat  firft-born  chief  you  reprefent ; 
The  fecond  came  to  Caledon, 
^  From  whom  our  Somer'le  takes  defcent. 

©I  the  perfcnal  hiftory  of  Somervile,  fomc  dates,  and  fome  few  faft?,  fcarce  more  interefllng  thaa 
thofe  that  make  the  ornaments  of  a  country  tombftone,  are  all  the  memorials  that  have  defcended 
lo  pofterity. 

A  poet,  while  living,  it  has  been  well  obferved,  is  feldom  an  o\t]tSt  fufficicntly  great  to  3ttra(Jt 
much  attention ;  his  real  merits  are  known  but  to  a  few,  and  thefe  are  generally  fparing  in  theit 
praifes.  When  his  fame  is  increafed  by  time,  it  is  then  too  late  to  inveftigate  the  peculiarities  of 
his  difpofition  and  familiar  pradices :  "  the  dews  of  the  morning  are  paft,  and  we  vainly  try  tp 
■continue  the  chafe  by  the  meridian  fpkndcur." 
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He  was  educated  at  Winchefter  fchool,  and  afterward  chofcn  to  one  of  the  vacancies  in  NeW 
College,  Oxford. 

In  the  places  of  his  education,  tradition  has  prefervcd  no  account  of  his  having  difplayed  any  un- 
common proofs  of  his  genius  or  literature. 

It  is  probable  that  he  was  not  negligent  of  ftudy ;  and,  it  Is  certain,  that  he  made  a  confidcrable 
proficiency  in  claflical  learning,  and  difcovered  an  early  propenfity  to  poetry. 

It  is  not  known  how  long  he  refided  at  Oxford,  or  what  literary  or  political  connexions  he  formed 
there  ;  but  he  feems  to  have  been  an  early  friend  to  the  Hanover  fucceffion,  and  other  meafures  re- 
fuiting  from  principles  of  freedom. 

When  the  Tory  miniftcrs  of  Queen  Anne  removed  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  from  all  his  places, 
he  addrelTed  an  Ode  to  him,  wnich  ftands  high  among  the  moft  diftinguifhed  compofitions  of  that 
time. 

It  was  followed,  in  171a,  by  an  OJe,  cccijioned  by  the  Duke  of  Marlborough'' s  embarking  for  OJlend ; 
which,  though  Icfs  elevated,  hasfome  fine  encomiaftic  ftrains. 

After  the  acceflion  of  King  George,  he  preferved  his  attachment  to  the  Whig  party  ;  and  ad- 
drelTed an  Ods  to  General  Stanhope,  one  of  his  Majefty's  Secretaries  of  State,  afterward  Earl  Stan- 
hope, in  which  he  is  conftant  to  his  theme,  and  mingles  the  praifes  of  Marlborough  and  Stanhope 
•with  appropriate  encomiums  on  Milton,  and  Addifon,  and  other  Englifli  poets,  whofe  efforts  have 
been  directed  to  fupport  the  caufe  of  freedom. 

When  Addifon  purchafed  an  eftate  in  Warwickfhire,  his  native  county,  he  did  not  mifs  fo  fair  an' 
occafion  of  Ihowing  his  refpedl  for  that  great  man,  and  of  doing  honour  to  the  feat  of  his  illuftrioua 
anceftors,  and  the  birth-place  of  the  immortal  Shakfpeare. 

Contending  nations  ancient  Homer  claim, 

And  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name. 

Our  happier  foil  the  prize  fliall  yield  to  none, 

Ardenna's  groves  fhali  boaft  an  Addifon. —  v 

Your  wifer  choice  prefers  this  fpot  of  earth, 

Diftinguifli'd  by  th'  immortal  Shakfpeare's  birth; 

Where  through  the  vales  the  fair  Avona  glides, 

And  nourifhes  the  glebe  with  fattening  tides— 

Here,  on  the  painted  borders  of  the  flood 

The  babe  was  born,  his  bed  with  rofes  flrew'd; 

Here,  in  an  ancient  venerable  dome, 

Opprefl  with  grief,  we  view  the  poet's  tomb ! 

His  compliment  to  Addifon,  as  a  teacher  of  moral  and  religious  truth,  is  exprelTed  with  admiraTjll 
felicity  and  delicacy. 

When  panting  virtue  her  lafl  efforts  made. 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin's  aid, 
Prefumptuous;  Folly bluihd,  and  Vice  withdrew. 
To  vengeance  yielding  tier  abandon'd  crew. 

He  was  now  diftinguifhed  as  a  poet,  and  came  forward  among  the  refl,  with  verfes  to  the  aufhar 
•ftbe  EJay  on  Man,  and  an  Epifle  to  Mr.  Thomfon,  on  the  frj}  edition  of  his  Seafons. 

He  was  no  lefs  diftinguifhed  as  an  accomplilhed  gentleman,  anatftive  and  ikilful  fportfman,  and  a 
ufeful  juftice  of  the  peace. 

Inheriting  an  eftate  of  fifteen  hundred  a-year,  he  lived  chiefly  in  the  cotintry ;  and  fet  a  good  ex- 
ample to  men  of  his  own  clafs,  by^  devoting  part  of  liis  time  to  elegant  knowledge ;  the  fubje<a:s 
which  his  poetry  has  adorned,  fliow  that  it  is  pradicable  to  be  at  ence  a  Ikilful  fportfman  and  a 
man  tf  letters. 

He  was  a  man  of  high  fpirit ;  and  feems  to  have  pracftifed  an  unbounded  hofpitality,  and  to  have 
been  wholly  negligent  of  economy,  by  which  he  impaired  his  fortune,  and  fubjedlcd  himfclf  to  dli' 
Ueffcs,  wliich  wet  with  but  little  commiferation  from  his  unfeeling  neighbours^ 
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In  i  ^30,  lie  concluded  a  bai-jrain  with  James  Lord  Somerville  (who  claimed  and  ohtained,  in 
3722,  the  ancient  peerage  that  had  been  dormant  fince  1618),  for  the  reverfxon  of  his  eftate  at  his 
death. 

His  connexion  with  Lord  Sfmerville  probably  occafioned  his  poetical  correfpondence  with  Ram. 
fay,  who  was  patronifed  by  that  nobleman. 

He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Shenftone,  who  was  his  neighbour,  and  by  whom  he  was  too  much 
refembled  in  his  negligence  of  economy. 

"  I  loved  Mr.  Somervile,"  fays  Shenrtone,  "  becaufe  he  knew  fo  perfeAly  what  belonged  to  the 
fiocci-nauci-nihili-pilification  of  money." 

In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  he  wrote  7/::  Chafe,  which  raifed  his  reputation  Very  high  among 
fportfmen,  and  men  of  letters,  arid  by  vrhich  he  is  befl  known.  It  is  written  with  equal  vigour  and 
elegance,  and  juftly  ranks  among  the  beft  didadlic  poems  in  the  Englifh  language. 

It  was  followed  by  Hcbtinol,  a  biirlefque  poem,  dedicated  to  Hogarth  ;  and  Fidd  Sperts,  a  poem  on 
hawking,  addreffcd  to  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  and  printed  in  174Z. 

"  Mr.  Somervile's  poem  upon  hawking,  called  Field  Sports^'  fays  Shenftone,  in  his  letter  to  Mr, 
Graves,  "  was  fent  to  Mr.  Lyttleton,  to  be  read  to  the  Prince,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed.  It  feems 
he  is  fond  of  hawking." 

Of  the  dofe  of  his  life,  thofe  whom  his  poems  have  delighted,  will  read  with  pain  the  following 
account,  copied  from  the  letters  of  his  friend  Shenftone. 

"  Our  old  friend  Somervile  is  dead  !  I  did  not  imagine  I  could  have  been  fo  forry  as  T  find  myfelf 
..upon  this  occafion.  Suhlatum  quarmui.  I  can  now  excufe  all  his  foibles,  impute  them  to  age,  and 
to  diftrefs  of  circumftances;  the  laft  of  thefe  confiderations  wrings  my  very  foul  to  think  on.  For 
a  man  of  high  fpirit,  confcious  of  having  (at  leaft  in  one  production)  generally-  pleafed  the  yorld, 
to  be  plagued  and  threatened  by  wretches  that  are  very  low  in  every  fenfe  ;  to  be  forced  to  drink 
himfclf  into  pains  of  the  body,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  pains  of  the  mind,  is  a  mifery." 

He  died  July  19,  1742,  in  the  50th  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  at  Wotton,  near  Henley,  on 
Arden. 

His  eftate,  inherited  from  a  long  line  of  anceftor?,  devolved  to  Lord  Somerville,  chargeable  with 
a  jointure  of  fix  hundred  a-year  to  his  mother,  who  lived  till  ninety. 

His  Chafe,  Hobblnol,  and  Field  Sports,  have  been  frequently  printed;  and  are  inferted  with  his 
Occafional  Poems,  Tranflations ,  Fables,  and  Tales,  in  the  CoUeiftion  of  the  "  Englifh  Poets"  1779} 
and  1790. 

From  Lady  Luxborough's  "  I^etters  to  Shenftone,"  p.  ail,  it  appears  that  he  tranflated  Alzire^ 
from  Voltaire,  which  was  then  iii  MS.,  in  her  poffefiTion  ;  together  with  feveral  "  little  poems  and 
impromptus,  which,"  fhe  fays,  "  are,  for  the  moft  part,  too  trivial  or  too  local  for  the  prefs." 

Somervile  is,  by  his  contempotaries,  allowed  to  have  been  a  man  of  very  great  benevolence,  and 
«f  very  agreeable  manners. 

Shenftone,  who  knew  him  well,  has  tranfmitted  to  pofterlty  a  very  adtantageous  idea  of  his  pri« 
^rate  charadler,  as  wdl  as  his  capacity  as  a  poet. 

Near  Avon's  banks,  on  Arden's  floweiy  plain, 
A  tutie{u\  Jhepkerd  charm'd  the  lift'ning  wave. 
And  funny  Cotfol'  fondly  lov'd  the  fvvain  ; 
Yet  not  a  garland  crowns  the  Jhepherd's  grave. 

Oh  loft  Ophelia !  fmoothiy  flow'd  the  dayj 
To  feel  hismiific  with  tny  flames  agree, 
To  tafte  the  beauties  of  his  melting  lay. 
To  tafte,  and  fancy  it  was  dear  to  thee  ! 

When,  for  his  tomb,  with  each  revolving  year, 
ifteai  the  mufk  rofefrom  the  fcented  brake, 
I  'ftrew  my  cowflips,  and  I  pay  my  tear  ; 
I'll  add  the  myrtle  for  Ophelia's  fake.- £leg.  zvlii. 


,^  •      THE  LIFE  OF  SOMERVILE. 

He  wa^much  cfteemed  for  his  amiable  and  eftimable  qualities  by  Lady  Luxborough,  the  fiftcr  of 
Lord  Bolingbroke ;  who  »  feemed,"  fays  Shenaone,  "  in  all  refpeAs  the  female  Lord  Bolingbrokc." 
Her  correfpondencc  with  Shenftone  exhibits  many  unequivocal  teftimonies  of  her  veneration  for  his 
virtue  and  his  genius.  "  I  return,"  fays  fhe,  "  Mr.  Somervile's  picfture.  I  think  it  very  like  Wor- 
ledge's,  and  in'deed  very  like  Mr.  SomervUe ;  bur,  methinks,  it  fcarcely  does  him  juftice,  as  fonie 
of  the  leaft  agreeable  features  in  his  face  are  father  too  ftrongly  marked ;  as  under  the  eyes,  for  ex- 
ample ;  and  I  think,  as  he  was  very  fair,  the  pencil  might  be  fainter.  But,  upon  the  whole,  had  I 
not  another  of  him,  I  would  not  give  this  for  a  great  fum."  In  another  place  :  «  As  to  the  urn  for 
Mr.  Somervile,  my  prefent  defign  is  to  place  it  under  the  great  double  oak,  as  himfelf  expreffes  it, 
"  under  the  oak's  proteSing  (hade."  It  will  be  like  raifing  a  throne  as  well  as  a  monument  for 
Mr.  Somervile  ;  and,  could  he  fee  it,  he  would,  I  believe,  think  himfelf  more  honourably  placed, 
than  if  he  was  i«W  down  below  one's  feet,  which  might  offend  his  elevated  fpirit."  Again: 
"  Mr.  Allen  propofes,  that  below  where  Mr.  Somervile's  name,  &c.  is  placed,  ihould  be  added, 

Multis  ille  bonis  fiebiliis  occidit." 

I  think  with  him,  that  this  motto  will  record  him  as  a  man  who  deferved  the  eftcem  of  every 
good  man,  and  was  regretted  accordingly.  But  you  and  I  may  both  be  in  the  right  in  agreeing  to 
the  infcription's  being  in  Englilh. 

Sacred  to  fhe  Memory  of 
WILLIAM  SOMERVILE,  Esqiuire. 

«'  I  am  charmed  with  your  thought  of  alluding  to  the  Chafe,  which  you  very  juftly  fay  -would  be 
ihi  mof  proper  ernament,  a  -wreath  and  Freneb  horn.  As  the  rcafon  of  my  ereding  it  is  to  be  plainly 
underftood  to  mean  no  more  than  my  eftecm  for  him  as  a  worthy  man,  and  a  good  poet,  who  had 
Jjonoured  me  with  his  friendfhip,  I  fhould  like  the  whole  to  be  as  plain  as  pofliblc ;  that  is  to  fay, 
as  far  as  ia  confiftent  with  expreffing  my  friendfhip  for  Mr.  Somervile,  and  his  poetical  genius,  tro- 
phies of  which  muft  undoubtedly  be  on  one  ude  the  urn.  Neither  would  I  have  it  expcnfive  ;  but 
I  would  exprefs  with  as  much  Cmplicity  as  poffible,  my  refpedl  for  his  memory,  without  flattery  or 
romp  ;  and  that  it  was  my  friendfhip  only  which  made  n^e  raife  this  memorandum  of  him.  So  that 
my  firfl  thought  of  all  was,  only  to  have  had  an  altar,  without  any  urn,  and  fomething  wrote  upon 
It  equivalent  to  what  you  have  put  round  the  blazing  altar  you  drew  out  in  your  letter,  viz.  Sacred 
U  FrienJjhip,  or  to  that  effeca."  In  her  letter,  April  25,  17JO,  flie  writes:  "  As  to  the  urn,  I  told 
you  it  was  eredted.  As  the  motto  Mr.  Allen,  and  that  you  had  chofe,  cannot,  in  your  opinion,  be 
on  each  fide  the  fame  plinth,  and  neither  of  them  fingly  take  in  both  the  moral  and  the  poetical 
charadler  of  Mr.  Somervile,  nor  my  friendfhip,  I  fearched  Francis's  Horace,  with  a  view  to  find  ont 
only  that  fhould  exprefs,  in  fome  meafure,  the  whole.    The  motto  is, 

Debita  fparge  lacryma  favUlatn 
Vatis  Amici, 

This  upon  the  plinth,  ani  under  it  on  the  pedeflal  over  the  wreath,  Mr.  Somervile's  name  in 
Latin,  and  U  *  and,  at  bottom,  the  date  of  the  year  he  died,  becaufe  of  the  -word  favillam.  I 
do  not  imagine  Author  of  the  Chafe  can  be  put  agreeably  into  Latin ;  and,  I  confefs,  it  appears  to 
me,  that  the  emblematical  bom,  ivreathed  ivUh  laurel,  will  fuffice  to  put  all  who  know  him,  in  mind 
of  that  poetical  performance,  without  any  explanation  by  words." 

His  chara  Aer  as  a  poet,  as  given  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  may  be  generally  allowed,  with  fome  exception 
to  his  unrcafonable  diflike  of  blank  verfe  and  burlefque  poetry. 

"  Somervile  has  tried  many  modes  of  poetry ;  and  though  perhaps  he  has  not  in  any  reached  fueh 
excellence  as  to  raife  much  envy,  it  may  commonly  be  faid,  at  leaft,  that  ♦'  he  writes  very  well  for  a 
gentleman."  His  fcrious  pieces  are  fometimcs  elevated,  and  his  trifles  are  fometimes  elegant.  In  hii 
/'rw/Jx /•  .(iJU'^w,  the  couplet  which  mentions  Clio,  is  written  with  the  mofl  exquifitc  delicacy  of 
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J)ralfe;  it  exhibits  one  of  thofc  happy  ftrokes  that  are  feldom  attained.  In  his  Odes  to  Marlborough, 
there  are  beautiful  lines.  His  fubjecTls  are  commonly  fuch  as  require  no  great  depth  of  thought, 
or  energy  of  expreflion.  His  fetles  arc  generally  ftale ;  and  therefore  excite  no  cnriofity.  Of  his 
favourite,  Tbe  Tivo  Springs,  the  fiAion  is  unnatural,  and  the  moral  inconfequential.  In  his  TaUi, 
there  is  too  much  coarfenefs,  with  too  little  eafe  of  language,  and  not  fufScient  rapidity  of  narration. 
"  His  great  work  is  his  Chafe,  which  he  undertook  in  his  maturer  age,  when  his  car  was  im- 
proved to  the  approbation  of  blank  verfe  ;  of  which,  however,  his  two  firft  lines  give  a  bad  fpeeimen. 
To  this  poem  praife  cannot  be  totally  denied.  He  is  allov/ed  by  fportfmeft,  to  write  with  great  in- 
telligence of  his  fubjed,  which  is  the  firft  rcquifite  to  excellence  ;  and,  though  it  is  im^joffible  to  in- 
tereft  the  common  readers  of  verfe,  in  the  dangers  or  pleafures  of  the  chafe,  he  has  done  all  that  tran- 
fition  and  variety  could  effe(fl;  and  has,  with  great  propriety,  enlarged  his  plan,  by  the  modes  of 
hunting  ufed  in  other  countries. 

"  With  flill  lefs  judgment  did  he  choofe  blank  verfe  as  the  vehicle  of  Rural  Sports.  If  blank 
verfe  be  not  tumid  and  gorgeous,  it  is  crippled  profc — and  familiar  images  in  laboured  language, 
have  nothing  to  recommend  them  but  abfurd  noTelty,  which,  wanting  the  attradtions  of  nature, 
cannot  pleafe  long. —  One  excellence  of  the  "  Splendid  Shilling,"  is,  that  it  is  ihort.  Difguife  can 
gratify  no  longer  than  it  deceives." 

3  FH) 
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PREFACE. 


1  HE  old  and  infirm  have  at  leaft  this  privilege, 
that  they  can  recal  to  their  minds  thofe  fcenes  of 
joy  in  which  they  once  delighted,  and  ruminate 
over  their  paft  pleafures,  with  a  (atisfaftion  almofl; 
equal  to  the  firft  enjoyment.  For  thofe  ideas,  to 
which  any  agreeaMe  fenfation  is  annexed,  are  eafily 
excited ;  as  leaving  behind  the  mafl  ftrong  and  per- 
manent impreflions.  The  amufements  of  our  youth 
are  the  boaft  and  comfortof  ourdeclining  years.  The 
ancients  carried  this  notion  even  yet  further,  and 
fuppofed  their  heroes  in  the  Elyfian  fields  were  fond 
of  the  very  fame  diveriions  they  exercifed  on  earth. 
Death  itfelf  could  not  wean  them  from  the  accuf- 
tomed  fports  and  gaieties  of  life. 

"  Pars  in  graniineis  exercent  membra  palseftris; 
"  Contendunt  ludo,  et  fulva  ludtantur  areni  : 
"  Pars  pedibus  plaudunt  choreas,  et  carmina  di- 

"  cunt. 
"  Arma  procul,  currufque  virum  miratur  inanes. 
"  Stant  terra  defixs  haftae,  paiTimque  foluti 
"  Per  campum  pafcuntur  equi.  Quae  gratia  cur- 

"  rum 
"  Armorumque  fuit  vivis,  quje  cura  nitentes 
"  Pafcere  equos,  eadem  fequicur  tellure  repof- 
"  tos." ViRG.^neid.  vi. 

Part  on  the  grafTy  cirque  their  pliant  limbs 
In  wreftling  exercife,  or  on  the  fands 
Struggling  difpute  the  prize.    Part  lead  the  ring, 
Or  fwell  the  chorus  with  alternate  lays. 
The  chief  their  arms  admires,  their  empty  cars, 
Their  lances  fix'd  in  earth.     Th*  unharnefs'd 

fleeds 
Graze  anreftrain'd ;  horfes,  and  cars,  and  arms, 
All  the  fame  fond  defires,  and  pleafing  cares, 
Still  haunt  their  fhades,  and  alter  death  furvive. 
i  hope,  therefore,  I  may  be  indulged  (even  by  the 
more  grave  and  cenforious  part  of  mankind)  if  at 
my  leifure  hours,  I  run  over,  in  my  elbow  chair, 
fome  of  thofe  chafes,  which  were  once  the  delight 
of  a  more  vigorous  age.   It  is  an  entertaining,  and 
(as  I  conceive)  a  very  innocent  amufement.     The 
refult  of  thefe  rambling  imaginations  will  be  found 
in  the  following  poem ;  which,  if  equally  divert- 
ing to  my  readers,  as  to  myfelf,  I  Ihall  have  gained 
Oiy  ead.     1  have  iotermixe^  ihe  preceptive  parts 


with  fo  many  defcriptions  and  digreflions,  in  the 
Georgic  manner,  that  I  hope  they  will  not  be  te» 
dior.s.  I  am  fure  they  are  very  neceffary  to  be  well 
underftood  by  any  gentleman,  who  would  enjoy 
this  noble  fport  in  full  perfedtion.  In  this,  at  leaft, 
I  may  comfort  myfeJf,  that  I  cannot  trefpafs  upon 
their  patience  more  than  Markham,  Blome,  and 
the  other  profe  writers  upon  this  fubjesft. 

It  is  moft  certain,  that  hunting  was  the  exercife 
ofthegreateft  heroes  in  antiquity.  By  'his  ihey 
formed  themfelvcs  for  war ;  and  their  exploits 
againft  wild  beafts  were  a  prelude  to  their  other 
viiSories  Xenophon  fays,  that  almoft  all  the  an- 
cient  heroes,  Neftor,  rheieu.,  Callor,  Pollux,  Ulyf- 
fus,  Diomedes,  Achilles,  &c  were  juca^jfjai  xt/vtiysirii:^ 
difciples  of  hunting  ;  being  taught  carefully  that 
art,  as  what  would  be  highly  ferviceable  to  them 
in  military  difcipline.  Xen.  Cynegetic.  And  Pli- 
ny obferves,  thofe  who  were  defigned  for  great 
captains,  were  firft  taught  "  certare  cum  fugaci- 
"  bus  feris  curfu,  cum  audacibus  robore,  cum 
"  callidis  aftu  :"  to  conteft  with  the  fwifteft  wild 
beafts,  in  fpeed  ;  with  the  boideft,  in  ftrength ; 
with  the  moft  cunning,  in  craft  and  fubtilty.  Plin. 
Panegyr.  And  the  Roman  emperors,  in  thofe 
monuments  they  ereiSted,  to  tranfm.it  their  ac- 
tions to  future  ages,  made  no  fcruple  to  join 
the  glories  of  the  chafe  to  their  moft  celebrated 
triumphs.  Neither  were  their  poets  wanting  to 
do  juftice  to  this  heroic  exercife.  Befide  that  of 
Oppian  in  Greek,  we  have  feveral  poems  in  Latin 
upon  hunting.  Gratius  was  contemporary  with 
Ovid ;   as  appears  oy  this  verfe  ; 

"  Aptaque  venanti  Gratius  arma  dabit  " 

Lib.  iv.  Pont. 
Gratius  fliall  arm  the  huntfman  for  the  chafe. 

But  of  his  works  only  fome  fragments  remain. 
There  are  many  others  of  more  modern  date. 
Amongft  thefe  Nemefianus,  who  feems  very  much 
fuperior  to  Gratius,  though  of  a  more  degenerate 
age.  But  only  a  fragment  of  his  firft  book  is  pre- 
ferved.  We  might  indeed  have  expeded  to  have 
feen  it  treated  more  at  large  by  Virgil,  in  his  third 
Georgic,  fir.ce  it  is  exprcfsly  part  of  his  fubjeeft. 
£ut  he  has  favoured  us  only  with  teo  yerfesj  tad 
F  i  iij 
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whijt  he  fays  of  dogs,  relates  wholly  to  greyhounds 

and  jnaftifFs. 

"  Veloces  Sparta:  catulos,  acremque  MololTum." 

Georg.  iii. 
The  greyhound  fwift,  and  mafliff's  furious  breed. 

And  he  diredts  us  to  feed  them  with  butter-milk. 
"  Pafce  fero  pingui."  He  has,  it  is  true,  touched 
upon  the  Chafe,  in  the  4th  and  7th  books  of  the 
JEneid.  But  it  is  evident,  that  the  art  of  hunting 
is  very  different  now  from  what  it  was  in  his 
days,  and  very  much  altered  and  improved  in  thefe 
latter  ages.  It  does  not  appear  to  me,  that  the 
ancients  had  any  notion  of  purfuing  wild  beafls  by 
the  fcent  only,  with  a  regular  and  well-difciplined 
pack  of  hounds ;  and  therefore  they  muft  have 
faffed  for  poachers  amongft  our  modern  fportf- 
rnen.  The  mufter-roll,  given  us  by  Ovid,  in  his 
flory  of  A(fison,  is  of  all  forts  of  dogs,  and  of  all 
countries.  And  the  defcription  of  the  ancient  hunt- 
ing, as  we  find  it  in  the  antiquities  of  Pere  de 
IVIontfaucon,  taken  from  the  fepulchre  of  the  Na- 
fos,  and  the  arch  of  Conftantine,  has  not  the  leafl 
trace  of  the  manner  now  in  ufe. 

Whenever  the  ancients  mention  dogs  followed 
by  the  fcent,  they  mean  no  more  than  finding  out 
the  game  by  the  nofe  of  one  fingle  dog.  This  was 
as  much  as  they  loiew  of  the  "  odora  canum  vis." 
Thus  Nemefianus  fays, 

"  Odorato  nofcunt  vefligia  prato, 
'■  Atque  etiam  leporum  fecreta  cubilia  mon- 
"  ftrant." 
1 

They  challenge  on  the  mead  t\ie  recent  £lalns, 
And  trail  the  hare  unto  her  fecret  form. 

Oppian  has  a  long  defcription  of  thefe  dogs  in  his 
iiril  book, from  ver.  479  to  526.  And  here,  though 
he  fcems  to  defcribe  the  hunting  of  the  hare  by 
the  kent  through  many  turnings  and  windings  ; 
yet  he  really  fays  no  more,  than  that  one  of  thofe 
hounds,  which  he  calls  ixnwrn^is,  finds  out  the 
game.  For  he  follows  the  fcent  no  further  than 
the  hare's  form  ;  from  whence,  after  he  lias  ftart- 
ed  her,  he  purfucs  her  by  fight.  I  am  indebted  for 
thefe  two  laft  remarks  to  a  reverend  and  very  learn- 
ed gentJejaan,  whofe  judgment  in  the  B^-Hts  Lettres 
nobody  difputes,  and  whofe  approbation  gave  me 
the  affurance  to  publifh  this  poem. 

Oj>pian  alfo  obferves,  that'  the  beft  fort  of  thefe 
finders  were  brought  from  Britain  ;  this  ifland 
having  always  been  famous  (as  it  is  at  this  day) 
for  the  beft;  breed  of  hounds,  for  perfo.is  the  beft 
fl:il':d  in  the  art  of  huntiiigj  and  for  hotics  the 


moft  enduring  to  follow  the  chafe.  It  is  therefore 
ftrauge  that  none  of  our  poets  have  yet  thought  it 
worth  their  while  to  treat  of  tliis  fubje<St ;  which 
is  without  doubt  very  noble  in  itfelf,  and  very 
•  v/ell  adapted  to  receive  the  moft  beautiful  turns 
of  poetry.  Perhaps  our  poets  have  no  great 
genius  for  hunting.  Yet  I  hope,  my  brethren  of 
the  couples,  by  encouraging  this  firft,  but  iniper- 
fed,  effay,  will  fliow  the  world  they  have  at  leaft 
fome  tafte  for  poetry. 

The  ancients  efteemed  hunting,  not  only  as  a 
manly  and  warlike  exercife,  but  as  highly  condu- 
cive to  health.  The  famous  Galen  recommends  it 
above  all  others,  as  not  only  exercifing  the  body, 
b«t  giving  delight  and  entertainment  to  the  mind. 
And  he  calls  the  inventors  of  this  art  wife  men, 
and  well  fkilled  in  human  nature.  Lib.  de  parvse 
pilse  exercitio. 

The  gentlemen,  who  are  fond  of  a  gingle  at  the 
clofe  of  every  verfe,  and  think  no  poem  truly  mu- 
fical,  but  what  is  in  rhyme,  will  here  find  theni-r 
felves  difappointed.  If  they  be  pleafed  to  read 
over  the  fliori  preface  before  the  Paradife  Loft, 
Mr.  Smith's  poem  in  memory  of  his  friend  Mr. 
John  Philips,  and  the  Archbifhop  of  Cambray's 
letter  to  Monfieur  Fontenelle,  they  may  probably 
be  of  another  opinion.  For  my  own  part,  I  ftiall 
not  be  afhamed  to  follow  the  example  of  Milton, 
Philips,  Thomfon,  and  all  our  beft  tragic  writers. 

Some  few  terms  of  art  are  difperfed  here  and 
there  ;  but  fuch  only  as  are  abfolutcly  requifite  to 
explain  my  fubjecl.  I  hope  in  this  the  critics  will 
excufe  mc ;  for  I  am  humbly  of  opinion,  that  the 
affe»5lation,and  not  the  neceffary  ufe,  js  the  proper 
objedl  of  their  cenfure. 

But  I  have  done.  I  know  the  impatience  of  my 
brethren,  when  a  fine  day,  and  the  concert  of  the 
kennel,  invite  them  abroad.  I  fliall  therefore  leave 
my  reader  to  fuch  diverfion  as  he  may  find  in  the 
poem  itfelf. 

"  En  age,  fegnes, 
"  Rumpe  moras ;  vocat  ingenti  clamore  Cidue- 

"  ron, 
"  Taygetique canes, doniitrixque Epidaurusequo- 
"rum;  _  [git." 

"  Et  vox  affenfu  nemoruni  ingeminata  remu- 
ViRG.  Georg.  iii. 
Hark,  av;ay, 
Caft  far  behind  the  lingering  cares  of  lif^ 
Cithseron  calls  aloud,  and  in  full  cry 
The  hounds,  Taygetus.   Epidaurus  trains 
For  us  the  generous  fteed  ;  the  hunter's  fliout3j 
And  cheering  cries,  aflenting  woods  return. 
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TO  WILLIAM  SOMERVILE,  Es^. 

ON   HIS  POEM  CALLED  THE  CHASE. 

While  you,  Sir,  gain  the  deep  afcent  to  fame, 
And  honours  due  to  deathlefs  merit  claim  ; 
To  a  weak  miife  a  kind  indulgence  lend, 
Fond  with  juft  praife  your  labours  to  commend 
And  tell  the  world  that  Somervile's  her  friend, 
Her  incenfe  guiklefs  of  the  forms  of  art 
Breathes  all  the  huntfman's  honefty  of  heart ; 
Whofe  fancy  (lill  the  pleafing  fcene  retains 
Of  Edric's  villa,  and  Ardenna's  plains  : 
Joys,  which  from  change  fuperior  charms  recelv'd, 
The  horn  hoarfe  founding  by  the  lyre  reliev'd  : 
When  the  day  crown'd  with  rural  chafte  delight, 
Refijjns  oblequious  to  the  feftive  night; 
The  feftive  night  awakes  th'  harmonious  lay, 
And  in  fweet  verfe  recounts  the  triumphs  of  the 
day. 
Strange  '.  that  the  Eritifli  niufe  fliould  leave  fo 
long, 
The  chafe,  the  fport  of  Britain's  kings,  unfung ! 
Diftingujlh'd  land  !  by  Heaven  indulg'd  to  breed, 
The  ftoiff,  fagacious  hound,  and  generous  fteed  ; 
In  vain  !  while  yet  no  bard  ador ii'd  our  ifle, 
To  celebrate  the  glorious  fylvan  toil. 
For  this  what  darling  fon  ftall  feel  thy  fire, 
God  of  th'  unerring  bow,  and  tuneful  lyre  ? 
Our  vows  are  heard. — Attend,  ye  vocal  throng, 
Somervile  meditates  th'  adventurous  fong. 
Bold  to  attempt,  and  happy  to  excel, 
His  numerous  verfe  the  huntfman's  art  fhall  tell. 
.From  him,  ye  Britifli  youths,  a  vigorous  race. 
Imbibe  the  various  fcience  of  the  chafe  ; 
And  while  the  well-plann'd  fyftem  you  admire, 
Know  Brunfwick  only  could  the  work  infpire  ; 
A  Georgic  mufe  awaits  Auguftan  days. 
And  Somervile's  will  fing,  when  Frederick's  give 
the  bays. 

John  Nixon. 


TO    THE 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  CHASE. 
Once  more,  my  friend,  I  touch  the  trembling  lyre. 
And  in  my  bofom  feel  poetic  fire. 
For  thee  I  quit  the  law's  more  rugged  ways, 
To  pay  my  humble  tribute  to  thy  lays. 
What,  though  I  daily  turn  each  learned  fage, 
And  labour  through  the  unenlighten'd  page  : 
Wak'd  by  thy  lines,  the  borrow'd  flames  I  feel. 
As  flints  give  fire  when  aided  by  the  fteel. 
Though  in  fulphureous  clouds  offmoke  confin'd, 
Thy  rural  fcenes  fpring  frefti  into  my  mind. 
Thy  genius  in  fuch  colours  paints  the  chafe. 
The  real  to  fiditious  joys  give  place. 
When  the  wild  mufic  charms  my  ravifli'd  ear, 
How  dull,  how  taftelefs  Handel's  notes  appear  '. 
Ev'u  Farinelli's  felf  the  palm  refigns, 
He  yields — but  to  the  mufic  of  thy  lines. 
If  friends  to  poetry  can  yet  be  found  ; 
Who  without  blufliing  fenfe  prefer  to  found ;  ~ 
Then  let  this  foft,  this  foul-enfeebling  band, 
Thefe  warbling  minftrels,  quit  the  beggar'd  land. 
They  but  a  momentary  joy  impart, 
'Tis  you,  who  touch  the  foul,  and  warm  the  heart. 
How  tempting  do  thy  fylvan  fports  appear  : 
Ev'n  wild  Ambition  might  vouchfafe  an  ear, 
Might  her  fond  lufl  of  power  a  while  compofe. 
And  gladly  change  it  for  thy  fweet  repofe. 
No  fierce,  unruly  fenates,  threaten  here. 
No  axe,  no  fcaff"old,  to  the  view  appear. 
No  envy,  difappointment,  and  defpair. 
Here,  bleft  vicilfitude,  whene'er  you  pleafe. 
You  rtep  from  exercife  to  learned  eafe  : 
Turn  o'er  each  claflic  page,  each  beauty  trace. 
The  mind  unwearied  in  the  pleafing  chafe. 
Oh !  would  kind  Heaven  fuch  happinefs  beftow, 
Let  fools,  let  knaves,  be  matters  here  below. 
Grandeur  and  place,  thofe  baits  to  catch  the  wife. 
And  all  their  pageant  train,  1  pity  and  defpifc. 

J.  Tract, 
F  f  iiij 
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."  Nee  tibi  cura  canum  fuerlt  poftrema." Virg.  Georg.  iil 

_"  Romanis  folenne  viris  opus,  utile  fams, 

-HoR,  I  Ep.sviii. 


"  Vitaque,  et  membris." 1 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

J^he  fpbjea  propofed.  Addrefs  to  his  Royal  High- 
nefs  the  Prince.  The  origin  of  hunting.  The 
rude  and  unpoliftied  manner  of  the  firft  hiinters. 
JSeaftsat  firft  hunted  for  food  and  facrifice.  The 
grant  made  by  God  to  man  of  the  beafls,  &:c. 
The  regular  manner  of  hunting  firll  brought 
into  this  ifland  by  the  Normans.  1  he  heft  hounds 
and  heft  horles  bred  here.  The  advantage  of  this 
exercife  to  us,  as  iflauders.  Addrefs  to  gentlemen 
■  of  eflates.  Situation  of  the  kennel  and  its  feve- 
ral  courts.  The  divcrflon  and  employment  of 
Jiounds  in  the  kennel.  'I'he  diiferent  forts  of 
hounds  for  each  dilTerent  chafe.  Dcfcription  of 
a  perfect  hound.  Of  fizing  and  forting  of  hounds, 
the  middle-fiztd  hound  recurnniended.  Of  the' 
large  deep-mouthed  hound  for  hunting  the  flag 
and  otter.  Of  the  lime-hound  ;  their  ufe  on  the 
borders  of  England  and  Scotland.  A  phyfical  ac- 
count of  fcent3.  Of  good  and  bad  fcenting  days, 
A  fhort  admonition  to  my  brethren  of  the  cou- 
ples. 

The  Chafe  I  fing,  hound?,  and  their  various  breed, 
And  no  lefs  various  ufe.  O  thou  great  prince  '. 
Whc.iu  Cambria'stowering  hills  proclaim  their  lord, 
Deign  thou  to  hear  my  bold,  inllruvSive  fong. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pcmpoiis  fhow, 
Rear  the  triumphal  arch,  rich  with  th'  exploits 
Of  thy  illuflrioushoufe  ;  while  virgins  pave 
Thy  vray  with  flowers,  and.  as  the  royal  youth 
PafTing  they  view,  admire  and  figh  in  vain  ; 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fondly  proud 
Of  their  exotic  minflrels,  and  (hrill  pipes. 
The  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  fong, 
And  airs  foft  warbling  ;  my  hQarfe-foiinding  horn 
Invites  thee  :o  the  Chafe,  the  fport  of  kings  ° 
Image  of  war,  without  its  guilt.   The  mui'e 
Aloft  on  wing  fhall  foar,  condudl  with  care 
Thy  foaming  coutfer  o'er  the  fteepy  rock, 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  fafe, 
l.ight  bounding  o'er  the  wave,  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
£>c  thcu  our  grca:  protcdlor,  gracious  ycuth  ] 


And  if,  in  future  times,  fome  envious  prince, 
Carelefs  of  right  and  guileful,  fhould  invade  ' 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  fhould  flrive  in  vair^ 
To  wreft  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand  ; 
Thy  hunter-train,  in  cheerful  green  array 'd, 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  innur'd  to  toils) 
Shall  compafs  thee  around,  die  at  thy  feet, 
Or  hew  thy  palTage  through  th'  embattled  foe, 
And  clear  thy  way  to  fame :   infpir'd  by  thee 
The  nobler  chafe  of  glory  Ihall  purfue 
Through  fire,  and  foioke,  ^nd  blood,  and  fields  d 
death. 
Nature,  in  her  produdlions  floysr,  afpires 
By  juft  degrees  to  reach  perfcdlion's  height : 
So  mimic  art  works  leifu rely,  till  time 
Improve  the  piece,  or  wife  experience  give 
The  proper  fir.illiing.  When  Nimrod  bold, 
That  mighty  hunter,  firfl  made  war  on  beafis, 
And  ftain'd  the  woodland-green  with  purple  dye. 
New,  and  unpohfh'd  was  the  huntfman's  art ; 
No  flated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide. 
With  clubs  and  flones,  rude  implements  of  war. 
He  arm'd  his  favage  bands,  a  multitude 
Untrain'd;  of  twining  ofiers  form'd,  they  pitch 
1  heir  artlefs  toils,  then  range  the  defert  hills, 
And  fcour^thc  plains  below^;  the  trembling  herd 
Start  at  th'  unufual  found,  and  clamorous  fhout 
Unheard  before  ;  furpris'd,  alas  !  to  find         [lord, 
Man  now  their  foe,  when  erfl  they  deem'd  thti? 
But  mild  and  gentle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Secure  they  graz'd.  Death  ftretches  o'er  the  plain 
Wide-walling,  and  grim  flaughter  red  with  blood ; 
Urg'd  on  by  hunger  keen,  they  wound,  they  kill, 
1  hejr  rage  licentious  knows  no  bound  ;  at  lafl 
Incumber'd  with  their  fpoils,  joyful  they  bear  ' 
Upon  their  fhoulders  broad  the  bleeding  prey. 
Part  on  their  altars  fmoke  a  facrifice 
To  that  all-gracious  power,  whole  bounteous  han^ 
Supports  his  wide  creation  ;  what  remains 
On  living  coals  they  broil,  inelegant 
Of  tafte,  nor  ikill'd  as  yet  in  nicer  arts 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.  Devotion  pure, 
Aiid  fusn^  nutiilty,  thus  iliA  bega:^ 
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The  chafe  of  beads :  though  Woody  was  the  deed, 
Yet  without  guilt.    For  the  green  herb  alone 
Unequal  to  fuflain  man's  labouring  race, 
Now  every  moving  thing  that  liv'd  on  earth 
^JWas  granted  him  for  food  *.    So  juft  is  HeavCn, 
To  give  us  in  proportion  to  our  wants. 

Or  chance  or  induftry  in  after-time 
Some  few  improvements  made,  but  fhort  as  yet 
Of  due  perfection.  In  this  ifle  remote, 
Our  painted  anceflors  were  flow  to  learn, 
To  arms  devote,  of  the  politer  arts 
Nor  fkill'd  nor  fludious ;  till  from  Neuflria'scoafts 
Vidtorious  William,  to  more  decent  rules 
Subdu'd  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  fpeak 
The  proper  dialedl,  with  horn  and  voice 
To  cheer  the  bufy  hound,  whofe  well-known  cry 
His  liflening  peers  approve  with  joint  acclaim. 
From  him  fucceflive  huntfmen  learn'd  to  join 
In  bloody  focial  leagues,  the  multitude 
JDifpers'd,  to  fize,  to  fort  their  various  tribes, 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  difcipline  the  pack. 

Hail,  happy  Britain  1  highly  favour'd  ifle. 
And  Heav'n's  peculiar  care  !  To  thee  'tis  given 
To  train  the  fprightly  fteed,  more  fleet  than  thofe 
Begot  by  winds,  or  the  celeftial  breed 
That  bore  the  great  Pelides  through  the  prefs 
Of  heroes  arm'd,  and  broke  their  crowded  ranks; 
Which  proudly  neighing,  with  the  fun  begins 
Cheerful  his  courfe  .'  and  ere  his  beams  decline, 
Has  meafur'd  half  thy  furface  unfatigu'c^. 
In  thee  alone,  fair  land  of  liberty  1 
Is  bred  the  perfeift  hound,  in  fcent  and  fpecd 
As  yet  unrival'd,  while  in  other  climes 
Their  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  race. 
In  vain  malignant  fleams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  the  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  coafl;s, 
The  huntfman  ever  gay,  robuft,  and  bold, 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 
In  this  delightful  exercife,  to  raife 
His  drooping  head,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 

Ye  vigorous  youths,  by  fmjling  fortune  bleft 
With  large  demefnes,  hereditary  wealth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wife  forefathers  care, 
Hear  and  attend  !  while  I  the  means  reveal 
T'  eiijoy  thofe  pleafures,  for  the  weak  too  flrong, 
Too  coftly  for  the  poor  :  To  rein  the  fteed 
Swift-flretching  o'er  the  plain,  to  cheer  the  pack, 
Opening  in  conforts  of  harmonious  joy, 
Butbreathingdeath.  What  though  the  gripe  fevere 
Of  brazen-fifted  Time,  and  flow  difeafe 
Creeping  through  every  vein,  and  nerve  unftrung, 
AfIIi<ft  my  fliatter'd  frame,  undaunted  flill, 
Fi^'d  as  a  mountain  afli,  that  braves  the  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove;  though  blafled,  yet  unfallen; 
Still  can  my  foul  in  Fancy's  mirror  view 
Deeds  glorious  once,  recal  the  joyous  fcene 
In  all  its  fplendours  deck'd,  o'er  the  full  bowl 
Recount  my  triumphs  pafl,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  the  winding  way: 
Pleas'd  with  that  focial  fweet  garrulity. 
The  poor  diflaanded  veteran's  fole  delight. 

f  irft  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntfman's  care, 
Upon  fome  little  eminence  ere(5i, 

*  Gen,  chaf,  ix,  ■^^er  3. 


And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  dawn  ;  its  courts 

On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 

The  fun's  all-cheering  beams,  when  mild  he  fliines. 

And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.   For  much  the  pack 

(Rous'd  from  their  dark  alcoves)  delight  to  flretch 

And  baflc  in  his  invigorating  ray  : 

Warn'd  by  the  Itreaming  light  and  merry  lark, 

Forth  rufli  the  jolly  clan  ;  with  tuneful  throats 

They  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 

Salute  the  new-born  day.     For  not  alone 

The  vegetable  world,  but  men  and  bnjtes 

Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 

At  his  approach,   fountain  of  light  :   if  chance 

Some  envious  cloud  veil  thy  refulgent  brow, 

In  vain  the  mufes  aid  ;  untouch'd,  unftrung. 

Lies  my  mule  harp,  and  thy  defponding  bard 

Sits  darkly  mufing  o'er  th'  unfinilh'd  lay,. 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  vain  expence,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  difpos'd,  10  clothe  the  tatter'd  wretch, 
Who  flirinks  beneath  the  blaft,  to  feed  the  poor 
Pinch'd  with  afHidive  want :   For  ufe,  not  fiats. 
Gracefully  pbin,  let  each  apartment  rife. 
O'er  all  let  cleanlinefs  prefide,  no  fcraps 
Beftrevy  the  pavement,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones 
To  kindle  fierce  debate,  or  to  difguft 
That  nicer  fenfe,  on  which  the  fportfman's  hope,  [ 
And  all  his  future  triumphs,  mull  depend. 
Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy 
Have  lapp'd  their  fmoking  viands,  morn  or  eve. 
From  the  full  ciftern  lead  the  dudile  ftreams. 
To  wafti  thy  court  well  pav'd,  nor  fpare  thy  pains, 
For  much  to  health  will  cleanlinefs  avail. 
Seek'ft  thou  for  hounds  to  climb  the  rocky  fleep 
And  brufli  th'  entangled  covert,  whofe  nice  fcent 
O'er  greafy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way.    Banifh  far  off 
Each  noifome  fl;ench,  let  no  off'enfive  fmell 
Invade  thy  wide  enclofure,  but  admit 
The  nitrous  air  and  purifying  breeze. 

Water  and  Ihade  no  lefs  demand  thy  care  : 
In  a  large  fquare  th'  adjacent  field  enclofe, 
There  plant  in  equal  ranks  the  fpreading  elm, 
Or  fragrant  lime;  moft  happy  thy  defign. 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  fpacious  court, 
A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  cryftal  brook,      ^ 
From  its  tranfparent  bofom  fhall  refledl 
Downward  thy  ftrudture  and  inverted  grove- 
Here  when  the  fun's  too  potent  gleams  annoy 
The  crowded  kennel,  and  the  drooping  pack, 
Reft;lefs,  and  faint,  loll  their  unmoiflen'd  tongues. 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails,  to  cooler  fhades 
Lead  forth  the  panting^ tribe;  fonn  ftialt  thou  find 
The  cordial  breeze  their  fainting  hearts  revive  : 
Tumultuous  foon  they  plunge  into  the  flreani. 
There  lave  their  reeking  fides,  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  that 
From  fliore  to  fhore  they  fwim,  while  clamour  loud 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood  : 
Then  on  the  funny  bank  they  roll  and  flretch 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  elfe  in  wanton  rings 
Courfing  around,  purfuing  and  purfued. 
The  merry  multitude  difporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  obfervant  eye, 
Attspd  their  frolics,  which  too  often  end 
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In  bloody  broils  and  death.  High  o'er  thy  head 
Wave  thy  rcfounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice 
Fierce-menacing  o'er- rule  the  ftern  debate. 
And  quench  their  kindling  rage ;  for  oft  in  fport 
Begun,  combat  enfues,  growling  they  fnarl, 
Then  on  their  haunches  rear'd,  rampant  they  feize 
Each  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
Befmear'd,  they  wound,   they  tear,  till  on   the 

ground. 
Panting,  half  desd  the  conquer'd  champion  lies  : 
Then  fudden  all  the  bafe  ignoble  crowd 
Loud-clamouring  feize  the  helplefs  worried  wretch. 
And,  thirfling  for  his  blood,  drag  diflPerent  ways 
His  mangled  carcafe  on  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 
O  breafts  of  pity  void '.  t'  opprefs  the  weak. 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendlefs  head, 
And  with  one  mutual  cry  infult  the  fall'n  ! 
Emblem  too  juft  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

Others  apart,  by  native  inftinfh  led. 
Knowing  inftrucftor  '.  'mong  the  ranker  grafs 
Cull  each  falubrious  plant,  with  bitter  juice 
Concoclive  ftor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 
Each  vicious  ferment.  Thus  the  hand  divine 
Of  Providence,  beneficent  and  kind 
To  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prefcrlbes 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himfelf 
Their  great  phyfician.  Now  grown  flifFwith  age, 
And  many  a  painful  chafe,  the  wife  old  kound, 
Regardlefs  of  the  frolic  pack,  attends 
His  mafter's  fide,  or  flumbers  at  his  eafe 
Beneath  the  bending  (hade ;  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams;  now  on  the  doubtful  foil 
Puzzles  perplex'd,  or  doubles  intricate 
Cautious  unfolds,  then  wing'd  with  all  his  fpeed, 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  feize  his  panting  prey  : 
And  in  imperfefl  whimperings  fpeaks  his  joy. 
A  different  hound  for  every  different  chafe 
Seleifl  with  judgment ;  nor  the  timorous  hare 
O'ermatch'd  deftroy,  but  leave  that  vile  offence 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  courOng  crew ;  intent 
On  blood  and   fpoil.     O  blaft  their  hopes,  juft 

Heaven ! 
And  all  their  painful  drudgeries  repay 
With  difappointment  and  fevere  remorfe. 
But  hufband  thou  thy  pleafures,  and  give  fcope 
To  all  her  fubtle  play  ;  by  nature  led 
A  thoufand  Ihifts  fhe  tries ;  t'  unravel  thefe 
Th'  indufirious  'oeagle  twills  his  waving  tail. 
Through  all  her  labyrinths  purfues,  and  rings 
Her  doleful  knell.     See  there  with  countenance 

blithe, 
And  with  a  courtly  grin,  the  fawning  hound 
Salutes  thee  cowering,  his  wide  opening  nofe 
Upward  he  curls,  and  his  large  floe-black  eyes 
Melt  in  foft  blandifhments,  and  humble  joy  ! 
His  gloffy  Ikin.  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue, 
In  lights  or  fhadesby  Nature's  pencil  diawn, 
PvCfle<Ss  the  various  tints  :  his  ears  and  legs 
Fleckt  here  and  there,  in  gay  enamel'd  pride, 
Rival  the  fpeckled  pard  ;  his  rufh-grown  tail 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  arch  ; 
On  flioulders  clean,  upright  and  firm  he  flands; 
pis  round  cat  foot,  ftrait  hams,  and  wide-fpread 

thighs, 
^fvi  his  low-droppifig  cheft,  confefs  his  fpeed, 


His  ftrength,  his  wind,  or  on  the  fieepy  hill. 
Or  far-extended  plain  ;  in  every  part 
So  well  proportion'd  that  the  nicer  Ikill 
Of  Phidias  himfelf  can't  blame  thy  choice. 
Of  fuch  compofe  thy  pack.     But  here  a  mean 
Obferve,  Ivor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  Cze 
Gigantic  ;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Painfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Torn  and  embarrafs'd  bleeds ;  but  if  too  fmall, 
The  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  fvvims ; 
Moil'd  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  inglorious  ;  or  clfe  fhivcring  creep 
Benumb'd  and  faint  beneath  the  fheltering  thorne 
For  hounds  of  middle  fize,  aftive  and  flrong, 
Will  better  anfwer  all  thy  various  ends. 
And  crown  thy  pleafing  labours  with  fuccefs. 

As  fome  brave  captain,  curious  and  exadl 
By  his  fix'd  flandard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
His  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  ftep,  their  fize  the  fame,  their  arms 
Far-gleaming,  dart  the  fame  united  blaze  : 
Reviewing  generals  his  merit  own ; 
How  regular  !  how  juft  !  And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mighty  George  approve. 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  touch 
Thy  generous  foul,  and  the  world's  juft  applaufe. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  hounds 
Of  different  kinds  ;  difcordant  founds  fball  grate 
Thy  ears  offended,  and  a  lagging  line 
Of  babbling  curs  difgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  th'  amphibious  otter  be  thy  chace, 
Or  ftately  flag,  that  o'er  the  woodland  reigns; 
Or  if  the  harmonious  thunder  of  the  field 
Delight  thy  ravifli'd  ears;  the  deep  flew'd  hound 
Breed  up  with  care,  ftrong,  heavy,  flow,  but  fure  ; 
Whole   ears  down-hanging  from  his  thick  round 

head 
Shall  fweep  the  morning  dew,  whofc  clanging  voice 
Awake  the  mountain  echo  in  her  cell. 
And  fliake  the  forefis  :  The  bold  Taibot  kind 
Gf  thefe  the  prime  ;  as  white  as  Alpine  fnows; 
And  great  their  ufe  of  old.     Upon  the  banks 
Of  Tweed,  flow  winding  through  the  vale,  the  feat 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  ere  Britons  knew 
The  fweets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  commands 
To  lafting  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd. 
There  dwelt  a  pilfering  race ;  well  train'd  and 

fkill'd 
In  all  the  myfteries  of  theft,  the  fpoil 
Their  only  fubftance,  feuds  and  war  their  fport : 
Not  more  expert  in  every  fraudful  art 
Th'  arch*  felon  was  of  old,  who  by  the  tail 
Drew  back  his  lowing  prize  :  in  vain  his  wiles. 
In  vain  the  fhelter  of  the  covering  rock. 
In  vain  the  footy  cloud,  and  ruddy  flames 
That  iffued  from  his  mouth;  for  foon  he  paid 
His  forfeit  life  ;  a  debt  how  juftly  due 
To  wrong'd  Alcides,  and  avenging  heaven ! 
Veil'd  in  the  {hades  of  night  they  ford  the  ftream, 
Then  prowling  far  and  near,  whate'er  they  feize 
Becomes  their  prey  ;  nor  flocks  nor  herds  are  fafc. 
Nor  ftalls  protecfl  the  fteer,  nor  ftrong-barr'd  doors 
Secure  the  favourite  horfe.     Soon  as  the  mom 

*   C^ci",  Firg-  £n.  lib,  I'lii^ 
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Reveals  his  wrongs,  with  ghaftly  vifage  wan 

The  plunder'd  owner  (lands,  and  from  his  h'ps 

A  thoufand  thronging  curfes  burft  their  way  : 

€le  calls  his  Hout  allies,  and  in  a  line 
!is  faithful  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  voice 
hat  utters  loud  his  rage,  attentive  cheers : 
Soon  the  fagacious  brute,  his  curling  tail 
Flourifli'd  in  air,  low  bending  plies  around 
His  bufy  nofe,  the  fleaniing  vapour  fnuffs 
Ir.quifite,  nor  leaves  one  tuff  untried, 
Till,  confcious  of  the  recent  flains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick  ;  his  fnuffling  nofe,  his  adlive  tail, 
A.ttefl  his  joy  ;  then  with  deep  opening  mouth, 
That  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims 
Th'  audacious  felon ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  winding  way,  while  all  the  liflening  crowd 
Applaud  his  reafonings.     O'er  the  watery  ford, 
Dry  fandy  heaths,  and  ftony  barren  hills, 
O'er  beaten  paths,  with  men  and  beails  diflain'd, 
Unerring  he  purfues;  till  at  the  cot 
Arriv'd,  and  feizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  caltif  vile,  redeems  the  captive  prey  : 
So  exquifitely  delicate  his  fenfe  !  [quire 

Should  fome   more  curious  fportfman  here  in- 
Whence  this  fagacity,  this  wondrous  power 
Of  tracing  ftep  hy  ftep,  or  man  or  brute  ? 
"What  guide  inviOble  points  out  their  way, 
O'er  the  dank  marfh,  bleak  hill,  and  fandy  plain? 
The  courteous  mufe  fliall  the  dark  caufe  reveal. 
1  he  blood  that  from  the  heart  inceflant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimfon  tide,  then  here  and  there 
In  fmaller  rills  difparted,  as  it  flows 
Propell'd,  the  ferous  particles  evade 
Through  th'  open  pores,  and  with  tha  ambient  air 
Entangling  mix.     As  fuming  vapours  rife, 
And  hang  upon  the  gently  purling  brook. 
There  by  th'  incumbent  atmofphere  comprefs'd. 
The  panting  chafe  grows  warmer  as  he  flies. 
And  through  the  net-work  of  the  (kin  perfpires ; 
Leaves  a  long  flreaming  trail  behiud,  which  by 
The  cooler  air  condens'd,  remains,  unlefs 
By  fome  rude  florm  difpers'd,  or  rarified 
3j  the  meridian  fun's  intenfer  heat. 
To  every  fhrub  the  warm  effluvia  cling. 
Hang  on  the  grafs,  impregnate  earth  and  Ikies. 
With  noftrils  opening  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 
The  vigorous  hounds  purfue,  with  every  breath 
Inhale  the  grateful  fleam,  quick  pleafures  (ling 
Their  tingling  nerves,  while  they  their  thanks  re- 
pay. 
And  in  triumphant  melody  confefs 
The  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Depend  the  hunter's  hopes.     When  ruddy  ftreaks 
At  eve  forebode  a  bluftering  (lormy  day. 
Or  lowering  clouds  blacken  the  mountain's  brew. 
When  nipping  frofts,  and  the  keen  biting  blafls 
Of  the  dry  parching  eaft,  menace  the  trees 
With  tender  bloffoms  teeming,  kindly  fpare 
Thy  deeping  pack,  in  their  warm  beds  of  (Iraw 
Low-finking  at  their  eafe ;  liftlefs  they  (brink 
Into  fome  dark  recefs,  por  hear  thy  voice 
Though  oft  invok'd;  or  haply  if  thy  call 
Roule  up  the  (lumbering  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes 
Qhz'6,  lifelefs,  dull,  dowuward  they  drop  their 


Inverted;  high  on  their  bent  backs  ere<5b 
Their  pointed  briftles  ftare,  or  'mong  the  tufts 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  (lomach-healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  Cck,  fpiritlefs,  forlorn. 
Thefe  innufpicious  days,  on  other  cares 
Employ  thy  precious  hours;  th'  improving  friend 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  fcience,  feafon'd  with  good-natur'd  wit. 
But  if  th'  inclement  Ikies  and  angry  Jove 
Forbid  the  pleafingintercourfe,  thy  books 
Invite  thy  ready  hand,  each  facred  page 
Rich  with  the  wife  remarks  of  heroes  old. 
Converfe  familiar  with  th'  iiiuftrious  dead; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
Enlarge  thy  free-born  heart,  and  blefs  kind  Heaven, 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  liberty, 
That  balm  of  life,  that  fweeteft  blelSng,  cheap 
Though  purchas'd  with  our  blood.     Well  bred, 

polite. 
Credit  thy  calling.     See  I  how  mean,  how  low. 
The  booklef*  fauntering  youth,  proud  of  the  Ikut 
That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flourifli'd  belt, 
And  rufty  couples  gingling  by  his  fide. 
Be  thou  of  other  mold  ;  and  know  that  fuch 
Tranfporting  pleafures  were  by  Heaven  ordain'd 
V/ifdom'i  relief,  and  virtue's  great  reward. 


BOOK  H. 

THE  ARGDMENT. 

Of  fhe  power  of  inftind  in  brutes.  Two  remark- 
able inftances  in  the  hunting  of  the  roebuck,  and 
in  the  hare  going  to  feat  in  the  morning.  Of  the 
variety  of  feats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  according 
to  the  change  of  the  feafon,  weather,  or  wind, 
Defcription  of  the  hare-hunting  in  all  its  parts, 
interfperfed  with  rules  to  be  obferved  by  thofe 
who  follov/  that  chafe.  Transition  to  the  Afia- 
tic  way  of  hunting,  particularly  the  magnificent 
manner  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and  other  Tarta- 
rian  princes,  taken  from  Monfieur  Bernier,  and 
the  hiftory  of  Gengilkan  the  Great.  Concludes 
with  a  fhort  reproof  of  tyrants  and  opprelTors  of 
mankind. 

Nor  will  it  lefs  delight  th' attentive  fage 
T'  obferve  that  inftinft,  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimic's  reafon's  lore. 
And  oft  tranfcends :  Heaven-taught,  the  roe-buck 

fwift 
Loiters  at  eafe  before  the  driving  pack 
And  mocks  their  vain  purfuit,  nor  far  he  flies, 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  (learning  fcent 
That  frefliens  on  the  blade,  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  their  fpeed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigued  ;  (Irain'd  to  excefs  each  nerve. 
Each  flacken'd  finew  fails;  they  pant,  they  foam  ; 
Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  bounds,  o'er  the  high  hills 
Stretches  fecure,  and  leaves  the  fcatter'd  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  the  diflant  vale  below. 

'Tis  in(lin<5l  that  cjireds  the  jealous  hare 
To  choofe  her  foft  abode  :   With  ftep  revers'd 
She  foims  the  doubling  maze  ;  then,  ere  the  mora 
Peeps  through  the  clouds,  leaps  to  her  dofe  reccfs* 
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As  wandering  flieplierds  on  th'  Arabian  plains 
No  fettled  rcCdence  obferve,  but  fhift 
Their  moving  can-p,  now,  on  feme  cooler  hill 
With  cedars  crown'd,  court  the  refrefliing  breeze; 
And  then,  btlow,  where  trickling  ftreamsdiilil 
From  fonie  penurious  fource,  their  thirft  allay, 
And  feed  their  fainting  flocks  :  fo  the  wife  hares 
Oft  quit  their  feats,  left  fome  more  curious  eye 
Should  maik  their  haunts,  and  by  dark  treacher- 
ous wiles 
Plot  their  deflrudlion  ;  er  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  forage,  near  the  ranker  mead, 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  clofe  they  fit. 
When  fpring  fhines  forth,  feafon  of  love  and  joy, 
In  the  moift  niarfti,  'mong  beds  of  ruflies  hid, 
They  cool  their  boiling  blood  :  When  fummer  funs 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide  waving  fields 
Of  corn  full  grown  they  lead  their  helplefs  young  : 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  rains 
Deluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve,  and  cautioufly  avoid 
The  dripping  covert :   Yet  when  winter's  cold 
Their  limbs  benumbs,  thither  with  fpeed  return'd 
In  the  long  grafs  they  fkulk,  or  ftirinking  creep 
Among  the  wither'd  leaves,  thus  changing  iiill, 
As  fancy  prompts  them,  or  a-  food  invites. 
But  every  fLafon  carefully  obferv'd, 
Th'  inconflant  winds,  the  fickle  element, 
The  wife  experienc'd  huntfman  foon  may  find 
Jiis  fubtle,  various  game,  nor  wafte  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds, 
With  difappointment  vex'd,  each  fpringing  lark 
Babbling  purfue,  far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fields. 

Now  golden  Autumn  from  her  open  lap 
lier   fragrant   bounties  fhowers ;   the  fields  are 

ftiorn  ; 
Inwardly  fmiling,  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  rifing  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard. 
And  counts  his  large  increafe  ;  his  barns  are  ftor'd 
And  groaning  (laddks  bend  beneath  their  loada 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  briflly  ftubbles  range  unblam'd  ; 
No  widow's  tears  o'erflow,  no  fecret  curfe 
Swells  in  the  farmer's  breaft,  which  his  pale  lips 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  landlord  avi^'d  : 
But  courteous  now  he  levels  every  fence. 
Joins  in  the  common  cry,  and  halloos  loud, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 
Oh  bear  me,  fome  kind  power  invifible  I 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  fwift  racers,  flretching  to  the  goal ; 
Games  more  renown'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train, 
1'han  proud  Elean  fields  could  boaft  of  old. 
Oh  !  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here. 
And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right '. 
Or  to  thofe  fpacious  plains,  where  the  flrain'd  eye 
In  the  wide  prolpedt  loft,  beholds  at  laft 
Sarum's  proud  fpire,  that  o'er  the  hills  afcends, 
And  pierces  through  the  clouds.    Or  to  thy  downs. 
Fair  Cotfwold,   where    the   well-brcath'd  beagle 

climbs 
With  matchlefs  fpeed,  thy  green  afpirlng  brow. 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind. 

Hail,  gentle  dawn  !  mild  blufhing  goddefs,  hail  1 
E..ejoic'd  1  fee  thy  purple  piantlc  Ipread 


O'er  half  the  fkies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant  way, 

And  orient  pearls  from  every  ftirub  depend. 

Farewell,  Clenra;  here  deep  funk  in  down 

Slumber  fecure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd,  dk 

Till  grateful  fleams  fhall  tempt  thee  to  receive     ^f 

Thy  early  meal,  or  thy  ofiicious  maids,  ^^ 

The  toilet  plac'd,  fliall  urge  thee  to  perform 

Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joy>  invite, 

The  horn  fonorous  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 

Tlieir  mattins  chaunt,  nor  brook  my  long  delay, 

My  courfer  hears  their  voice ;  fee  there,  with  ears 

And  tail  eredt,  neighing  he  paws  the  ground; 

Fierce  rapture  kindles  in  his  reddening  eyes. 

And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  captive  boys 

Cow'd  by  the  ruling  rod  and  haughty  frowns 

Of  pedagogues  fevere,  from  their  hard  talks 

If  once  difmifs'd,  no  limits  can  contain 

The  tumult  rais'd  within  their  little  breads. 

But  give  a  loofe  to  all  their  frolic  play  : 

So  from  their  kennel  rufli  the  joyous  pack; 

A  thoufand  wanton  gaieties  exprefs 

Their  inward  ecftacy,  their  pleafing  fport 

Once  more  indulg'd,  and  liberty  reftor'd. 

The  rifing  fun,  that  o'er  th'  horizon  peepS| 

As  many  colours  from  their  glofly  fkins 

Beaming  refledls,  as  paint  the  various  bow 

When  April  fliowers  defcend.     Delightful  fcene ' 

Where  all  around  is  gay,  men,  horfes,  dogs. 

And  in  each  fmiJing  countenance  appears 

Frefti  blooming  health,  and  univerfal  joy. 

Huntfman,  lead  on!  behind  the  cluftering  pack 
Submifs  attend,  hear  with  refpeifl  thy  whip 
Loud  clanging,  and  thy  harftier  voice  obey  : 
Spare  not  the  ftraggling  cur  that  wildly  roves; 
But  let  thy  bvilk  afliftant  on  his  back 
Imprint  thy  juft  refentn>ents;  let  each  lafli 
Bite  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  return. 
And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 

Here  on  this  verdant  fpot,  where  nature  kind 
With  double  blcflings  crowns  the  farmer's  hopes  ; 
Where  flowers   autumnal  fpring,  and   the  rank 

mead 
Affords  the  wandering  hares  a  rich  repaft; 
Throw    off  thy  ready  pack.     See,    where    they 

fpread. 
And  range  around,  and  dafli  the  glittering  dew. 
If  fome  fiaunch  hdund,  with  his  authentic  voice, 
Aviiw  the  recent  trail,  the  juftling  tribe 
Attend  his  call,  then  with  one  mutual  cry, 
The  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hills 
Repeat  the  pleafing  tale.     See  how  they  thread 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along  ! 
But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wifely  check 
Their  eager  hafte  ;  then  o'er  the  fallow'd  ground 
How  leilurely  they  work,  and  many  a  paufe 
Th'  harmonious  concert  breaks;  till  more  affur'd 
With  joy  redoubled  the  low  vallies  ring. 
What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way! 
Ah!  there  flie  lies;  how  clofe!    ftie   pants,  fhe 

doubts 
If  now  flie  lives;  flie  trembles  as  flie  fits. 
With    horror    feiz'd.     The    wither'd    grafs    thaj 

clings 
Around  her  head,  of  the  fame  ruffet  hue 
Aimoft  deceiv'd  my  fight,  had  not  her  wyej 
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With  life  full-beaming  her  vain  wiles  betray'd. 
At  diftance  draw  thy  pack,  let  all  be  hufh'd, 
No  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  joy  be  heard, 
Left  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain 
r-Untradable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Now  gently  put  her  off ;  fee  how  diredt 
To  her  known  mew  flie  flies  1  Here,  huntfman, 

bring 
(But  without  hurry")  all  thy  jolly  hounds, 
And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  they  ftoop. 
And  feem  to  plough  the  ground  !  then  all  at  once 
With  greedy  noftriis  fnuff  the  fuming  fteam 
That  glads  their  fluttering  hearts.     As  winds  let 

loofe 
From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  bluftering  god, 
They  burft  away,  and  fweep  the  dewy  lawn. 
Hope  gives  them  wings  while  ftie's  fpurr'd  on  by 

fear,  [woods, 

The  welkin  rings,   men,  dogs,  hills,  rock-,   and 
In  the  full  concert  join.      Now,  mv  brave  youths, 
Stripp'd  for  the  chafe,  give  all  your  fouls  to  joy  ; 
See  how  their  courfers,  than  the  mountain  roe 
More  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  fkim,  thick  clouds 
Snorting  they  breathe,  their  fhining  hoofs  fcarce 

print 
The  grafs  unbruis'd  ;  with  emulation  fir'd 
They  (Irain  to  lead  the  field,  top  the  barr'd  gate, 
O'er  the  deep  ditch  exulting  bouad,  and  brufh 
The  thorny-twining  hedge  :  The  riders  bend 
O'er  their  arch'd  necks ;  with  flcady  hands,  by 

turns 
Indulge  their  fpeed,  or  moderate  their  rage. 
"Where  are  their  forrows,  difappointments,  wrongs, 
Vexations,  ficknefs,  cares  f  All,  all  are  gone. 
And  with  the  panting  winds  lag  far  behind. 

Huntfman  !  her  gait  ob.'erve  ;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wheel  her  mazy  way,  in  the  fame  round 
Perfifting  ftill,  (he'll  foil  the  beaten  track, 
But  if  fhe  fly,  and  with  the  favouring  wind 
Urge  her  bold  courfe  ;  lefs  intricate  thy  talk  : 
Pulh  oh  thy  pack.     Like  fomc  poor  exil'd  wretch 
The  frighted  chafe  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
O'r  plains  remote  fhc  ftretches  far  away, 
Ah  ;   never  to  return  !   For  greedy  dtath 
Hovering  exults,  fecure  to  feize  his  prey. 

Hark     from  yon  covert,  where  thofe  towering 

oaks 
Above  the  humble  copfe  afpiring  rife, 
"What  gloric^us  triumphs  burft  in  every  gale 
tlpon  our  ravifh'd  ears  '.  the  hunters  fliout, 
Ths  clanging  horns   fwell  their  fweet-winding 

notes. 
The  pack  wide  opening  load  the  trembling  air 
With  various  melody  ;  from  tree  to  tree 
The  propagated  cry  redoubling  bounds. 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy 
Through  all  the  regions  near  :  alHidlive  birch 
No  mof-e  the  fchool-boy  dieads,  his  prifon  broke, 
Scainpering  he  flies,  nor  heeds  his  mafter's  call ; 
The  weary  traveller  forgets  his  road. 
And   climbs  th'   adjacent  hill;    the    ploiighrrian 

leaves 
Th'  unfinifh'd  furrow  ;  nor  his  bleating  flocks 
Are  now  the  fhepherd's  joy  !  men,  boys,  and  girls, 
Befert  th'  unpeopled  village  j  and  wild  crowds 


Spread  o'er  the  plain,  by  the  fweet  frenzy  feiz'd. 
Look,  how  fhe  pants!  and  o'er  yon  opening  glade 
Slips  glancing  by '.  while,  at  the  further  end. 
The  puzzling  back  unravel  wile  by  wile, 
Maze  within  maze.     The  covert's  utmoft  bound 
Slily  fhc  fkirts ;  behind  them  cautious  creeps 
And  in  that  very  track,  fo  lately  ftain'd 
By  all  the  fteaming  crowd,  feems  to  purfue 
The  foe  fhe  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reafon ;  fure  'tisfomethingmorCi 
'Ti^  Heaven  direds,  and  ftratagems  infpires 
Beyond  the  fhort  extent  of  human  thought. 
But  hold — I  fee  her  from  the  covert  break  ; 
Sad  on  yon  little  eminence  (he  fits; 
Intent  file  liftens  with  one  ear  ereft. 
Pondering,  and  doubtful  what  new  courfe  to  taktfj 
And  how  t'  efcape  the  fierce  blood-thirfty  crew. 
That  ftill  urge  on,  and  ftill  in  voUiesloud 
Infult  her  woes,  and  mock  her  fore  diftrefs. 
As  now  in  louder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
Bring  on  the  gathering  ftorm,  her  fears  prevail. 
And  o'er  the  plain,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridgCj 
Away  (lie  flies;  nor  (hips  with  wind  and  tide. 
And  all  their  canvafs  wings,  feud  half  fo  faft. 
Once  more,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try. 
And  each  clean  courfcr's  fpeed      We  fcour  aIon?J 
In  pleafing  hurry  andconfuCon  toft; 
Oblivion  to  be  wifli'd.     The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  fcent  unweary'd,  up  they  climb. 
And  ardent  we  purfue;  our  labouring  fteeds 
We  prefs.  we  gore;  till  once  the  fummit  gain'd, 
Painfully  panting;   there  we  breathe  a  while  ; 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  down 
Precipitant,  we  fmoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  who  with  unrival'd  fpeed 
Can  pafs  hi*;  fellows,  and  with  pleafure  view 
The  ftruggling  pack  ,  how  in  the  rapid  courfe 
Alternate  they  prefide,  and  joftling  pufh 
To  guide  the  dubious  fcent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  babbling  errs,  by  wifer  age  reprov'd  ; 
How,  niggard  of  his  ftrength.the  wife  old  houni 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  fome  important  point 
Roufe  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  chafe 
Sinking  he  finds :  then  to  the  head  he  fprlngs 
With  thirft  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntfman.  take  heed;  they  flop  in  full  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  diftance  gaze. 
Have  haply  foil'd  the  turf.     See  1   that  old  houn<Jj 
How  bufily  he  works,  but  dares  not  truft 
His  doubtful  fenfe ;  draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  1  now  again  the  chorus  fills.     As  bells, 
Sally 'd  a  while,  at  once  their  peal  renew. 
And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See,  how  they  tofs,  with  animated  rage 
Recovering  all  they  loft  \   That  eager  hafte 
Some  doubling  Wile   forefhows.     Ah  !  yet  once 

more  [hand 

They're  check'd,  hold  back  with  fpeed — on  either 
They  flourifh  round — ev'n  yet  perfilt — 'Tis  right, 
Away  they  fpring;  the  ruftling  ftubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  ftorm.     Now  the  poor  chafe 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  laft  fhifts  reduc'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  fhe  flies,  and  vifits  all 
Her  well  known  haunts,  where  once  flie  rang'i 

fecurcj 
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With  love  and  plenty  bleft.     See  !  there  fhe  goes, 
She  reels  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weaknefs.     See,  how  black  fiie  looks  ! 
The  fweat,  that  clogs  th'  obftrudled  pores,  fcarce 

leaves 
A  languid  fcent.     And  now  in  open  view 
See,  fee,  flie  flies  '.  each  eager  hound  exerts 
His  utmoft  fpeed,  and  ftretches  every  nerve. 
How  quick  fte  turns  !  their  gaping  jaws  eludes, 
And  yet  a  moment  lives;  till,  round  enjjos'd 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  fcreams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  reludlant  dies. 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  alTail'd 
Threi'cian  Orpheus,  poor  ill-fated  bard  ! 
Loud   was   the  cry;    hills,  woods,  and  Hcbrus' 

banks, 
Return'd  their  clamoreus  rage  ;  diftrefs'd  he  flies, 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain  ; 
For  eager  they  purfue,  till  panting,  faint, 
By  noify  multitudes  o'erpower'd,  he  finks 
To  the  relentlefs  crowd  a  bleeding  prey. 

The  huntfman  now,  a  deep  incifion  made. 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  daflies  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart. 
Thcfe  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquifite 
Por  all  their  toils.     Stretch"d  on  the  ground  flie 

lies 
A  mangled  corfe ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  death  exults,  and  ftiffens  every  limb. 
Aw'd  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious  hounds 
Afound  her  bay  ;  or  at  their  mafter's  foot, 
Each  happy  favourite  courts  his  kind  applaufe, 
With  humble  adulation  cowering  low. 
All  now  is  joy.     With  cheeks  full-blown  they 

wind 
Her  folemn  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  fwell,  and  hills  and  dales  return 
The  fadly-pleafing  founds.     Thus  the  poor  hare, 
A  puny,  daftard  animal,  but  vers'd 
In  fubtle  wiles,  diverts  the  youthful  train. 
But  if  thy  proud,  afpiring  foul  difdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp, 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  the  chafe; 
Hear  what  the  mufe  from  faithful  records  fings. 
Why  on  the  banks  of  Gcmna,  Indian  ftream, 
Line  within  line,  rife  the  pavilions  proud, 
Their  filken  ftreamers  waving  in  the  wind  ? 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horfe  ?  From  tent  to  tent, 
Why  prcfs  in  crowds  the  buzzing  multitude  ? 
Why  ftiines  the  polifli'd  helm,  and  pointed  lance, 
This  way  and  that  far  beaming  o'er  the  plain  ? 
Nor  Vifapour  nor  Golconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sopy,  with  his  numerous  hoft, 
Lays  waite  the  provinces ;  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  deftroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  fpecious  guife  of  war.     A  nobler  caufe 
Calls  Aurengzebe  to  arms.     No  cities  fack'd, 
No  mother's  tears,  no  helplefs  orphan's  cries, 
No  violated  leagues,  with  ftiarp  remorfe 
Shall  (ling  the  coufcious  vidor :  but  mankird 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  juft.     For  'tis  on  beafts 
He  draws  his  vengeful  fword  !  on  beafts  of  prey 
Full-fed  with  human  gore.     See,  fee,  he  comes : 
Imperial  Dehli,  opening  wide  her  gates. 
Pours  out  her  tLianging  legions,  bright  in  arms, 


And  ail  the  pomp  of  war.     Before  them  found 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs. 
And  bold  defiance.     High  upon  his  throne, 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant. 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur's  glorious  race  : 
Sublime  he  fits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.     Omrahs  about  him  crowds 
And  rein  th'  Arabian  ft;eed,  and  watch  his  nod ; 
And  potent  rajahs,  who  themfelves  prefide 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent ;  but  here  fubmifs 
Their  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  flaves. 
Next  thefe,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around. 
The  fair  fultanas  of  his  court :  a  troop 
Of  chofen  beauties,  but  with  care  conceal'd 
From  each  intrufive  eye ;  one  look  is  death. 
A  hcruel  eaftern  law  !  (had  kings  a  power 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  fun's  all-cheering  ray. 
Were  lefs  fevere.     The  vulgar  clofe  the  march. 
Slaves  and  artificers;  and  Dehli  mourns 
Her  empty  and  depopulated  ftreets. 
Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd  with  ftern  review. 
Through  groves  of  fpears,  from  file  to  file  he  darts 
His  fliarp  cxperienc'd  eye  ;  their  order  marks. 
Each  in  his  ftation  rang'd,  exa<5i  and  firm, 
Till  in  the  boundlefs  line  his  fight  is  loft. 
Not  greater  multitudes  in  arms  appear'd 
On  thefe  extended  plains,  when  Amnion's  fon 
With  mighty  Porusin  dread  battle  join'd. 
The  vaffal  world  the  prize.     Nor  was  that  hoft 
More  numerous  of  eld,  which  the  great  king* 
Pour'd  out  on  Greece  from  all  th'  unpeopled  Eaft  ; 
That  bridg'd  the  HellJfpont  from  (bore  to  ftiore. 
And  drank  the  rivers  dry.     Mean  while  in  troops 
The  bufy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 
A  wide  circumference  ;  full  many  a  league 
In  compafs  round  ;  woods,  rivers,  hills,  and  plains. 
Large  provinces;  enough  to  gratify 
Ambition's  higheft  aim,  could  reafon  bound 
Man's  erring  will.     Now  fit  in  clofe  divan 
The  mighty  chiefs  of  this  prodigious  hoft. 
He  fiom  the  throne  high-eminent  prefides, 
Gives  out  his  mandates  proud,  laws  of  the  chafe. 
From  ancient  records  dra.wn.  With  reverence  low. 
And  proftrate  at  his  feet,  the  chiefs  receive 
His  irreverfible  decrees,  from  which 
To  vary  is  to  die.     Then  his  brave  bands 
Each  to  his  ftation  leads;  encamping. roand. 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  completely  form'd. 
Where  decent  order  reigns,  what  thefe  command,' ' 
Thofe  execute  with  fpced,  and  punctual  care ; 
In  all  the  ftrideft  difcipllne  of  war  : 
As  if  fome  watch/ul  foe,  with  bold  infult, 
Hung  lowering  o'er  their  camp.    The  high  refolve 
That  flies  on  wings  through  all  th'  encircling  line. 
Each  motion  fleers,  and  animates  the  whole. 
So  by  the  fun's  attradive  power  controU'd, 
The  planets  In  their  fpheres  roll  round  his  orb  : 
On  all  he  ftiines,  and  rules  the  great  machine. 
Ere  yet  the  morn  difpelsthe  fleeting  mifts, 
The  fignal  given  by  the  loud  trumpet's  voice, 
Now  high  in  air  th'  imperial  ftandard  waves, 
Emblazen'd  rich  with  gold,  and  glittering  gems; 


THE   CHACE. 


463 


And  like  a  Iheet  of  fire,  through  the  dun  gloom 
Streaming  meteorous.     The  foldiers  fhouts, 
And  all  the  brazen  inftruments  of  war, 
With  mutual  clamour,  and  united  din. 
Fill  the  large  concave.    While  from  camp  to  camp 
They  catch  the  varied  founds,  floating  in  air, 
Round  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigers  fell 
Shrink  at  the  noife,  deep  in  his  gloomy  den 
The  lion  ftarts,andmorfels  yet  unchcw'd 
Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.     Now  all  at  once 
Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  found 
Of  martial  harmony;  fifes,  cornets,  drums. 
That  roufe  the  Ileepy  foul  to  arms,  and  bold 
Heroic  deeds.     In  parties  here  and  there 
Detach'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunter's  range 
Inquifitive;   flrong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldeft  brute,  around  their  mailers  wait, 
A   faithful  guard.     No  haunt  unfearch'd,    they 

drive 
From  every  covert,  and  from  every  den, 
The  lurking  favages.     Incefiant  Ihouts 
Re-echo  through  the  woods,  and  kindling  fires 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops ;  the  foreft  feems 
One  mingling  blaze  :    like  flocks  of  flicep  they 

fly, 

Before  the  flaming  brand  :  fierce  lions,  pards, 
Boars,  tigers,  bears,  and  wolves  ;  a  dreadful  crew 
Of  grim  blood-thirfty  foes;  growling  along. 
They  ftalk  indignant ;  but  fierce  vengeance  fl;ill 
Hangs  pealing  on  their  rear,  and  pointed  fpears 
Prefent  immediate  death.     Soon  as  the  night 
Wrapt  in  her  fable  veil  forbids  the  chafe. 
They  pitch  their  tents,  in  even  ranks,  around 
The  circling  camp.     The  guards  are  plac'd,  and 

fires 
At  proper  diftances  afcending  rife, 
And  paint  th'  horizon  with  their  ruddy  light. 
So  round  fome  ifland's  fliore  of  large  extent, 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  night. 
The  billows  breaking  on  the  pointed  rocks, 
Seem  all  cnc  flame,  and  the  bright  circuit  wide 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  furrounding  fire. 
What  dreadful  bowlings,  and  what  hideous  roar, 
Dillurb  thofe  peaceful  fliades !  where  erft  the  bird 
That  glads  the  night  had  chear'd   the   liftening 

groves  [gloom 

With  fweet   complainings.     Through  the  filent 
Oft  they  the  guards  afTail;  as  oft  rcpell'd 
They  fly  reludant,  with  hot  boiling  rage 
Stung  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  defpair. 
Thus  day  by  day  they  ftill  the  chafe  renew. 
At  night  encamp  ;  till  now  in  ftreighter  bounds 
The  circle  leflens,  and  the  beafts  perceive 
The  wall  that  hems  them  in  on  every  fide. 
And  now  their  fury  burfts,  and  knows  no  mean ; 
From  man  they  turn,  and  point  their  ill-judg'd 

rage 
Againfl:  their  fellow  brutes.  With  teeth  and  claws 
The  civil  war  begins ;  grappling  they  tear. 
Lions  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves  : 
Horrible  difcord !  till  the  crowd  behind 
Shouting  purfue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 
At  once  their  wrath  fubfides ;  tame  as  the  lamb 
The  lion  hangs  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 
Cow'd  and  fubdued,  flies  from  the  face  of  man, 
Nor  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 


So  abjed  is  a  tyrant  in  difircfs ! 

At  laft,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  iifled  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds, 
An  amphitheatre  more  glorious  far 
Than  ancient  Rome  could  boaft,  they  crowd  in 

heaps, 
Difmay'd,  and  quite  appall'd.     In  meet  array 
Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arm?,  a  noble  band 
Advance;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood, 
Early  refolv'd  t'  affcrt  their  royal  race, 
And  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valour's  growth 
Mature,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  lias  fpread 
Its  curling  ftiade.     On  bold  Arabian  ftecds 
With  decent  pride  they  fit,  that  fearlefs  hear 
The  lion's  dreadful  roar ;  and  down  the  rock 
Swift-fiiooting  plunge,  or  o'er  the  mountain's  ridge 
Stretching  along,  the  greedy  tiger  leave 
Panting  behind.     On  foot  their  faith-ful  flaves 
With  javelins  arm'd  attend  :  each  watchful  eye 
Fix'd  on  his  youthful  care,  for  him  alone 
He  fears,  and,  to  redeem  his  life,  unmov'd 
Would  lofe  his  own.     The  mighty  Aurengzebe, 
From  his  high  elevated  throne,  beholds 
His  blooming  race ;  revolving  in  his  miod 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  fpring  of  life. 
When  vigour  ftrung  his  nerves.    Parental  joy 
Melts  in  his  eye,  and  fluflies  in  his  cheek. 
Now  the   loud  trumpet  founds  a  charge.     The 

fliouts 
Of  eager  hofls,  through  all  the  circling  line, 
And  the  wild  bowlings  of  the  beafts  within 
Rend  wide  the  welkin,  flights  of  arrows,  wing'd 
With  death,  and  javelins  launch  from  every  arm. 
Gall  fore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  through  and  through.     Defpair  at  laft  pre- 
vails, 
When  fainting  nature  flirinks,  and  roufes  all 
Their  drooping  courage.     Swell'd  with  furious 

rage, 
Their  eyes  dart  fire ;  and  on  the  youthful  band 
They  rufli  implacable.     They  their  broad  fliields 
Quick  interpofe  ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Their  flaming  falchions,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove, 
Defcend  unerring.     Proftrate  on  the  ground 
The  grinning  monfters  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
Defiles  the  verdant  plain.     Nor  idle  ftand 
The  trufty  flaves;  with  pointed  fpears  they  pierci; 
Through   their  tough  hides;    or  at  their  gaping 

mouths 
An  eafier  paffage  find.     The  king  of  brutes 
In  broken  roarings  breatlnes  his  laft  ;  the  bear 
Grumbles  in  death ;  nor  can  his  fpotted  Ikin, 
Though  fleek  it  fliine,  with  varied  beauties  gay, 
Save  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate. 
The  battle  bleeds,  grim  flaughter  ftrides  along, 
Glutting  her  greedy  jaws,  grins  o'er  her  prey. 
Men,  horfes,  dogs,  fierce  beafts  of  every  kind, 
A  ftrange  promifcuous  carnage,  drench'd  in  blood. 
And  heaps  on  heaps  amafs'd.  What  yet  remain 
Alive,  with-  vain  affault  contend  to  break 
Th'  impenetrable  line.     Others,  whom  fear 
Infpires  with  felf-preferving  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  flain  for  ftielter  creep. 
Aghaft  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  difpers'd. 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd)  the 
■work 
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Of  death  had  lieen  complete  ;  and  Aurengzebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguifh'd  half  their  race. 
When  lo  !  the  bright  fultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravifh'd  eyes  difplay 
Thofe  cliarmsbut  rarely  to  the  day  reveal'd. 

L,owly  they  bend,  and  humbly  fue,  to  fave 
The  vanquiih'd  hoft.     What  mortal  can  deny 
When  fuppliant  beauty  begs  ?     At  his  command, 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  well-train'd  troops 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes. 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn, 
To  feek  on  diftant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  proud  opprefl'ors,  whofe  vain  hearts  exult 
In  wantonnefs  of  power,  'gainft  the  brute  race, 
Fierce  robbers  like  yourfelves,  a  guiltlefs  war 
Wage  uncontroul'd :  here  quench  your  thirfl  of 

blood ; 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  fpare  mankind. 


BOOK  III. 

THE  Argument. 

Of  King  Edgar,  and  his  impofmg  a  tribute  of 
■wolves  heads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales  :  from 
hence  a  tranfition  to  fox-hunting,  which  is  de- 
fcrJbed  in  all  its  parts.  Cenfure  of  an  over-nu- 
merous pack.  Of  the  feveral  engines  to  deftroy 
foxes  and  other  wild  beafls.  The  fteel-trap  de- 
fcribed,  and  the  manner  of  ufing  it.  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  pit-fall  for  the  lion ;  and  another  for 
the  elephant.  The  ancient  way  of  hunting  the 
tiger  with  a  mirror.     The  Arabian  manner   of 

.  hunting  the  wild  boar.  Defcription  of  the  royal 
chafe  at  Windfor  Foreft.  Concludes  with  an  ad- 
drefs  to  his  Majefly,  and  an  eulogy  upon  mercy. 

In  Albion's  ifle,  when  glorious  Edgar  reign'd. 
He,  wifely  provident,  from  her  white  cliffs 
Launch'd  half  her  forefls,3nd  with  numerous  fleets 
Cover'd  his  wide  domain  :  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prerogative 
Of  Britifh  monarchs.     Each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  diftance  gaz'd, 
And,  difappointed,  gnafli'd  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  fcour'd  the  feas,  and  to  remotefl  fhores 
With  fwelling  fails  the  trembling  corfair  fled. 
Rich  commerce  flourifh'd ;  and  with  bufy  oars 
Dafli'd  the  refounding  furge.     Nor  lefs  at  land 
His  royal  cares;    wife,  potent,  gracious  prince  I 
His  fubjeds  from  their  cruel  foes  he  fav'd, 
And  from  rapacious  favages  their  flocks : 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  with  relucSance) 

paid 
Their  tributary  wolves  ;  head  after  head. 
In  full  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  more, 
And  all  the  ravenous  race  extimS  is  loft 
In  fertile  paftures,  morefecurely  graz'd 
The  focial  troops;  and  foon  their  large  Incrcafe 
With  curliug  fleeces  whiten'd  all  the  plains. 
But  yet,  alas  '.   the  wily  fox  remain'd, 
A  fubtle,  pilfering  foe,  prowling  around 
In  midnight  fhades,  and  wakeful  to  deftroy. 
In  the  full  feld,  the  poor  defencelefs  Iamb, 


Seiz'J  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  fweet  warm  blood 
Supplies  a  rich  repaft.     The  mournful  ewe. 
Her  deareft  treafure  loft,  through  the  dun  night 
Wanders  perplex'd,  and  darkling  bleats  in  vain  : 
While  in  th'  adjacent  bufh,  poor  Philomel, 
(Herfelf  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churls 
Defpoil'd  her  neft)  joins  in  her  loud  laments, 
With  fwecter  notes,  and  more  melodious  wo. 

For  thefe  nofturnal  thieves,  humfmen  prepare 
The  fharpeft  vengeance.   Oh!  how  glorious  'tis 
To  right  th'  opprefs'd,  and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  juft  difgrace  1   Ere  yet  the  morning  peep. 
Or  liars  retire  from  the  firft  blufh  of  day, 
With  thy  far  echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  roufe  thy  bold  compeers.  Then  to  the  copfe^ 
Thick  with  entangling  grafs,  or  prickly  furze, 
With  filence  lead  thy  many-coloured  hounds. 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.  See  !   how  they  range 
Difpers'd,  how  bufily  this  way,  and  that, 
They  crofs,  examining  with  curious  nofe 
Each  likely  haunt.  Hark  !  on  the  drag  I  hear 
Their  doubtful  n  -es,  preluding  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  full,  and  fwell'd  with  every  mouth. 
As  ftraggling  armies,  at  the  trumpet's  voice, 
Prefs  to  their  ftandard ;  hither  all  repair, 
And  hurry  through  the  woods;  with  hafty  ilep 
Ruftling,  and  full  of  hope  ;  now  driven  on  heaps 
They  pufli,  they  ftrive ;    while  from  his  kennel 

fneaks 
The  confcious villain.  See!  he  Ikulks  along. 
Sleek  at  the  fhepherd's  coft,  and  plump  with  meals 
Purloin'd.     So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Though  high  his  brufli  he  bear,  though  tipt  with 
It  gaily  fhine  ;  yet  ere  the  fun  declin'd         [white 
Recal  the  Ihades  of  night,  the  pamper'd  rogue 
Shall  rue  his  fate  reversed  ;  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  juft  avenger,  fwift  to  feize 
His  forfeit  head,  and^thirfting  for  his  blood. 

Heavens  1    what  melodious  flrainsl    how  beat 
our  hearts 
Big  with  tumultuous  joy !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony  ;  and  as  the  tempeft  drives 
From  wood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recefa 
The  foreft  thunders,  and  the  mountains  fhake. 
The  chorus  fwells  ;  lefs  various,  and  lefs  fweet. 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  thofe  very  groves, 
The  feather'd  chorifters  faluts  the  fpring. 
And  every  bufti  in  concert  joins  ;  or  when 
The  matter's  hand,  in  modulated  air, 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powers 
Of  mufic  in  one  inftrument  combine, 
An  univerfal  minftrelfy-     And  now 
In  vain  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  barr'd 
Impregnable,  nor  is  the  covert  fafe  ; 
He  pants  for  purer  air.     Hark  !  what  loud  fliouts 
Re-echo  through  the  groves  !  he  breaks  away. 
Shrill  horns  proclaim  his  flight.     Each  ftraggling 

hound 
Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  diftant  pack. 
'Tis  triumph  all  and  joy.  Now,  my  brave  yoilths- 
Now  give  a  lo6fe  to  the  clean  generous  fteed ; 
Flourilh  the  whip,  nor  fpare  the  galling  fpur; 
But,  in  the  madnefs  of  delight,  forget 
Your  fears.     Far  o'er  the  rocky  hills  we  range. 
And  dangerous  our  conrfe  ;  but  in  the  brave 
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True  courage  never  fails.  In  vain  the  ftreana 
In  toaming  eddies  whirls ;  in  vain  the  ditch 
Wide  gaping  threatens  death.  l"he  craggy  fteep, 
Where  the  poc-  dizzy  {hepherd  crawls  with  care, 
And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  pain  ; 
But  down  we  fweep,  as  ftoups  the  falcon  bold 
To  pounce    his  prey.    Then  up  th'  opponent  hill, 
By  the  fwift  motion  flung,  we  mount  aloft ; 
So  fnips  in  winter  feas  now  Aiding  fink 
Adown  the  fteepy  wave,  then  tofs'd  on  high 
Ride  on  the  billows,  and  defy  the  ftorm. 
What  lengths  v/e  pals  1  where  will  the  wander- 
ing chafe 
Xead  us  bewilder'd  !  fmooth  as  fwallows  fkini 
The  new-lhorn  mead,  and  far  more  fwift,  wc  fly. 
See  my  brave  pack  ;   how  to  the  head  the]'  prefs, 
Joftling  in  clofe  array,  then  more  difl'ufe 
Obliquely  wheel,  while  from  their  opening  mouths 
The  volUed  thunc'er  breaks.  So  when  the  cranes 
Their  annual  voyage  (beer,  with  wanton  wing 
Their  figure  oft  they  change,  and  their  loud  cl-jig 
!t'rom  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.    How  far  behiiid 
The  hunter  crew,  wide-ftraggling  o'er  the  plsin  ! 
The  panting  courfer  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begins  to  reel;  urg'd  by  the  goring  fpur, 
Makes  many  a  faint  effort  :  he  fnorts,  he  foams, 
The  big  round  drops  run  trickling  down  his  fides, 
With  fweat  and  blood  difirain'd.     Look  back  and 

view 
TThe  flrange  confufion  of  the  vaL  below. 
Where  four  vexation  reigns  ;  fee  yon  poor  jade, 
In  vain  th'  impatient  rider  frets  and  fwears; 
With  galling  fpurs  harrows  his  mangled  fides ; 
He  can  no  more  :  his  fliff  unpiiant  limbs 
Rooted  in  earth,  unmov'd  and  fix'd  he  {lands. 
For  every  cruel  curfe  returns  a  groan, 
And  fobs,  and  faints,  and  dies.    Who  without  grief 
Can  view  that  pamper'd  fleed,  his  mafler'.sjoy, 
His  minion,  and  his  daily  care,  well  cloth'd. 
Well  fed  with  every  nicer  cate  ;  no  cofl, 
No  labour  fpar'd  ;  who,  when  the  flying  chafe 
Broke  from  the  copfe,  without  a  rival  ltd 
The  numerous  train  ;   now  a  fad  fpetStacle 
Of  pride  brought  low,  and  humble  infolence. 
Drove  like  a  pannier'd  afs,  and  fcourg'c:  along. 
While  thefe,  with  loofen'd  reins  and  dangling  heels. 
Hang  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  fcarce  bear 
Their  weights ;   another  in  the  treacherous  bog 
Lies   floundering    half  ingulf 'd.       What    biting 

thoughts 
Torments  th'  abandon'd  cr^"w  !  Old  age  laments 
His  vigour  fpent  :  the  tall,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Curfes  his  cumberous  bulk  ;  and  envies'  now 
The  (hort  pygma;an  race,  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  ihfulting  leer.    A  chofen  few 
Alone  the  fport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath 
Their  pleafing  toils.     Here,  huntfman,  froni  this 

height  " 

Obferve  yon  birds  of  prey  ;  if  1  can  judge, 
'Tis  there  the  villain  lurks  :  they  hover  round 
And  claim  him  as  their  own.  Was  I  not  right  ? 
See  !   there  he  creeps  along  ;  his  brufh  he  drags, 
And  fweeps  the  mire  impure;   from  his  wide  jaws 
His   tongue  unmoiften'd   hangs ;    fymptoms  too 
fure 
Vol  VU, 


Of  fuJdcn  death.  Ha  1  yet  he  flies,  nor  yields 
To  black  defiynir.  But  one  loofe  more,  and  all 
His  wiles  are   vain.    Hark  1   through  yon  village 

now 
The  rattling  clamour  rings.    The  barns,  the  cots, 
Andleaflefs  elms  return  the  joyous  founds. 
Through  every  homeftall,  and  through  every  yard. 
His  midnight  walks,  panting,  forlorn,  he  flies; 
Through  every  hole  he  fneaks,  through  every  jakeft 
Plunging  he  wades  befmear'd,  and  fondly  hopes 
in  a  fuperior  flench  to  lofe  his  own  : 
But,  faithful  to  the  track,  th'  unerring  hound* 
With  peals  of  echoing  vengeance  clofe  purfue. 
And  How  diftrefb'd,  no  (heltering  covert  near. 
Into  the  hen-roofl  creeps,  whofe  walls  with  gore 
Diftain'd  atteft  his  guilt.  There,  villain,  there 
Expedt  thy  fate  dclcrv'd.    And  foon  from  thence 
l"he  pack  inquifitive,  with  clamour  loud, 
Drag  out  their  trembling  prize  ;  and  on  his  blooct 
With  greedy  tranfport  feaft.     In  bolder  notes 
Each  founditjg  horn  proclaims  the  felon  dead  : 
And  all  th'  affembled  village  fhouts  for  joy. 
The  farmer,  v/ho  beholds  his  mortal  foe 
Stretch'd  at  his  feet,  applauds  the  glorious  deed. 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  (hort  lepaft  ; 
In  the  full  glafsthe  liquid  amber  fmlles, 
Our  native  produifl.  And  his  good  old  mate 
With  choiccfl  viands  heaps  the  liberal  board, 
To  crown  our  triumphs,  and  reward  our  toils. 

Heremuft  th' inflrudivemufe  (but  with  refped) 
Cenfure  that  numerous  pack,  that  cfowd  of  flate. 
With  which  the  vain  piofufion  of  the  great     ' 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  fliakts  the  trembling  copfe. 
Pompous  incumbrance  1     A  magnificence 
Ufelcfi,  vexatious  \      For  the  wily  fox, 
Safe  in  th'  increafing  number  of  hi-  foes. 
Kens  well  the  great  advantage  :   flinks  behind, 
And  fly'y  creeps  through  the  fame  beaten  track. 
And  hunts  them  flap  by  ftep  :   then  views,  cfcao'd, 
With  inward  ecftafy,  the  panting  throne- 
In  their  own  footileps  puzzled,  foil'd,  and  loft. 
So  when  prcud  eaftern  kings  fummon  to  arms 
Their  gaudy  legions,  from  far  diftant  climes 
They  flock  in  crowd';,  unpeopling  half  a  woirW; 
But  when  the  day  of  battle  calls  them  forth 
To  charge  the  v\'ell-train'd  foe,  a  band  compact 
Of  chofen  veterans  ;  they  prefs  blindly  on. 
In  heaps  confus'd,  by  their  own  weapons  fall 
A  fmoking  carnage  fcatter'd  o'er  the  p'ain. 

Nor  hounds  alone  this  no:aous  brood  dellroy  ; 
Xhe  plunder'd  warrener  full  many  a  wile 
Devifes  to  entrap  his  greedy  foe. 
Fat  with  nodturnal  fpoils.  At  clofe  of  day, 
With  filence  drags  his  tail:  then  from  the  ground' 
Pares  thin  the  clofe-graz'd  turf;    there  with  ojed 

hand 
Covers  the  latent  death,  with  curious  fpring* 
Prcpar'd  to  fl.y  at  once,  wheneWrthe  tread 
Of  nian  or  beaft  unwarily  fhall  prefs 
The  yielding  furface.    By  th'  indented  fleel 
With  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  f'elon  grins. 
And  ftruggles,  but  in  vain ;  yet  oft  'tis  known. 
When  every  art  has  fail'd  the  captive  fox 
Has  ihar'd  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb' 
Compounded  for  hi*  life.    But,  if  perchaafe"; 
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The  woe:ks  op  somerv ile. 


tn  the'deep  pitfall  plung'd,  there's  no  efcapo; 
But  unrep:  iev'd  he  dies,  and  bleach'd  in  air. 
The  jeft  of  clowns,  his  reeking  carcafe  hangs. 

Of  thefe  are  various  kinds ;  not  even  the  king 
Of  brutes-  evades  this  deep  devouring  grave  : 
But,  by  the  wily  African  befray'd, 
^leedlefs  of  fite,  wirhin  its  gaping  jaws 
Expires  indignant.   When  the  orient  beam 
With  blufhes  paints  the  dawn  ;  and  all  the  race 
Carnivorous,  with  blood  fuU-gorg'd,  retire 
Into  their  darkfonie  cells,  there  fatiate  fnore 
G'er  dripping  oflals,  and  the  mangled  limbs 
Of  men  and  beafts ;  the  painfu    "orefter 
Climbs  the  high  hills,  whofe  proud  afpiring  tops 
"With  the  tall  cedar  crown'd,  and  taper  fir, 
Affail  the  clouds.     There  'inong  the  craggy  rocks, 
And  thickets  intricate,  trembling  he  views 
His  footfteps  in  the  fand ;  the  difmal  road 
^nd  aven;;e  to  death.   Hither  he  calls 
His  wathful  bands ;  and  low  into  the  ground 
A  pit  they  fink,  full  many  a  fathom  deep, 
Tiicn  in  the  naidfl  a  column  high- is  rear'd, 
The  bott  of  fome  fair  tree  ;  upon  whofe  top 
A  lanib  is  plac'd,  juft  ravifh*d  from  his  dam. 
And  next  a  wall  they  build,  with  flones  and  earth 
Encircling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  view 
The  dreadful  precipice.     Now  when  the  fliades 
Of  night  hang  lowering  o'er  the  mountain's  brow; 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  thirfl  of  blood, 
Roufe  up  the  fiothful  beaft,  he  (hakes  his  fides, 
Slow-rifing  from  his  lair,  and  ftretches  wide 
His  ravenous  paws,  with  recent  gore  diflain'd. 
The  for'efts  tremble,  as  he  roars  aloud, 
Impatient  to  deftroy.  O'erjoy'd  he  hears 
The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
The  fhepherd's  care,  and  fceks  with  piteous  mo:in 
The  foodful  teat ;  himfelf,  alas  !  defign'd 
Another's  meal.  For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far  ;  and  leaping  o'er  the  mound 
To  feize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plung'd 
Into  the  deep  abyfs.  Proflrate  he  lies 
Aftunu'd  and  impotent.  Ah  !   what  avail 
Thine  eye-balls  flafiiing  fiie,  thy  length  of  tail. 
That  la(hes  thy  broad  tides,  thy  jaws  befmear'd 
With  blond  and  offals  crude,  thy  ihaggy  mane 
The  terror  of  the  woods,  thy  {lately  port, 
And  bulk  enormous,  fince  by  ftratageni 
Thy  ftrength  is  foil'd?     Unequal  is  the  ftrife, 
When  fovereign  reafori  combats  brutal  rage. 

On  diftant  Ethiopia's  funburnt  coaft, 
Tiie  black  inhabitants  a  pitfall  frame. 
But  of  a  different  kind,  and  different  ttfel 
With  flender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth. 
And  hurdles  flight,  they  clnfe  ;  o'er  thefe  isfpread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flowers 
Smiling  delufive,  and  from  ftridleft  fearch 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  tree.s  they  cnt,  with  tempting  fruit 
Of  various  kinds  fcrcharg'd ;  the  downy  peach, 
The  daftering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind, 
The  fragrant  orange.  Soon  as  evening  gray 
Advances  flow,  befprinkling  all  around 
"^ith  kind  refrefhing  dews  the  thirfty  glebe, 
Ths  ftatcly  elephant  from  the  clofe  ftiade 
SVith  ftep  majeflic  ftrides,  eager  to  taftc 


The  cooler  breeze,  that  from  tht  fea-beat  Sxoii 

Delightfid  breathes,  or  in  the  limpid  flreani 

To  lava  his  panting  fides;  joyous  he  fcents 

The  rich  repaft,  unweeting  of  the  death 

That  lurks  within.   And  fnon  he  fponing  breaks 

The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 

The  fruit  delicious.      Ah!  too  dearly  bought; 

The  price  is  life.   For  now  the  treacherous  turf 

Trembling  gives  way  ;  and  the  unwieldy  beufb, 

Self-finking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 

So  when  dilated  vapours,  ftruggling,  heave 

Th'    incumbent   earth  ;     if   chance  th'6   cavsrn'd 

grourd 
Shrinking  fubfide,  and  the  thin  furface  yield, 
Down  finks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulf'd 
With  all  its  towers.     Subtle,  delufive  man  ; 
How  various  are  thy  wiles  !    artful  to  kill 
Thy  favage  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race! 
Fierce  from  his  lair,  fprings  forth  the  fpeckled  pard, 
Thirfl.ing  for  blood,  and  eager  to  deflroy  ; 
The  huntfman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Confides  not :  at  convenient  dilfance  fix'd, 
A  polifh'd  mirror  flops  in  full  career 
The  furious  brute  ;  he  there  his  image  views; 
Spots  againft  fpots  with  rage  improving  glow; 
Another  pard  his  briftly  whilkers  curls, 
Grins  as  he  grins,  fierce  menacing,  and  wide 
Diftends  his  opening  pav.-s  ;  himfelf  againfl: 
Himfelf  oppos'd,  and  with  dread  vengeance  arna'dv 
The  huntfman,  now,  fecure,  with  fatal  aim 
DirecSls  the  pointed  fpear,  by  which  transfix'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  fliade. 
Thus  man  innumerous  engii;es  forms,  t'  affail 
The  favage  kind  ;  but  mofl;  the  docile  horfe. 
Swift  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  brethren  of  the  plains  ;  without  whofe  aid 
The  hunter's  arts  are  vain,  unlkill'd  to  wage 
With  the  more  atStive  brutes  an  equal-  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  well-train'd  pack, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  v/ind  fecure. 

fiim   the   fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  his 
troop 
Of  hold  compeers,  ranges  the  deferts  wild. 
Where,  by  the  magnet's  aid,  the  traveller  • 
Steers  his  untrodden  courfc  ;   yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck'd,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  fand 
Immerfl  and  loft.  While  thefe  intrepid  bands. 
Safe  in  their  horfe«  fpeed,  out-fly  th:  ftorm.,[pre7. 
And  fcouring  romid,  make   men  and  beafts  their 
The  gritly  boar  is  fingledfrom  his  herd. 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthian  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide  ;  and  each  in  paffing  fends  . 
His  feathcr'd  death  into  his  brawny  fides. 
But  perilous  th'  attempt.  For  if  the  fleed 
Haply  too  near  approach  ;  or  the  loofe  earth 
His  footing  fail,  the  watchful  angry  beafl 
Th'  advantage  fpies  ;  and  at  one  fidclong  glanca 
Rips  up  his  grpiii.     Woimdcd,  he  rears  aloft. 
And,  plunging  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Preci}  itant ;  then  bleeding  fpurns  the  ground,. 
And  drags  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Mean  while  the  furly  monfler  trots  along, 
But  with  unequal  fpced  ;  for  flill  they  wound, 
&wift-wlieeling  in  the  fpacious  ring.    A  woo4 
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hop 


OF  darts  upon  his  tacfc  he  bears ;  adown 
His  tortur'd  fiiies,  the  crinifon  torrents  roll 
From  many  a  gapinj^  font.     And  now  at  lad 
Staggering  he  falls,  in  blood  and  foam  expires. 

But  whither  roves  my  devious  mufe,  intent 
On  antique  tales  ?  While  yet  the  royal  (lag 
Ilnfung  remains.     Tread  with  refpedlful  awe 
Windfor's  green  glades  ;   where  Denham,  tuneful 

bard, 
Charm'd  once  the  liftening  Dryads,  with  his  fong 
Sublimely  fweet.     O  !  grant  me,  facred"  (hade, 
To  glean  fubmifs  what  thy  full  fickle  leaves. 

The  morning  fun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windfor's  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chafe,  nor  views  in  all  his  courfc 
A  fcene  fo  gay  :   heroic,  noble  youths. 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs 
The  faireft.  of  this  ifle,  where  beauty  dwells 
Delighted,  and  deferts  her  Paphian  grove 
For  our  more  favour'd  fhades  :  in  proud  parade 
Thefe  fliine  magnificent,  and  prefs  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.     Great  in  themfclves, 
They  fmile  fuperior ;  of  external  fhow 
Regardlefs,  while  their  inbred  virtues  give 
A  luftre  to  their  power,  and  grace  their  court 
With  real  fplendors,  far  above  the  pomp 
Of  eaftern  kings,  in  all  their  tinfel  pride. 
Like  troops  of  Amazons,  the  female  band 
Prance  round  their  cars,  not  in  refulgent  arms 
As  thofe  of  old  ;   unfkill'd  to  wield  the  fv.ford, 
Or  bend  the  bow,  thefe  kill  v/ith  furer  aim. 
The  royal  offspring,  fairefc  of  the  fair, 
Lead  on  the  fplendid  train.     Anna  more  bright 
Than  fummer  funs,  or  as  the  lightning  keen, 
With  irrefiltible  efFylgence  arm'd, 
Fires  every  heart.     He  muft  be  more  than  man, 
Who  unconcern'd  can  bear  the  piercing  ray. 
Amelia,  milder  than  the  blufliing  dawn. 
With  fweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  power, 
Infenfibly  fubdues,  and  in  foft  chains 
Her  willing  captives  leads,     lllnflrious  maids, 
Ever  triumphant  !  whofe  vidlorious  charms, 
Without  the  needlefs  aid  of  high  defcent. 
Had  aw'd  mankind,  and  taught  the  world's  great 

lords 
To  bow  and  fue  for  grace.     But  who  is  he 
Frefh  as  a  rofc-bud  newly  blown,  and  fair 
As  opening  lilies ;  on  whom  every  eye 
With  joy  and  admiration  dwells  ?  See,  fee. 
He  reins  his  docile  barb  with  manly  grace. 
Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chafe  array'd? 
Or  Britain's  fecond  hope  ?   Hail,  blooming  youth ! 
May  all  your  virtues  with  your  years  improve, 
Till  in  confummate  Worth,  you  (bine  the  pride 
Of  thefe  our  days,  and  to  fucceeding  times 
A  bright  example.     As  his  guard  of  mutes 
On  the  great  fultan  wait,  with  eyes  deje6l. 
And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  found  is  heard 
Within  the  wide  ferail.  but  ail  ishufli'd. 
And  awful  filence  reigns  ;  thus  {land  the  pack 
Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  low  to  earth, 
While  pafs  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  pair : 
So  difciplin'd  thofe  hounds,  and  fo  r&ferv'd, 
Whofe  honour  'tis  to  glad  the  hearts  of  kings. 
Sut  foon  the  windinjr  hoirn,  and  huni£(aan's  voice, 


Let  loi>fe  the  general  chorus ;  far  around 

Joy  fpreads  its  wings,  and  the  gay  morning  fmlles, 

Unharbour'd  now  the  royal  Itag  forfakes  • 

His  wonted  lair ;   he  (hakes  his  dappled  fides, 
And  toffes  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copfe 
Beneath  his  antlers  bends.     What  doubling  {liifta 
He  tries  I  not  more  the  wily  hare  ;  in  thefe 
Would  dill  perfift,  did  not  the  full  mouth'd  pack 
With  dreadful  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunter's  cheering  (holits 
Float  through  the  glades,  and  the  wide  foreft  rings* 
How  merrily  they  chant !   their  nollrils  deep 
Inhale  the  gratcfulM^am.     Such  is  the  cry. 
And  fuch  th' harmonious  din,  the  foldier  deems 
The  battle  kihdling,  and  the  ftatefman  grave 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares ;  each  age,  each  fe.^, 
In  the  wild  trarifporc  joins  ;  luxuriant  joy, 
And  pleafure  in  exccfs,  fparklmg  exult 
On  every  brow,  and  revel  uiireflraln'd. 
How' happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou'rt  no  more 
Thyfelf :   when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  foul, 
in  rapture  and  in  fweet  oblivion  loll, 
Yield  a  Ihort  interval  and  eafe  from  pain  ! 

See  the  {vfik  courfer  drains,  his  (hining  hoofs 
Securely  beat  the  folid  ground.     Who  now 
The  dangerous  pitfall  fears,  with  tangling  heath 
High-overgrown  ?  or  who  the  quivering  bog 
Soft  yielding  to  the  (lep .'    All  now  is  plain. 
Plain  as  the  ftrand  fea-lav'd,  that  (Iretches  far 
Beneath  the  rocky  fiiore.     Glades  croffing  glades 
The  forcd  opens  to  our  wondering  view  : 
Such  was  the  king's  command.    Let  tyrants  fierce 
Lay  wafte  the  world ;  his  the  mod  glorious  part 
To  check  their  pride;   and  when  the  brazen  voice 
Of  war  is  hufh'd  (as  erd  vidlorious  Rome) 
V  employ  his  dation'd  legions  in  the  w^rks 
of  peace  ;  to  fmooth  the  rugged  wildernefs, 
To  drain  the  dagnate  fen,  to  raife  the  dope 
Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  face 
Of  nature,  with  th'  enibellilhments  of  art. 

How  melts  my  beating  heart !  as  I  behold 
Each  lovely  nymph,  our  idand's  boad  and  pridej 
Pu(h  on  the  generous  deed,  that  drokes  along 
O'er  rough,  o'er  fmooth,  nor  heeds  the  r:eepy  hillj 
Nor  faulters  in  th'  extended  vale  below  : 
Their  garments  loofely  waving  in  the  wind. 
And  all  the  flu(h  of  beauty  in  their  cheeks  1 
While  at  their  fides  their  penfive  lovers  wait, 
Diredl  their  dubious  courfe  ;  now  chill'd  with  fear 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inflam'd. 

0  !   grant,  indulgent  Heaven,  no  rifing  ftorm 
May  darken  with  black  wingg  this  glorious  fcene  ! 
Should  fome  malignant  power  thus  damp  cur  joys. 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  fuch  as  of  old 
Betray'd  to  lawlefs  love  the  Tyrian  queen. 

For  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  chade  as  fair^ 
Spotlefs,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
In  the  dun  gloom,  as  in  the  blase  of  day. 

Now    the   blown    ftag,  through  woods,-  bog«'j 
roads,  and  dreams 
Kas  meafui'd  half  the  fored  ;  but  alas! 
He  flies  in  vain,  he  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Though  far  he  cad  the  lingering  pack  behind, 
His  haggar'd  fancy  dill  with  horror  view* 

1  he  fell  dsftroyei ;  dill  the  fatal  cry 

C  sf  ij 
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Infults  his  cars,  and  wounds  his  rremblmg  heart 
So  the  poor  fu  y-haunted  wretch  (his  hands 
In  guiltlefs  blood  diftain'd)  ftill  feems  to  hear 
The  dying  flirieks :  and  the  pale  threatening  ghoft 
Move^  as  he  moves,  and  as  he  flies,  purfues 
■See  here  his  flot ;  up  yon  green  hill  he  climbs, 
Pants  on  its  brow  a  while   !'adly  look-,  back 
On  his  purfuers,  covering  all  the  plain  ; 
But  wrung  with  anguifii,  bears  not  long  the  fight, 
Shoots  down  the  deep,  and  fweats  along  the  vale, 
There   mingles  with  the  herd,  where  once  he 

reign'd 
Proud  monarch  of  the  groves,  whofe  clafliing  beam 
His  rivals  avt-'d,  and  whofe  exalted  power 
Was  ftill  rewarded  with  fuccefsful  love. 
But  the  bafe  herd  have  learn'd  the  ways  of  men, 
Averfe  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
Chafe  him  from  thence  :  needlefs  their  Impious 

deed. 
The  huntfman  kncv/s  him  by  a  thoufand  marks, 
Black,  and  imboft: ;   nor  are  his  hounds  deceiv'd  ; 
Too  well  diOiinguifh  thefe,  and  never  leave 
Thc-r  once  devoted  foe  r  familiar  grows 
His  fcent,  and  ftrong  their  appetite  to  kill. 
Again  he  flies,  and  v^rith  redoubled  fpeed 
Skims  o'er  the  lawn  ,   ftill  the  tenacious  crew 
Hang  on  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey, 
And  pufh  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
Too  far  efcap'd,  and  the  gay  courtly  train 
Behind  are  cad,  the  huntfman's  clanging  whip 
Stops  full  their  bold  career;   paflive  they  ftand, 
Unmov'd,  an  hamble,  an  cLfequious  crowd, 
As  if  by  ftern  Medufa  gaz'd  to  ftones. 
So  at  their  general's  voice  whole  armies  ha!t 
In  full  purfuit,  and  check  their  thirft  of  blood. 
Soon  at  the  king's  command,  like  hafly  ftreams 
Damm'd  up  a  while,  they  f  am,  and  pour  along 
With  frefli  recruited  might.     The  flag,  who  hop'd 
His  foes  v/ere  lo   ,  now  once  more  hears  aflunn'd, 
The  dreadful  din  ;  he  ftiivers  every  limb. 
He  ftarts,  he  bounds ;  each  bufli  prefent«  a  foe. 
Prefs'd  by  the  frefii  relay,  no  paule  allov/'d. 
Breath iefs,  and  faint,  he  faulters  in  hi'  pace. 
And  lift?  his  weary  limbs  with  pain,  that  fcarce 
Suflain  their  load  :   he  pants,  he  fobs  aypiU'd  ; 
Drops  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beueath 
His  cumbrous  beams  opprefi'd.     But  if  perchance 
Some  pn'ing  eye  furpriie  him  ;  foon  he  rears 
Erccft  his  rowering  front,  bounds  o'er  the  lawn 
With  ill-diflembled  vigour,  to  amufe 
J.,  The  knowing  forefler ;  who  inly  fmiles 
At  his  weak  fhifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  wafte  their  Jaft  remains, 
Shine  forth  a  while,  and  as  they  blaze  e.\pire. 
From  wood  to  wond  redoubling  thunders  roll, 
And  bellow  through  the  vales;  the  moving  ftorm 
Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  (bouts. 
And  horns  flirill-warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  ama2'd 
What  ftrength  is  left :  to  the  laft  dregs  of  life 
Reduc'd,  his  Ipirits  fail,  on  every  fide 
Hemm'd  in,  befieg'd ;  not  the  leaft  opening  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th'  unhappy's  lalt  referve. 
Where  Ihali  he  turn  ?  or  wbither  flj'  ?  Defpair 


Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Refolv'd  fd  die. 
He  fears  no  more,  but  ruflies  on  hi?  foes, 
And  deals  his  deaths  around  ;  beneath  his  feet 
Thefe  groveling  lie,  thofe  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  enfanguin'd  plain.     Ah  !  fee  diftrefs'd 
He  ftands  at  bay  againft  yon  knotty  trunk, 
That  covers  well  his  rear,  his  front  prefents 
An  hoft  of  foes.     O  !  ftiun,  ye  noble  train. 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
The  wing  around,  he  finds  his  foul  uprais'd, 
To  dare  fome  great  exploit,   he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  fide 
Fly  diverfe  ;  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  itrains, 
He  vents  the  cooling  ftream,  and  up  the  breeze 
Urges  his  courfe  with  equal  violence  : 
Then  takes  the  foil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant;   down  the  mid  ftream  he  wafts 
Along,  till  (like  a  fliip  diftrefs'd,  that  runs 
Into  fome  winding  creek)  clofe  to  the  verge 
Of  a  fmall  ifland,  for  his  weary  feet 
Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  ikulks  immers'dj 
His  nofe  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air;  all  e!fe  beneath  the  flood 
Conceal'd,  and  loft,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Of  man  or  brute.     In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  ftream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  that  move 
In  equal  rime,     yhe  gliding  waters  leave 
No  trace  behind,  and  his  contradled  pores 
But  fnaringly  perfpire  :   the  huntfman  fttains 
His  labouring  lungs,  and  puffs  his  cheeks  in  vain  : 
At  length  a  blood-hound  bold,  ftudious  to  kill. 
And  exquifite  of  fenfe,  winds  him  from  far; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
Loud  opening  fpends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat 
Swells  every  note  with  joy  ;  then  feariefs  dives 
Beneath   the  wave,    hangs  on   his  haunch,  ani 

wounds 
Th'  unhappy  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  ftream, 
Sorely  diftrefs'd,  and  :"rruggling  ftrives  to  mount 
The  fteepy  fhore.     Haply  ouce  more  efcap'd. 
Again  he  ftands  at  bay,  amid  the  groves 
Ot  willows,  beiiding  low  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageous  tranfport  fires  the  greedy  pack  ; 
Thefe  fwim  the  deep,  and  thofe  crawl  up  with 

pain 
The  flippery  bank,  while  others  on  firm  land 
Engage  ;  the  ftag  repels  each  bold  affault. 
Maintains  his  poft.and  wounds  for  wounds  return*," 
As  when  fome  wily  corfair  boards  a  fliip 
Full-freighted,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coafts, 
Or  India's  wealthy  ftrand,  his  bloody  crew 
Upon  her  deck  he  flings  ;  thefe  in  the  deep 
Drop  fhort,  and  fwim  to  reach  her  fteepy  fides. 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  thofe  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  fate ;  the  mafter  bold, 
Prefs'd  to  his  laft  retreat,  bravely  refolves 
To  fink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whelming  wave^ 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  unreveng'd  to  die. 
So  fares  it  with  the  ftag  :  fo  he  refolves 
To  plunge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himfelf,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulf  immers'do 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent. 
Is  v.'ild  difordei;  oHce  more  views  the  light  >■ 
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Beneath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  diftrefs'd, 
The  tears  run  trickling  down  his  hairy  checks; 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  vain.     Tlie  king  beholds 
His  wretched  plight,  and  tendernefs  innate 
Moves  his  great  foul.     Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebak'd,  the  difappointed,  hungry  pack, 
Retire  fubmifs,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey- 
Great  prince !  from  thee  what  may  thy  lubje<5ts 

hope ; 
So  kind,  and  fo  beneficent  to  brutes  ? 
O  mercy,  heavenly  born  '.   fweet  attribute  I 
Thou  'xreat,  thou  beft  prerogative  of  power  ! 
Juftice  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  join'd  with 

thee, 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  ftands  fecure. 
And  braves  the  ftorm  beneath  ;  foon  as  thy  fmiles 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  fublide, 
And  all  the  noify  tumult  links  in  peace. 


BOOK    IV. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

pf  the  neceffity  of  dtftroying  fome  beaft«,  and  pre- 
ferving  others  for  the  life  of  man.  Of  breeding 
of  hounds;  the  feafon  for  this  bufinefs.  The 
choice  of  the  dog,  of  great  moment.  Of  the 
litter  of  whelps.  Of  the  number  to  be  reartd. 
Of  fetting  them  out  to  their  feveral  walks.  Care 
to  be  taken  to  prevent  their  hunting  too  foon. 
Of  entering  the  whelps.  Of  breaking  them 
from  running  at  flieep.  Of  the  difeafes  of 
hounds.  Of  their  age.  Ofmadnefs;  two  forts 
cf  it  defcribed,  the  dumb  and  outrageous  mad- 
nefs :  its  dreadful  effecfts.  Surning  of  the 
wound  recommended  as  preventing  all  ill  con- 
fequences.  The  infedlious  hounds  to  be  fepa- 
rated,  and  fed  apart.  The  vanity  of  trufting  to 
the  many  infallible  cures  for  this  malady.  The 
difmal  effecSls  of  the  btting  of  a  mad  dog,  upon 
man,  defcribed.  Defcription  of  the  otter  hunt- 
ing.    The  condufion, 

Whate'er  of  earth  is  form'4,  to  earth  returns 

Diffolv'd  :  the  various  obje<fcs  we  behold, 

Plants,  animals,  this  whole  material  niafs, 

Are  ever  changing,  ever  new.     The  foul 

Of  man  alone,  that  particle  divine, 

Efcapes  the  wreck  of  wnrlds,  when  all  things  fail. 

Hence  great  the  diftance  'twixt  the  beafts  that 

perifli, 
And  God's  bright  image,  man's  immortal  race. 
The  brute  creation  are  his  property, 
Subfervient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made. 
As  hurtful  tliefe  he  kills,  as  ufeful  thoie 
Preferves  ;  their  fole  and  arbitrary  king. 
Should  he  not  kill,  as  erft  the  Sanaian  fage 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brachmans  now 
As  vainly  preach  ;  the  teeming  ravenous  brutes 
Might  fill  the  fcanty  fpace  of  this  terrene. 
Incumbering  all  the  globe  :  Ihould  not  his  care 
Improve  his  growing  flock,  their  kinds  might  fail, 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  acorns  feed. 
And  through  the  dcferts  range,  Ihivering,  forlsrn, 


Quite  deftitute  of  every  folace  dear, 
And  every  fmiling  gaiety  of  life. 

The  prudent  huntfman  theref<  re  will  fupply 
With  annual  large  recruits,  his  broken  pack. 
And  propagate  their  kind.     As  from  the  root 
Frefh  fcions  ftill  fpring  forth  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  hiinours  to  the  parent  tree. 
Far  fhall  his  pack  be  fam'd,  far  fought  his  Lreed, 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feaft  thofe  hounds 
His  band  prefcnts,  an  acceptable  boon.         ["fg'd 

Ere  yet  the   fun  through  the  bright  Ram  has 
His  fleepy  courfe,  or  mother  earth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bofoni  to  the  weffern  gale ; 
When  feather'd  troops,  their  fecial  leagues  dif- 
folv'd, 
Seledl  their  mates,  and  on  the  leaflefs  elm. 
The  noify  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  nefb, 
Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  pack. 
That  curl  their  taper  tails,  and  fri&ing  court 
Their  pyebald  mates  r.namour'd  ;  their  red  eyes, 
Flalh  fires  impure  ;  nor  reft,  nor  food  they  take, 
Goaded  by  furious  love.     In  feparate  cells 
Confine  them  now,  lefl  bloody  civil  wars 
Annoy  the  peaceful  ftate.      If  left  at  large, 
The  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join. 
And  rude  encounter  ;  on  Scamander's  fcreams 
Heroes  of  old  with  far  lefs  fury  fought. 
For  the  bright  Spartan  dame,  their  valour's  prize. 
Mangled  and  torn  thy  fivourite  h.iunds  (hall  lie, 
Stretch'd  on  the  ground  ;  thy  kennel  fhall  appear 
A  field  of  blood  :  like  fome  unhappy  town 
In  civil  broils  confus'd,  while  difcord  fhakes 
Her  bloody  fcourge  aloft,  fierce  parties  rage. 
Staining  their  impious  hands  in  mutual  death. 
And  fWl  the  beft  belov'd,  and  braveft  fall : 
Such  are  the  dire  effesfts  of  lawlefs  love. 

Huntfman  !  thefe  iils  by  timely  prudent  care 
Prevent :   for  every  longing  dame  ieledl 
Some  happy  paramour  .   to  him  alone 
In  leagues  c>.nnubial  y\n.     Confider  well 
His  lineage  ;  what  his  fathers  did  of  old. 
Chiefs  of  the  pack,  and  firft  to  climb  the  rock. 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  tread  the  brake 
With  thorn  fiiarp-pointed,  plafii'd,  and  briars  in-. 

woven. 
Obferve  with  care  his  (hape,  fort,  colour,  fize. 
Nor  will  fagacious  huntfmen  lefs  regard 
His  inward  habits  :    the  vain  babbler  Ihun, 
Ever  Icquacious,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
His  f.  oiifh  offspring  Ihall  offend  thy  ears 
With  falfe  alarms,  and  loud  impertinence. 
Nor  lefs  the  fhifting  cur  avoid,  that  breaks 
lilufive  from  the  pack ;  to  the  next  hedge 
Devious  he  ftrays,  there  every  mufe  he  tries ! 
If  haply  then  he  crofs  the  fteaming  fcent. 
Away  he  flies  vain-glorious ;  and  exults 
As  of  the  pack  fupreme,  and  in  his  fpted 
Aiid  ftrengfh  unrival'd.     Lo  '  caft  far  behind 
His  vex'd  afTociates  pant,  and  labouring  rtrain 
To  climb  the  ileep  afcent.     Soon  as  they  reach 
rh'  infnicing  boafter    his  falfe  courage  fails, 
Behmd  he  lags,  doom'd  to  the  fatal  noofe. 
His  mailer's  hate,  and  fcorn  of  all  the  field. 
What  cun  froiv  fuch  be  hop'd,  but  a  bafe  brood 
Of  ccvard  curs,  a  frantic,  vagrant  race  i 
G  g  iij. 
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When  now  tlie  third  revolving  moon  appears, 
With  fliarpen'd  horns,  above  th'  horizun's  brink  ; 
Without  Lucina's  aid,  expt(51;  thy  hopes 
Are  amply  crown'd  ;  fhort  pangs  produce  to  hght 
*  The  fmoking  litter,  crawling  helplcfs,  blind, 
Uatiire  their  guide,  they  feek  the  pouting  teat 
That  plenteous  ftreams.     Soon  as  the  tender  dam 
Has  form'd  them  with  her  tongue,  with  plealure 

view 
The  marks  of  their  renown'd  progenitors, 
Sute  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  ccme.     All  thefe 
Seledl  with  joy;  but  to  the  mercilefs  flood 
Expofe  the  dwindling  refufe,  nor  o'erload 
Th'  indulgent  mother.     If  thy  heart  relent, 
Unwilling  to  deflroy,  a  nurfe  provide. 
And  to  the  fofter-jiarent  give  the  care 
Of  thy  fuper fiuous  brood  ;   Ihc'll  cherifli  kind 
The  alien  offspring ;  pleas'd  thou  fhalt  behold 
Her  tendernefs,  and  hofpitable  love. 

If  fiolic  nov/  and  playful  they  defert 
Their  gloomy  cell,  and  on  the  verdant  turf 
V/ith  nerves  improv'd,  purfue  the  mimic  chafe,    . 
Courfing  around  ;  unto  the  choicefl:  friends 
Commit  thy  valued  prize  :  the  ruflic  dames 
bhall  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Receive  thy  growing  hopes,  with  many  a  kifs 
Carc'fs,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  feme  great  title,  and  rcfounding  name 
Of  high  import.     But  cautious  here  obftrve 
.    To  check  their  youthful  ardour,  nor  peimit 
'ihe  unexperienc'd  younker,  immature. 
Along  to  range  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Where  dodging  conies  fport ;  his  nerves  unUrung, 
And  flrengrh  unequal ;  the  laborious  chafe 
Shall  flint  his  growth,  and  his  ralh  forward  youth 
^      CoDtradl  fuch  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
rfVnd  iate  correiffion  never  fhall  reclairii. 

When  to  full  ftrength  arriv'd,  mature  and  bold, 
CcndutSl  them  to  the  field ;  not  all  at  once, 
But  as  thy  cooler  prudence  fliali  diredt, 
Stled:  a  few,  and  form  them  by  degrees 
To  (Iridler  difcipline.     With  thefe  confort 
The  {launch  and  Heady  fages  of  thy  pack, 
By  long  experience  vers'd  in  all  the  wiles, 
And  fubtle  doublings  of  the  various  chafe. 
P.afy  the  leffon  of  the  youthful  train. 
When  inilincl  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
If  the  too  forward  younker  at  the  head 
Prefs  boldly  on  in  wanton  fportive  mood, 
Corredt  bis  halle,  and  let  him  feel  abafh'd 
The  ruling  whip.     But  if  he  flioop  behind 
In  wary  modeft  guiie,  to  his  own  nofe 
Confiding  fure ;  give  him  full  fc.pe  to  work 
His  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
His  patience,  and  his  care  ;  foon  fualt  thou  view 
'i  he  hopeful  pupil  leader  of  his  tribe, 
A'd  ail  the  lifltning  pack  attend  his  call. 

Oft  lead  them  forth  where  wanton  lambkins 
play, 
And  bleating  dams  with  jealous  eyes  obferve 
1  heir  tender  care.     If  at  the  crowding  flock 
He  bay  prefumptuous,  or  with  eager  hafte 
Purfue  them  fcatter'd  o'er  the  verdant  plain; 
In  the  foul  fadl  attach'd,  to  the  ftrong  ram 
Tic  faft  the  ralh  offender.     £ee  1  at  firft 


His  horn'd  companion,  fearful  and  aoiaz'd. 
Shall  drag  him  trembling  o'er  the  rugged  ground  J 
Then,  with  his  load  fatigu'd,  fhall  turn  a-head. 
And  with  his  curi'd  hard  front  inccffant  peal 
Ihe  panting  wretch  ;  till,  breathlefs  and  aflunn'd, 
Srretch'd  on  the  turf  he  lie.    Then  fpare  not  thou 
The  twining  whip,  but  ply  his  bleeding  fides 
Lafh  after  lafh,  and  with  thy  threatening  voice 
Harfh  echoing  from  the  hill?,  inculcate  loud 
His  vile  offence.     Sooner  fhall  trembling  doves 
Efcap'd  the  hawk's  fharp  talons,  in  mid  air, 
Affail  their  dangerous  foe,  than  he  once  more 
Diilurb  the  peaceful  fiocks.      In  tender  age 
Thus  you:h  is  train'd  ;  as  curious  artifls  bend 
The  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Their  foft  and  du6lile  clay  to  various  fhapes. 

Nor  is't  enough  to  breed  ;  but  to  preferve, 
Mufl  be   the   huntfnian's  care.     The  flaunch  oli 

hounds. 
Guides  of  thy  pack, .though  but  in  number  few. 
Are  yet  of  great  account ;  fliall  oft  untie 
The  Gordian  knot,  when  reafon  at  a  fland 
Puzzlmg  is  lofl,  and  all  thy  art  is  vain. 
O'er  clogging  fallows,  o'er  dry  plafler'd  roads, 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  diflain'd 
Rank-fcenting,  thefe  mufl  lead  the  dubious  way. 
As  party-chiefs  in  fcnates  who  prefide. 
With  pleaded  reafon  and  with  well-turn'd  fpeech, 
Condud:  the  flaring  multitude;   fo  thefe 
Dired  the  pack,  who  with  joint  cry  approve. 
And  loudly  boafl  difcovcries  not  their  own. 

Unrumber'd  accidents,  and  various  ills. 
Attend  thy  pack,  hang  hovering  o'er  their  heads, 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  to  death's  dark  cave* 
Short  is  their  fpan  ;  few  at  the  date  arrive 
Of  ancient  Ai-gu?  in  old  Homer's  fong 
So  highly  hnnour'd  :   kind,  fagacious  brute  ! 
Not  ev'n  Minerva's  wifdom  could  conceal 
Thy  much-lov'd  mafler  from  thy  nicer  fenfe. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er 
With  eager  eyes,    then   elos'd   thofe   eyes,  well 
pleas'd, 

Of  leffer  ills  the  mufe  declines  to  fing. 
Nor  {loops  fo  low  ;  of  thefe  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy.     But  O  !  what  care, 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  madnefs,  the  worft 
Of  maladies  ?     Terrific  pefl !   that  blafls 
The  huntfman's  hopes,  and  defolation  fpreads 
Through  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  unreflrain'd, 
More  fatal  than  th'  envenom'd  viper's  bite; 
Or  that  Apulian  fpider's  poifonous  fling, 
Heal'd  by  the  pleafing  antidote  of  founds. 

When  Sirius   reigns,   and  the  fun's  parching 
beams 
Bake  the  dry  gaping  furface,  vifit  thou 
Each  ev'n  and  morn,  with  quick  obfervant  eye, 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  fullen  mood, 
The  glouting  hoynd  refufe  his  wonted  meal. 
Retiring  to  fome  clofe,  obfcure  retreat. 
Gloomy,  diiconfolate  :  with  fpeed  remove 
The  poor  infc(5lious  wretch,  and  in  flrong  chains 
Bind  him  fufpedled.     Thus  that  dire  difeafe 
Which  art  can't  cure,  wife  caution  may  prevent. 

But,  this  negledcd,  foon  exped;  a  change, 
A  difraal  change,  confuficnj  frensy,  death. 


THE 

©r  in  fome  darlc  recefs  tlie  fenfelefs  brute 
Sits  fadly  pining  :  deep  melancholy, 
And  black  defpair,  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hang  lowering  ;  from  his  half-opening  jaws 
The  clammy  venom,  and  infcdlious  froth, 
DiRiliing  fall ;   and  from  his  lungs  infiam'd, 
Mali<^nant  vapours  taint  the  ambient  air. 
Breathing  perdition  :   his  dim  eyes  are  glaz'd, 
H«  droops  his  penCve  head,  his  trembling  limbs 
No  more  fupport  his  weight  ;   abjedl  he  lies 
Dumb,  fpiritlefs,  bcnumb'd  ;  till  death  at  laft 
■Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief. 

'Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas  ! 
A  yet  more  dreadful  fcene ;  his  glaring  eyes 
Redden  with  fury,  like  fome  angry  boar 
ehurning  he  foams ;  and  on  his  back  ered 
Kis  pointed  briflles  rife  ;  his  tail  inciirv'd 
He  drops,  and  with  harfli  In-olun  bov^lings  rends 
The  poifon-tainted  air,  with  rough  hoarfe  voice 
hicefTant  ba.ys;   and  fnufFs  th'  infecftious  breeze  ; 
This  way  and  that  he  (lares  aghaft,  and  fiarts 
At  his  own  fhade  :  jealous,  as  if  he  deem'd 
The  world  his  foes.     If  haply  towards  the  ftream 
Ke  call  his  roving  eye,  cold  horror  chills 
His  foul ;  averfe  he  flies,  trembling,  appall'd. 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmoft  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  deftruftion  round. 
The  pack  fly  diverfe  ;  for  whate'er  he  meets 
"Vengeful  he  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  now  perchance  through  the  weak  fence  e- 
fcap'd, 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze  ;  nor  man,  nor  bcaft, 
He  fpares  implacable.     The  hunter-horfe, 
©nee  kind  affociat€  o£,his  fylvan  toils, 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  ker.nel's  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  iiilening  hears  with  joy 
Tiie  cheering  cry,  that  morn  and  eve  falutcs 
Hisraptur'd  fcnfts)  a  wretched  vidlim  falls. 
Unha;  py  quadruped  !  no  more,  alas ! 
^lall  thy  fond  mafter  with  hi^  voice  applaud 
Thy  gentlenefs,  thy  fpeed  ;  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  foft  dappled  fides,  as  he  each  day 
Vifits  thy  ftall,  well  pleas'd ;  no  more  fiiait  thou 
With  fpiightly  ncighings,  to  the  winding  horn, 
At^d  the  loud  opening  pack  in  concert  join'd, 
Glad  his  proud  heart.     For  oh  !  the  fecret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  ground,  and  dies ! 
Hence  to  the  village  with  pernicious  hafte 
Baleful  hs  bends  bis  ccurfe  :  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd;   the  tender  mother  in  hef  arms 
Hugs  dofe  the    trembling  babe;    the  doors  are 

barr'd, 
And  flying  curs  by  native  inflincft  taught 
Shun  the  contagious  bane  ;  the  ruftic  bands  ■ 
Hurry  to  arms,  the  rude  militia  ieize 
Whate'er  at  hand  they  find;  clubs, foiks,  or  gur.S, 
Fronvevery  quarter  charge  the  furious  fee, 
In  wild  diforder,  and  uncouth  array  :  [g«r'd, 

Till,  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  opprefs'd  and 
At  one  fbort  poifonous  gafp  he  breaths  his  laft. 
Hence  to  the  kennel,  mufe,  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hofpital  of  woe  ; 
Where  horror  ftalks  at  large!   infatiate  death 
Sits  grgwUn.^  o'sr  bis  prey  ;   each  heir  ^^refents 
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A  diff^erent  fcene  of  ruin  and  diftrefs. 
How  bufy  art  thou,  fate  1  and  how  fevere 
Thy  pointed  wrath  !  the  dying  and  the  dead 
Promifcuous  lie  ;  o'er  thefe  the  living  fight 
in  one  eternal  broil ;  not  confcious  why. 
Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  drunkards   in  their  cups. 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  fenfelefs  fquabbU 
reigns. 

Huntfman  !  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debate  I   Ah  1  roufe  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacherous  ground 
With  careful  ftep.    Thy  fires  unquench'dprefcrve. 
As  crft  the  veftal  flames;  the  printed  ftecl 
In  the  hot  embers  hide  ;  and  if  furpris'd 
Thou  fed'ft  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  home 
Into  the  recent  fore,  and  cauterize  [vent : 

The  wound  ;    fpare  not  thy  flelh,  nor  dread  th'  e- 
Vnlcan  fliall  fave  when  ^fculapius  fails. 

Here  fliouldthe  knowing  mufe  recount  the  mean* 
To  flop  this  growing  plague.     And  here,  alas' 
Each  hand  prefents  a  fovereign  cure,  and  boafts 
Infallibility,  but  boafts  in  vain. 
On  tins  depend,  each  to  his  feparate  feat 
Confine,  in  fetters  bound ;  give  each  his  mefs 
Apart,  his  range  in  open  air ;  and  then 
If  deadly  fymptoms  to  thy  grief  appear, 
Devote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  fall, 
A  generous  vi(Slim  for  the  public  weal. 

king,  philofophic  mufe,  the  dire  effeifls 
Of  tliis  contagious  bite  on  haplefs  man. 
The  ruftic  fwains,  by  long  tradition  taught 
Of  kaches  old,  as  foo?  as  they  perceive 
The  bite  imprefs'd,  to  the  fea-coafts  repair. 
Plung'd  in  the  briny  flood,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Now  journeys  home  fccure  ;  but  foon  fhall  wifk 
The  feas  as  yet  had  cover'd  him  beneath 
The  foaming  furge,  full  many  a  fathom  a  deep. 
A  fate  more  difmal,  and  fuperior  ills 
Hang  o'er  his  head  devoted.     When  the  moon, 
Clofmg  her  monthly  round,  returns  again 
1  o  glad  the  night ;  or  when  full-orb'd  flie  fhines 
High  in  the  vault  of  heav^sn;  the  lurking  pefl: 
Begins  the  diie  affauk.     The  poifonous  foam      .. 
Through  the  deep  wound  inftill'd  with  hoftile  rag«^ 
And  ali  its  fiery  particles  faline, 
Invades  th'  arterial  fluid  :   whofe  red  waves 
Tempefluous  heave,  and,  their  cohefion  broke, 
Fermenting  boil;   ip.teftine  war  enfues, 
Ann  order  to  confufion  turns  enibroil'd. 
Now  the  diftended  vefTels  fcarce  contain 
The  wild  uproar,  but  iirefs  each  weaker  part 
Unable  to  refift  :  the  tender  brain 
And  flomacb  fufFer  moft  ;  cnnvulfions  fiiake 
His    trembling   perv^s,   ar*d  wandering  pungent 

pains  , 

Pinch  fore  the  Seeplefs  wretch;  his  fluttering puUe 
Ok  ititerm.its ;  penflve,  and  fad,  he  mourns 
His  cruel  fate,  and  to  bis  weeping  friends 
Laments  in  vain  ;  to  hafly  anger  prone, 
Refcnts  each  flight  offence,  walks  with  quick  flep. 
And  wildly  ftares  ;  at  laft  with  bound Icfs  fway 
The  tyrant  frenzy  reigns  :  for  as  the  dog 
(Whole  fatal  bite  convey'd  th'  infcdlious  bane) 
Raving  he  foams,  and  howls,  and baiks.and  bite^ 
J,;';c  af'itations  in  his  boiling  blood 
Gi^iiii 
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Prefer.t  like  fpecles  to  his  troubled  mind  ; 
His  nature  and  his  adions  ail  canine. 
So  (as  old  Homer  fung)  th'  affociates  wild 
Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by  Circe's  charms 
^    To  fwine  transform'd,  ran  gruntling  tbrongh  the 
groi'cs. 
Dreadful  e::ample  to  a  wicked  world  ! 
See  there  diftrefs'd  he  lies,  parch'd  up  with  thirft, 
But  dares  not  drink.     Till  now  at  laft  his  foul 
Trembling  efcapes,  her  noifome  dungeon  leaves, 
And  to  fome  purer  region  wings  aWay. 

One  labour  yet  remains,  celeflial  maid  ! 
Another  element  demands  thy  fong. 
No  more  o'er  craggy  fletp,  through  coverts  thick 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  briers  intricate 
Urge  on  with  horn  and  voice  the  painful  pack  : 
But  flcim  with  wanton  wing  th'  irriguous  vale. 
Where  winding  ftreams  amid  the  flowery  meads 
Perpetual  glide  along ;  and  undermine 
The  cavern'd  banks  by  the  tenacious  roots 
Of  hoary  willows  arch'd ;  gloomy  retreat 
Of  the  bright  fcaiy  kind ;  where  they  at  will 
On  the  green  watery  reed  their  pafture  graze. 
Suck  the  moifi  foil,  or  flumber  at  their  cafe, 
Rock'd  by  the  redlefs  brook,  that  draws  aflope 
Its  humid  train,  aiid  laves  their  dark  abodes. 
Where  rages  not  opprefSon  .?  Where,  alas .' 
Is  innocence  fecure  .>  Rapine  and  fpoil 
Haunt  ev'n  the  lowefl  deeps;  feas have  their  {harks, 
Rivers  and  ponds  enclofe  the  ravenous  pike; 
He  in  his  turn  becomes  a  prey ;  on  him 
Th'  amphibious  otter  feafts.     Juft  h  his  fate 
Deferv'd  :  but  tyrants  know  no  bounds ;  norfpears. 
That  briftle  on  his  back,  defend  the  perch 
From  his  wide  greedy  jaws ;  nor  burnifh'd  mail 
The  ytllow  carp,  nor  all  his  arts  can  fave 
Th'  infmuating  etl,  that  hides  his  head   ■ 
Beneath  the  flimy  mud  ;  nor  yet  efcapes 
The  crimfon-fpotted  trout,  the  river's  pride, 
And  beauty  ot  the  ftream.     Without  remorfe, 
This  midnight  pii'ager,  ranging  around, 
infatiate  fwailcws  all.     The  owner  mourns 
Th'  unpeopled  rivulet,  and  gkdly  hears 
The  huutlman's  early  call,  and  fees  with  joy 
The  jovial  crew,  that  march  upon  its  banks 
la  gay  parade,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd. 

The  fubtle  fpoiler  of  the  beaver  kind. 
Far  off  perhaps,  where  ancieni  alders  fhade 
The  deep  fliU  pod ;  within  fome  hollow  trunk 
Contrives  his  wicker  couch  :  whence  hefurveys 
His  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  flream,  and  all 
The  {ir.r.y  Ihoals  his  own.     But  you,  brave  youths, 
Difpute  the  felon's  claim ;  try  every  root, 
And  every  reedy  bank  ;  encourage  all 
The  bufy-fpreadingpack,  that  fearlefs  plunge 
Into  the  flood,  and  crofs  the  rapid  flream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  refounding  (hore. 
Proclaim  your  bold  defiance;  loudlv  raife 
Each  cheering  voice,  till  diftant  hill's  repeat 
The  triumphs  of  the  vale.     On  the  foft  fand 
See  there  his  feal  imprefs'd  !  and  on  that  bank 
Behold  the  glittering  fpoils,  half-eaten  filh, 
scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  his  feafL 
Ah  :  on  that  yielding  fag. bed,  fee  once  more 
«i»  fcal  I  view.     O'er  yon  dank  rufhy  maifh 


The  liy  goofe-footed  prowler  bends  his  courfe, 
And  feeks  the  diflant  fhallows.     Huntfman,  bring 
Thy  eager  pack ;  and  trail  him  to  his  couch. 
Hark  !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joy, 
The  gallant  chiding,  h.ads  the  trembling  air. 

Ye  Naiads  fair,  who  o'er  thefe  floods  prefide, 
Raife  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave, 
And  hear  our  melody.     Th'  harmonious  note's 
Float  with  the  ftream;   and  every  winding  creek 
And  hollow  rock,  that  o'er  the  dimpling  flood 
Nods  pendant;  flill  improve  from  lliore  to  Ihore 
Our  fwcet  reiterated  joys.     What  fnouts  '. 
What  clamour  loud!    What  gay   heart-cheering 

founds 
Urge  through  the  breathing  brafs their  mazy  way! 
Nor  quires  of  Tritons  glad  with  fprightlier  flrains 
1  he  dancing  billows  !  when  proud  Neptune  ridci 
In  triumph  o'er  the  deep.     How  greedily 
They  fnaffthe  fifhy  fleam,  that  to  each  blade 
Rank-fcenting  clings !  See!  how  the  morning  dews 
They  fwecp,  that  from  their  feet  befprinkling  drop 
Di/pers'd,  and  leave  a  track  oblique  behind. 
Now  on  firm  land  they  range;  then  in  the  flood 
They  plunge  tumultuous;  or  through  reedy  pools 
Ruftling  they  work  their  way  :  no  hole  efcapes 
1  heir  curious  fearch.     With  quick  fcnfation  now 
The  fuming  vapour  flings;  flutter  their  hearts, 
And  joy  redoubled  burfls  from  every  mouth 
In  louder  fymphonies.     Yon  hollow  trunk, 
That  with  its  hoary  head  incurv'd  falutes 
The  paffing  wave,  mufl;  be  the  tyrant's  fort. 
And  dread  abode.     How  thefe  impatient  climb. 
While  others  at  the  root  inceflant  bay  ! 
They  put  him  down.     See,  there  he  dives  along  I 
Th'  afcending  bubbles  mark  his  gloomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  the  fhcltering  deeps.     Ah  '.  there  he  vents '. 
The  pack  plunge  headlong,  and  protended  fpears 
Menace  deftrudion  :  v.-hile  the  troubled  furge 
Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  fcaly  kind. 
Affrighted, hide  their  heads.     Wild  tumult  reigns. 
And  loud  uproar.     Ah,  there  once  more  he  ventsl 
See,  that  bold  hound  has  leiz'd  him  ;  down  they 

Ci  k  < 

Together  loft  :  but  fi.on  fiiall  he  repent 
His  ralh  affault.     See  there  efcap'd,  he  flies 
Half-drown 'd,  and  clambers  up  the  flippery  bank 
With  ouze  and  blood  diftain'd.     Of  all  the  brutes. 
Whether  by  nature  form'd,  or  by  long  ufe. 
This  artful  diver  beft  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  air.     Unequal  is  the  fight. 
Beneath  the  whelming  ekment.     Yet  there 
He  lives  not  long ;   but  refpiration  needs 
At  proper  intervals.     Again  he  vents; 
Again  the  crowd  attack.     That  fpear  has  pierc'd 
His  neck ;  the  crimfon  waves  confefs  the  wound. 
Fix'd  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  gueft. 
Where'er  he  flies;  with  him  it  finks  beneath. 
With  him  it  mounts ;  fure  guide  to  every  foe. 
Inly  he  groans ;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
Bear  the  cold  ftream.     Lo!  to  yon  fedgy  bank 
He  creeps  difconfolate  :  his  numerous  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds  and  men.     Pierc'd  through 

and  through. 
On  pointed  fpears  they  lift  him  high  in  air; 
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Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grias,and  bites  in  vain  : 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gayly-warbling  drains, 
Froclaim  the  felon's  fate  ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  yefcaly  tribes,  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  fign  of  liberty 
Reftor'd  ;  the  crrel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Rejoice  fecure  and  blefs'd ;  did  not  as  yet 
Remain,  fome  of  your  oyvn  rapacious  kind  ; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles. 

O  happy  I  if  ye  knew  your  happy  (late, 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields;  whom  Nature  boon 
Cheers  with  her  fmiles,  and  every  element 
Confpires  to  blcfs.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown 
From  marble  pedcftals  •,  nor  Raphael's  works, 
Nor  Titian's  lively  tint*,  adorn  our  walls  i 
Yet  thefe  the  meaneft  of  us  may  behold; 
And  at  another's  coft  may  fcaft  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes ;  what  can  the  owfier  more  ? 
But  vain,  alas  !  is  wealth,  not  grac'd  with  power. 
The  flowery  landfkip,  and  the  gilded  dome, 
And  viftas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye, 
Through  all  his  wide  domain  ;  the  planted  grove, 
The  fhriibby  wildcrnefs,  with  its  gay  ehoir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  foft  repofe 
Th'  ambiticius  wretch,  whofe  difcontented  foul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night;  he  mourns,  he  pines, 
Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great. 
See  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  cornes  ! 
The  circle's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  flaves 
Pevoutly  bow  to  earth  ;  from  every  mouth 
The  naufeous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promifes  that  die  as  foon  as  born. 
Vile  intercourfe  '.  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frow^n  but  the  monarch  ;  all  his  glories  fade ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcaft,  undone, 
The  pageant  of  a  day  ;  without  one  friend 
To  foothe  his  tortur'd  mind;  all,  all  arc  fled. 
For,  though  they  baflc'd  in  his  meridian  ray, 
The  iufedls  vanilh,  as  his  beams  decline. 


Not  fuch  opr  friends ;  for  here  no  dark  deCgn, 
No  \yicked  intereft,  bribes  the  venal  heart ; 
But  inclination  to  our  bofom  leads, 
And  weds  them  there  for  life  ;  our  fecial  cups 
Smile,  as  we  fmile  ;  open,  and  unreferv'd. 
We  fpcak  our  inmoft  fouls  ;  good-humour,  mirth. 
Soft  complaifance,  and  wit  from  malice  free, 
Smooth  every  brow,  and  glow  on  every  cheek. 

O  happinels  fincere  !  what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  or  walk 
Upon  the  flippery  pavements  of  the  great, 
Who  thus  could  reign,  unenvy'd  and  fecure  ? 

Ye  guardian  powers  who  make  mankind  your 
care. 
Give  me  to  know  wife  Nature's  hidden  depths, 
Trace  each  myflerious  caufe,  with  judgment rea4 
Th'  expanded  volume,  and  fubmifs  adore 
That  great  creative  will,  who  at  a  word 
Spoke  forth  the  wondrous  fcene.     But  if  my  foiJ 
To  this  grofs  clay  confin'd  flutters  on  earth 
With  lefs  ambitious  wing ;  unflcill'd  to  range 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way; 
And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  grand  machine^ 
Worlds  above  worlds;  fubfervient  to  his  voice 
Who,  veil'd  in  clouded  majefty,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all ;  bids  the  great  fyftem  move, 
And  changeful  feafons  in  their  turns  advance, 
Unmov'd,  unchanged,  himfelf :   yet  this  at  leaS: 
Grant  me  propitious,  an  inglorious  life, 
Calm  and  ferene,  nor  loft  in  falfe  purfuits 
Of  wealth  or  honours;    but  enough  to  raife 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modeft  want 
That  dares  not  afk.     And  if,  to  crown  my  joy^ 
Ye  grant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  cheeks. 
Blooms  in  my   life's  decline;  fields,  woods,  an^ 

dreams, 
Each  towering  hill,  each  humble  vale  below. 
Shall  hear  my  cheering  voicc,niy  hounds  fliall-waie 
The  lazy  morn,  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 


HOBBINOL ;  OR,  THE  RURAL  GAMES, 

A    BURLESQUE    POEM, 

IN  BLANK  VERSE. 

"  Nec  fum  animi  dubius,  verbis  ea  vincere  magnum 
*'  Quam  fit,  et  anguilis  hunc  addere  rebus  honorem* 
"  Scd  me  Parnaffi  deferta  per  ardua  dulcis 
"  Raptat  Amor.     Juvat  ire  jugis,  qua  nulla  priorum 
"  Cuitaliam  molli  divertitur  orbita  clivo." 

ViRO,  Georg.  lib.  iu. 


TO  MR.  HOGARTH. 

i  ERMiT  me,  Sir,  to  make  choice  of  you  for  my 
patron,  being  the  greateft  mafter  in  the  burlefque 
yv^y.    In  this  indeed  you  have  fome  advantage  of 


your  poetical  brethren,  that  you  paint  to  the  eye- 
yet  remember.  Sir,  that  we  give  fpeech  and  mo- 
tion, and  a  greater  variety  to  our  figures.  Your 
province  is  the  town  ;  leave  me  a  fmall  outride  ia 
the  country,  and  I  fhall  be  content.    In  this,  ac 
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lejvft,  let  us  bot'i  agree,  to  malce  vice  and  folly  the 
cbjed;  of  cur  ridicule  ;  and  we  cannot  fail  to  be  of 
Home  fervice  to  mankind.     I  am, 
SIR, 

Your  admirer,  and 

Your  moft  humble  fervant, 

W.  S. 


PREFACE. 


ICoTHiN^  is  more  common  than  for  us  poor  iardp, 
vhen  we  have  acquired  a  little  reputation,  to  print 
ourfeives  into  dilgrace.  We  climb  the  Aonian 
mount  wich  difBculry  and  toil;  we  receive  the  bays 
for  which  we  languifted ;  till,  grafjiin^  flill  at 
more,  we  lofe  cur  hold,  and  fall  at  once  to  the 
bottom. 

The  author  of  this  piece  woylj  not  thus  be  /elo 
■^t  Je,  nor  would  he  be  murdered  by  perfons  un- 
ki.cwvn.  Eut  as  he  is  fatisfitd,  that  there  are  ma- 
ny imperfedl  copies  of  this  trifle  difpcrfcd  abroad, 
and  as  he  is  credibly  informed,  that  he  fli.iU  foon 
ie  expofed  to  view  in  fuch  an  attitude,  as  he  would 
Slot  care  to  appear  in  ;  he  thinks  it  mofl  prudent, 
in  this  dtfperate  cafe,  to  throw  himfelf  on  the  mer- 
cy of  the  public ;  and  offer  this  whimfical  work  a 
voluntary  facrifice,  in  hope  tliat  he  (lands  a  better 
chance  for  their  indulgence,  now  it  has  received 
Lis  lad  hand;  than  when  curtailed  and  mangled  by 
othere. 

TJie  poets  of  a'.mofl;  all  nations  have  celebrated 
the  games  of  their  feveral  countries.  Honker  be- 
g£Ji,  and  all  the  mimic  tribe  followed  the  example 
«f  that  great  father  of  poetry.  Even  our  own 
iViiltoi),  who  laid  liis  fcerce  beyond  the  limits  of 
tiiis  fublunary  world,  has  found  room  for  defcrip- 
tions  of  this  fort,  and  has  performed  it  in  a  more 
fubljme  manner  than  any  who  went  before  him. 
Kis,  mdeed,  are  fports ;  but  they  are  the  fports  of 
atipels.  This  gentJeman  has  endeavoured  to  do 
juit'ice  to  his  ci  untrymen,  the  Britifh  freeholders, 
who,  when  drefl'ed  m  their  holiday  clothes,  are  by 
no  means  perfons  of  a  defpieable  figure;  but  eat 
*nd  drink  as  pientifolly,  and  fight  as  heartily,  as 
the  greateft  hero  in  the  Iliad.  There  is  alio  fome 
jifc  in  defcriptions  of  this  nature,  -iince  nothing 
j;ives  us  a  clearer  idea  of  the  genius  of  a  nation, 
ithan  their  fports  and  diverfmns.  If  we  fee  people 
<lancing,  even  in  wooden  fljoes,  and  a  fiddle  al- 
ways at  tlieir  heels,  we  are  feon  convinced  of  the 
levity  and  volatilc^fpiritof  thofe  merry  flaves.  The 
famous  buU-feafls  are  an  evident  token  of  the  Quix- 
»)tifm  and  romantic  tafte  of  the  Spaniards.  And 
a  country-wake  is  too  fad  an  image  of  the  infir- 
mities of  our  own  people  :  we  fee  nothing  but 
broken  heads,  bottks  flying  about,  tables  overturn- 
ed, outrageous  drunkennefs,  and  eternal  fquabble. 

Thus  much  of  the  fubjedl ;  it  may  not  be  im- 
proper to  touch  a  little  upon  the  ftyle.  One  of 
the  greatefl  poets  and  mod  candid  critics  of  tliis 
age  has  informed  us  that  there  are  two  fcrrs  of 
burlefque.  Be  pleafed  to  take  it  in  his  own  words, 
Spctlatorj  Nur.ib.  243.  "  Burkfouc  (fays  he)  is 


"  of  two  kinds.  The  firfl  reprefents  mean  per^ 
"  fons  in  the  accoiurements  of  heroes ;  the  other, 
"  great  perfons  ading  and  fpeaking  hke  the  bafeft 
"  amoRg  the  people.  Don  Quixote  is  an  inftance 
"  of  the  firil,  and  Lucian's  gods  of  the  fecond  It 
"  is  a  difpute  among  the  critics,  whether  burlefque 
"  rans  bcft  in  heroic,  like  the  Difpenfary  ;  or  in 
"  droggel,  like  that  of  Hudibras,  1  think,  where 
"  fhe  low  charadter  is  to  be  raifed,  the  heroic  i« 
*'  the  mofl  proper  meafirrc ;  but  when  an  hero  is 
"  to  be  pulled  down  and  degraded,  it  is  bed  done 
"  in  doggrel."  Thus  far  Mr.  Addifon.  If  there- 
fore the  heroic  is  the  proper  meafure  where  the 
low  cbarsifter  is  to  be  raiitd,  Milton's  flyle  muft 
be  very  proper  in  the  fubjed:  here  treated  of;  be- 
caufe  it  raifes  the  low  chs-ratfler  more  than  is  pof- 
fible  to  be  done  under  the  reflraint  of  thyme  ;  and 
the  ridicule  chiefly  conCftsin  raiCngthat  low  cha- 
racter. I  beg  leave  to  refer  to  the  authority  of 
Mr.  Smith,  in  his  poem  upon  the  death  of  Mr. 
John  Philips.  The  whole  paflage  is  fo  very 
fine,  and  gives  fo  clear  an  idea  of  hi*  manner  of 
writing,  that  the  reader  will  not  think  his  labour 
loft  in  running  it  over. 

But  here  it  may  be  obje<5led,  that  this  manner 
of  writing  contradidl^  the  rule  in  Horace  : 

"  Verfibus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult.'' 

Monfieur,  Boileau,  in  his  differtation  upon  the 
Joconde  of  de  la  Fontaine,  q_uotes  this  paflage  in 
fiorace,  and  obferves,  "  Qne  comme  il  n'y  a  rien 
"  de  plus  froid,  que  de -conterune  chnfe  grande  en 
"  (lile  has,  aufli  n'y  a-t-i4  de  plus  ridicule,  que  de 
"  raconter  une  hifloire  comique  et  abfurde  en 
"  termes  graves  et  fcrieux."  But  then  he  juflly 
adds  ihis  exception  to  the  general  rule  in  Horace; 
'•  a  moins  que  ce  ferieux  ne  foit  affLdle  tout  ex- 
"  pre.-  pour  rendre  la  chofe  encore  plus  burlefque." 
If  the  *)bfervation  of  that  celebrated  critic,  Mon- 
fieur Dacier,  is  true,  Horace  himfclf,  in  the  fame 
ef  iftle  to  the  Pifo's,  and  not  far  diftant  from  the 
rule  here  mentioned,  has  aimed  to  improve  the 
burlefque  by  the  help  of  the  fublime,  in  his  note 
upon  this  verfe  : 

"  Debemur  morti  ros  noflraque  :  five  receptus 

"  Terra  Neptunus" 

And  upon  the  five  following  verfes  has  this  gene- 
ral remark  :  "  Toutes  ces  c^cpreflions  nobles  qu* 
"  Horace  entafle  dans  ces  fix  vers  fervent  a  rendre 
"  plus  plaifante  cctte  chute  : 

"  Ne  dum  verborum  ftet  honns." 

"  Caj  rien  ne  contribue  tant  au  ridicule  que  \t  grand" 
Kc  indeed  would  be  feverc  upon  himfclf  alone, 
who  fhould  cenfure  this  way  of  writing,  when  he 
muft  plainly  fee,  that  it  is  affcdcd  on  purpofe,  only 
to  raife  the  ridicule,  and  give  the  reader  a  more 
agreeable  entertainment.  >Jorhing  can  improve 
a  merry  taie  fo  much,  as  its  being  delivered  with 
a  grave  and  fcrious  air.  Our  imaginations  are 
agreeably  furprifed,  and  fond  of  a  pleafure  fo  little 
expected.  Whereas  he,  who  would  befpeak  our 
laughter  by  an  affedted  grimace  aad  ridiculous 
geftures,  muft  play  his  part  very  well  indeed,  or 
he  will  fall  fiio.-t  of  the  idea  he  has  raifed.  It  is 
true,  Virgil  was  very  fcnfible  that  it  was  difficult 
thus  to  ekvcte  a  low  aad  mean  fubje-fl  ;    _ 


HOBBI 
"  Nee  fum  animi  dubius,  verbis  ea  vincere  mag- 
"  num  [rem." 

"  Quam  fit,  et  anguftis  hunc  addere  rehus  hono- 
But  tells  us  for  our  encouragement  in  another  place, 
"  In  tenui  labor,  at  tenuis  non  gloria,  fi  quem 
"  Numinalsvafinunt,auditquevoc'atus  Apollo." 
Mr.  Addifon  is  of  the  fame  opininn,  and  adds,  that 
the  difficulty  is  very  much  increafed  by  writing  in 
blank  verfe.  "  The  Englifh  and  French  (fays  he) 
*'  who  always  ufe  the  fame  words  in  verfe  as  in 
"  ordinary  cnnverfation,  are  forced  to  raife  their 
"  language  with  metaphors  and  figures,  or  by  the 
*'  pompuufnefs  of  the  whole  phrafe  to  wear  off 
"  any  littlenefs,  that  appears  in  the  particular 
"  parts  that  compofe  it.  This  makes  our  blank 
"  verfe,  where  there  is  no  rhyme  to  fupport  the 
*'  expreffion,  extremely  difficult  to  fuch  a«  are  not 
"  mafters  of  the  tongue  ;  efpccially  when  they 
"  write  upon  lo-w  fuhjeffs."  Remarks  upon  Italy, 
p  99.  But  there  is  even  yet  a  great.,:-  difficulty 
behind  :  the  writer  in  this  kind  of  burlefque  niuft 
not  only  keep  up  the  pomp  and  dignity  of  the 
flyle,  but  an  artful  fneer  fhoiild  appear  through 
the  whole  work;  and  every  man  will  judge,  that 
it  is  no  eafy  matter  to  blend  together  the  hero  and 
the  harlequin. 

If  any  perfon  Ihould  want  a  key  to  this  pnem, 
his  curiofity  ihall  be  gratified  :  I  fhall,  in  plain 
words,  tell  him,  "  It  is  a  fatire  againft  the  luxury, 
"  the  pride,  the  wanttonnefs,  and  quarrelfome  tem- 
"  per,  of  the  middling  fort  of  people."  As  thefe 
are  the  proper  and  genuine  caufe  of  that  bare- 
faced knavery,  and  almoft  univerfal  poverty, 
which  reign  without  controul  in  every  place;  and 
as  to  thefe  we  owe  our  many  bankrupt  farmers, 
our  trade  decayed,  and  lands  wncultivated ;  tb.e 
author  has  reafon  to  hope  that  no  honell  man, 
who  loves  his  country,  will  think  this  fliort  reproof 
out  of  feafon  :  for,  perhaps,  this  merry  way  of 
bantering  men  into  virrue,  may  have  a  better 
efFec5l:  than  the  mofl  ferious  admonitions ;  fince 
many,  who  are  proud  to  be  thought  immoral,  are 
not  very  fond  of  being  ridiculous. 


CANTO  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Propofitlon.  Invocation  addrefled  to  Mr.  John 
Philips,  author  of  the  Cyder  Poem  and  Splendid 
Shilling.  DefcriptioH  of  the  Vale  of  Evefham. 
The  Seat  of  Hobbinol;  Hobbinol  a  great  man 
in  his  village,  feated  in  his  wicker  fmoking  his 
pipe,  has  one  only  fon.  Young  Hobbinol's 
education,  bred  up  with  Ganderetta  his  near 
relation.  Young  Hobbinol  and  Ganderetta 
chofen  king  and  queen  of  May.  Her  drefs  and 
attendants.  The  May-games.  Twangdillo  the 
fiddler,  his  charaSer.  The  dancing.  Gande- 
retta's  extraordhiary  performance.  Bagpipe% 
good  mufic  in  the  Highlands.  Milonides, 
mafter  of  the  ring,  difciplines  the  mob ;  pro- 
claims the  feveral  prizes.  His  fpeech.  Paftorel 
takes  up  the  b«lt.     His   charatSer,  his  heroic 
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figure,  his  confidence.  Hobbinol,  by  permif- 
fion  of  Ganderetta,  accepts  the  challenge,  vaults 
into  the  ring.  His  honourable  behaviour,  efcapes 
a  fcowering.  Ganderetta's  agony.  Fallcrel 
foiled.     Ganderetta  not  a  little  pleafed. 

What  old  Menalcas  at  his  feaft  reveal'd 
I  fing,  flrange  feats  of  ancient  prowefs,  deeds. 
Of  high  renown,  while  all  his  liftening  guells 
With  eager  joy  receiv'd  the  pleafing  tale. 

O  thou*  :  who  late  on  Vaga's  fltnvery  banks 
Slumbering  fecure,  with  Stiromf  well  bedew'd. 
Fallacious  calk,  in  facred  dreams  were  taught 
By  ancient  fecrs,  and  Merlin  prophet  old. 
To  raife  ignoble  themes  with  ftrains  fublime. 
Be  thou  my  guide  ;  while  I  thy  track  purfue 
With  wing  unequal,  through  the  wide  expanfc 
Adventurous  range,  and  emulate  thy  flights. 

In   that  rich   vale  i,  where  with   Dobunian  C 
fields  ' 

Cornavian  |)  borders  meet,  far  fam'd  of  old 
For  Montfort's  *  "  hapiefs  fate,  undamucd  earl  • 
Where  from  her  fruitful  urn  Avona  pours         *^ 
Her  kindly  torrent  on  the  thirfty  glebe, 
And  pillages  the  hills  t'  enrich  the  plains; 
On  whofc  luxuriant  banks  flowers  of  all  hues 
Start  up  fpontaneous;  and  the  teeming  foil 
With  hafly  {hoots  prevents  its  owner's  prayer ; 
The  pamper'd  wanton  fieer,  of  the  fliarp  axe 
Regardlefs,  that  o'er  his  devoted  head 
Hangs  menacing,  crops  his  delicious  bane. 
Nor  knows  the  price  is  life  ;  with  envious  eve 
His  labouring  yoke-fellow  beholds  his  plight', 
And  deems  him  blefl,  while  on  his  languid  neck 
In  folemn  floth  he  tugs  the  lingering  plouo-h. 
So  bill  d  are  mortals,  of  each  other's  ftate 
Mi^-judging,  felf-deceiv'd.    Here  as  fupreme 
Stern  Hobbinol  in  rural  plenty  reigns 
O'er  wide  extended  fields,  his  large  domain. 
Th'  obfequious  villagers,  with  looks  fubmifs 
Obfervant  of  his  eye,  or  when  with  feed 
T'  impregnate  earth's  fat  womb,  or  when  to  bring 
With  clamorous  joy  the  bearded  harveft  home. 

Here,  when  the  diftant  fun  lengthens  the  nights 
When  the  keen  frofls  the  fhivering  farmer  warn 
To  broach  his  mellow  calk,  and  frequent  blafts 
Inltrudl  the  crackling  billets  how  to  blaze. 
In  his  warm  wicker-chair,  whofe  pliant  twigs 
Jn  clofe  embraces  join'd,  with  Ipacious  arch 
Vault  this  thick-woven  roof,  the  bloated  churl 
Loiters  in  (late,  each  arm  reclin'd  is  prop'd 
With  yielding  pillows  of  the  foftefl  down. 
In  mind  compos'd,  from  fhort  coeval  tube 
He  fucks  the  vapours  bland,  thick  curling  clouds 
Of  fmoke  around  his  recking  temples  play; 
Joyous  he  fits,  and  impotent  of  thought 
Puffs  away  care  and  forrow  from  his  heart. 
How   vain   the  pomp    of  kings !    look  down    yo 
great, 

*  Mr.  John  Philips. 

\   Strong  Htrejordjhire  cyder, 

\    Vale  of  Evejham.  §    Gloucejlerfh'ire. 

II    Woicejlevpre. 

»  *  §im»n  d^  Mcnt/ort,  killed  at  the  htt!eo/Evef:am, 
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And  view  with  envious  eye  the  downy  neft, 
Where  foft  repofe,  and  calm  contentment  dwell, 
Unbrib'd  by  wealth,  and  unreftrain'd  by  power. 

One  fon  alone  had  bled  his  bridal  bed, 
Whom  good  Califta  bore,  nor  long  furviv'4 
To  fliare  a  mother's  joy,  but  left  the  babe 
To  his  paternal  care.     An  orphan  niece 
Near  the  fame  time  his  dyinglirothcr  fent. 
To  claim  his  kind  fupport.    The  helplefs  pair 
In  the  fame  cradle  flept,  r.urs'd  up  with  care 
By  the  fame  tender  hand,  on  the  fame  breafts 
Alternate  hung  with  joy  ;  till  reaf -n  dawn'd. 
And  a  new  light  broke  out  by  flow  degrees  : 
Then  on  the  floor  the  pretty  wantons  play'd, 
Gladding  the  farmer's  heart  with  growing  hopes, 
And  pleafures  erft  unfelt.     Whene'er  with  cares 
Opprefs'd,  when  wearied,  or  alone  he  doz'd, 
Their  harmlefs  prattle  footh'd  his  troubled  foul. 
Say,  Hobbinol,  whatecftaGes  of  joy 
Thrill'd  through  thy  veins,  when  climbing  for  a 

kifs 
"lAlth  little  palms  they  firok'd  thy  grizly  beard, 
Or  round  thy  wicker  whlrl'd  their  rattling  cars  ? 
Thus  from  their  earliefl  days  bred  up,  and  train'd, 
To  mutual  fondnefs,  with  their  feature  grew 
The  thriving  paffion.    What  love  can  decay 
That  roots  fo  deep  !  now  ripening  manhood  curl'd 
On  the  gay  flripling's  chin  :  her  panting  breafle, 
And  trembling  blufbes  glowing  on  her  cheeks, 
Her  feciet  wifli  betray *d.     She  at  each  mart 
All  eyes  attradied  ;  but  her  faithful  fliade, 
Young  Hobbinol,  ne'er  \\  ander'd  from  her  fide. 
A  frown  from  him  dafh'd  every  rival's  hopes. 
For  he,  like  Pcleus'  fon,  was  prone  to  rage, 
Inexorable,  fwift  like  him  of  foot 
With  eafe  could  overtake  his  daftard  foe, 
Nor  fpar'd  the  fuppliant  wretch.     And  now  ap- 

prnach'd 
Thofe   merry   days,    when  all  the  nymphs   and 

fwains, 
7n  folemn  feftivals  and  rural  fports, 
Pay  their  glad  homage  to  the  blooming  fpring. 
Young  Hobbinol  by  joint  confent  is  rais'd 
T'  imperial  dignity,  and  in  his  hand 
Brijiht  Ganderetta  tripp'd  the  jivial  queen 
Of  Maia's  gaudy  month  prcfufe  of  flowers. 
From  each  enamel'd  mead  th'  attendant  iiymphs 
Loaded  with  odorous  fpoils,  from  thefe  felecft 
Each  flower  of  gorgecus  dye,  af:d  gai  lands  weave 
Of  party-colour'd  fweets ;  each  bufy  hand 
Adorns  the  jocund  queen  :  in  her  loofe  hair, 
That  to  the  winds  in  wanton  ringlets  plays. 
The  tufted  cowflips  breathe  their  faint  perfumes. 
On  her  refulgent  brow,  ascryftal  clear. 
As  Parian  marble  fmooth,  Narciflus  hangs 
His  drooping  head,  and  views  his  image  there, 
Unhappy  flower  !  panfies  of  various  hue. 
Iris,  and  hyacinth,  and  afphodel. 
To  deck  the  nymph,  their  richefl  liveries  wear, 
And  lavifli  all  their  pride.     Not  Flora's  felf 
More  lovely  fmiles,  when  to  the  dawning  year 
Her  opening  bofom  heavenly  fragrance_breathes. 
See  on  yon  verdant  lawn,  the  gathering  crowd 
Thickens  amain  ;  the  buxom  nymphs  advance 
yflier'd  by  joily  clowos:  diftin^iions  ccafs 


Lofl  in  the  common  joy,  and  the  bold  flave 

Leans  on  his  wealthy  matter,  unreprov'd  : 

The  fick  no  pains  can  feel,  no  wants  the  poor. 

Round  his  fond  mother's  neck  the  fmiling  babe 

Exulting  clings  ;  hard  by  decrepid  age, 

Prop'd  on  his  flafF  with  anxious  thought  revolve? 

His  pleafiires  paft,  and  cafls  his  gra^e  remarks 

Among  the  heedlefs  throng.     The  vigorous  youth 

Strips  for  the  combat,  hopeful  to  fubdue 

The  fair-one's  long  difdain,  by  valour  now 

Glad  to  convince  her  coy  erroneous  heart, 

And  prove  his  merit  equal  to  her  charms. 

Soft  pity  pleads  his  caufe;  blufhing  ihe  views 

His  brawny  limbs,  and  his  undaunted  eye. 

That  looks  a  proud  defiance  on  his  foes. 

Refolv'd  and  obflinately  firm  he  flands; 

Danger  nor  death  he  fears,  while  the  rich  prize 

Is  vidory  and  love.     On  the  large  bough 

Of  a  thick-fpreading  elm  Twangdillo  fits : 

One  leg  on  Ifler's  banks  the  hardy  fwain 

Lefl  undifmay'd,  Bellona's  lightning  fcorch'4 

His  manly  vifage,  but  in  pity  left 

One  eye  feeure.     He  many  a  painful  bruife 

Intrepid  felt,  and  many  a  gaping  wound. 

For  brown  Kate's  fake,  and  for  his  country's  weal: 

Yet  flill  the  merry  bard  without  regret 

Bears  his  own  ills,  and  with  his  founding  fhell. 

And  comic  phyz,  relieves  his  drooping  friends. 

Hark,  from  aloft  his  tortur'd  cat-gut  fqueals, 

He  tickles  every  firing,  to  every  note 

He  bends  bis  plaint  neck,  his  fmgle  eye 

Twinkles  with  joy,  his  adivc  flump  beats  time: 

Let  but  this  fubtle  artift  foftly  touch 

The  trembling  chords,  the  faint  expiring  fwaia 

Trembles  no  lefs,  and  the  fond  yielding  maid 

Is  tweedled  into  love.     See  with  what  pomp 

The  gaudy  bands  advance  in  trim  array  ! 

Love  beats  in  every  vein,  from  every  eye 

Darts   his  contagious  flames.      They  friflc,  they- 

bound 
Now  to  brifk  airs,  and  to  the  fpeaking  firings : 
Attentive,  in  mid-way  the  fexes  meet ; 
Joyous  their  adverfe  fronts  they  clofe,  and  preii 
To  {tn&  embrace,  as  refolute  to  force 
And  fiorm  a  pafTage  to  each  other's  heart : 
Till  by  the  varying  notes  forewarn'd  back  they 
Recoil  dilparted  :  each  with  longing  eyes 
Furfues  his  mate  retiring,  till  again 
The  blended  fezes  mix;  then  hand  in  hand 
Faft  lock'd,  arouud  they  fly,  or  nimbly  wheel 
In  mazes  intricate.     The  jocund  troop, 
Pleas'd  with  their  grateful  toil,  incelTant  (bake 
Their  uncouth  brawny  limbs,  and  knock  tlieir  heels 
SoU'Tous;  down  each  brow  the  trickling  balm 
In  torrents  flows,  exhaling  fweets  refrefh 
The  gazing  crowd,  and  heavenly  fragrance  fills 
The  circuit  wide.     So  darc'd  in  days  of  yore. 
When  Orpheus  play'd  a  leflon  to  the  brutes^ 
The  liftening  favages ,  the  fpecklcd  pard 
Dandled  the  kid,  and  with  the  bounding  roc 
The  lion  gambol'd.     But  what  hca  enly  mufe 
With  equal  lays  l^all  Ganderetta  ling, 
When  goddefs-like  fhe  fkims  the  verdant  plain. 
Gracefully  gliding  r   every  ravifh'd  eye 
The  nymph  attrads  and  every  heart  fhc  woundf. 
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Tilt  irfoft.  tranfported  Hotbinol  I  lo,  now, 
Now  'd  thy  openinaf  arms  fhe  flcuds  along, 
With  yieHmj!  bluflie-  giov/ing  on  her  cheeks; 
And  eyes  that  fweetly  iancuifh;  but  too  foon, 
Too  foon,  alas !  ftitr  flies  thy  vain  embrace, 
But  flies  to  be  purfued  ;   nimbly  flie  trips. 
And  darts  a  glance  fo  tender  as  flie  turns, 
That  with  new  hopes  reliev'd,  thy  joys  revive, 
Thy  (lature's  rais'd,  and  thou  art  more  than  man. 
Thy  ftately  port,  and  more  majeftic  air. 
And  every  fprightly  motion  fpeaks  thy  love. 

To  the  load  bag-pipe's  folemn  voice  attend, 
Whofe  rifing  winds  proclaim  a  {l.)rm  is  nigh. 
Harmonious  blafls  '.  that  warm  the  frozen  blood 
Of  Caledonia's  fons  to  love  or  war, 
And   cheer  their  drooping  hearts,  robb'd  of  the 

fun's 
Enlivening  ray,  that  o'er  the  fnowy  Alps 
Relu(ftant  peeps,  and  fpeeds  to  better  clinics. 

Forthwith  in  hoary  majefty  appears 
One  of  gigantic  fize,  but  vifage  wan, 
Milonides  the  flrong,  renown'd  of  old 
For  feats  of  arms,  but,  bending  now  with  years, 
His  trunk  imwieldy  from  the  verdant  turf 
He  rears  deliberate,  and  with  his  plant 
Of  taugheft;  virgin  oak  in  rifing  aids 
His  trembling  limbs;  his  bald  and  wrinkled  front, 
Entrench'd  with  many  a  gloriou<<  fear,  befpeaks 
Submiflive  reverence.    He  with  countenance  grim 
Boafls  his  paft  deeds,  and  with  redoubled  ftrokes 
Marflials  the  crowd,  and  forms  the  circle  wide. 
Stern  arbiter!  like  fome  huge  rock  he  Hands, 
That  breaks  th'  incumbent  waves ;  they  throng- 
ing prefs 
In  troopf  confus'd,  and  rear  their  foaming  heads 
Each  above  each,  but  from  fuperior  force 
Shrinking  repell'd,  compofe  of  ftatelieft  view 
A  liquid  theatre.     With  hands  uplift, 
And  voice  ftentorian,  he  proclaims  aloud 
Each  rural  prize.    "  To  him  whofe  aiftive  foot 
"  Foils  his  bold  foe,  and  rivets  him  to  earth, 
"  This  pair  of  gloves,  by  curious  virgin  hands. 
"  Embroider'd,  fcam'd  with  lilk,  and  fring'd  with 

"  gold. 
"  To  him,  who  beft  the  ftubborn  hilts  can  wield, 
"   And  bloody  marks  of  his  difpkafure  leave 
•  On  his  opponent's  head,  this  beaver  white 
"   With  filver  edging  grac'd,  and  fcarlet  plume. 
"  Ye  taper  maidens  I  whofe  impetuous  fueed 
"  Outflies  the  roe,  nor  bends  the  tender  grafs, 
"  See  here   this  prize,  this  rich  lac'd  fmock  be- 

"  hold, 
*♦  White  as  your  bnfoms,  as  your  kifles  foft. 
*'  Blcft  nymph  1    whom  bounteous  heaven's  pe- 

"  cuJiar  grace 
"  Allots  this  pompous  veft,  and  w^orthy  deems 
"  To  win  a  virgin,  and  to  wear  a  bride." 

The  gifts  refulgent  dazzle  all  the  crowd, 
In  fpeechlefs. admiration  fix'd,  unmov'd, 
Ev'n  he  who  now  each  glorious  palm  difplays, 
In  fullen  filence  views  his  batter'd  limbs, 
And  fighs  his  vigour  fpent.     Not  fo  appall'd 
Young  Paflorel,  for  aiSive  ftrength  renown'd  : 
Him  Ida  bore,  a  mountain  Ihepherdel's ; 
On  the  bkak  woald  the  new-boro  infant  laj, 


Expos'd  to  winter  fnows,  and  northern  blafts 
Severe.     As  heroes  old,  who  from  great  Jove 
Derive  their  proud  defcent,  fo  might  he  bead 
His  line  paternal :  but  be  thou,  my  mufe  1 
No  leaky  blab,  nor  painful  umbrage  give 
To  wealthy  'fquire,  or  doughty  knight,  or  peer 
Of  high  degree.     Him  every  fhouting  ring 
In  triumph  crown'd,  him  every  champion  fear' J,' 
From  +  Kiftfgate  to  remotcft  f  Henbury. 
High  in  the  midft  the  brawny  wreftier  ftands, 
A, ftately  tow  ering  obje<5l;  the  tough  belt 
Meafures  his  ample  breaft,  and  fnades  around 
His  (boulders  broad ;   proudly  fecure  he  kens 
The  tempting  prize,  in  his  prcfumptuous  thought 
Already  gain'd ;  with  partial  look  the  crowd 
Approve  his  claim.     But  Hobbinol,  enrag'd 
To  fee  th'  important  gifts  fo  cheaply  won. 
And  uncontefted  honours  tamely  loft. 
With  lowly  reverence  thus  accofts  his  queen. 

"  Fairgoddefs!   be  propitious  to  my  vows; 
"  Smile  on  thy  flave,  nor  Hercules  himfclf 
"  Shall  rob  us  of  this  palm  :  that  boafter  vain 
«'  Far  other  port  fliall  learn."    She,  wi^h  a  look 
That  pierc'd  his  inniofl  foul,  fmiling  applauds 
His  generous  ardour,  with  afplring  hope 
Diftends  his  breaft,  and  ftirs  the  man  within  : 
Yet  much,  alas !  {he  fears,  for  much  ftie  loves. 
So  from  her  arms  the  Paphian  queen  difmifs'd 
The  warrior  god,  on  glorious  Daughter  bent, 
Provok'd  his  rage,  and  with  her  eyes  inflam'd 
Her  haughty  paramour.    Swift  as  the  winds 
Difpel  the  fleeting  mifts,  at  once  he  ftrips    » 
His  royal  robes;  and  with  a  frown  that  chill'd 
The  blood  of  the  proud  youth,  ac5live  he  bounds 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  multitudes  reclin'd  : 
But,  as  befceni'd  one,  whofe  plain  honeft  heart. 
Nor  paflion  foul,  nor  malice  dark  as  hell. 
But  honour  pure,  and  love  divine,  had  fir'd, 
His  hand  prefenting,  on  his  fturdy  foe 
Difdainfully  he  fmiles;  then,  quick  as  thought, 
With  his  left-hand  the  belt,  and  with  his  right 
His  fhoulder  feiz'd  faft  griping ;  his  right  foot 
Efliy'd  the  champion's  ftrength  :  but  firm  he  ftoodj 
Fix'd  as  a  mountain  afli,  and  in  his  tura 
Repaid  the  bold  affront ;  his  horny  fift 
Fall  on  his  back  he  clos'd,  and  fhook  in  air 
The  cumberous  load.    Nor  reft,  nor  paufe  allow'd, 
rheir  v/atchful  eyes  inftrudl  their  biify  feet ; 
They  pant,  they  heave ;  each  nerve,  each  iinew's 

ftrain'd, 
Grafping  they  clofe,  beneath  each  painful  gripe 
The  livid  tumours  rife,  in  briny  ftreams 
The  fweat  dillils,  and  from  their  batter'd  ftiins 
The  clotted  gore  diftains  the  beaten  ground. 
Each  fwain  his  wifii,  each  trembling  nymph  con- 
ceals 
Her  fecret  dread  ;  while  every  panting  breaft 
Alternate  fears  and  hopes  dcprels  or  raife. 
Thus  long  in  dubious  fcale  the  conteft  hurig, 
Till  Paftorel,  impatient  of  delay, 
Colledting  all  his  force,  a  furious  ftroke 
At  his  left  ancle  aim'd;    'twas  death  to  fall, 
To  ftand  impoflible.     O  Ganderetta  ! 

f  Two  Iliin^reds  in  Gliuceficrfiin. 
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What  feorrol-s  feize  thy  foul !  on  thy  pale  cheeks 

The  rofes  fade.     But  wavering  long  in  air, 

Nor  firm  on  foot,  nor  as  yet  wholly  fallen, 

On  his  right  knee  he  flip'd,  and  nimbly  'fcap'd 

The  foul  difgrace.     Thus  on  the  flacken'd  rope 

The  wingy-footed  artift,  frail  fupport ! 

Stands   tottering ;    now  in    dreadful   {hrieks    the 

crowd 
JLament  hisfudden  fate,  and  yield  him  loft  : 
He  on  his  hams,  or  on  his  brawny  rump, 
Sliding  fecure,  derides  their  vain  diftrefs. 
Up  ftarts  the  vigorous  Hobbinol  undifmay'd, 
Trom  mother  earth  like  old  Anteus  rais'd 
With  might  redoubled.     Clamour  and  applanfe 
Shake  all  the  neighbouring  hills,  Avona's  hanks 
Return  him  loud  acclaim  :  with  ardent  eyes, 
Fierce  as  a  tiger  rufhing  from  his  lair. 
He  grafp'd  the  wrift  of  his  infulting  foe. 
Then  with  quick  wheel  oblique  his  fhonlder  point 
Beneath  his  bread  he  fix'd,  and  whirl'd  aloft 
High  o'er  his  head  the  fprawling  youth  he  flung  : 
The  hollow  ground  rebellow'd  as  he  fell. 
The  crowd  prefs  forward  with  tumultuous  din ; 
Thofe  to  relieve  their  faint  expiring  friend. 
With  gratulations  thefe.     Hands,   tongues,    and 

caps, 
Outrageous  joy  proclaim,  flirill  fiddles  fqueak, 
Hoarfe  bag-pipes  roar,  and  Ganderetta  fmiles. 


CANTO  II. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

The  fray.  Tonforio,  Colin,  Hilderbrand,  Cuddy, 
Cindaraxa,  Talgol,  Avaro,  Cubbin,  Collakin, 
Mundungo.  bir  Rhadamanth  the  juftice,  at- 
tended with  his  guards,  comes  to  quell  the  fray. 
Rhadamanth's  fpeech,  tumult  appeas'd.  Gor- 
gonius  the  butcher  takes  up  the  hilts ;  his  cha- 
radter.  The  Kiftfgatians  confternation,  look 
wiftfuUy  on  Hobbinol ;  his  fpeech.  The  cud- 
gel-playing. Gorgonius  knock'd  down,  falls 
upon  Twandillo;  his  diftrefs;  his  lamentation 
over  his  broken  fiddle. 

Long  while  an  univerfal  hubbub  loud, 
Deafening  each  car,  had  drown'd  each  accent  mild; 
Till  biting  taunts  and  harfii  opprobrious  words 
Vile   utterance   found.     How    weak    are   human 

minds ! 
How  impotent  to  flem  the  fwelling  tide^ 
And  without  infolence  enjoy  fuccefs  1 
The  vale-inhabitants,  proud,  and  elate 
With  vitftory,  know  no  reftraint,  but  give 
A  loofe  to  joy.     Their  champion  Hobbinol 
Vaunting  they  raife,  above  that  earth-born  race 
Of  giants  old,  who,  piling  hills  on  hills, 
Pelion  en  Ofla,  with  rebellious  aim 
Made  war  on  Jove.     The  fturdy  mountaineers, 
Who  faw  their  mightieft  fall'n,  and  in  his  fall 
Their  honours  paft  impair'd,  their  trophies,  won 
By  their  proud  fathers,   who    with   fcorn    look'd 

down 
Upon  the  fubje<£l  vale,  fullied,  defpoil'd, 
Aud  Icvcl'd  with  the  dull,  no  loDger  bear 
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The  keen  reproach.     But  as  when  fudden  fire 

Seizes  the  ripen'd  grain,  whofe  bending  ears 

Invite  the  reaper's  hand,  the  furious  god 

In  footy  triumph  dreadful  rides,  upborn 

On  wings  of  wind,  that  with  deftrucftive  brezth 

Feed  the  fierce   flames ;  from  ridge  to  ridge  he 

bounds 
Wide-wailing,  and  pernicious  ruin  fpreads  ; 
So  through  the  crowd  from  breaft  to  breaft  fwift 

flew 
The  propagated  rage  ;  loud  vollied  oaths, 
Like  thunder  burfting  from  a  cloud,  gave  fign? 
Of  wrath  awak'd.     Prompt  fury  foon  fupplicd 
With    arms   uncouth;    and  tough    well-feafon'i 

plants 
Weighty  with  lead  infus'd,  on  either  hoft 
Fall  thick,  and  heavy  ;  ftoois  in  pieces  rent. 
And  chairs,  and  forms,   and  batter'd  bowls,  arc 

hurld 
With  fell  intent;  like  bombs  the  bottles  fly 
Hifling  in  air,  their  fliarp  edg'd  fragments  drench'd 
In  the  warm  fpouting  gore  ;  heaps  driven  on  heaps 
Promifcuous  lie.     Tonforio  now  advanc'd 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle  :  his  broad  front 
Beneath  his  ftiining  helm  fecure,  as  erft 
Was  thine,  Mambrino,  ftout  Iberian  knight  ! 
Defied  the  rattling  ftorm,  that  on  his  head 
Fell  innocent.     A  table's  ragged  frame 
In  his  right  hand  he  bore,  Herculean  club  ! 
Crowds,  pufh'd  on  crowds,  before  his  potent  arm, 
Fled  ignominious;   havock,  and  difmay, 
Hung  on  their  rear.     Cdlin  a  merry  fwain. 
Blithe  as  the  foaring  lark,  as  fweet  the  ftrains 
Of  his  foft  warbling  lips,  that  whiftling  cheer 
His  labouring  team,  they  tofs  their  heads  well 

pleas'd, 
In  gaudy  plumage  deck'd,  with  ftern  difdain 
Beheld  this  vidtor  proud;    his  generous  foul 
Broi  k'd  not  the  foul  difgrace.    High  o'er  his  head 
His  ponderous  plough-ftaff  in  both  hands  he  rais'd ; 
Ered;  he  ftood,  and  flretchiiig  every  nerve, 
As  from  a  forceful  engine,  down  it  fell 
Upon  his  hoUow'd  helm,  that  yielding  funk 
Beneath  the  blow,  and  with  its  fharpen'd  edge 
Shear'd  both  his  ears,  they  on  his  flioulders  broad 
Hung  ragged.     Quick   as  thought,  the  vigorous 

youth 
Shortening  his  ftaff,  the  other  end  he  darts 
Into  his  gaping  jaws.     Tonforio  fled 
Sore  maim'd;  with  pounded  teeth  and  clotted  gore 
Half-chok'd,  he  fled;  with  him  the  hoft  retir'd, 
Companions  of  his  fhame  ;  all  but  the  ftout, 
And  crft  unconquer'd  Hildebrand,  brave  man  ! 
Bold  champion  of  the  hills  I  thy  weighty  blows 
Our  fathers  felt  difmay'd  ;   to  keep  thy  poft 
Unmov'd,  whilom  thy  valour's  choice,  now  fad 
Nectflity  compels;   decrepit  now 
With  age,  and  ftilf  with  honourable  wounds. 
He  ftands  unterrify'd:  one  crutch  fuftains 
His  frame  majeftic,  th'  other  in  his  hand 
He  wields  tremendous;  like  a  mountain  boar 
In  toils  enclos'd,  he  dares  his  circling  foes. 
They  fhrink  aloof,  or  foon  with  fliame  repent 
The  rafli  afl'ault ;  the  ruftic  heroes  fall 
In  heaps  around,     Cuddy,  a  dextrous  youth, 
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When  force  v7a3  vaJn,  on  frsTidfuI  art  rely'd  : 
Clofe  to  the  ground  low-cowering,  unperceiv'd. 
Cautious  he  crept,  and  with  his  crooked  bill 
Cut  flveer  the  frail  fupport,  prop  of  hjs  age  : 
Reeling  a  while  lie  fto/d,  and  menac'd  fierce 
Th'  tnfidious  iwain,  relutSant  now  at  length 
Fell  prone, -Rn-l  pluigh'd  the  duft.     So  the  tall  oak, 
Old  monarch  of  the  groves,  that  long  had  ftood 
The  fh'ick  of  warring  winds  and  the  red  bolts     ' 
Of  iugry  Jove,  (horn  of  his  leafy  Ihade 
At  laif,  and, iiiV-'.irdly  decay'd,  if  cha^nce 
The  cruel  woodman  fpy  the  friendly  fpur. 
His  only  hold ;  that  fcver'd,  foon  he  nods, 
^ndfhakes  rh'  incumber'd  mountain  as  he  fallsi 

When  manly  valour  fail'd,  a  female  arm 
Reftnf'd  the  fight.     As  in  th'  adjacent  booth 
Black  Cindaraxa's  bul'y  hand  prepar'd 
Thi.  fmoky  viands,  fhs  beheld,  ^baih'd, 
The  routed  hoft,  and  all  her  daftard  friends 
Far  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain;  their  fhameful  flight 
Griev'd   her  proud  heart,   for  hurried   with   the 

ft  ream 
Ev'n  Talgol  too  had  fled,  her  darling  boy. 
A  flaming  brand  from  off  the  glowing  hearth 
The  greafy  heroine  fnatch'd ;  o'er  her  pale  foes 
The  threatening  meteor  ftione,  brandifh'd  in  air, 
Or  round  their  heads  in  ruddy  circles  play'd. 
Acrofs  the  proftrate  Hildebrand  fhe  ftrode. 
Dreadfully  bright  :  the  multitude  appal'd 
Fled  different  ways, their  beards, their  hair  in  fJames. 
Imprudent  fhe  purfued,  till  on  the  brink 
Of  the  neat  pool,  with  force  united  prefs'd. 
And  waving  round  with  huge  two-handed  fway 
Her  blazing  arms  into  the  muddy  lake 
The  bold  virago  fell.     Dire  was  the  fray 
Between  the  warring  elements;   of  old 
Thus  IVIulciber,  and  Xanthus  Dardan  ftream 
In  hideous  battle  join'd.     J.uft  finking  now 
Into  the  boiling  deep,  with  fuppliant  hands 
She  begg'd  for  life  ;  black-oufe  and  filth  obfcene 
Hung  in  her  matted  hair;   the  fhuuting  crowd 
Infult  her  woes,  and,  proud  of  their  fuccefs^ 
The  dripping  Amazon  in  triumph  lead. 
Now,  like  a  gathering  ftorm,  the  rally'd  troops 
Blacken'd  the  plain.     Young  Talgol  from  their 

front. 
With  a  fond  lover's  hade,  fwift  as  the  hind,? 
That,  by  the  huntfmen's  voice  ala-rm'd,  had  fled, 
Panting  returns,  and  feeks  the  gloomy  brake. 
Where  her  dear  fawn  lay  hid,  into  the  booth 
Impatient  rufh'd.     But  when  the  fatal  tale 
He  heard,  the  deareft  treafurc  of  his  foul 
Purloin'd  his  Cindy  loft ;  ftiffen'd  and  pale 
A  while  he  ftood  ;  his  kindling  ire  at  length 
Burfl  forth  implacable,  and  injur'd  love  ; 
Shot  lightning  from  his  eyes;   a  fpit  he  fciz'd, 
Jufl  reeking  from  the  fat  furloin,  a  long. 
Unwieldy  fpear;  then  with  impetuous  rage 
Prefs'd  forward  on  th'  embattled  hoft,  that  fhrank 
At  his  approach.     The  rkh  Avaro  firft, 
His  flefhy  rump  bor'd  with  dilhonefl:  wounds. 
Fled  bellowing  :  nor  could  his  numerous  flocks, 
Nor  all  th'  afpiring  pyramids  that  grace 
His  yard  wcllflor'd,  fave  the  penurious  clown. 
Hsre  Cubbin  ftll,  aad  there  young  Collakin, 


Nor  his  fond  motFier's  prayers  nor  arcTent  rov/s 
Of  love-fick  maids  could  move  relentlefs  fate. 
Where'er  he  rag'd,  with  his  far-beaming  lance 
He  thinn'd  their  ranks,  and  all  their  battle  tWerv'dl 
With  many  an  inroad  goar'd.    Then  caft  around 
His  furious  eyes,  if  haply  he  might  find 
The  captive  fair  ;  her  in  the  dull  he  fpy'd 
Groveling,  difconfolatc  ;  thofe  locks,  that  erfl. 
So  bright,  fiione  like  the  pslifh'd  jet,  defil'd 
With  mire  impure  ;  thither  with  eager  halle 
He  ran,  he  flew.     But  when  the  wretched  mail* 
Proftrate  he  view'd,  deform'd  with  gaping  wounds 
And  weltering  in  her  blood,  his  trembling  hand 
Soon  dropp'd  the  dreaded  lance ;    on   her   pal* 

cheeks 
GhauAly  he  gaz'd,  nor  felt  the  pealing  ftorm. 
That  on  his  bare  defeiicelels  brow  fell  thick 
From  evc-y  arm  :  o'erpower'd  at  laft,  down  funb 
His  drooping  head,  orr  her  cold  breafl  reclin'd. 
Hail,  faithful  pair  !  if  ought  my  vcrfe  avail. 
Nor  envy's  fpite  nor  time  {hall  e'er  efface 
The  records  of  your  fame  ;   blind  Britifrt  bards 
In  ages  yet  to  come,  on  feftal  days  [nymphs 

Shall   chant  this    mournful   tale, ,  while   liflening. 
Lament  around,  and  every  generous  heart 
With  active  valour  glows,  and  virtuous  love. 
How  blind  is  popidar  fury  I  how  perverfe,. 
When  broils  inteftine  rage,  and  force  controuls 
Reafon  and  law  :   As  the  torn  vefTcl  finks, 
Betv/een  the  burft  of  adverfe  waves  o'erwhelm'd  t 
So  fares  it  with  the  neutral  head,  between 
Contending  parties  bruis'd,  incefTant  peal'd 
With  random  flrok-es  that  undifeerning  fall; 
Guiltlefs  he  fuffers  mod,  who  leaft  offends. 
Mundungo  from  the  bloody  field  retir'd, 
Clofe  in  a  corner  plied  the  peaceful  bowl; 
Incuri  -us  he,  and  thoughtlefs  of  events. 
Now  deem'd  himfelf  c(aicea!'d,  v.aapt  in  the  cloud 
That  iffued  from  his  mouth,  and  the  thick  fogs 
That  hung  upon  his  brows,  but  hoflile  rage 
Inquifitive  found  out  the  rufty  fwain. 
His  Ihort  black  tubedown  his  furr'd  throat  impeird^ 
iitaggering  he  reel'd,  and  with  tenacious  gripe 
The  bulky  Jordan,  that  before  him  ftood, 
Seiz'd  falling  ;   that  its  liquid  freight  difgorg'd 
Upon  the  proftrate  clown  ;  floundering  he  lay 
Beneath  the  muddy  beverage  whelm'd  fo  late 
His  prime  delight.     1  hu*  the  luxurious  wafp, 
V  racious  infedt,  by  the  fragrant  dregs 
Allur'd,  and  in  the  vifcousnedtar  plung'd, 
His  filmy  pennons  ftruggling  flaps  in  vain. 
Loft  in  a  flood  of  fwcets.     Still  o'er  the  plairj 
Fierce  onfet,  and  tumultuous  battle  fpread; 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rife,  inccns'd 
With  animated  rage,  while  nought  around 
Is  heard  but  clamour,  fhout,  and  female  cries, 
And  curfes  mix'd  with  groans.     Difcord  on  Iiigh 
Shook  her  infernal  fcourge,  and  o'er  their  heads 
Scream'd  with  malignant  joy  ;  when  lo !    betweea 
I'he  warring  hofts  appear'd  fage  Rhadamanth, 
A  knight  of  high  renown.     Nor  Quixote  bold, 
Nor  Amadis  of  Gaul,  nor  Hudibras, 
Mirror  of  knighthood,  e'er  could  vie  with  thec^ 
Great  fultan  of  the  vale  :   thy  front  fevere, 
A5  humbk  Indians  to  their  pagcds  bowj 
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The  clowns  fubmifs  approach.     Themis  to  thee 
Commits  her  golden  balance,  where  (he  weighs 
Th'  abandon'd  orphan's  fighs,  the  widow's  tears ; 
By  thee  gives  fure  redrefs,  comforts  the  hej^rt 
Opprefs'd  with  woe,  and  rears  the  fuppliant  knee. 
Each  bold  offender  hides  his  guilty  head, 
Aftonifh'd,  when  thy  delegated  arm 
Draws  her  vindidive  fword  ;  at  thy  command, 
Stern  minifter  of  power  fupreme  !   each  ward 
Sands  forth  her  brawny  myrmidons,  their  clubs 
Blazon'd  with  royal  arms;  difpatchful  hafte 
Sits  earncft  on  each  brow,  and  public  care. 
Encompafs'd  round  with  thefe  his  dreadful  guards, 
He  fpurr'd  his  fobcr  fteed,  grizzled  with  age, 
And  venerably  dull;  his  flirrups  ftreteh'd 
Beneath  the  knightly  load  ;  one  hand  he  fiK'd 
Upon  his  faddle-bow,  the  other  palm 
iefore  him  fpread,  like  fome  grave  orator 
In  Athens,  or  free  Rome,  when  eloquence 
Subdued  mankind,  and  all  the  liftening  crowd 
Hung  by  their  ears  on  his  perfuafive  tongue. 
He  thus  the  jarring  multitude  addrefs'd  : 

"  Neighbours,  and  friends,  and  countrymen,  the 

flower  [^""oil  ? 

«  Of  Kiftfgate!    ah!   what   means   this  impious 
"  Is  then  the  haughty  Gaul  no  more  your  care  ? 
(•  ^e  l.anden's  plains  fo  foon  forgot,  that  thus 
n  Ye  fpill  that  blood  inglorious,  wafte  that  ftrength, 
•«  Which,  well  employ'd,  once  more  might  have 

compell'd 
»  The  flripling  Anjou  to  a  fliameful  flight  ? 
•'  Or  by  your  great  forefathers  taught,  have  fix'd 
»t  The  Britilh  ftandard  on  Lutetian  towers '. 
«  O  fight  odious,  deteftahle  '.  O  times 
••  Degenerate,  of  ancient  honour  void  I 
•»  This  faft  fo  foul,  fo  riotous,  infults 
o  All  law,  all  fovereign  power,  and  calls  aloud 
«  For  vengeance ;  but,  my  friends :   too  well  ye 

know, 
•«  How  flow  this  arm  to  punllh,  and  hov/  bleeds 
•'  This  heart,  when  forc'd  on  rigorous  extremes, 
«'   O  countrymen  .  all,  all,  can  teftify 
•'  My  vigilance,  my  care  for  public  good, 
«'  1  r.m  the  man,  who  by  your  own  free  choice 
«»  Seletl  from  all  the  tribes,  in  fenates  rul'd 
•«  Each  warm  debate,  and  emptied  all  my  ftores 
»«  Of  ancient  fcience  in  my  country's  caufe. 
"  Wile  Tacitus,  of  penetration  deep, 
«'  Each  fecret  fpring  reveal'd  ;  Thuanus  bold 
«*  Breath'd  libei  ty,  and  all  the  mighty  dead, 
••  Rais'd  at  my  call,  the  Britifii  rights  confiim'd  : 
M  While  Mufgrave,  HoW;  and  Seymour  fncer'd  in 

vain. 
*'  1  am  the  man,  who  from  the  bench  exalt 
•*  This  voice,  ftill  grateful  to  your  ears,  this  voice 
"  Which  breaths  for  you  alone.     Where  is  the 

wretch 
"  riftrefs'd,  who  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  law 
"  Entangled,  and  in  fubtle  problems  loft, 
••  Seeks  not  tO  me  for  aid  I  In  flioals  they  come 
•«  NegleAed,  feelefs  clients,  nor  return 
"  Unedify'd  ;  fcarce  greater  multitudes 
•♦  At  Delphi  fought  the  god,  to  learn  thtir  fate 
«•  From  his  dark  oracles.     1  am  the  man 
"  AVhofc  watchful  providence  beyond  the  date 
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«'  Of  this  frail  life  extends,  to  future  times 

"  Beneficent ;  my  ufeful  fchemes  ftiall  fleer 

"  The  common-weal  in  ages  yet  to  come,      [keep 

"  Your   children's  children,  taught  by  me,  fhalt 

"  Their  rights  inviolable  :  and  as  Rome 

"  The  Sibyl's  facrcd  books,  though  wrote  on  leaves 

"   And  fcattcr'd  o'er  the  ground  with  pious  awe 

"   CoUedled  ;  fo  your  fons  fhall  glean  with  care 

"  My  hallow'd  fragments,  every  fcrip  divine 

"   Confnlt  intent,  of  more  intrinfic  worth 

"  Than  half  a  Vatican.     Hear  me,  my  friends  J 

"  Hear  me,  my  countrymen  !  Oh  fuffer  not 

"  This  hoary  head,  employ'd  for  you  alone, 

"  To  fink,  with  forrow  to  the  grave."    He  fpakc^ 

And  yeil'd  his  bonnet  to  the  crowd.     As  when 

The  fovereign  of  the  floods  o'er  the  rough  deep 

His  awful  trident  Ihakes,  its  fury  falls, 

The  warring  billows  on  each  hand  retire, 

And  foam,  and  rage  no  more.    Ail  nty^  is  hufh'df 

The  multitude  appeas'd  :  a  cheerful  dawn 

Snailcs  on  the  fields,  the  waving  throng  fubfides, 

And  the  loud  tempeft  finks,  becalm'd  in  peaCe. 

Gorgonius  now  with  haughty  flrides  advanced, 
A  gauntlet  feiz'd,  firm  on  his  guard  he  flood 
A  formidable  foe,  and  dealt  in  air 
His  empty  blows,  a  prelude  to  the  fight. 
Slaughter  his  trade;  full  many  apamper'd  ox 
Fell  by  his  fatal  hand,  the  bulky  beaft 
Dragg'd  by  his  horns,  oft  at  one  deadly  blow,' 
His  iron  fift  dcfceiiding'crulh'dhis  Ikull, 
And  left  him  fpurning  on  the  bloody  floor. 
While  at  his  feet  the  guiltlcfs  axe  was  laid. 
In  dubious  fight  of  late  one  eye  he  loft, 
Bor'd  from  its  orb,  and  the  next  glancing  flroke 
Eruis'd  fore  the  rifing  arch,  and  bent  his  nofe  : 
Nathlefs  he  triumph'd  on  the  well-fought  ftage, 
Hockleian  hero  !  Nor  was  more  deform'd 
The  Cyclops  blind,  nor  of  more  monftrous  Cze, 
Nor  his  void  orb  more  dreadful  to  behold. 
Weeping  the  putrid  gore,  fevere  revenge 
Of  fubtle  Ithacus.     Terribly  gay 
In  his  buff  doublet,  larded  o'er  with  fat 
Of  flaughter'dbrutes,thewell-oird  champion  Ihonei 
Sternly  he  gaz'd  around,  with  many  a  frown 
Fierce  menacing,  provok'd  the  tardy  foe. 
For  i:ow  each  combatant,  that  erft  fo  bold 
Vaunted  his  manly  deeds,  in  penfive  niood 
Himg  down  his  head,  and  fix'd  on  earth  his  eyes, 
Pale  and  difmay'd.     On  Hobbinol  at  laft 
Intent  they  gaze,  on  him  alone  their  hope,' 
Each  eye  foUcitshim,  each  panting  heart 
Joins  in  the  filent  fuit.     Soon  he  perceiv'd 
Their  fecret  wifh,  and  eas'd  their  doubting  minds. 
"  Ye  men  of  Kiftfgate  '.  whofe  wide  fpreading 
fame 
"  In  ancient  days  were  fung  from  fhore  to  (hore, 
"  To  Britifh  bards  of  old  a  copious  theme ; 
"  Too  well,  alas  '.  in  your  pale  cheeks  I  view 
"  Your  daftard  fouls.    O  mean,  degenerate  race  J 
"  But  fince  on  me  ye  call,  each  fuppliant  eye 
"   Invites  my  fovereign  aid,  lo  1  here  I  come, 
"    The  bulwark  of  your  fame,  though  fcarce  my 

brows 
"   Are  dry  from  glorious  toils,  juft  now  atchicv'd, 
"  To  vindicate  your  worth.    l.o :  here  I  fvvcarj 
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^'  Bjr  all  my,  great  forefathers  fair  renown, 

f   By  that  illuftrious  wicker,  where  they  fat 

"  In  comely  pride,  and  in  triumphant  floth 

*'  Gave  la\y  to  paffive  clowns  ;  or  on  this  fpot 

*'   In  glory's  prime,  youn^  Hobbtnol  expires, 

"   And  from  his  dearett  Ganderetta's  arms 

**  Sinks  to  death's  cold  embrace  ;  or  by  this  hE.nd 

"  That  ftranger,  hi<j  with  infolencp,  Ihall  fall 

"  Prone   on   the    ground,    and    do   your   honour 

,,  Forthwith  the  hilts  he  feiz'd  ;  but  on  Hts  arin 
fond  Ganderetta  hung,  and  round  his  neck 
Curl'd  in  a  foft  embrace,.     Flonour  and  love 
A  doubtful  conteft  wag'd,  but  fr.-m  her  foon 
He  fprung  relentlefs,  all  her  tears  were  vain. 
Yet  oft  he  turn'd,  oft   figh'd,  thus   pleafing  mild  : 

"   111  (hnuld  I  merit  thefe  imperial  robes, 
*'  Enfigns  of  majefty,  by  general  voice 
•'  Conferr'd,  Ihould  pain,  or  death  itfflf,  avail 
''  To  ihake  the  fteady  purpofe  of  my  foul. 
"  Peace,  fair-one  1    peace  '.   Heaven   will  prote»51: 

the  man, 
"  By  thee  held  dear, and  crown  thy  generous  love." 

Her  from  the  lifted  field  the  matrons  fage 
Relu.dlant  .drew,  and  with  fair  fpeeches  fuoth'd. 

Now  frunt  to  front  the  fearlefs  champions  meet; 
Gorgonius,  like  a  tower,  whofe  cloud}  top 
invades  the  Ikies,  ftood  hiwering  ;  far  beneath 
The  flrippling  Hobbinol  with  careful  eye 
£ach  opening  fcans,  and  each  unguarded  fpace 
Ivleafures  intent.      While,  negligently  bold, 
The  bulky  combatant,  whofe  heart  elate 
Difdaia'd  his  puny  foe,  now  fondly  deem'ii 
At  one  decifive  ftroke  to  win,  unhurt, 
An  eafy  vicffrry;   down  came  at  once 
The  ponderous  plant,  with  fell  malicious  rage, 
j^inj-d  at  his  head  direii  ;  but  the  tough  hilts, 
Swift  interpos'd,  elude  his  effort  vain. 
The  cautious  Hobbinol,  with  ready  feet, 
Now  fhifts  his  ground,  retreating-,  then  again 
Advances  bold,  and  his  unguarded  fhins 
Bafters  fecure  :   Each  well-dire(fl>;d  blow 
Bites  to  the  qiick  ;  thick  as  the  falling  hail, 
The  ftrokes  redoubled  peal  his  hollow  fides : 
The  multitude  amaz'd  with  horror  view 
The  rattling  ftorm,  (hrink  back  at  every  blow, 
And  feem  to  feel  his  wounds;  inly  he  groan'd, 
And  gnafii'd  his  teeth, and  from  his  blood-fiiot  eye 
Red  lightning  flafh'd ;  the  fierce  tumultuous  rr.ge 
Shook  all  his  mighty  fabric  ;   once  again 
Efeft  he  Hands,  colledled,  and  refolv'd 
To  conquer,  or  to  die  :  fwift  as  the  bolt 
Of  angry  Jove,  the  weighty  plant  defcends. 
But  wary  Hobbinol,  whofe  watchful  eye 
Perceiv'd  his  kind  intent,  flip'd  on  one  fide 
Declining;  the  vain  ftroke  from  fuch  an  height. 
With  fuch  a  force  impell'd,  headlong  drew  down 
Tk'  unwieldy  champion  :  on  the  folid  ground 
He  fell  rebounding  breathlcfs,  and  aftunn'd, 
His  trunk  extended  lay  ;  fore  maini'd  from  out 
His  heaving  breaft,  he  belch'd  a  crimfon  flood. 
Full  leifurely  he  rofe,  but  confcious  fhame 
Of  honour  loft  his  failing  ftrength  renew'd. 
Rage,  and  revenge,  and  ever-during  hate, 
Blacken'd  his  ftormy  front ;  raihj  furious,  blind, 

Vol.  VIIL 


jB  I  N  O  t.  4lf V 

And  lavjlli  of  his  blood,  of  r.^ndom  llrokes 
He  laid  on  load ;   without  delign  or  art 
Onward  he  prefs'd  outrageous,  while  his  foe 
Encircling  wheel?,  or  inch  by  inch  retire^'. 
Wife  niggard  of  his  ftrength.     Yet  all  thy  care, 
O  Hobbinol  ;   avail'd  not  to  prevent 
,  One  haplefs  blow  ;  o'er  his  ftrong  guard  the  pUnC 
Lapp'd  pliant,  and  its  knotty  point  imprefs'd 
His  nervous  chine  ;  he  wreath'd  him  to  and  fro 
Convolv'd,  yet,  thus  diftfcfs'd,  intrepid  bore 
His  hilts  aloft,  and  guarded  well  his  head. 
So  when  th'  unwary  clown,  with  hafty  ftep, 
Crufhes  the  folded  fn  ike,  her  wounded  parts 
Groveling  (he  trails  along,  but  her  high  creft 
Ereifl  {he  bears  ;   in  all  its  fpeckled  pride. 
She  fwclls  inflam'd,  and  with  her  forky  tongue 
Threatens  dcftrudion.      With  like  eap;er  hafte, 
Th'  impaCieiit  Hchbinol,  whom  esccff.ve  pain 
Stung  t>  his  heart,  a  fp;eedy  vengeance  vow'd, 
NiT  wanted  long  the  means;  a  feint  he  made 
VVi'th  ivell-diScmbled  guile,  his  batter'd  fliins 
Mark'd  with  his  eyes,  and  menac'd  with  his  plant. 
Gorgonius,  whole  loug-fufFering  legs  fcarce  bore 
His  cun-ibrous  bulk,  to  his  fupporters  frail 
Indulgent,  loon  the  friendly  hilts  oppos'd; 
Betray'd,  deceiv'd  on  his  unguarded  crelt 
The  ftroke  dtlufive  fell ;  a  dJfmal  groan 
Burft  from  his  hollov/  chcft;  his  trembling  hands 
Forfook  the  hilts,  acrofs  the  fpacious  ring 
Backward  he  rcel'd,  the  crowd  affrighted  fly 
T'  efcape  the  fulling  ruin.     Bijt,  alas ! 
'Twas  thy  hard  fate,    i'wangdillo  !   to  receive 
His  ponderous  trunk  :  on  thee,  on  helplefs  thee. 
Headlong  and  heavy,  the  foul  monfter  fell. 
Beneath  a  mountain's  weight,  th'  unhappy  bard 
Lay  proftrate,  nor  was  more  renowu'd  thy  fong, 
O  feer  of  Thrace  !   nor  more  fevere  thy  fate. 
His  vocal  fnell,  the  folacc  and  fupporr 
Of  wretched  age,  ':^ave  one  melodious  fcream, 
And  in  a  thoufand  fragments  ftrew'd  the  plain. 
The  nymphs,  Aire  friends  to  his  harmonious  niirtbj 
Fly  to  his  aid,  his  hairy  breaft  expofe 
To  each  refrefhing  gale,  and  with  foft  hands 
His  temples  chafe  ;  at  their  perfuafive  touch 
His  fleeting  foul  returns  ;   upon  his  rump 
He  fat  dilconfolate  ;  but  when,  alas  ! 
He  view'd  the  ftiatter'd  fragments,  dov/R  again 
He  funk  expiring  :   by  th'.ir  friendiy  care 
Once  more  reviv'd,  he  thrice  effay'd  to  fpeak. 
And  thrice  the  rifing  fobs  his  voice  fubdu'd. 
Till  thus  at  laft  his  wretched  plight  he  niournM  : 
"  Sv/eet  inftrument  of  minh  !  fole  comfort  left 
"  To  my  declining  years  !  whofe  fprightly  notes 
"  Rcftor'd  my  vigour,  and  renew'd  my  bloom, 
"  Soft  healing  balm  to  every  wounded  heart  I 
"   Defpairing,  dying  fwains,  from  the  cold  groiihd^ 
"  Utirais'd  by  thee,  at  thy  melodious  call, 
"   With  ravifh'd  ears  receiv'd  the  flowing  joy. 
"  Gay  pleafaatry,  and  care-beguiling  joke, 
"  Thy  fure  attendants  were,  and  at  thy  voice 
"  All  nature  fmil'd.     But,  oh,  this  hand  no  mc^"' 
"  Shall.touch  thy  wanton  ftrings,no  more  with  laye 
"  Alternate,  from  oblivion  dark  redeem 
"  The  mighty  dead,  and  vindicate  their  fame, 
"  V-in  are  thy  tdls,  O  Hobbinol  1  aKd  :0A' 
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"  Thy  triumphs  vain.     Who  fliall  record,  brave 


"  Thy  bold  exploits  ?  who  fliall  thy  grandeur  tell 
"  -Supreme  of  Kifrfgate  ?  See  thy  faithful  bard, 
«'  Defpoil'd,  undone.     O  cover  me,- ye  hills  1 
'*  Whofe  vocal  clifts  vi'ere  taught  my  joyous  fong. 
''  Or  tJiou,  fair  nymph.  Avona,  on  .vhofe  banks 
''The  frolic  crowd,  led  by  my  numerous  Drains, 
'*  Their  orgies  kept,  and  frifk'd  it  o'er  the  green, 
•'  Jocund  andgay,  while  thy  remurniuringflreams 
"  Banc'd  by,  well  pleas'd.     Oh  :  let  thy  friendly 
waves  _  [curs'd !" 

"  O'erwhel.ni   a  wretch,   and    hide  this  head  ac- 

So  plains  the  reftlefs  Philomel,  her  neft, 
And  callow  y^ung,  the  tender  growing  hope 
Of  future  harmony,  and  frail  return 
For  all  her  cares,  to  barbarous  churls  a  prey; 
Darkling  fhe  fings,  the  woods  repeat  her  moan. 


CANTO  III. 

THE    ARGUMENT. 

Good  eating  expedient  for  heroes.  Homer  praifed 
for  keeping  a  table.  Hobbinol  triumphant.  Gan- 
deretta's  bill  of  fare.  Panegyric  upon  ale,  Gof- 
fiping  over  a  bottle.  Compliment  to  Mr.  John 
Philips.  Ganderctta's  perplexity  difcovered  by 
Hobbinol ;  his  confolatory  fpeech  ;  compares 
himfelf  to  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick.  Ganderetta 
encouraged,  ftrips  for  the  race ;  her  amiable 
figure.  Fufca  the  gypfey,  ^er  dirty  figure. 
Tabitha  her  great  reputation  for  fpeed ;  hired 
to  the  diflenting  academy  at  Tewklbury.  A 
fliort  account  of  Gamaliel  the  mafler,  and  his 
hopeful  fcholars.  Tabitha  carries  weight.  The 
fmock  race.  Tabitha's  fall.  Fufca's  fhort  tri- 
umph, her  humiliation.  Garrderetta's  matchlefs 
fuetd.  Hobbinol  lays  the  prize  at  her  feet. 
Their  mutual  triumph.  The  viciflitude  of  hu- 
man affairs,  experienced  by  Hobbinol.  Mopfa, 
formerly  his  fervant,  with  her  two  children,  ap- 
pears to  hiir.  Mopfa's  fpeech  ;  affaults  Gande- 
retta  ;  her  flight.  Hobbinors  prodigious  fright ; 
is  taken  into  cudody  by  conftableSj  and  dragged 
to  Sir  Rhadamaiith's. 

Though  fome  of  old,  and  fome  of  modern  date, 
Penurious  their  viflorious  heroe'  fed 
With  barren  praife  alone  ;  yet  thou,  my  mufe  I 
jBenevolent,  with  more  indulgent  eye^ 
Behold  th'  inmi'  rtal  Hobbinol ;  reward 
With  due  regalement  his  triumphant  toils. 
Let  Quixotte's  hardy  courage,  ard  renown 
With  Sancho's  prudent  care  be  rheetly  join'd. 

O  thou  of  bards  fupreme,  M.xonides  ! 
What  well-fed  heroes  grace  thy  hallow'd  page  I 
Taden  wi'h  glorious  fpoils,  and  gsy  with  blood 
Of  flaughter'd  hods,  the  viiflor  chief  returns. 
Whole  Tfoy  bcfi^re  him  fled,  and  men  and  gods 
Oppos'd  in  vain  :  for  the  brave  man,  whofe  arm 
Kepell'd  his  country's  wrongs,  ev'n  he,  the  great 
Atridcs,  king  of  kings,  ev'n  he  prepares' 
With  his  own  royal  hand  the  fumptuous  fcaft. 


Full  to  the  brim,  the  brazen  cauldrons  fmote, 
Through  all  the  bufy  camp  the  rifing  blaze 
Attefl  their  joy  ;  heroes  and  kings  forego 
Their  ftatc  and  pride,  and  at  his  elbow  wait 
Obfequious.     On  a  polifli'd  charger  plac'd, 
The  bulky  chine  with  plenteous  fat  inlaid, 
Of  golden  hue,  magnificently  Ihines 
The  choiceft  morfels  fever'd  to  the  gods, 
The  hero  next,  well  paid  for  ail  his  wounds, 
The  rich  repaft  divides  with  Jove  ;  from  out 
The  fparkling  bowl  he  draws  the  generous  yv'mci 
Unmix'd,  tmmeafur'd  ;  with  iinftinted  joy 
His  heart  o'erflows.     In  like  triumphant  port 
Sat  the  vidlorious  Hobbinol;  the  crowd 
Tranfported  view,  and  blefs  their  glorious  chief: 
All  Kiftfgate  founds  his  praife  with  joint  acclaim. 
Him  every  voice,  him  every  knee  confefs, 
In  merit,  as  in  right,  their  king.     Upon 
Their  flowery  turf,  earth's  painted  lap,  are  fpread 
The  rural  dainties ;  fuch  as  nature  boon 
Prefents  with  lavifh  hand,  or  fuch  as  owe 
To  Ganderetta's  care  their  grateful  tafte 
Delicious.     For  (he  long  Cnce  prcpar'd 
To  celebrate  this  day,  and  with  good  cheer 
To  grace  his  triumphs.     Cryllal  goofeberries 
Are  pil'd  on  heaps;   in  vnn  the  parent  tree 
Defends  her  lufcious  fruit  with  pointed  fpears. 
The  ruby  tind;ur'd  corinth  cluftering  hangs, 
And  emulates  the  grape  ;  green  codlings  float 
In  dulcet  creams  :  nor  wants  the  laft  year's  {lore; 
The  hardy  nut,  in  folid  mail  fecure, 
Impregnable  to  winter  frofls,  repays 
Its  hoarder's  care.     The  cuftard's  jellied  flood 
Impatient  youth,  with  greedy  joy,  devours. 
Cheefecakcs  and  pies,  in  various  forms  uprais'd, 
In  well-built  pyramids,  afpiring  (land.  [fuadc 

Black  hams,  and  tongues  that  fpeechlefs  can  per- 
To  ply  the  briik  caroufe,  and  cheer  the  foul 
With  jovial  draughts.     Nor  does  the  jolly  god 
Deny  his  precious  gifts ;  here  jocund  fwains, 
In  uncouth  mirth  delighted,  fporting  quaff 
Their  native  beverage ;  in  the  brimming  glafs 
The  liquid  amber  uuiles.     Britons,  no  more 
Dread  your  invading  foes ;  let  the  falfe  Gaul, 
Of  rule  infatiate,  potent  to  deceive, 
And  great  by  fubtile  wiles,  from  the  adverfe  fhore 
Four  forth  his  numerous  hofls;   Iberia!  join 
Thy  tow^ering  fleets,  once  more  aloft  difplay 
Thy  confecrated  banners,  fill  thy  fails 
With  prayers  and  vows,  mod  formidably  ftrong 
In  holy  trumpery,  let  old  Ocean  groan 
Beneath  the  proud  Armada,  vainly  deem'd 
invincible  ;   yet  fruitlefs  all  their  toils. 
Vain  every  ralh  etfort,  while  our  fat  glebe, 
Of  barley  grain  produdtive,  flill  fupplies 
The  flowing  treafure,  and  with  furas  immenfe 
Supports  the  throne;  while  this  rich  cordial  warms 
The  farmer's  courage,  arms  his  ftubborn  foul 
With  native  honour,  and  refifllefs  rage.         [flows 
Thus  vaunt  the  crowd,  each  freeborn  heart  o'er- 
With  Britain's  gLry,  and  his  country's  love. 

Here,  in  a  meiry  knot  combin'd,  the  nymphs 
Pour  out  mellifluous  dreams,  the  balmy  fpoils 
Of  the  laborious  bee.     The  modeft  maid 
But  coyly  fips,  and  blufliing  drinks,  abafli'd; 
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£ach  lover  with  obfcrvant  eye  beliolds 
Her  graceful  Ihame,  and  at  her  glowing  cheeks 
Rekindles  all  his  fires,  but  matrons  fage, 
Better  expcrienc'd,  and  inftrufted  well 
In  midnight  myfteries,  and  fcaft-rites  old, 
Grafp  the  capacious  bowl ;  nor  ceafe  to  draw 
The  fpumy  necftar.     Healths  of  gay  import 
Fly  merrily  about ;  now  Scandal  fly, 
Infinuating,  gilds  the  fpeciciir.  tale 
With  treacherous  praife,  and  with  a  double  face 
Ambiguous  wantonnefs  demurely  fneers  : 
Till  circling  brimmers  every  veil  withdraw, 
And  dauntlefs  impudence  appears  unmalk'd. 
Others  apart,  in  the  cool  (hade  retir'd, 
Silurian  cyder  quaff,  by  that  great  bard 
Enobled,  who  firft  taught  my  groveling  mufe 
To  mount  aerial.     O  !  couM  I  but  raife 
My  feeble  voice  to  his  exalted  {trains. 
Or  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument, 
The  generous  liquid  in  each  line  faould  bound 
Spirituous,  nor  oppreflive  cork  fubdue 
Its  foaming  rage  ;  but,  to  the  lofty  theme 
Unequal,  mufe,  decline  the  pleafmg  taik. 

Thus  they  luxurious,  on  the  grafiy  turf, 
Revel'd  at  large ;  while  nought  around  was  heard 
But  mirth  confus'd,  and  undiflinguifti'd  joy, 
And  laughter  far  refounding;  ferious  care 
Found  here  no  place,  to  Ganderetta's  breaft 
Retiring  ;  there  with  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd 
Her  fludluating  mind.     Hence  the  foft  figh 
Efcapes  unheeded,  fpight  of  all  her  art ; 
The  trembling  bluflies  on  her  lovely  checks 
Alternate  ebb  and  fiov/;  from  the  full  glafs 
She  flies  abftemious,  fhuns  th'  untafted  feaft : 
But  careful  Hnbbinol,  whofe  amorous  eye 
From  hcr's  ne'er  wander'd,  haunting  ftill  the  place 
Where  his  dear  treafure  lay,  difcover'd  foon 
Her  fecret  woe,  and  bore  a  lover's  part. 
Compaffion  melts  his  foul,  her  glowing  cheeks 
He  kifs'd,  enamour'd,  and  her  patiting  heart 
He  prefb'd  to  his;  then  with  thefe  foothing  words, 
Tenderly  fmiling,  her  faint  hopes  reviv'd. 

"  Courage,  my  fair !  the  fplendid  prize  is  thine. 
"  Indulgent  fortune  will  not  damp  our  joys, 
"  Nor  blaft  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
"  Hear  me,  ye  fwains!  ye  men  of  Kiftfgate!  hear: 
"  Though  great  the  honours  by  your  hands  con- 

fen'd, 
"  Thefe  royal  ornaments,  though  great  the  force 
«  Of  this  puiffant  arm,  as  all  muft  own, 
«'    Who  law  this  day  the  bold  Gorgonius  fall  ; 
"  Yet  were  I  more  renown'd  for  feats  of  arms, 
«  And  knightly  prowefs,  than  that  mighty  Guy, 
«'   So  fain'd  in  antique  fung,  Warwick's  great  earl, 
"  Who  flew  the  giant  Colbrand,  in  fierce  fight 
"  Malntain'd  a  fummer's  day,  and  freed  this  realm 
"  From  Danifti  vafialage  ;  hi?  ponderous  fword, 
"   And  malTy  fpear,  atteft  the  glorious  deed; 
"  Nor  lefs  his  hofpitable  foul  is  feen 
"  In  that  capacious  caiildnn,  whofe  large  freight 
"   Might  fcaft  a  province  ;  yet  wtre  [  like  him, 
"  The  nation's  p'ide,  like  hl^i  1  could  forego 
"  A'l  earthly  giandeur,  wander  through  the  v.'orld 
"   A  jocund  pilgrim  in  the  lonefome  dcr, 
"  And  rocky  cave,  with  theff  my  royal  hands 


"  Scoop  the  cold  ftreams  with  herbs  snd  roots 

content, 
"  Mean  fuftenance  ;  could  I  by  this  but  gain 
"  For  the  dear  fair,  the  prize  her  heart  defires, 
"  Believe  me,  charming  maid  1   I'd  be  a  worm, 
«  The  meanefl;  infeft,  and  the  loweft  thing 
"  The  world  defpifes,  to  enchance  thy  fame." 
So  cheer'd  he  his  fair  queen,  and  flie  was  cheer'dt 

Now  with  a  noble  confidence  infpir'd. 
Her  looks  aflure  fuccefs,  now  ftripp'd  of  all 
Her  cumbrous  veftments,  beauty's  vain  difgulfe. 
She  fliines  unclouded  in  her  native  charms. 
Her  plaited  hair  behind  her  in  a  brede 
Flung  carelefs,  with  becoming  grace  each  blulh 
Varied  her  cheeks,  than  the  gay  rifing  dawn 
More  lovely,  when  the  nev/-born  light  falutes 
The  joyful  earth,  impurpling  half  the  flcies.   • 
Her  heaving  breaft,  through  the  thin  covering 

view'd, 
Fix'd  eacli  beholder's  eye ;  her  taper  thighs,     . 
And  lineaments  exacfl,  would  mock  the  ikill 
Of  Phidias  ;  nature  alone  can  form 
Suth  due  proportion.     To  compare  with  her, 
Oread,  or  Dryad,  or  of  Delia's  train. 
Fair  virgin  huntrefs,  for  the  chafe  array'd, 
With  painted  quiver  and  unerring  bow. 
Were  but  to  leJTen  her  fuperior  mien. 
And  goddefs-like  deport.     The  mailer's  hand, 
Rare  artifan  !  with  proper  fliades  improve* 
His  lively  colouring  ;  fo  here,  to  grace 
Her  brighter  charms,  next  her  upon  the  plain 
Fufca  the  brown  appears,  with  greedy  eye 
Views  the  rich  prize,  her  tawny  front  cre(fl$ 
Audacious,  and  with  her  legs  unclean. 
Booted  with  grim,  and  with  her  freclded  fizlti, 
Offends  the  crowd.     She  of  the  gypfy  train 
Had  wander'd  long,  and  the  fun's  fcorching  rays 
Imbrown'd  her  vifage  grim  ;  artful  to  view 
The  fpreading  pahn,  and  with  vile  cant  deceive 
The  love-fick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  ftore 
For  airy  vifions  and  fallacious  hope. 
Gorgonius,  if  the  current  fame  fay  true. 
Her  comrade  once,  they  many  a  merry  prank 
Together  play'd,  and  many  a  mile  had  flroll'd, 
For  him  fit  mate.     N;xt  Tabitha  the  tall 
Strode  o'er  the  plain,  with  huge  gigantic  pace, 
And  overlook'd  the  crowd,  known  far  and  near 
For  matdilefs  fpeed ;  flie  many  a  prize  had  won. 
Pride  of  that  neighbouring  "  mart,   for  muftard 

fam'd. 
Sharp-biting  grain,  v/here  amicably  join 
The  fifter  floods,  and  with  their  liquid  arms 
Greeting  embrace.     Here  Gamaliel  fage. 
Of  Cameronian  brood,  with  ruling  rod 
Trains  iip  his  babes  of  grace,  inftruifletl  well 
In  all  the  gainful  difcipiine  of  prayer ; 
To  point  the  holy  leer,  by  ju:t  degrees 
To  clofe  the  twinkling  eye,  t'  expand  the  palms 
T'  expofe  the  whites,  and  with  the  iiglulefs  ball 
To  glare  upon  the  crowd,  to  raife  or  link 
The  docile  voice,  now  murmuring  f  ft  and  lovf 
With  inward  accent  calm,  and  then  again 


*  Teivkjhury    in  the  I'ale  of  Evejbam,   ixiherti  the 
Avon  runs  into  the  Se'virn. 
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In  foaming  floods  of  rapturous  eloquence, 

l^et  loofe  the  ftorm,  and  thunder  through  the  nofe 

The  threaten'd  vengeance  :   every  mufe  profane 

Is  banifli'd  hence,  and,  Heliconian  ftreams 

Deferted,  the  fam'd  Leman  lake  fupplies 

More  plenteous  draughts,  of  mere  divine  import. 

Hail,  happy  youths !  on  whom  indulgent  Heaven  j 

Each  grace  divine  beftows  ;  nor  yet  denies 

Carnal  beatitudes,  fweet  privilege 

Of  faints  eledl  I  Royal  prerogative  ! 

Here  in  domeftic  cares  employ 'd,  and  bound 

To  annual  fervitude,  frail  Tabitha, 

Her  priftine  vigour  loft,  now  mourns  in  vain 

Her  (harpen'd  vifage,  and  the  fickly  qualms 

That  grieve  her  foul;  a  prey  to  love,  while  grace 

Slept  heedlefs  by  !  Yet  her  undaunted  mind 

Still  meditates  the  prize,  and  ftill  (he  hopes, 

Beneath  th'  unwieldy  load,  her  wonted  fpced. 

Others  of  meaner  fame  the  ftately  mufi^ 

Records  not ;   on  more  lofty  flights  intent. 

She  fpUrns  the  ground,  and  mounts  her  native  fkies. 

Room  for  the  mafter  of  the  ring ;  ye  fwains  1 
Divide  your  crowded  ranks.     See  !   there  on  high 
The  glittering  prize,  on  the  tall  ftandard  borne, 
Waving  in  air;  before  him  march  in  files 
The  rural  niinftrelfy,  the  rattling  drum 
Of  folemn  found,  and  th'  animating  horn, 
Each  huntfman's  joy ;  the  tabor  and  the  pipe. 
Companion  dear  at  feads,  whofe  cheerful  notes 
Give  life  and  motion  to  th'  unwieldy  clown. 
Jiv'n  age  revives,  and  the  pale  puking  maid 
feels  ruddy  health  rekindling  on  her  checks, 
And  with  new  vigour  trips  it  o'er  the  plain. 
Counting  each  careful  ftep,  he  paces  o'er 
Th'  allotted  ground,  and  fixes  at  the  goal 
His  flandard,  there  himfelf  majeftic  fwells. 
Stretch'd  in  a  line,  the  panting  rivals  wait 
Th'  expedled  fignal,  with  impatient  eyes 
Mcafure  the  fpace  between,  and  in  conceit 
Already  grafj)  the  warm  contcfted  prize. 

Now  all  at  once  rufh  forv^ard  to  the  goal. 

And  ftep  by  ftcp,  and  fide  by  fide,  they  ply 

Their  buly  feet,  and  leave  the  crowd  behind. 

Quick  heaves  each   breaft,  and  quick   they  fhoot 
along,  [plain. 

Thrmigh  the  divided  air,  and  bound  It  o'er  the 

To  this,  to  that,  capricious  fortune  deals 

Short  hopes,  fhort  fears,  and  momentary  joy. 

The  breaihlefs  throng  with  open  throats  purfue, 

And  broken  accents  fliout  inipericiS  praifc. 

Such  noife  coufus'd  is  heard,  fuch  wild  uproar, 

When  on  the  main  the  fwelling  furges  rife, 

Dafii  o'er  the  rocks,  and,  hurrying  through  the 
flood, 

Drive  on  eack  other's  backs,  and  crowd  the  flrand. 

Before  the  reft  till  Tabitha  was  feen, 

Stretching  amain,  and  whirling  o'er  the  field; 

.Sv»ift  as  the  {hooting  (far  that  gilds  the  night 

With  rapid  tranlient  blaze,  fhe  runs,  Ihe  flies; 

Sudden  fhe  flops,  nor  longer  can  endure 

The  pb.inful  courfe,  but  drooping  finks  away. 

And,  bite  that  falling  meteor,  there  Hie  lies 

A  jelly  cold  on  earth.     Fufca,  with  joy, 

Beheld  her  wretched  plight ;  o'er  the  pale  corfe 

Iflfulting  bounds;  hope  gave  htr  >vinirv;  and  now,  '  And  offers  us  a  dtingeon  for  a  throjie, 


Exerting  all  her  fpeed,  ftep  after  ftep', 
At  Ganderetta's  c'bow  urg'd  her  way, 
Her  fhoulder  preflTmg,  and  with  poifonous  breath 
Tainting  her  ivory  neck.     Long  while  had  held 
The  fliarp  conteft,  had  not  propitious  Heaven, 
With  partial  hands,  to  fuch  tranfcendent  charms 
Difpens'd  its  favours.     For  as  o'er  the  green 
The  carelefs  gypfy,  with  incautious  fpeed, 
Pufh'd  forward,  and  her  rival  fair  had  reach'd 
With  equal  pace,  and  only  not  o'erpafs'd  ; 
Haply  file  treads,  where  late  the  merry  train, 
In  wafteful  luxury,  and  wanton  joy, 
Liavifli  had  fpilt  the  cyder's  frothy  flood. 
And  mead  with  cuftard  mix'd.   Surpris'd,  appall'd,' 
And  in  the  treacherous  puddle  ftruggling  long, 
She  flipp'd,  flie  fell,  upon  her  back  fupine 
Ex'ended  lay;  the  laughing  multitude 
With  noify  fcorn  approv'd  her  jult  difgrace. 
As  the  fleek  leveret  ikims  before  the  pack. 
So  flies  the  nymph,  attd  fo  the  crowd  purfue. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  wind,  the  dear  one  flies. 
Swift  as  the  various  goddefs,  nor  lefs  bright 
In  beauty's  prime;  when  through  the  yielding  air 
She  darts  along,  and  with  refradied  rays 
Paints  the  gay  clouds  ;   celeftial  meffenger, 
Charg'd  with  the  high  beheiU  of  Heaven's  great 

queen! 
Her  at  the  goal  with  opren  arms  receiv'd 
Fond  Hobbinol;   with  aiftive  leap  he  feiz'd 
The  coftly  prize,  and  laid  it  at  her  feet. 
Then  paufing  ftood,  dumb  with  excefsof  joy, 
ExprefTive  fileiice  '.  for  each  tender  glance 
Betray'd  the  raptures  that  his  tongue  conceal'd, 
Lefs  mute  the  crowd,  in  echoing  fhouts,  applaud 
Her  fpeed,  her  beauty,  his  obfcquious  love. 

Up  n  a  little  eminence,  whofe  top 
O'erlouk'd  the  plain,  a  ftcep,  but  fhort  afcent, 
Plac'd  in  a  chair  of  ftate,  with  garlands  crown'd. 
And  loaded  with  the  fragrance  of  the  fpring. 
Fair  Ganderetta  fhone;  like  mother  Eve 
In  her  gay  lyivan  lodge,  delicious  bower! 
Where  nature's  wanton  hand,  above  the  reack 
Of  rule,  or  art,  h,4d  lavifo'd  all  her  ftore, 
I'o  deck  the  flowery  roof ;  and  at  her  fide. 
Imperial  Hobbinol,  with  front  fublime. 
Great  as  a  Roman  conful,juft  return'd 
from  cities  fack'd,  and    lovinces  laid  wafte, 
l;i  his  paternal  wicker  iat,  enthron'd. 
With  eager  eyes  the  crowd  about  them  prefs. 
Ambitious  to  behold  the  happy  pair. 
Each  voice,  each  inftrument,  proclaims  their  joy 
With  loudefl:  vehemence  :  fuch  iioifc  is  heard, 
Such  a  tumultuous  din,  when,  at  the  call 
Of  Britain's  fovereign,  the  ruftic  bands 
O'erfpread  the  fields;  the  fubtle  candidates 
D  ff-mhled  homage  pay,  and  court  the  fools 
Whom  they  defpife  ;  each  proud  majeftic  clcrwa 
J^doks  big,  and  fhouts  amain,  mad  with  the  tafte 
Of  power  fupreme,  frail  empire  of  a  day ! 
That  with  the  letting  fun  extindt  is  lofl. 

Nor  is  thy  grandeur,  mighty  Hobbinol 
Of  longer  date,      short  is,  alas  !  the  reign 
Of  mortal  pride  ;  we  play  our  parts  a  while. 
And  flrut  upon  the  flage;   the  fcene  is  chaxig'dj 
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Wretched  vlciffitude  !  for,  after  all 

His  tinfel  dreams  of  empire  and  renown, 

Fortune,  capricious  dame,  withdraws  at  once 

The  goodly  profpe<9:,  to  his  eyes  prefents 

Her,  whom  his  confciout  foul  abhorr'd,  and  fear'd. 

I^o  I  pufhing  through  the  crowd,  a  meagre  form, 

With  hafty  ftep,  and  vifage  incompos'd  ! 

Wildly  fte  ftar'd  ;  rage  fparkled  in  her  eyes, 

^nd  poverty  fat  flirinking  on  her  cheeks. 

Yet  through  the  cloud  that  hung  upon  her  brows, 

A-faded  luftre  broke,  that  dimly  flione 

Shorn  of  its  beams,  the  ruins  of  a  face, 

Impair'd  by  time,  and  fhatter'd  by  misfortun£s. 

Afroward  babe  hung  at  her  flabby  breaft, 

And  tugg'd  for  life  ;  but  wept,  witli  hideous  moan. 

His  fruflrate  hopes,  and  unavailing  pains. 

Another  o'er  her  bending  (boulder  peep'd. 

Swaddled  around  with  rags  of  various  hue. 

He  kens  his  comrade  twin  with  envious  eye, 

As  of  his  (hare  defrauded ;  then  amain 

He  alfo  fcreams,  and  to  his  brother's  cries 

In  doleful  concert  joins  his  loud  laments. 

O  dire  eSetSt  of  lawlefs  love !   O  1'  ing 

Of  pleafure  paft  !  As  when  a  full-freight  fhip, 

Bleft  in  a  rich  return  of  pearls  vt  gold. 

Or  fragrant  fpice,  or  filks  of  coftly  dye, 

Makes  to  the  wifh'd-for  port  with  fwelling  fails, 

And  all  her  gaudy  trim  difplay'd ;  o'erj^y'd 

The  mafter  fmiles;  but  if  from  fo  .  e  fmall  creek, 

A  lurking  corfair  the  rich  quarry  fpies. 

With  all  her  fails  bears  down  upon  her  prey, 

And  pales  of  thunder  from  her  hollow  fides 

Check  his  triumphant  courfe ;  aghaft  he  {lands 

Stiflen'd  with  fear,  unable  torefift, 

And  impotent  to  fly;  all  his  fond  hopes 

Are  dalh'd  at  once !  nought  now,  alas !  remains 

But  the  fad  choice  of  flavery  or  death  1 

So  far'd  it  with  the  haplefs  Hobbinol, 

in  the  full  blaze  of  his  triumphant  joy 

Surpris'd  by  her,  whofe  dreadful  face  alone 

Could  fhake  his  ftedfaft  foul.     In  vain  he  turns. 

And  fhifts  his  place  averfe;  flie  haunts  him  ftill. 

And  glares  upon  him,  with  her  haggard  eyes. 

That  fiercely  fpoke  Jier   wrongs.     Words  fwell'd 

with  fighs 
At  length  burft  forth,  and  thus  ftie  ftorms  enrag'd. 
"  Know'ft    thou    not    me .'    falfe   man :   not  to 
"  know  me 
"  Argues  thyfelf  unknowing  of  thyfelf, 
"  Puff'd  up  with  pride,  and  bloated  with  fuccefs. 
"  Is  injur'd  Mopfa  then  fo  foon  forgot  ? 
"  Thou  knew 'ft  me  once,  ah  !  woe  is  me  !  thou 

"  didft. 
"  But  if  laborious  days  and  fleeplefs  nights, 
"  If  hunger,  cold,  contempt,  and  penury, 
*'  Infeparable  guefts,  have  thus  difguis'd 
'    l"by  once-belov'd,  thy  handmaid  dear  ;  if  thine 


"  And  fortune's  frown*  have  blafled  all  my  charms; 
"  If  here  no  rofes  grow,  no  lilies  bloom, 
"  Nor  rear  their  heads  on  this  negledled  face; 
"  If  through  the  world  I  range  a  flighted  fhade, 
"  The  ghoft  of  what  I  was,  forlorn,  unknown  ; 
"  At  leaft  know  thefe.    bee  !  this  fweetfimperin^ 

"  babe, 
"  Dear  image  of  thyfelf;  fee  '.  how  it  fprunts 
"  With  joy  at  thy  approach  !  fee,  how  it  gilds 
"  Its  loft  fmor.th  face,  with  falfe  paternal  fmiles  J 
"   Native  deceit,  from  thee,  bafe  man,  deriv'dl 
"   Or  view  this  other  elf,  in  every  art 
"  Of  fn.iling  fraud,  in  every  treacherous  leer, 
"  The  very  Hobbinol !  ah  !   cruel  man  ! 
"  Wicked,   ingrate  I     and   could'ft    thou  then  Co 

"  foon, 
"  So  foon  forget  that  pleafing  fatal  night, 
"  When  mc,  beneath  the  flnwe-y  thorn  furpris'd 
"  Thy  artful  wiles  betray'd  ?  was  there  a  ftar, 
"   By  which  thou   didft  not  fwear  ?  was  there  a 

"  curfe, 
"  A  plague  on  earth,  thou  didft  not  then  invoke 
"  On  that  devoted  head  ;  if  e'er  thy  heart 
"   Prov'd  haggard  to  my  love,  if  e'er  thy  hand 
"  Dedin'd  the  nuptial  bond  ?  but,  oh  !  to<^  well, 
"  Too  well,  alas  !  my  throbbing  breaft  perceiv'd 
'*  The    black    impending    ftorm;    the    coi.fcious 

"  moon 
"  Veil'd  in  a  fable  cloud  her  modeft  face, 
"    And  boding  owls  proclaim'd  the  dire  event. 
"  And  yet  I  love  thee. — Oh  !  could'll  thou  behold 
"   That  image  dwelling  in  my  heart !  but  why, 
"   Why  wafte  I  here  thefe  unavailing  tears .' 
"  On  this  thy  minion,  on  this  tawdry  thing. 
"   On  this  gay  vicStim,  thus  with  garlands  crown'd, 
"   All.  all  my  vengeance  fall  1  ye  lightnings,  blaft 
"  That  face  accurs'd,  the  fource  of  all  my  woe  ! 
"  Arm,  arm,  ye  furies!  arm  ;  all  hell  break  loofe  ! 
"  While  thuo  I  lead  yoti  to  my  juft  revenge, 
"   And  thus" — Up  llarts  th'  aftonifli'd  Hobbinol 
To  fave  his  better  half     "  FJy,  fly,"  he  crie.!?, 
"   Fly,  my  dear  life,  the  fiend's  malicious  rage." 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  fear,  away  fhe  b<iunds. 
And  in  the  neighbouring  village  pants  forlorn. 
So  the  cours'd  hare  to  the  clofe  covert  flies. 
Still  trembling,  though  fecure.     Poor  Hobbinol 
More  grievous  ills  attend :   around  him  prefs 
A  multitude,  with  huge  Herculian  clubs, 
Terrific  band  1   the  r^yal  mandate  thefe 
Infultiiig  {how  :   arrefted,  and  amaz'd. 
Half  dead  he  ftands ;  no  friends  dare  interpofe. 
But  bow  dejedled  to  th'  imperial  fcroU  : 
Such  is  the  force  of  law.     While  confcious  (ham^ 
Sits  heavy  on  his  brow,  they  view  the  wretch 
To  Rhadamanth's  auguft  tribunal  dragg'd. 
Good  Rhadamanth  !   to  every  wanton  clown 
Severe,  indulgent  to  himfelf  alone. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  feveral  adls  of  parliament  in  favour  of  Fal- 
conry are  an  evident  proof  of  that  high  eftecm 
our  anceftors  liad  conceived  for  this  noble  diverfion. 
©ur  neighbours,  France.  Germany,  Italy,  and  all 
the  reft  of  Europe,  have  fcemed  to  vie  with  one 
another,  who  fhould  pay  the  greateft  htnours  to 
the  courageous  falcon.  Princes  and  dates  were 
her  prote<5tors;  and  men  of  the  greattll:  genius, 
and  moll  accompliflied  in  all  forts  -f  literature, 
with  pleafure  carried  the  hawk  on  their  fids.  But 
the  princes  of  Afia,  Turks,  Tartars,  Perfians,  In- 
dians, &c  have  greatly  out-done  us  Europeans  in 
the  fplendor  and  iragnificcnce  of  their  field-pa- 
rades, both  as  huntfmen  and  falconers.  For  though 
the  defcription  of  flying  at  the  flag  and  other  wild 
beafts  with  eagles,  may  be  thought  a  little  in- 
credible, yet  permit  mc  to  allure  the  reader  that 
it  is  no  fidtlon,  but  a  real  fad:.  All  the  ancient 
books  of  falconry  give  us  an  account  of  it,  and  the 
relations  of  travellers  confiirn  it.  But  what  I 
think  puts  it  out  of  all  difpute,  is  the  defcription 
the  famous  Monfieur  de  Thou  has  given  us  in 
his  Latin  poem,  "  De  Re  Accipitraria,"  lately  re- 
printed at  Venice  in  173J,  with  an  kalian  tianlla- 
tion  and  notes. 

"  Hoc  ftudio  Hxmonil  circumfonat  aula  tyranni, 
"  Tercenfum  illi  equites,  quoties  venabula  poicit, 
'.'  Tot  pedites  adfunt  :  longo  nemus  omnc  reniiigit 
*'  I.atrantum  occurfu,  venatorumque  repulfis 
"  Vocibus;    heic   gemini,   neque    enim  fatis  effe 

"  ferendo 
"  Unus  tanto  oneri  poflit,  cedente  petauro 
"  Circum    aquilam   geftant,   aliam  totidem  inde 

"  miniftri 
'*  Impofitani  fubeunt :  quarum  minor  ilia  vulucri 
"   Ore  canum  voces  fingit,  nemora  avia  complens 
"  Tcrrore  ingenti  :   latchris  turn  excita  repente 
"  Infclix  fera  prorumpit :  ruit  altera  demum 
«•  Subluiiis  compar  magno  itridore  per  auras  j 


"  Involat"^nque  oculos  et  provolat,  atque  capaces 

"  Expandens  per  inane  finus,  caligine  denfa, 

"   Horribilique  fupervolitans  coeluni  obruit  umbra. 

"   Nee  minor  interea  obOftit :   fublimis  ut  ilia 

"  Haec  humilis   Cc  terga  volans  premit  et  latU3 

"  urget : 
"  Neve  gradum  referat  tetro,  et  vefligia  vertat, 
"  Seu  canrea  aut  cervu^  fefc  tullt  obviusillis, 
"  Roflro  atque   ungue  minax  vetat,  et  cum  com- 

"  pare  vires 
"  Alternat  focias,  artemque  remunerat  arte. 
"  Nee  mora,  nee  requies;  furiis  extcrrita  tantis 
"  Donee  in  infidias  cxca  convalle  locatas 
"  Precipitet  rabidis  fera  mox  lanianda  MolofTis." 

I  am  very  much  obliged  to  thofe  gentlemen  who 
have  read  with  favour  my  poem  upon  hunting  : 
their  goodnefs  has  encouraged  me  to  make  this 
fliort  fupplement  to  the  Chafe,  and  in  this  i)oem  to 
give  them  fome  account  of  all  the  Riorc  polite  en.- 
tertainments  of  the  field. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Introdudlion,  ver.  I.  Defcription  of  flying  at  the 
flag  with  eagles,  after  the  manner  of  the  Afiatic 
princes,  7.  Defcription  of  hern-hav/king,  109, 
Of  flying  at  the  river,  179.  Partridge-hawking, 
232.  Daring  the  lark  with  an  hobby  juft  men- 
tioned, 235.  Shooting  flying,  241.  Setting,  345, 
Angling,  261.  Conclufion,  271. 

Once  more,  Great  Prince,  permit  an  humble  bard 
Proflrate  to  pay  his  homage  at  your  feet ; 
Then,  like  the  morning  lark  from  the  low  ground 
Towering  aloft,  fublime  to  foar,  and  fing; 
Sing  the  heart-cheering  pleafure  of  the  fields. 
The  choice  delight  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 

In  earlier  times,  monarchs  of  eaftern  race 
In  their  full  blaze  of  pride,  as  ftory  tells, 
Train'd  up  th'  imperial  eagle,  facred  bird  I 
Hooded,  with  jingling  bells,  f.ic  perch'd  on  high  ; 
Nc:  as  when  erit  on  golden  wings  Ihe  led         11 
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The  Roman  legions  o'er  the  conquer'd  globe, 
Mankind  her  quarry  ;  but  a  docile  flave, 
Tam'd  to  the  lure,  and  careful  to  attend 
Her  niafter's  voice.    Behold  the  man  renown'd, 
Abbas  the  Great  (whom  all  his  fawning  flaves 
Deem'd  king  of  kings ;    vain  fools '.     They  fure 

forgot 
Greater  Leonidas,  and  thofe  fatal  ilraits       [heaps 
Blood-ftain'd,   where   flaughter'd  Perfians  fell  on 
A  dreadful  carnage  ;)     See  his  numerous  hoft     zo 
Spread  wide  the  plains,  and  in  their  front  upborne 
Each  on  her  perch,  that  bends  beneath  her  weight, 
Two  filler  eagles,  {lately  ponderous  birds ! 
The  air's  a  defert,  and  the  feaiher'd  race 
Fly  to  the  neighbouring  coverts  dark  retreats. 
The  royal  pair  on  wing,  this  whirls  around 
In  circles  wide,  or  like  the  fwallovv  ficims 
The  ruffet  plain,  and  mimics  as  fhe  flies 
(By  many  a  fleeplefs  night  inftru^Sted  well)         > 
The  hound's  Isud  openings,  or  the  fpariiel's  queft. 
What  cannot  wakeful  induftry  fubdue  !  30 

Meanwhile  that  mounts  on  high,  and  feems  t«»  view 
A  black  afcending  cloud  ;  when  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Of  vapours  dank  condens'd,  the  fun's  bright  beams 
Pain  not  her  fight;  ftie  with  expanded  fails 
Works  through  th'  etherial  fluid  ;  then  perhaps 
Sees   through  a  break  of  clouds  this  felf-pais'd 

orb 
Hard  by  her  hand-maid  moon.  She  looks  beneath 
Contemptuous,  and  beholds  from  far  this  earth, 
This  mole-hill  earth,  and  all  its  bufy  ants  40 

I^abnuring  for  life,  which  lafts  fo  lliort  a  day 
Juft.  blazing  and  extinfl.    So  thou,  my  foul, 
That  breath  of  life,  which  all^ien  mufl  perceive 
But  none  dillindly  know,  when  once  efcap'd 
From  this  poor  helplefs  corfe,  and  when  on  high 
Borne  on  angelic  wings,  look  down  with  fcorn 
On  this  mean  leffening  world,  and  kr^aves  grown 

rich ; 
By  chance,  or  fraud,  or  infolence  of  power. 
Now  from  her  higheft  pitch,  by  quick  degrees. 
With  lefs  ambition  nearer  earth  fhe  tends,  50 

As  yet  fcarce  vifible  ;  and  high  in  air 
Pois'd  on  extended  wings,  with  Iharper  ken 
Attentive  marks  whate'er  is  done  below. 
Thus  fome  wife  general  from  a  rifing  ground 
Obferve  th'  embattled  foe,  where  ferried  ranks 
Forbid  accefs,  or  where  their  order  loofe 
Invites  th'  attack,  and  points  the  way  to  fate. 
All  now  is  tumult,  each  heart  fvvells  with  joy, 
The  falconers  fhout,  and  the  wide  concave  rings, 
Tremble  the  forefls  round,  the  joyuus  cries         60 
Float  through  the  vales ;  and  rocks,  and  woods, 

and  hills 
Return  the  varied  founds.    Forth  burfts  the  flag, 
Nor  trufts  the  mazes  of  his  deep  recels  : 
Fear  hid  him  clofe,  llrange  incoiiGflent  guide  1 
Now  hurries  him  aghaft,  with  bufy  feet 
Far  o'er  the  fpacious  plain  ;  he  pants  to  reach 
The  mountain's  brow,  or  with  unfteady  flcp 
To  climb  the  craggy  cliff  :  the  gray-hounds  fltain 
Behind  to  pinch  his  haunch,  who  fcarce  evades 
Their  gaping  jaws.    One  eagle  wheeling  Hies     70 
In  airy  labyrinths,  or  with  eafier  wing 
Skinas  by  his  fidcj  and  ftuns  his  natienc  ear 


With  hideous  cries,  then  peals  his  forehead  broad, 
Or  at  her  eyes  his  fatal  malice  aims. 
The  other,  like  the  bolt  of  angry  heaven, 
Darts  down  at  once,  and  fixes  on  his  back 
Her  griping  talonf,  ploughing  with  her  beak 
Hispamper'd  chine:  the  blocd,  and  fweat  diftiil'd 
From  many*a  dripping  furrow,  ftains  the  foil. 
Who  pities  not  this  fury-haunted  wretch  80 

Embarrafs'd  thus,  on  every  fide  diftrefs'd  ? 
Death  will  relieve  him  :  for  the  gray-hounos  fierce. 
Seizing  their  prey,  f<on  drag  him  to  the  ground  : 
Groaning  he  falls;  with  eyes  that  fvvim  in  tears 
He  loviks  on  man,  chief  author  of  his  woe, 
And  weeps,  and  dies.    The  grandees  prcfs  around 
To  dip  their  fabres  In  his  boiling  blood  ; 
Unfeemly  joy  1     '  Fis  barbarous  to  infult 
A  fallen  woe.     The  dogs,  and  birds  of  prey 
Infatiate,  on  his  reeking  bowels  feaft,  90 

But  the  Hern  falconer  claims  the  lion's  fliare. 
Such  are  the  fports  of  kings,  and  better  far 
Than  royal  robbery,  and  the  bloody  jaws 
Of  all  devouring  v/ar.    Each  animal, 
By  natural  inftindl  taught,  fpares  his  own  kind  : 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at  large, 
Free-booter  unreftrain'd,  deflroys  at  will 
The  whole  creation,  men  and  beads  his  prey, 
Thefe  for  his  pleafurc,  for  his  glory  thole. 
Next  will  I  fing  the  valiant  falcon's  fame  100 

Aerial  fights,  where  no  confederate  brute 
Joins  in  the  bloody  fray  ;  but  bird  with  bird 
Jufts  in  mid  air.  Lo '   at  his  fiege  the  hern. 
Upon  the  bank  of  fome  faiall  purling  brook, 
Oljfervant  {lands  to  take  his  fcaly  prize, 
Himfelf  another's  game,     ^or  mark  behind 
The  wily  falconer  creeps ;  nis  grazing  horfe 
Conceals  the  treacherous  foe,  and  on  his  fift 
Th'  unhooded  falcon  fits:   with  eager  eyes 
She  meditates  her  prey,  and,  in  her  wild  IIO 

Conceit,  already  plumes  the  dying  bird. 
Up  fprings  the  hern,  redoubling  every  flroke, 
Confcious  of  danger  flretches  far  away, 
With  bufy  pennons  and  projected  beak, 
Piercing  th'  opponent  clouds  :   the  falcon  fwift 
Follows  at  fpeed,  mounts  as  he  mounts,  for  hope 
Gives  vigour  to  her  wings.     Another  foon 
Strains  ai^ter  to  fupport  the  bold  attack. 
Perhaps  a  third.     As  in  fome  winding  creek, 
On  proud  Iberia's  fhore,  the  csrfairs  lly  ISO 

Lurk  waiting  to  furprife  a  Britifh  fail. 
Full  freighted  from  Hetruria's  friendly  ports, 
Or  rich  Byzantium  ;  after  he  r:iey  fciid, 
Dalhing  the  fpumy  waves  witli  equal  oars, 
And  fpreading  all  theii   flirouis;  {lie  makes  the 

main 
Inviting  every  gale,  nor  yet  forgets 
To  clear  her  deck,  and  tell  th'  iniulting  foe, 
In  peals  of  thunder,  Britons  cannot  fear. 
So  flies  the  hern  purfu'd,  but  fighting  flies. 
Warm  grows  the  confli6l,  every  nerve's  employ 'd  ; 
Nov/  through  the  yielding  element  they  foar  I35, 
Afpiring  high, .then  fink  at  once,  and  voxe 
In  tracklels  mazes  through  the  troubled  Iky. 
No  reft,  no  peace.     The  falcon  hovering  flies 
Balanc'd  in  air,  and  confidently  bold 
U'ii'.gi  o'er  him  like  a  cloud,  then  aims  her  blm^p 
H  h  iiij 
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Full  at  his  deftin'd  head.     The  watchful  hern 
iFhoots  frnni  her  like  a  blazinn;  meteor  fwift 
That  gilds  the  night,  eludes  her  talons  keen 
And  pointed  beak,  and  gains  a  length  of  way.  14O 
Obferve  th'  attentive  crowd  ;  all  hearts  are  fix'd 
On  this  important  war,  and  piealing  h'ipe 
Glows  in  each  breaft.     The  vulgar  and  the  great. 
Equally  happy  now,  with  freedom  fliare 
The  common  joy.     The  fhephcrd-boy  forgets 
His  bleating  care  ;  the  labouring  hind  lets  fall 
His  grain  unfown  ;  in  tranfport  loft,  he  robs 
Th'  expe<S;ing  furrow,  and  in  wild  amaze 
The  gazing  village  point  their  eyes  to  heaven. 
W  here  is  the  tongue  can  fpeak  the  falconer's  cares, 
'  Twixt  h'-pes  and  fears,  as  in  a  temped  toft  ?    151 
His  fluttering  heart,  his  varying  cheeks  confefs 
His  inward  woe.     Now  like  a  wearied  ftag, 
That  ftands  at  bay,  the  hern  provokes  their  rage  ; 
Clofe  by  his  languid  wing,  in  downy  plumes 
Covers  his  fatal  beak,  and  cautious  hides 
The  well-diffcmblcd  fraud.      The  falcon  darts 
Like  lightning  from  above,  and  in  her  breaft 
Receives  the  latent  death  ;  down  ]>lum  ftie  falls 
Pounding  from  earth,  and  with  her  trickling  gore 
Ijf^le' her  gaudy  plumage.     See,  alas  !  161 

Ti*  falconer  in  defpair,  his  favourite  bird 
Dead  at  his  feet,  as  of  his  dcareft  friend 
He  weeps  her  fate  ;  he  meditates  revenge, 
He  ftorms,  he  foams,  he  gives  a  Icofe  to  rage  : 
l^or  wants  he  long  the  means;  the  hern  fatigu'd. 
Borne  down  by  numbers  yields,  and  prone  oh  earth 
He  drops  :   his  cruel  foes  wheeling  around 
Irfult  at  will.     The  vengeful  falconer  flies 
Swift  as  an  arrow  fhoj-ing  to  their  aid  ;  170 

Then  murt:  ring  inward  curfes  breaks  his  wings, 
And  fixes  in  the  ground  his  hated  beak  ; 
Sees  with  malignant  joy  the  vidors  proud 
Shiear'd  with  his  blond,  and  on  his  marrow  feaft. 

Unhappy  bird  !  our  fathers'  prime  delight ! 
Who  fenc'd  thine  eyrie  round  with  facre-d  laws. 
Nor  mighty  princes  now  diidain  fo  Wear 
Thy  waving  creft,  the  mark  of  high  command, 
With  gold,  and  pearl,  and  brillant  gems  adorn'd. 

'  N.iw,if  the  cryftal  ftream  deli;ht  thee  more,i8o 
Sportfman, 'ead  on,  where  through  the  reedy  bank 
1  h'  infinaating  waters  filter'd  ftray 
in  i^any  a  winding  maze.    The  wild-duck  there 
feluts  on  the  fattening  oufe,  or  ftcals  the  fpawn 
Of  teeming  (hoals,  her  more  delicious  feaft. 
How-  do  the  fun-beams  on  the  glaffy  plain 
Sport  wanton  and  amufe  our  wondering  eyes 
With  varioi'f.y-refieifted  changing  rays  I 
The  murmuring  ftream  fahites  the  flowery  mead 
That  gkwi  wit ii fragrance;  nature  all  around  190 
Confents  ro  blef».    What  fluggard  now  would  link 
In  beds  of  down  ?  what  mifcr  would  not  leave 
J^is  hags  untold  for  this  tranfporting  fcene  .' 
Faiconer,  take  care,  oppofe  thy  wcll-train'd  fteed, 
And  flily  flaik  ;  unho^  d  thy  falcon  bold, 
Obferve  at  feed  the  unfufpe<5ling  team 
Paddling  with  oary  feet  :   he's  fcen,  they  fly. 
No;v  at  full  fp  'c-J  the  falconer  fpurs  away 
■f  aflift  his  favourite  hawk,  fhe  from  the  reft 
Has  fiiigled  out  the  mallard  young  and  gay,     200 
Whofe  green  and  a^urc  brightens  in  the  fun. 


Swift  as  the  wind  that  fwecps  the  defert  plain, 
With  feet,  wings,  beak,  he  cuts  the  liquid  flcy  : 
Behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  fail;   for  fee 
Th'  unequal  foe  gains  on  him  as  he  flies. 
Long  holds  th'  aerial  courfe  ;  they  rife,  they  fall. 
Now  fkim  in  circling  rings,  then  ftretch  away 
With  all  their  force,  till  at  one  fatal  ftroke 
The  vigorous  hawk,  exerting  every  nerve, 
Trufs'd  in  mid-air  bears  down  her  captive  prey,  iio 
'  ris  well  on  earth  they  fall ;  for  oft  the  duck 
Miftrufts  her  coward  wings,  and  feeks  again 
The  kind  protefting  flood :    if  haply  then 
The  falcon  rafh  aim  a  decifive  blow, 
And  fpring  to  gripe  her  floating  prey  ;  at  once 
She  dives  beneath,  and  near  feme  ofier's  root 
Pops  up  her  head  fecure;  then  views  her  foe 
Juft  in  the  grafping  of  her  fond  defires, 
And  in  full  pride  of  triuniph,  whelm'd  beneath 
The  gliding  ftream.     Ah  1  where  are  now,  proud 
bird  1  aao 

Thy  flately  trappings,  and  thy  filver  bells, 
Thy  glofTy  plumage,  and  thy  Clken  creft  ? 
Say,  tyrant  of  the  fkies  1   Wouldft  thou  not  now 
Exchange  with  thy  but  late  defponding  foe 
Thy  dreadful  talons,  and  thy  poli&'d  beak. 
For  her  wtb-feet  defpis'd  ?  How  happy  they  I 
Who,  when  gay  pleafure  courts,  and  f  irtune  fmilea. 
Fear  the  revtrfe,  with  caution  tread  thsfe  paths 
Where  rofes  grow,  but  wily  vipers  creep  1 

Thefe  are  expenfive  joys,  fit  for  the  great    230 
Of  large  domains  poflefs'd  :  enough  for  me 
To  boaf'  the  gentle  fpar-hawk  on  my  fift. 
Or  fly  the  paitridge  from  the  briftly  field. 
Retrieve  the  covy  with  my  bnfy  train. 
Or  with  my  foaring  hobby  dare  the  lark. 

But,  if  the  fhady  woods  my  cares  employ. 
In  queft;  of  feather'd  game,  my  fi'aniels  beat 
Puzzling  th'  entangled  copfe;  and  from  the  brake 
Pufli  forth  the  whirring  pheafai.t ;   high  in  air 
He  waves  his  v^j-ied  plumes,  flretching  away  243 
With  hafty  wing.     Soon  frrm  th'  uplifted  tube 
The  mimic  thunder  burfis,  the  leadtn  death 
O'ertakes  him  ;  and  with  many  a  giddy  whirl 
To  earth  he  falls,  and  at  my  feet  expires. 

When  autumn  fmiles,  all  beauteous  in  decay, 
And   paints  each   chequer'd    grove  with  various 

hues; 
My  fetter  ranges  in  the  new-fhorn  fields, 
His  nofe  in  air  eredl;  from  ridge  to  ridge 
Panting  he  bounds,  his  quarter'd  ground  divides 
In  equal  intervals,  nor  carelefs  leaves  2JO 

One  inch  untry'd.     At  length  the  tainted  gales 
His  noftfils  wide  inhale;  quick  joy  elates 
His  beating  heart,  which,  aw'd  by  diicipline 
Severe,  he  dares  not  own;  but  cautious  creeps 
Low-cowering,  ftep  by  ftep  ;  at  laft  attains 
His  proper  diftance  ;  there  he  ftops  at  once, 
And  points  with  his  inftrudlive  nofe  upon 
The  trembling  prey.     On  wings  of  wind  upborne 
The  floating  net  unfolded  flies  ;  then  drops. 
And  the  poor  fluttering  captives  rife  in  vain.    460 

Or  haply  on  feme  river's  cooling  bank, 
Patiently  mufmg,  all  intent  I  ftand 
To  hook  the  fcaly  glutton.     Seel   down  finks 
My  coik,  that  faithful  m&iiitor ;  his  weigh: 


My  taper  angle  bends ;  furprisM,  amaz'd, 

^e  glitters  in  the  fun,  and  ftruggling  pants 

For  liberty,  till  in  the  purer  air 

He  breathes  no  more.    Such  are  our  pleafing  cares, 

And  fweet  amufeinents,  fuch  each  bufy  drudge 

Envious  muft  wifh,  and  all  the  wife  enjoy.       270 

Thus,  moft  illuflrious  prince,  have  I  prefum'd 
In  my  obfcure  fojourn  to  fmg  at  eafe 
Rural  delights,  the  joy,  and  fweet  repaft 
Of  every  noble  mind  :   and  now  perchance 
Untimely  fing  ;  fmce  from  yon  neighbouring  (here 
The  grumbling  thunder  rolls;  calm  peace  alarm'd 
Starts  from  her  couch,  and  the  rude  din  of  war 
Sounds  harfh  in  every  ear.    But  righteous  heaven  I 
Britain  deferted,  friendlefs,  and  alone, 
Will  not  as  yet  defpair  :  ftiine  but  in  arms, 
O  prince,  belovM  by  all  I  patron  profcfs'd 
Of  liberty  '.  with  every  virtue  crown'd  I         [cliffs. 
Millions  fliall  crowd   her  ftrand  ;  and  her  white 
A»  Feneriff,  or  Atlas  firm,  defy 
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The  break  of  fsas,  and  malice  of  her  foes ; 


Nor  the  proud  Gaul  prevail  where  Csefar  fail'd, 

NOTES  ON  FIELD-SPORTS. 

Ver.  18.  Straits  of  Thermopylje.  See  the  ftory 
of  Xerxes. 

Ver.  103.  The  place  where  the  hern  takes  his 
(land,  watching  his  prey. 

Ver.  169.  This  is  done  to  prevent  his  hurting 
the  hawk  :  they  generally  alfo  break  their  legs. 

Ver.  172.  The  reward  of  the  hawk  made  of  the 
brains,  marrow,  and  blood,  which  they  call  in  Ita- 
lian, itoffia. 

Ver.  1 74.  No  man  was  permitted  to  flioot  witb- 
in  600  yards  of  the  eyrie,  or  nefl  of  an  hern,  under 
great  penalties. 

Ver.  176.  The  hern's  top  worn  at  coronatiorre 
here,  and  by  the  great  men  in  Aiia  in  their  tur-. 
bans. 


OCCASIONAL  POEMS,  TRANSLATIONS,  FABLES,  AND 

TALES. 


"  Dum  nihil  habemus  majus,  calamo  ludlmus.'' 


Ph^ed. 


TO  WILLIAM  SOMERVILE 

OF  WARWICKSHIRE,  ESq. 

©/!  reading  feveral  of  his  ILxcelhnt  Poems.      By  Alia 
Riimfay, 

Sir,  I  have  read,  and  much  admire, 

Vour  mufe's  gay  and  eafy  flow, 
Warm'd  with  that  true  Idalian  fire 

That  gives  the  bright  and  cheerful  glow. 

I  conn'd  each  line  wirh  joyous  care. 

As  I  can  fuch  from  fun  to  fun  ; 
And,  like  the  glutton  o'er  his  fare 

Delicious,  thought  them  too  foon  done. 
The  witty  fmile,  nature  and  art, 

In  all  your  numbers  fo  combine, 
As  to  complete  their  juft  defert. 

And  grace  them  with  uncommon  (hine. 
Delighted  we  your  mufe  regard, 

When  flie  like  Pindar's  fpreads  her  wings; 
And  virtue,  being  its  own  reward, 

Exprefles  by  tiie  filler  fprings. 
Emotions  tender  crowd  the  mind, 

When  with  the  royal  bard  you  go. 
To  figh  in  notes  divinel;.  kind, 

"  The  mighty  fall'n  on  mount  Gilbo." 

Much  furely  was  the  virgin's  joy. 
Who  with  the  Iliad  had  your  lays; 

For  e'er,  and  fince  the  Cege  of  Troy, 
We  all  delight  in  lovs  and  praife. 


Thefe  heaven-born  panions,fuch  defire, 
I  never  yet  could  think  a  crime  ; 

But  firft-rate  virtues  which  infpire 
The  foul  to  reach  at  the  fublinic 

But  oftea  men  miilake  the  way, 

And  pump  for  fame  by  empty  boaft. 

Like  your  "  gilt  afs,"  who  ftoud  to  braf. 
Till  in  a  flame  his  tail  he  loft. 

Him  "  th'  incurious  Bencher"  hits. 

With  his  own  tale,  fo  tight  and  clean. 
That,  while  I  re^d,  ftreams  gufli,  by  fits 

Of  hearty  laughter,  from  my  een. 
Old  Chaucer,  bard  of  vaft  ingine, 

Fontsine  and  Prior,  who  have  fang 
Blyth  tales  the  beft ;  had  they  heard  thine 

On  Lob,  they'd  own'd  themfelves  out-doaCi 
The  plot's  purfued  with  fo  much  glee. 

The  too  officious  "  dog  and  prieft," 
The  "  fquire  opprefs'd,"  I  own  for  me, 

I  never  heard  a  better  jeft. 

Pope  well  defcrib'd  an  ember  game. 

And  "  King  revenging  captive  queen  " 

He  merits ;  but  had  won  more  fame, 
If  author  of  your  "  Bowling-green." 

You  paint  your  parties,  play  each  bowl. 
So  natural,  jutl,  and  with  fuch  eafe. 

That,  while  I  read,  upon  my  foul  I 
I  wonder  how  I  chance  to  pleaf6> 
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Yet  I  have  plcas'd,  and  plcafc  the  bed ; 

And  fure  to  me  laurels  belong-. 
Since  Britifli  fair,  and  'monfeft  the  beft, 

Somtrvile'sC(  nfort  likes  my  fong. 

Ravifh'd  I  heard  th'  harmonious  fair 

Sing,  like  a  dwellfr  of  the  Iky, 
JWy  vcrfes  with  a  Scorian  air  ; 

Then  faint's  were  not  fo  blell  as  I. 

Jn  her  th;  valued  charms  unite  ; 

She  really  is  what  all  would  fetm. 
Gracefully  handfome,  wife  and  fweet: 

'Tis  merit  to  iiave  her  eflccm. 
Your  nohle  kinfman,  her  lov'd  mate, 

Whofc  worth  claims  ail  the  v/orld's  refpeiSl, 
JJlet  in  hi  r  li,ve  a  fniiiing  fate, 

Which  hae,  and  muft  have,  good  cfTecft. 
You  both  from  one  great  lineage  fpring, 

Bo;h  from  de  Semervile,  w  ho  came, 
With  William,  England's  conq'-ering  king, 

To  win  fair  plains,  and  lafting  fame. 

Whichnour  he  left  to's  eldefl  fon  ; 

That  fiift-born  chief  you  reprefent : 
His  fecond  came  to  Caledon, 

From  whom  our  Somer'le  takes  defcent. 
On  him  ard  you  may  fare  beftow 

Svweet  balr.y  health  and  cheerful  fire. 
As  long's  ye'd  wifh  to  live  below, 

Still  llefc  with  all  ynu  would  defire. 
Ofir!  oblige  the  world,  and  fpread 

In  print  thnfe  and  your  other  lays; 
This  fti^ill  be  bettcr'd  v/hilc  they  read. 

And  after-ages  found  your  praife. 
I  could  enlarge — but  if  I  fhould 

On  what  you've  wrote,  my  ode  would  run 
Too  great  a  length — Your  thoughts  fo  crowd, 

To  note  them  all,  I'd  ne'er  have  done. 

Accept  this  offering  of  a  mufe. 

Who  on  her  Pidtland  hills  ne'er  tires  : 

fioT  fiiould  (when  worth  invite?)  refufe 
To  fing  the  peifon  file  admires. 

AN    ODE. 

ffuKiily  infcribed  io  the  Dule  of  Aliirlhorough,  it^OK  his 
Rtms'jalfrom  all  his  Places. 

"  Virtus  repulfx  nefcia  fordidx 
"  Intaminatis  fuUet  honoribus, 
"  Ncc  fumit,  aut  ponit  fecures, 
"  Arbitrio  popularisauiae." 

Hoa. 
When,  in  meridian  glory  bright, 

You  (hine  with  more  illuftrious  rays, 
Above,  the  mufe's  weaker  flight, 
Above  the  pnct's  praife. 
In  vain  the  goddefs  mounts  her  native  flcies. 
In  vain,  with  feeble  wings,  attempts  to  rife  ; 
In  vain  fiic  toils  to  do  her  hero  right, 
I.oft  in  excefs  of  day,  and  boundlefs  tracks  of  light. 
The  1  heban  fwan  with  daring  wings, 
And  force  impetuous,  foars  on  high, 
Above  the  clouds  fubliniely  lings. 
Above  the  reach  cf  moital  eyct 
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But  what,  alas  1  wonid  Pindar  &a. 
Were  his  bold  mufe  to  fing  of  you  ? 
Can  Chromius'  ftrength  be  nam'd  with  yours? 
Can  mimic  fights  and  fp'  rtive  war 
W^ith  Schellembergh's  demolifli'd  towers. 
Or  Blenheim's  bloody  field  compare  ? 
The  bard  would  blufii  at  Theron's  fpeed, 
When  Marlborough  mounts  the  fiery  ilecd  ; 
And  the  defpairing  foe's  purfued 
Through  towns  and  provinces  fub^ued. 
Fond  poet,  fpare  thy  empty  boaft, 
In  vain  thy  chariots  raife  fo  great  a  dull; 
See  Britain's  hero  with  whole  armies  flies. 
To  execute  his  v<i{l  defigns, 
To  pafs  the  Schcld,  to  force  the  lines, 
Svvift  as  thy  fmoking  car,  to  win  th'  Olympic  prize. 
But  now,  when,  with  diminifh'd  light. 
And  beams  more  tolerably  bright. 
With  lefs  of  grandeur  and  furprife, 
Mild  you  defcend  to  mortal  eyes ; 
Your  fetting  glories  charm  us  more. 
Than  all  your  dazzling  pomp  before. 
Your  worth  is  better  undeiftood,  '^ 

The  hero  more  difiinftly  view'd,  > 

Glad  we  behold  him  not  {o  great  as  good.  j 

True  virtue's  amiable  face 
Improves,  when  fiiaded  by  difgrace;- 
A  lively  fenfe  of  confcious  worth. 
Calls  all  her  hidden  beauties  forth  ; 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  lovely  ray, 
And,  by  her  own  intrinfic  light,  creates  a  nobler 
day. 

Let  fickle  chance  with  partial  hands  divide 
Her  gaudy  pomp,  her  tinfel  pride; 
Who  to  her  knaves  and  fools  fupplics 
Thofe  favt'urs  v.hich  the  brave  defpifc. 
Let  fadiion  raife  the  faucy  crowd, 
And  call  her  multitude  to  arms  ; 
Let  envy's  vipers  hifs  aloud, 
And  roufeall  hell  with  dire  alarms: 

Go  fhake  the  rocks,  and  bid  the  hiUs  remove ; 
Yet  ftill  the  hero's  mind  fhall  be 
Unchangeable,  refolv'd,  and  free, 

Fix'd  on  its  bafe,  firm  as  the  throne  of  Jove. 

Britons,  look  back  on  thofe  aufpicious  days, 

On  Ifter's  banks  when  your  great  leader  ftood, 
And  with  your  gafping  foes  incumber'd  all  the 
flood. 
Or  when  Ramillia's  bloody  plain 
Was  fatten'd  with  the  mighty  flain  ; 

Or  when  Blaregnia's  ramparts  were  aflail'd, 
With  force  that  heaven  itfelf  had  fcal'd. 
Did  then  reviling  pens  profane 

Your  Marlborough's  facred  name  ? 

Did  noify  tribunes  then  debauch  the  crowd  ? 

Did  their  unrighteous  votes  blafpheme  aloud  ? 
Did  mercenary  tools  confpire 

To  curfe  the  hero  whom  their  foes  admire  ? 

No  ! — The  contending  nations  fung  his  praife; 
While  bards  of  every  clime 
Exert  their  moft  triumphant  lays. 

No  thought  too  great,  no  did! ion  too  fublime. 

Hail,  glorious  prince  !  'tis  not  for  thee  wegrievCj 
for  thy  invulnerable  faros 


No  diminution  can  receive, 
Thou,  mighty  man  !  art  ftill  the  fame, 
Thy  purer  gold  eludes  the  flame  ; 
This  fiery  trial  makes  thy  virtue  fhine, 
And  perfecution  crowns  thy  brows  with  rays  divine. 
But  what,  alas '   fhall  fainting  Europe  do  ? 
How  {land  the  {hock  of  her  imperious  foe  ? 
What  fucceffor  (hall  hear  the  weight 
Of  all  our  cares  ?  and  ['rop  the  flate  i 
Since  thou  our  Atlas  art  rcmov'd, 
O  beft  deferving  chief  !  and  therefore  beft  belov'd  ? 
To  your  own  Blenheim's  blifsful  feat. 
From  this  ungrateful  world  retreat ; 
A  gift  unequal  to  that  hero's  worth, 
Who  from  the  peaceful  Thames  led  our  bold  Bri- 
ton-, forth, 
To  free  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine  ; 
Who  by  the  thunder  of  his  arms 
Shook  the  proud  Rhone  with  loud  alarm?, 
^nd  rais'd  a  tempeft  in  the  trembling  Seine. 
After  the  long  fatigues  of  war, 
Repofe  your  envy'd  virtues  here  ; 
Enjoy,  my  lord,  the  fweet  repaft 
Of  all  your  glorious  toils, 
A  pleafure  that  fhall  ever  laft. 
The  mighty  comfort  that  proceeds 
From  the  juft  fenfe  of  virtuous  deeds,  [fpoils 
Content  with  endlefs  fame,  contemn  the  meaner 
Pomona  calls,  and  Pati  invites. 
To  rural  pleafures,  chafte  delights; 
The  orange  and  the  citron  grove 
Will  by  your  hand  alone  improve ; 
Would  fain  their  gaudy  liveries  wear. 
And  wait  your  prefence  to  revive  the  year. 
In  thi^  Elyfium,  more  than  bleft, 
Laugh  at  the  vulgar's  fenfelefs  hate, 
The  politician's  vain  deceit. 
The  fawning  knave,  the  proud  ingrate. 
Revolve  in  your  capacious  breaft 
The  various  unforefeen  events, 
And  unexpected  accidents,  [great. 

That  change  the  flatt'ring  fcene,  and  overturn  the 
Frail  are  our  hopes,  and  ibort  the  date 
Of  grandeur's  tranfitory  (late. 
Corinthian  brafs  fhall  melt  away, 
And  Parian  marble  fhall  decay  ; 
The  vaft  Ool.'fTus,  that  on  cither  fhore 
Exulting  ftocd,  is  now  no  more ; 
Arts  and  artificers  fhall  die. 
And  in  one  common  ruin  lie. 
i^ehold  your  own  majeftic  palace  rife, 
In  hafte  to  emulate  the  Ikies  ; 
The  gilded  globes,  the  p  'inted  fpires  : 
See  the  proud  dome's  ambitious  height, 
Emblem  of  power  and  pompous  (lace, 

Above  the  clouds  afpires  : 
Yet  Vulcan's  fpight,  or  angry  Jove, 
May  foon  its  towering  pride  reprove. 
Its  painted  glories  foon  efface, 
pivide  the  ponderous  roof,  and  (hake  the  folidbafe. 
Material  ftrudures  mu(l  fubmit  to  fate. 
Eut  virtue  which  alone  is  truly  great. 
Virtue  Hke  yours,  my  lor*!,  (ha!!  be 
gfcure  of  immortality. 
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Nor  foreign  force,  nor  faiSlious  rage. 
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Nor  envy,  nor  devouring  age, 

Your  lading  glory  (hall  impair, 

Time  (hall  myfterious  truths  declare. 

And  works  of  darknefs  (hall  difclofc; 

This  bklfrng  is  rcferv'd  for  you 
T'  outlive  the  trophies  to  your  merit  due. 

And  malice  of  your  foes. 
If  glorious  a6lioa.-,  in  a  glorious  caufe. 

If  valour  negligent  of  praife, 
Deferving,  yet  retiring  from  applaufe. 
In  generous  minds  can  great  ideas  raife  : 
If  Europe  fav'd,  and  liberty  reftor'd. 
By  (Icady  coeduil,  and  a  profperous  fword. 
Can  claim  in  free-born  fouls  a  jult  efteem  j 

Britain's  vicflorious  chief  (hall  be 

Rever'd  by  late  poflerity. 
The  hero's  pattern,  and  the  poet's  theme. 

ODE, 

Occaftoncdb^  the  Duks  of  MarlborougK s  emhjrk'wg Jbf 
Of  end.  An.  l-]l%. 


Interque  mcercntes  amices. 
"  Egregius  properavit  exul." 


Hou. 


Ye  powers,  who  nile  the  boundlefs  deep, 
M'hofe  dread  commands  the  winds  obey-j 

To  roll  the  waters  nn  a  heap. 
Or  f'mooth  the  liquid  way  : 
Propitious  hear  Britatmia's  prayer, 
Britannia's  hope  is  now  your  care, 
Whu-m  oft  to  yoni!cr  diilant  (hore, 
Yor.r  hofpitable  billows  bore. 
When  Eurojie  in  diftrefs  implor'd 
Relief  fiom  his  victorious  fword  ; 
Who,  when  the  mighty  wi)rk  was  clone. 
Tyrants  repell'd,  and  battles  won. 

On  your  glad  waves,  proud  uf  the  glorious  load. 
Through  thefe  your  watery  realms,  in  yearly  tri^ 
umph  rode. 
To  winds  and  feas,  diftrefs'd  he  flies. 
From  ftormsat  land,  and  faiStion's  fpight : 
Though  the  more  fickle  crowd  denies, 

The  winds,  the  feas,  (hall  do  his  virtue  right. 
Be  huflit,  ye  winds!  be  (lill,  ye  fcas  1 
Ye  billows  llcep  at  eafe. 
And  in  your  rocky  caverns  red  ! 
Let  all  be  calm  as  the  great  hero's  bread. 
Here  no  unruly  palTions  reign. 
Nor  fervile  fear,  nor  proud  difdain. 
Each  wilder  luft  is  banilh'd  hence. 
Where  gentle  Inve  prcfides,  and  mild  benevolence. 
Here  no  gloomy  carc-s  arife, 
Confcioub  honour  (till  fupplies. 
Friendly  hope,  and  peace  of  mind. 
Such  as  dying  martyrs  find. 

Serene  within,  no  guilt  he  knows. 
While  all  his  wrongs  fit  heavy  on  his  foes. 

Say,  mufe,  what  hero  (hall  I  fing. 

What  great  example  bring. 
To  parallel  this  mighty  wrong, 
And  with  his  gracvful  woes  adorn  my  fong  ? 
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Shall  brave  Themiftocles  appear 

Before  the  haughty  Perfian's  throne  ? 

While  conquer'd  chiefs  confefs  their  fear, 

And  fhattcr'd  fleets  his  triumphs  own  ; 
In  adiniration  fis'd,  the  monarch  flood. 
With  fecret  icy,  his  glorious  prize  he  view' 
Of  nvore  intrinfic  worth  than  provinces  fubdued, 

Or  faithful  Arjflides,  fent, 

For  being  juft,  to  banifliment. 

He  writ  the  rigid  fentence  down, 

He  pitied  the  mifguided  clown. 
Or  him,  who,  when  brib'd  orators  mifled 
The  faftious  tribes,  to  hoftile  Sparta  fled  ; 
The  ?ile  ingrateful  crowd, 

Proclaim'd  their  impious  joy  aloud. 
But  foon  the  fools  difcover'd  to  their  coft, 
Athens  in  Alcibiades  was  loft. 
Or,  if  a  Roman  name  delight  thee  more, 

The  great  Didtator's  fate  deplore, 
Camillus  agalnft  npify  ia.<Stion  bold, 

In  vidories  and  triumphs  old. 

Ungrateful  Rome  '.  T 

Punilh'd  by  heaven's  avenging  doom,         V 
Soon  (hall  thy  ardent  vows  invite  him  home,  j 

The  mighty  chieftain  foon  recall,  "^ 

To  prop  the  falling  capitol,  ( 

And  fave  his  country  from  the  perjur'd  Gaul.  } 

Search,  mufe,  the  dark  records  of  time, 

And  every  fhameful  ftory  trace. 

Black  with  injuftice  and  difgrace, 

When  glorious  merit  was  a  crime ; 
Yet  thcfe,  all  thcfe,  but  faintly  can  exprefa 
Folly  without  excufe,  and  madnefs  in  excefs. 
The  no^lefl  objeft  that  our  eyes  can  blefs, 
Is  the  brave  man  triumphant  in  diftrefs ; 

Above  the  reach  of  partial  fate. 

Above  the  vulgar's  praife  or  hate,     [deprefs. 
Whom  no  feign'd  Imiles  can  raife,  no  real  frowns 
View  him,  ye  Britons,  on  the  naked  fhore, 
Refolv'd  to  truft  your  faithiefs  vows  no  more. 
That  mighty  man  !  wIto  for  ten  glorious  years 
Surpafs'd  our  hopes,  prevented  all  our  prayers. 

A  name,  in  every  clime  renown'd, 

By  nations  blefs'd,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 
In  folemn  jubilees  our  days  we  fpent, 
Our  hearts  exulting  in  each  grand  event. 

Favfiions  applaud  the  man  they  hate,      [wait. 
And  with   regret,   to  pay   their  painful  homage 

Have  I  not  feen  this  crowded  Ihore, 

With  multitudes  all  cover'd  o'er  ? 

While  hills  and  groves  iheir  joy  proclaim, 

And  echoing  rocks  leturn  his  name. 
Attentive  to  the  lovely  form  they  gaze  : 

He  with  a  cheerful  fmile. 
Glad  to  revifit  this  his  parent  ifle, 
Flies  from  their  incenfe,  and  efcapcs  their  praife. 

Yes,  Britons,  view[  him  ftiU  unmov'd, 
Unchang'd,  though  Icfs  belov'd. 

His  generous  foul  no  det-p  refcniment  fires. 
But,  blulhing  for  his  country's  crimes,  the  kind 
good  man  retires. 
Ev'n  now  he  fights  for  this  devoted  ifle, 
And  labours  to  prefcrvc  his  i.ative  foil,    [pares, 

pivetts  the  vengeance  which  'uft  heaven  pre- 
AcCus'd,difarrn'd, protects  us  witli  his  piayers. 


Obdurate  hearts  '.  cannot  fuch  merit  move  ? 
The  hero's  valour,  nor  the  patriot's  love  i 
Fly,  goddefs,  fly  this  inaufpicious  place; 

Spurn  at  the  vile  degenerate  race, 
Attend  the  glorious  exile,  and  proclaim 

In  other  climes  his  lafting  fame, 
Where  honeft  hearts,  unknowing  to  forget 

I'he  bleffings  from  his  arms  receiv'd, 

Confefs  with  joy  the  mighty  debt, 
Their  altars  refcued,  and  their  gods  relievd. 
Nor  fails  the  hero  to  a  clime  unknown, 
Cities  preferv'd,  their  great  deliverer  own  : 

Impatient  crowds  about  him  prefs. 

And  with  fin  cere  devotion  blefs. 
Thofe  plains,  often  years  war  the  bloody  ftagej 
(Where  panting  nations  ftruggled  to  be  free 

And  life  exchang'd  for  liberty) 
Retain  the  marks  of  ftern  Bellona's  rage. 

The  doubtful  hind  miftakes  the  field 

His  fruitlefs  toil  fo  lately  till'd  : 
Here  deep  intrenchments  funk,  and  vales  appear, 

The  vain  retreats  of  Gallic  fear; 
There  new-created  hills  deform  the  plain, 

Big  with  the  carnage  of  the  flain  : 

Thefc  monuments,  when  faction's  fpite 

Ha«  Ipit  its  poifonous  foam  in  vain, 

To  endlefs  ages  fhall  proclaim 

The  matciilels  warrior's  might.  [right. 

The  graves  of  flaughter'd  foes  fhall  do  his  valou^ 

Thefe  when  the  curious  traveller 
Amaz'd  fhall  vievt,  and  with  attentive  care 
Trace  the  fad  footflcps  of  deflruiflivc  war; 

SuccefTive  bards  iliall  tell,  [fell. 

How  Marlborough  fought,  how  gafping  tyrants 
Alternate  chiefs  confcfs'd  the  vigor's  fame, 
Pleas'd  and  excus'd  in  their  fuccefTor's  fhame. 

In  every  change,  in  every  form, 

The  Proteus  felt  his  conquering  arm: 
Convinc'd  of  weaknels,  in  extremedefpair,  [war. 
They  jurk'd  behind  their  lines,  and  wag'd  a  lazy 
Nor  lines  nor  forts  could  cairn  the  foldier's  fear, 

Suri-rii'd  hi  found  a  Marlborough  there. 
Nature,  nor  art,  his  eager  rage  withflo^d,      "> 
He  meafur'd  diflant  plains,  he  forc'd  the  rapid  ( 

flood,  r 

He  fought,  he  conquer'd,  he  purfued.         y 
In  yearis  advanc'd,with  youthful  vigour  warm'd. 
The  work  of  ages  in  a  day  periom'd. 
When  kindly  gleams  dilTolve  the  winter  fnows 
From  Alpine  hills,  with  fuch  impetuous  halle 
The  icy  torrent  flows  ; 
In  vain  the  recks  oppofe. 
It  drives  along  enlarg'd,  and  lays  the  regions  wafte. 
Stop,  godded,  thy  prefumptuous  flight, 
Nor  foar  to  fuch  a  dangerous  height, 
Raife  not  the  ghoft  of  his  departed  fame, 
'I'o  pien  e  our  confcious  fouls  with  guilty  fhattic  : 
But  tune  thy  harp  t  >  humbler  lays. 
Nor  meditate  ofFenfive  praife. 

TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

Occafioned  by  his  pur  chafing  an  EJlute  in  Wartuichjhire, 

"  — En  erit  unquam 
"  lUe  dies,  mihi  cum  liceat  tua  diccre  fafta ! 
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^'  En  erit,  lit  llceat  totum  mihi  ferre  per  orbem, 
"  Sola  Sophocleo  tua  carmina  digna  cothurno ! " 

ViRG. 

To  the  gay  town  where  guilty  pleafare  reigns, 
The  wife  good  man  prefers  oiir  humble  plains : 
NeglecSted  honours  on  hi'i  merit  wait, 
Here  he  retires  when  courted  to  be  great, 
The  world  refigning  for  this  calm  retreat. 
His  foul  withwifdoni'schoiceft  trt:afuresfraught,T 
Here  proves  in  pra(Sice  each  fublimer  thought,  > 
And  lives  by  rules  his  happy  pen  has  taught,     j 
Great  bardi  how  (hall  my  worthlefs  mufe  afpire 
To  reach  your  praife,  wi'hout  your  facred  fire  ? 
From  the  judicious  critic's  piercing  eyes. 
To  the  beft  na'ur'd  man  fecure  fhe  flies. 

When  panting  virtue  her  laft  efforts  made, 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin's  aid  ; 
Prefuntptuou<!  folly  blufh'd  and  vice  withdrew, 
To  vengeance  yielding  her  abandon'd  crew. 
'Tis  true,  confederate  wits  their  forces  join, 
Parnaffus  labours  in  the  work  divine  : 
Yet  thefe  we  read  with  too  impatient  eyes. 
And  hunt  for  you  through  every  dark  difguife  ; 
In  vain  your  modefty  that  name  conceals, 
Which  every  thought,  which  every  word,  reveals, 
With  like  fuccefs  bright  beauty's  goddefs  tries 
To  veil  immortal  charms  from  mortal  eyes; 
Her  graceful  port,  and  her  celeflial  mien, 
To  her  brave  fon  betray  the  Cyprian  queen; 
Odours  divine  perfume  her  rofy  breafb. 
She  glides  along  the  plain  in  majefty  confefs'd. 
Hard  was  the  tafic,  and  worthy  your  great  mind. 
To  pleafe  at  once,  and  to  reform  mankind  : 
Yet,  when  you  write,  truth  charms  with  fuch  ad- 

drefs. 
Pleads  virtue's  caufe  with  fuch  becoming  grace. 
His  own  fond  heart  the  guilty  wretch  betrays. 
He  yields  delighted,  and  convinc'd  obeys: 
You  touch  our  follies  with  fo  nice  a  ftciU, 
Kature  and  habit  prompt  in  vain  to  ill. 
Nor  can  it  leffen  the  Spe6lator's  praife. 
That  from  your  friendly  hand  he  wears  the  bays  ; 
His  great  defign  all  ages  fhall  commend, 
But  more  his  happy  choice  in  fuch  a  friend. 
So  the  fair  queen  of  night  the  world  relieves,    ") 
Nor  at  the  fun's  fuperior  honour  grieves,  C 

Proud  to  reflecft  the  glories  flie  receives.  j 

When  dark  oblivion  is  the  warrior's  lot. 
His  merits  cenfur'd,  and  his  wounds  forgot : 
When  burnifli'd  helms  and  gilded  armour  rurt, 
And  each  proud  trophy  finks  in  common  duft  : 
Frefh  blooming  honours  deck  the  poet's  brows,  T 
He  (hares  the  mighty  bleffings  he  beftows  > 

His  fpreading  fame  ei;ilarges  as  it  flov/s.  j 

Had  not  your  mufe  in  her  immortal  ftrain  '\ 

Defcrib'd  the  glorious  toils  on  Blenheim's  plain,  ( 
Even  Marlborough  might  have  fought,  and Dcr- 1" 
mer  bled  in  vain.  j 

"When  honour  calls,  and  the  juft  caufe  infpires, 
Britain's  bold  fons  to  emulate  their  fires  ; 
Your  mufe  thefe  great  examples  (hall  fupply, 
IJke  that  to  conquer,  or  like  this  to  die. 
Contending  nations  antient  Homer  claim, 
<A.nd  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name ; 


Our  happier  foil  the  prize  (hall  yield  to  none, 

Ardenna's  groves  (hall  boaft  an  Addifon. 

Ye  filvan  powers,  and  all  ye  rural  gods. 

That  guard  thefe  peaceful  fhades,  and  bleft  abodes ; 

For  your  new  gueft  your  choiceft  gifts  prepare, 

Exceed  his  wilhes,  and  prevent  his  prayer  ; 

Grant  him,  propitious,  freedom,  health,  and  peace. 

And  as  his  virtues,  let  his  (lores  increafe. 

His  lavilh  hand  no  deity  (hall  mourn. 

The  pijus  bard  (hall  make  a  juft  return; 

In  lafting  verfe  eternal  altars  raife. 

And  over-pay  your  bounty  with  hi«  praife. 

Tune  every  reed,  touch  every  firing,  ye  fwalns. 
Welcome  the  ftranger  to  thefe  happy  plains. 
With  hymns  of  joy  in  folemn  pomp  attend 
Apollo's  darling,  and  the  mufes'  friend,     [groves. 
Ye  nymphs,  that  haunt  the  ftreams  and  ihady 
Forget  a  while  to  mourn  your  abfent  loves ; 
In  fong  and  fportive  dance  your  joy  proclaim,   *> 
In  yielding  blulhes  own  your  rifing  flame  :  > 

Be  kind,  ye  nymphs,  nor  let  him  figh  in  vain,     y 
Each  land  remote  your  curious  eye  has  view'd. 
That  Grecian  arts,  or  Roman  arms  fubdu'd. 
Search  every  region,  every  diflant  foil. 
With  pleafing  labour  and  inflrucftive  toil : 
Say  then,  accomplifh'd  bard  !   What  god  inclln'd  ? 
To  thefe  our  humble  plains  your  gejierous  mind  j 
Nor  would  you  deign  in  Latian  fields  to  dwell, 
Which  none  know  better,  or  defcribe  fo  well. 
In  vain  ambrofial  fruits  invite  your  (lay,  T 

In  vain  the  myrtle  groves  obftrudl  your  way,       > 
And  duiftile  ftreams  that  round  the  borders  ftray.j 
Your  wifer  choice  prefers  this  fpot  of  earth, 
Diftinguilh'd  by  th'  immortal  Shakfpeare's  birth; 
Where  through  the  vales  the  fair  Avona  glides, 
And  nourifhes  the  glebe  with  fattening  tides; 
Flora's  rich  gifts  deck  all  the  verdant  foil. 
And  plenty  crowns  the  happy  farmer's  toil. 
Here,  on  the  painted  borders  of  the  flood, 
1  he  babe  was  born  ;  his  bed  with  rofes  ftrow'd  : 
Here  in  an  ancient  venerable  dome, 
Opprefs'd  with  grief,  we  view  the  poet's  tomb. 
Angels  unfeen  watch  o'er  his  hallow'd  urn. 
And  in  foft  elegies  complaining  mourn  '. 
While  the  blefs'd  faint,  in  loftier  (trains  above. 
Reveals  the  wonders  of  eternal  love. 
The  heavens,  delighted  in  his  tuneful  laysj 
With  filent  joy  attend  their  Maker's  praife. 
In  heaven  he  fings;  on  earth  your  mufe  fuppliea 
'I'h'  important  lofs,  and  heals  our  weeping  eyes, 
Corredtly  great,  (he  melts  each  flinty  heart. 
With  equal  genius,  but  fuperior  art. 
Hail,  happy  pair  '.  ordain'd  by  turns  to  blefs, 
And  fave  a  finking  nation  in  diftrefs. 
By  great  examples  to  reform  the  crowd, 
Awake  their  zeal,  and  warm  their  frozen  blood. 
When  Brutus  (Irikes  for  liberty  and  laws. 
Nor  fpares  a  father  in  his  country's  caufe  ; 
Juftice  fevere  applauds  the  cruel  deed, 
A  tyrant  luffers,  and  the  woild  is  freed. 
But,  when  we  fee  the  godlike  Cato  bleed, 
The  nation  weeps;  and  from  thy  fate,  oh  Romcj 
Learns  to  prevent  her  own  impending  doom. 
Where  is  the  wretch  a  worthlefs  life  can  prize,. 
When  feiiates  are  no  more,  and  Cato  dies  t 
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Indulgent  forrow,  and  a  pleafing  pain, 
Heaves  in  each  breaft,  and  beats  in  every  vein. 
Th'  expiring  patriot  animates  tlie  crowd,  ^ 

Bold  they  demand  their  ancient  rights  aloud,      > 
The  dear-bought  purchafe  of  theirfathers'  blood.  J 
Fair  Liberty  her  head  majeftic  rears,   . 
Ten  thoufand  bleffings  in  her  bofom  bears; 
Serene  flic  fniiles,  revealing-  all  her  charms, 
And  calls  her  free-born  youth  to  glorious  arms. 
Fadion's  repcll'd,  and  grumbling  leaves  her  prey  ,T 
Forlorn  flic  fits,  and  dreads  the  fatal  day,  C 

When  eaftern  gales  fhall  fwefp  her  hopes  away.  J 
Such  anient  zeal  your  mufe  alone  could  raife. 
Alone  reward  it  with  immortal  praife. 
Ages  to  come  Ihall  celebrate  your  fame. 
And  refcued  Britain  blefs  the  poet's  name. 
So  when  the  dreaded  powers  of  Sparta  fail'd, 
Tyrtxus  and  Athenian  wit  prevail'd. 
Too  weak  the  laws  by  wife  Lycurgus  made, 
And  rules  fevere  without  the  mufes'  aid  : 
He  touch'd  the  trembling  ftrings,  the  poet's  fong 
Reviv'd  the  faint,  and  made  the  feeble  flrong  ; 
Recall'd  the  living  to  the  dufty  plain, 
And  to  a  better  life  reTior'd  the  flain. 
The  vi(5lor-hoft  amaz'd,  with  horror  view'd 
Th*  afiembling  troops,  and  all  the  war  renew'd; 
To  more  than  mortal  courage  quit  the  field, 
Aiid  to  their  foes  th'  uiiii;iilh'd  trophies  yield. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE, 

BOOK  XV.  CCE  IX. 

Iiifcnhcd  ta  ibs  Rraht  Honcurahle  James  Stanhope,  Efq< 
one  of  his  MaJJlys  principal  Secretaries  of  State^  af- 
terivarJs  Eail  Stanhope. 

Born  near  Avona's  v/inding  dream 
I  touch  the  trembling  l)'re. 

No  vulgar  thoughts,  no  vulgar  theme, 
Shall  the  bold  mufe  infpire. 

*Tis  immortality's  her  aim  ; 
Sublime  (he  mounts  the  fkles, 

She  climbs  the  ftecp  afcent  to  fame. 

Nor  ever  (hall  wane  force  to  rife, 
While  (he  fupports  Lcr  flightwith  Stanhope's  name. 
What  though  mr.jeHic  Milton  (lands  alone 

Inimitably  great ! 
Bow  low,  ye  bards,  at  his  exalted  throne, 

And  lay  your  labours  at  his  feet ; 
Capacious  foul  1  whofe  boundlefs  thoughts  furvcy 
Heaven,  hell,  earth,  fea  ; 

Lo,  where  th'  enibattk-d  gods  appear. 

The  mountains  frum  their  feats  they  tear. 
And  fhahe  th'  empyrcul  heavens  with  impious  war  1 

Yet,  nor  (hall  Milton's  gho(t  repine 

At  ail  the  honours  we  beftow 

On  Addifou's  deferving  brow. 

By  whom  convinc'd,  we  own  his  work  divine, 

Whofe  (kilful  pen  ha?  done  his  merit  right. 
And  fct  the  jewel  in  a  fairer  light. 

F.nliven'd  by  his  bright  effay 

Each  flowery  fcene  appears  more  gay, 
New  beauties  fpring  in  Eden's  fertile  groves, 
And  by  his  culture  paradife  improves. 

Garth,  by  Apollo  doubly  blt;fs"d, 

Is  by  the  gcd  entire  pufTtfs'd  ; 


A^e,  unwilling  to  depart, 
Begs  life  from  his  prevailing  ftcill ; 

Youth,  reviving  from  his  art. 
Borrows  its  charms  and  power  to  kill  i 
But  when  the  patriot's  injur'd  fame. 
His  country's  honour,  or  his  friewd*, 
A  more  extenfive  bounty  claim. 
With  joy  the  ready  mufe  attends, 
Immortal  honours  (lie  beftows, 
A  gift  the  mufe  alone  can  give  ; 
She  crowns  the  glorious  vi6lor's  browS, 
And  bids  expiring  virtue  live. 
Nymphs  yet  unborn  fhall  melt  with  amorous  flam.CS 

That  Congreve's lays  infpire; 
And  Philips  warm  the  gentle  fwains 

To  love  and  foft  defire. 
Ah,  fiiun,  ye  fair,  the  dangerous  founds  ! 
Alas,  each  moving  accent  wounds  ! 
The  fparks  conceal'd  revive  again. 
The  god  reftor'd,  refumes  his  reign, 
In  killing  joys  and  pleafing  pain. 
Thus  does  each  bard  in  different  garb  appear, 

Each  mufe  has  her  peculiar  air. 
And  in  priJpiriety  of  drefs  becomes  more  fair ; 
To  each,  impartial  Providence 

Well-chofen  gifts  beftows. 
He  varies  his  muni(icence. 
And  in  divided  ftreams  the  heavenly  blefHng  flows. 

If  we  look  back  on  ages  paft  and  g^me. 

When  infant  Time  his  race  begun, 
The  diftant  view  (Hll  lelTens  to  our  fight, 
Obfcur'd  in  clouds,  and  vcil'd  in  (hades  of  nighti 
The  mufe  alone  can  the  dark  fcenes  difplay, 
Enlarge  the  profped,  and  difclofe  the  day. 
Tis  (he  the  records  of  times  paft  explores, 
And  the  dead  hero  to  new  life  reftores. 
To  the  brave  man  who  for  his  country  died, 
Erefts  a  laftlng  pyramid, 
Supports  his  dignity  and  fame, 
When  mouldering  pillars  drop  his  name. 
In  full  proportion  leads  her  warrior  forth, 

Difcovers  his  negle61:ed  worth, 
Brightens  his  deeds,  by  envious  ruft  o'ercail, 
T'  improve  the  prefcnt  age,  and  vindicate  the  paft. 
Did  not  the  mufe  our  crying  wrongs  repeat, 
Ages  to  come  no  more  (hould  know 
Of  Levels  by  oppreflion  great 
Than  we  of  Nimrod  now  : 
The  meteor  (hould  but  blaze  and  die, 
Depriv'd  of  the  reward  of  endlefs  infamy. 

Ev'n  that  brave  chief,  who  fet  riie  nations  free, 
The  greateft  name  the  world  cai>  boaft, 
Without  the  mufe's  aid,  (hall  be 
Sunk  in  the  tide  of  time,  and  in  oblivion  loft. 
The  fculptor's  hand  may  make  the  marble  live, 
Or  the  b'ld  pencil  trace 
The  wonders  of  that  lovely  face, 
Wi  ere  every  charm,  and  every  grace, 
That  man  can  wifh,  or  heaven  can  give. 
In  happy  union  join'd   confefs 
The  hero  born  to  conquer,  and  to  blefs. 
Yet  vain,  alas  1  is  every  art, 
1  ill  the  great  work  the  mufe  complete, 
And  cverlalting  fame  impart, 
That  foars  aloft,  above  the  reach  of  fate. 
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Hai!,  happy  bard !  on  whom  the  gods  bcftow 
A  genius  equal  to  the  vaft  defign, 
Whofe  thoughts  fublime  in  eafy  numbers  flow, 
While  Marlborough's  virtues  animate  each  line. 

How  fliall  our  trembling  fouls  furvey 

The  horrors  of  each  bloody  day : 

The  wreaking  carnage  of  the  plain 

Incumber'd  with  the  mighty  flain. 

The  ftrange  variety  of  death, 
And  the  fad  murmurs  of  departing  breath  ? 
Scamander's    ftreams    Ihall   yield    to  Danube's") 
flood,  / 

To  the  dark  bofom  of  the  deep  purfued  C 

By  fiercer  flames,  and  ftain'd  with  nobler  blood.  J 

The  gods  (hall  arm  on  either  fide, 

Th*  important  quarrel  to  decide; 
The  grand  event  embroil  the  realms  above, 
And  fa(51:ion  revel  in  the  court  of  Jove  ; 

While  heaven,  and  earth,  and  fea,  and  air, 
Shall  feel  the  mighty  fliock  and  labour  of  the  war. 

Virtue  conceal'd  obfcurely  dies, 
Loft  in  the  mean  difguife 

Of  abjeft  floth,  deprefs'd,  unlmown.  [lies, 

Rough  in  its  native  bed  the  unwrought  diamond 

Till  chance,  or  art,  reveal  its  worth, 

And  call  its  latent  glories  forth  ; 

But  when  its  radiant  charms  are  view'd. 

Becomes  the  idol  of  the  crowd. 
And  adds  new  luftrc  to  the  monarch's  crown. 
What  Briti(h  harp  can  lie  unftrung, 
When  Stanhope's  fame  demands  a  fong  ? 

Upward,  ye  mufes,  take  your  wanton  flight. 
Tune  every  lyre  to  Stanhope's  praife. 
Exert  your  moft  triumphant  lays, 
Nor  fulfer  fuch  heroic  deeds  to  fink  in  endlefs  night. 

The  golden  Tagus  fliall  forget  to  flow, 
And  Ebro  leave  its  channel  dry. 
Ere  Stanhope's  name  to  time  fliall  bow, 
And  loft  in  dark  oblivion  lie. 

Where  fnall  the  mufe  begin  her  airy  Right  ? 
Where  firft  diredt  htr  dubious  way  ? 
Loft  in  variety  of  light. 
And  dazzled  in  excefs  of  day  ? 

Wifdom  and  valour,  probity  and  truth, 

At  once  upon  the  labouring  fancy  throng, 

The  condudl  of  old  age,  the  fire  of  youth, 
United  in  one  breaft  perplex  the  poet's  fong. 
Thofe  virtues  which  difpcrs'd  and  rare 
The  gods  too  thriftily  beftow'd, 
And  fcatter'd  to  amufe  the  crowd. 
When  former  heroes. were  their  care; 
T'  exert  at  once  their  power  divine. 
In  thee,  brave  chief,  coUefted  fliine. 
So  from  each  lovely  blooming  face 
Th'  ambitious  artilt  ftole  a  grace, 
When  in  one  finifh'd  piece  he  ftrove 
To  paint  th'  all-glorious  queen  of  love. 
Thy  provident  unbiafs'd  mind 
Knowing  in  arts  of  peace  and  war, 
With  indefatigable  care, 
Labours  the  good  of  human  kind: 

Ered;  in  dangers,  modeft  in  fuccefs, 
Corruptiiin's  evcrlafting  bane. 
Where  injur "d  merit  finds  redrefs, 
And  worthlefs  villians  wait  in  vain,  ' 
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Though  fawning  knaves  befiege  thy  gate. 

And  court  the  honeft  man  they  hate  ; 

Thy  fteady  virtue  charges  through. 

Alike  unerring  to  fubdue, 
As  when  on  Almanara's  plain  the  fcatter'd  fqua 
drons  flew. 

Vain  are  th'  attacks  of  force  or  art, 
Where  C.xfar's  ar.ii  defends  a  Cato's  heart. 

Oh  !  could  thy  generous  foul  difpenfe 
Through  this  unrighteous  age  its  facred  influence 
Could  the  bafe  crowd  from  thy  example  learn. 
To  trample  on  their  impious  gifts  with  fcoro. 

With  fliame  confounded  to  behold 

A  na-ion  for  a  trifle  fold, 

Dejeded  fenates  fliould  no  mors 

Their  champion's  abfence  mourn, 
Contending  boroughs  fliould  thy  name  return; 

Thy  bold  Pfeilippics  fliould  reftore 

Britannia's  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame. 
Nor  liberty  be  deem'd  an  empty  name. 
While  tyrants  trembled  on  a  foreign  fliore. 

No  fwelling  titles,  pomp,  and  ftate, 

The  trappings  of  a  niagiftrate, 
Can  dignify  a  flave,  or  make  a  traitor  great 

For,  carelefs  of  external  fliow. 

Sage  nature  didates  whom  t'  obey. 

And  we  the  ready  homage  pay. 

Which  to  fuperior  gifts  we  owe. 
Merit  like  thine  repuls'd  an  empire  gain?. 

And  virtue,  though  negleded,  reigns. 

The  wretch  is  indigent  and  poor, 
Who  brooding  fits  o'er  his  ill-gotten  ftorc; 
Trembling  with  guilt,  and  haunted  by  hisnni 

He  feels  the  rigid  judge  within. 
But  they  alone  are  blefs'd,  who  wifely  know 
T'  enjoy  the  little  which  the  gods  beftow. 

Proud  of  their  glorious  wants,  difdain 

To  barter  honefty  for  gain  ; 

No  other  ill  but  fiiame  they  fear, 

And  fcorn  to  purchafe  life  too  dear  : 

Profufely  lavifti  of  their  blood, 

For  their  dear  friends  or  country's  good. 
If  Britain  conquer,  can  rejoice  in  death. 
And  in  triumphant  fliouts  refign  their  breath, 

TO  DR.  MACKENZIE. 

O  THOU,  whofe  penetrating  mind, 
Whofe  heart  benevolent,  and  kind. 
Its  ever  prefent  in  diftrefs, 
Glad  to  preferve,  and  proud  to  blefs : 
Oh  !  leave  not  Arden's  faithful  grove, 
On  Caledonian  hills  to  rove  ; 
But  hear  our  fond  united  prayer. 
Nor  force  a  county  to  defpair. 

Let  homicides  in  Warwick-lane, 
With  hecatombs  of  victims  flain, 
Butcher  for  knighthood,  and  for  gain  ; 
While  thou  purfueft  a  nobler  aim. 
Declining  intcreft  for  fame. 
Where'er  thy  Maker's  image  dwells, 
In  gilded  roofs,  or  fmoky  cells. 
The  fame  thy  zeal  :  o'erjoy'd  to  favc 
Thy  fellow-creature  froai  the  grave  : 
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For  well  thy  foul  can  underftand 
The  poor  man's  call  is  God's  command; 
JTo  frail,  no  tranfient  good,  his  fee  ; 
But  heaven,  and  blcfs'd  eternity. 
Nor  are  thy  labours  herein  vain, 
The  pleafure  over-pays  the  pain. 
True  happinefs  (if  underftood) 
Confifts  alone,  in  doing  good ; 
Speak,  all  ye  wife,  can  God  beftow. 
Or  man  a  greater  pleafure  know  ? 
Sec  where  the  grateful  father  bows  1 
Has  tears  confefs  how  much  he  owes  ? 
His  fon,  the  darling  of  his  heart, 
Heftor'd  by  your  prevailing  art; 
His  houfe,  his  name,  redcem'd  by  ydu. 
His  ancient  honours  blooni  anew. 
JBut  oh  1  what  idioms  can  exprefs 
The  vaft  tranfcendant  happinefs 
The  faithful  hufband  feels  ?  his  wife. 
His  better  half,  recall'd  to  life  : 
See,  with  what  rapture  '.  fee  him  view 
The  Ihatter'd  frame  rebuilt  by  you  '. 
See  health  rekindling  in  her  eyes ! 
See  baffled  death  give  up  his  prize  ! 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  canft  thou  forbear, 
In  this  gay  fcene  to  claim  a  (hare  ? 
Does  not  thy  blood  more  fwiftly  flow  ? 
Thy  heart  with  fccret  tranfports  glow  ? 
Health,  life,  by  heaven's  indulgence  fent. 
And  thou  the  glorious  inftrument  1 

Safe  in  thy  art,  no  ills  we  fear. 
Thy  hand  fhall  plant  Elyfium  here  ; 
Pale  ficknefs  ftiall  thy  triumphs  own, 
And  ruddy  health  exalt  her  throne. 
The  fair,  renew'd  in  all  her  charms, 
Shall  fly  to  thy  protedling  arms ; 
"With  gracious  fmiles  repay  thy  care. 
And  leave  her  lovers  in  defpair. 
"While  multitudes  applaud  and  blefs 
Their  great  afylum  in  diftrefs, 
My  humble  mufe,  among  the  crowd. 
Her  joyful  Pceans  fings  aloud. 
Could  I  but  with  Mseonian  flight 
Sublimely  fnar  through  fields  of  light, 
Above  the  ftars  thy  name  fliould  fhine,' 
Nor  great  Machaon's  rival  thine  '. 
But  father  Phoebus,  who  has  done 
fio  much  for  thee  his  favourite  fon, 
His  other  gifts  on  me  beflows 
With  partial  hands,  nor  hears  my  vows : 
Oh  I  let  a  grateful  heart  fupply. 
What  the  penurious  powers  deny  '. 

THE  WIFE. 

Imperial  Jove  (as  poets  fung  of  old) 
Was  coupled  to  a  more  imperial  fcold, 
A  jealous,  termagant,  infulting  jade, 
And  more  obfervant  than  a  wither'd  maid  : 
She  watch'd  his  waters  with  unweary'd  eyes. 
And  chas'd  the  god  through  every  fly  dilguife, 
Out  brav'd  his  thunder  with  her  louder  voice. 
And  fliook  the  poles  with  everlafting  noife. 
At  midnight  revels  when  the  gi  flips  met, 
He  was  the  Uienie  of  their  eterral  chat-: 


This  afli'd  what  form  great  Jove  v/ould  next  ctevife  ■ 
And  when  his  godfliip  would  again  Taurife  ? 
That  hinted  at  the  wanton  life  he  led 
With  L.eda,  and  with  baby  Ganymede  : 
Scandals  and  lies  went  merrily  about. 
With  heavenly  lambs-woo],  and  necftarial  flout. 
Home  (he  returns  ete&  with  luft  and  pride. 
At  bed  and  board  alike  unfatisfy'd ; 
7"he  hen-peck'd  god  her  angry  prefence  flies, 
Or  at  her  feet  the  palFive  thuriderer  lies, 
In  vain  :  ftill  more  flie  raves,  ftill  more  (he  ftormSj 
And  heaven's  high  vaults  echo  her  loud  alarms  : 
To  Bacchus,  merry  blade,  the  god  repairs. 
To  dfown  in  nedlar  his  domeftic  cares, 
The  fury  thither  too  purfues  the  chafe, 
Palls  the  rich  juice,  and  poifons  every  glafs; 
Wine,  that  makes  cowards  brave,  the  dying  ftrong, 
Is  a  poor  cor<jial  'gainft  a  woman's  tongue. 
To  arms  1   to  arms !  th'  impetuous  fury  cries^ 
The  jolly  god  th'  impending  ruin  flies : 
His  trembling  tigers  hide  their  fearful  heads, 
Scar'd  at  a  fierceiiefs  which  their  own  exceedsj 
Battles  aloft  like  burfting  bombs  refound ; 
And  fmoking  fpou^  their  liquid  ruin  round  ; 
Like  ftorms  of  hail  the  fcatter'd  fragments  fly, 
Bruis'd  bowls  and  broken  glafs  obfcure  the  (ky  ; 
Tables,  and  chairs,  and  ftools,  together  hurl'd, 
With  univerfal  wreck  fright  all  the  nether  world. 
Such  was  the  clamour,  fuch  great  Jove's  furprife, 
When  by  gigantic  hands  the  mountains  rife, 
To  wrcrt  his  thunder,  and  invade  the  (kics. 
Who  would  not  envy  Jove  eternal  life. 
And  wi(h  for  godhead  clogg'd  with  fuch  a  wife  ? 
If  e'er  it  be  my  wayward  fate  to  wed, 
Avert,  ye  powers,  a  Juno  from  my  bed ! 
Let  her  be  foolilh,  ugly,  crooked,  old. 
Let  her  be  whore,  or  any  thing  but  fcold ! 
With  prayfTS  inceffant  for  my  lot  I  crave  "^ 

The  quiet  cuckold,  not  the  hen-peck'd  flave  ;      { 
Or  give  me  peace  on  earth,  or  give  it  in  th»  T 
grave !  ^ 

IN  MEMORY  OF  THE  REV.  MR.  MOORE. 
Of  humble  birth,  but  of  more  humble  mind. 
By  learning  much,  by  virtue  more  rcfin'd, 
A  fair  and  equal  friend  to  all  mankind. 
Parties  and  feAs,  by  fierce  divifions  torn. 
Forget  their  hatred,  and  confent  to  mourn  ; 
Their  hearts  unite  in  undiiTembled  woe, 
And  in  one  common  ftream  their  forrows  flow. 
Each  part  in  life  with  equal  grace  he  bore. 
Obliging  to  the  rich,  a  father  to  the  poor. 
From  finful  riots  filently  he  fled. 
But  came  unbidden  to  the  fick  man's  bed. 
Manners  and  men  he  knew,  and  when  to  prefs' 
The  poor  man's  caufe,  and  plead  it  with  fuccefs. 
No  penal  laws  he  ftretth'd,  but  won  by  love 
His  hearers'  hearts,  unwilling  to  reprove. 
When  four  rebukes  and  harfher  language  fail,    n 
Could  with  a  lucky  jeft,  or  merry  tale,  > 

O'er  ftubborn  fouls  in  virtue's  caufe  prevail.        j 
Whene'er  he  preach'd.the  thr(.ng  attentive  flood, 
Feaited  with  manna,  and  celeftial  food  : 
He  taught  them  how  to  live,  and  how  to  die  ; 
■  Nor  did  his  adions  give  his  words  the  lye". 


OCCASIONAL    POEMS,    &c. 


in 


Go,  happy  foul !  fablimely  take  thy  flight 
Through  fields  of  .-Ether,  in  long  tracks  oflight, 
The  guelt  of  angels ;  range  from  place  to  place. 
And  view  thy  great  Redeemer  face  to  face. 

Juft  God  !  eternal  fource  of  power  and  love  '. 
Wh.im  we  lament  on  earth,  give  us  above  ! 
Oh  !  grant  us  our  companion  and  our  friend, 
In'blifs  without  ahoy,  and  without  end  1 

EPITAPH 

Upon  Hugh  Lumber,  Hujhandman. 

In  cottages  and  homely  cells, 
True  piety  negled:ed  dwells; 
Till  call'd  to  heaven,  her  native  feat, 
"Where  the  good  man  alone  is  great : 
'  ris  then  this  humble  dull  fhall  rife, 
And  view  his  judge  with  joyful  eyes ; 
While  haughty  tyrants  fhrink  afraid. 
And  call  the  mountains  to  their  aid. 

THE  HIP.    TO  WILLIAM  COLMORE.ESQ^ 

The  Lay  "jter  the  great  Meteor,  in  March  i11$. 

This  difmal  morn,  when  eafl  whids  blow, 

And  every  languid  pulfe  beats  low, 

With  face  moil  forrowfully  grim, 

And  head  opprefs'd  with  wind  and  whim, 

Grave  as  an  owl,  and  juft  as  witty, 

To  thee  I  twang  my  doleful  ditty ; 

And  in  mine  own  dull  rhymes  would  find 

Mufic  to  foothe  myreillefs  mind  : 

But  oh  [  my  friend,  I  fing  in  vaan. 

No  doggrel  can  relieve  my  pain ; 

Since  thou  art  gone  my  heart's  defirc, 

And  heaven,  and  eartli,  and  fea  coufpirej 

To  make  my  miferies  complete ; 

Where  ftiall  a  wretched  Hip  retreat  ? 

What  fhall  a  drooping  mortal  do. 

Who  pines  for  funlliine  and  for  you  ? 

If  in  the  dark  alcove  I  dream. 

And  you,  or  Phillis,  is  my  theme. 

While  love  or  friendfiiip  warm  my  foulj 

My  fliins  are  burning  to  a  coal. 

Tf  rais'd  to  fpeculations  high,  "^ 

I  gaze  the  liars  andfpangled  iky,  ^ 

With  heart  devout  and  wondering  eye,  j 

Amaz'd  1  view  flrange  globes  of  light,  ") 

Meteors  with  horrid  luftte  bright,  S- 

My  guilty  trembling  foul  affright.  j 

To  mother  earth's  prolific  bed,  T 

Penfive  I  ftoop  my  giddy  head,  ,  >• 

From  thence  too  all  my  hopes  are  fled.  j 

Nor  flowers,  nor  grai's,  nor  flirubs  appear, 

To  deck  the  frailing  infant  year  ; 

But  blafts  my  tender  bloffoms  wound, 

And  defolation  reigns  around. 

If  fea-ward  my  dark  thoughts  I  bend, 

O  1  wliere  will  my  misfortunes  end  ? 

My  loyal  foul  diflradrcd  meets 

Attainted  dukes,  and  *  Spanilh  fleets. 

Thus  jarring  elements  unite, 

Pregnant  with  wrongs,  arid  arm'd  with  fpight, 

*  An  invafton  from  Spain  was  then   exteQed. 
Vox..  VIII. 


Succefiive  mifchiefs  evfiry  hour 

On  my  devoted  head  they  pour. 

Whate'er  I  do,  vrhere'er  I  go, 

'lis  llill  an  endlefs  fcene  of  wo. 

'  1  is  thus  difconf-ilate  1  mourn, 

I  faint,  I  die,  till  thy  return  ; 

'Till  thy  briik  wit,  and  humorous  vein, 

Reftore  me  to  myfelf  again. 

Let  others  vainly  feek  for  eafe, 

From  Galen  and  Hippocrates, 

I  fcorn  fuch  naufeous  aids  as  thefe. 

Hdfte  then,  my  dear,  unbrib'd  attend, 

The  bell  elixir  is  a  friend. 

TO  A  LADY, 

Who  made  me  a  Prefent  of  a  Silver  Pert, 

Fair-one,  accept  the  thanks  I  owe, 
' Tis  ail  a  grateful  heart  can  do. 
If  e'er  my  foul  the  mufe  infpire 
With  raptures  and  poetic  fire. 
Your  kind  munificence  I'll  praife, 
To  you  a  tlu  ufand  altars  raife  : 
Jove  fliall  defcend  in  golden  rain, 
Or  die  a  fwan  ;  but  fing  in  vain, 
Phoebus  the  witty  and  the  gay. 
Shall  quit  the  chariot  of  the  day, 
To  balk  in  your  fuperior  ray. 
Your  charms  fliall  every  god  fubuue. 
And  every  goddefs  envy  you. 
Add  this  but  to  your  bounty's  ftore, 
I'his  one  great  boon,  I  afk  no  more: 
O  gracious  nymph,  be  kind  as  fair. 
Nor  with  difdain  negle<3:  my  prayer. 
So  fliall  your  goodnefs  be  confefs'd. 
And  I  your  fiave  entirely  blefs'd  ; 
This  pen  no  vulgar  theme  fhall  ftain. 
'I'he  noblell  palm  your  gilt  fhall  gain. 
To  write  to  you,  nor  write  in  vain. 


Prefenting  to  a  Lady  a  White  Rofe  and  a  Red  On  the 
Tenth  of  June. 

If  this  pale  rofe  offend  your  fight, 

It  in  your  bolom  wear ; 
'Twill  bluih  to  find  itfelf  lefs  white, 

And  turn  Lancaihian  there. 

But,  Ceiia,  Ihouldthe  red  be  chofe, 

With  gay  vermilion  bright ; 
'Twould  ficken  at  each  blufli  that  glowSi 

And  in  defpair  turn  white. 

Let  politicians  idly  prate, 

Their  Babels  build  in  vain  ; 
As  uncontrolable  as  fate, 

Imperial  Love  fliall  reign. 

Each  haughty  fadlion  fliall  obey, 

And  whigs  and  tories  join, 
Submit  to  your  defp   .Ic  fway, 

Confefs  your  ught  divine. 

Yet  this,  my  gracious  monarch,  own, 

Tiiey're  tyiantb  that  opprefs; 
'Tis  mercy  mu.t  fupi'ort  your  throne. 

And  'tis  like  heaven  to  bkfs^ 
li 
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THE  BOWLING-GREEN. 
Where  fair  Sabrina's  wandering  currents  flow, 
A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  its  verdant  brow, 
Here  every  morn  while  fruitful  vapours  feed 
The  fwelling  blade,  and  blefs  the  Imoking  mead, 
A  cruel  tyrant  reigns  :   like  time,  the  fwain 
Whets  his  unrighteous  fey  the.  and  fhaves  the  plain. 
Beneath  each  ftr>  ke  the  peeping  flowers  decay, 
And  all  th'  nniipen'd  crop  is  fwept  away, 
The  heavy  rulicr  ne;:t  he  tugs  along, 
Whifs  his  fliort  pipe,  or  roars  a  rural  fong, 
With  curious  eye  then  the  prefs'd  turf  he  views. 
And  every  rifing  pronxinence  fubdues. 

>Jow  whcneach  craving  ftomach  was  well-flor'd, 
And   church    and  king  had   travel'd   round   the 

board, 
Hither  at  fortune's  flirine  to  pay  their  court, 
With  eager  hopes  the  motley  tribe  refort; 
j\ttornies  I'pruce,  in  their  piate-button'd  frocks. 
And  rofy  parfons  fat,  and  orthodox  : 
Of  every  feiS,  whigs,  papifts,  and  high-flyers, 
Cornuted  aldermen,  and  hen-peck'd  fquires  : 
Fox-hunters,  quack?,  fcribblers  in  verfe  and  profe. 
And  half-pay  captains,  and  half-witted  beaux; 
On  the  green  cirque  the  ready  racers  (land, 
Difpos'd  in  pairs,  and  tempt  the  bowler's  hand :' 
Each  polifli'd  fphere  does  his  round  brother  own, 
The  twins  dillinguifti'd  by  their  marks  are  known. 
As  the  ftrong  rein  guides  the  well-nianag'd  hotfe. 
Here  weighty  lead  infus'd  diretls  their  courfe. 
Thefe  in  the  ready  road  drive  on  with  fpeed, 
But  thofe  in  crooked  paths  more  artfully  fucceed. 
So  the  tall  fhip  that  makes  fome  dangerous  bay. 
With  a  fide  wind  obliquely  flopes  her  way. 
Lo  '.   there  the  filver  tumbler  tix'd  on  high, 
The  vigor's  prize,  inviting  every  eye 
The  champions,  or  confent,  or  chance  divide, 
While  each  man  thinks  his  own  the  fui 
And  the  jack  leads,  the  ikilful  bowler's  gi 

Bendo  (Irip'd  firf]:,fromforeign  coal'ts  he  brought 
A  chaos  of  receipts,  and  anarchy  of  thought ; 
Where  the  tumultuous  whims  to  fadlion  prone. 
Still  juftled  monarch  Reafon  from  her  throne  : 
Mors  dangerous  than  the  porcupine  his  quill, 
InurM  to  flaughter,  and  fecure  to  kill, 
Let  loofe,  juft  heaven  !  each  virulent  difeafe. 
But  fave  us  from  fucli  murderers  as  thefe  : 
Might  Bcndo  live  but  lialf  a  patriarch's  age, 
Th'  unpeopled  world  would  fnik  beneath  his  rage: 
Nor  need  i'  appeafe  the  juft  Creator's  ire 
A  lecond  deluge  or  confuming  fire. 
He  winks  one  eye,  and  knits  his  brow  fevere, 
Then  from  his  hand  launches  the  flying  fphere  ; 
Out  of  the  green  the  guiltlefs  wood  he  hurl'd, 
Swift  as  his  patients  from  this  nether  world : 
'i  hen  grinn'd  malignant,  but  the  jocund  crowd 
Deride  his  fenfelefs  rage,  and  ftiout  aloud, 

Next,  Zadoc,  'tis  thy  turn,  imperious  prleft  ! 
."^tiU  late  at  church, but  early  at  a  feaft. 
Mo  turkey-cock  appear-,  with  better  grace. 
Hi")  garments  black,  vermilion  paints  his  face  ; 
l-.is\*atties  hang  upon  his  ftiffen'd  band.  T 

H  s  platter  feet  upon  the  trigjjer  Hand,  > 

lie  grafps  the  bowl  in  his  rotjgh  brawny  hand,  j 


;  divide,  "^ 
iirer  fide,  S- 
r's  guide,   j 


Then  fquatting  down,  with  his  grey  goggle  eyc3 
He  takes  his  aim,  and  at  the  mark  it  flies. 
Zadoc  purfucs,  and  wabbles  o'er  the  plain,  [vain  j 
But  fliakes  his  flrutting  paunch,  and  ambles  on  in 
For,  oh  :  wide-ierring  to  the  left  it  glides, 
rhc  inmate  lead  the  lighter  wood  mifguides. 
He  fharp  reproofs  with  kind  entreaties  joins. 
Then  on  the  counter  fide  with  pain  reclines; 
As  if  he  meant  to  regulate  its  courfe, 
By  power  attracflive,  and  magnetic  force, 
Now  almoft  in  defpair,  he  raves,  he  ftorms, 
Writhes  his  unwieldy  trunk  in  various  forms  Z 
Unhappy  Proteus !  {fill  in  vain  he  tries 
A  thoufand  fliapes,  the  bowl  erroneous  flies. 
Deaf  to  his  prayers,  regardlefs  of  his  cries. 
His  puffing  cheeks  with  rifing  rage  inflame, 
And  all  his  fparkling  rubies  glow  with  fhame. 
Bendo's  proud  heart,  proof  againfl,  fortune't 
frown, 
Refolves  once  more  to  make  the  prize  his  own  : 
Cautious  he  plods,  furveying  all  the  green, 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  fpace  between. 
But,  as  on  him  'twas  a  peculiar  curfe, 
To  fall  from  one  extreme  into  a  worfc  ; 
Confcious  of  too  much  vigour,  now  for  fear 
He  fhould  exceed,  at  hand  he  checks  the  fpherCj 
Soon  as  he  found  its  languid  force  decay, 
And  the  too  weak  imprelBon  die  away  ; 
Quick  after  it  he  feuds,  urges  behind 
Step  after  ftep,  and  now,  with  anxious  mind, 
Hangs  o'er  the  bowl,  flow-creeping  on  the  plain. 
And  chides  its  faint  efibrts,  and  bawls  amain. 
Then  on  the  guiltlefs  green  the  blsme  to  lay, 
Curfes  the  mountains  that  obftrutft  his  way  ; 
Brazens  it  out  with  an  audacious  face, 
His  infolence  improving  by  difgrace. 

Zadoc,  who  now  with  three  black  mugs  had 
cheer'd 
His  drooping  heart,  and  his  funk  fpirits  rear'd. 
Advances  to  the  trigg  with  folemn  pace, 
And  ruddy  hope  fits  blooming  on  his  face. 
The  bowl  be  pois'd,  with  pain  his  hams  he  bendt. 
On  well-chofe  ground  unto  the  mark  it  tends  :^ 
Each  adverfc  heart  pants  with  unufual  fear, 
VVith  joy  he  follows  the  propitious  fphere  ; 
Alas  :   how  frail  is  every  iiiortal  fcheme  ! 
We  build  on  fand,  our  happinefs  a  dream. 
Bendo's  Ihort  bowl  ftops  the  proud  vigor's  courfe. 
Purloins  his  fame,  and  deadens  all  its  force. 
At  Bendo  from  each  corner  of  his  eyes 
He  darts  malignant  rays,  then  muttering  flies 
Into  the  bower ;  there,  panting  and  half  dead. 
In  thick  mundiingus  clouds  he  hides  his  head. 

Mufe,  raife  thy  voice,  to  win  the  glorious  priZff, 
Bid  all  the  fury  of  the  battle  rife  : 
Thefe  but  the  light-arm'd  champions  of  the  field. 
See  Griper  there  .   a  veteran  well  Ikili'd  ; 
This  able  pilot  knows  to  fteer  a  caufe 
Through  all  the  rocks  and  fhallows  of  the  laws: 
Or  if  'tis  wreck'd,  his  trembling  client  faves 
On  the  next  plank,  and  difappoints  the  waves. 
In  this,  at  leaft,  all  hiftories  agree, 
That,  th;:ugh  he  loft  his  caufe,  he  fav'd  his  fee. 
When  the  fat  client  looks  in  jovial  plight, 
How  ccmpla'.l'ant  the 
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But  If  tV  abandon'd  orphan  puts  his  cafe, 
And  poverty  fits  (hrinking  on  his  face, 
How  like  a  cur  he  fnarls  1  when  at  the  door 
For  broken  fcraps  he  quarrels  with  the  poor. 
The  farmer's  oracle,  when  rent-day's  near, 
And  landk  rds,  by  forbearance,  are  fevere  ; 
When  huntfmen  trefpafs,  or  his  neighbour's  fwine. 
Or  tatter'd  crape  extorts  by  ri^ht  divine. 
Him  all  the  rich  iheir  contributions  pay, 
Him  all  the  poor  with  aching  hearts  i;bey  : 
He  in  his  fwanfkin  doublet  ftruts  along. 
Now  begs,  and  now  rebukes,  the  prcirmg  throng. 
A  paHage  clear'd,  he  takes  his  aim  with  care, 
And  gently  from  his  hand  lets  loofe  the  fpliere  : 
Fmnoth  as  a  fwallow  o'er  the  plain  it  flies, 
While  he  purfues  its  track  with  eager  eyes; 
Its  hopeful  courfe  approv'd,  he  fhouts  aloud, 
Clapsbothhis hands, andjufiles through  the  crowd, 
Hovering  a  while,  foon  at  the  mark  it  flood, 
Hung  o'er  inclin'd,  and  fondly  kif='d  the  wood  ; 
Loud  is  th*  applaufe  of  every  betting  friend. 
And  peals  of  clamorous  joy  the  concave  rend. 
But  in  each  hoftile  face,  a  difmal  gloom 
Appears,  the  fad  prefage  of  h.fs  to  come  ; 
''Mong  thefe,  Trebellius  with  a  mournful  air 
Of  livid  hue,  jufl  dying  with  dcfpair. 
Shuffles  about,  fkrews  his  chop-fallen  face. 
And  no  whipp'd  gigg  fo  often  (hifts  his  place. 
Then  gives  his  fage  advice  with  wondrous  fkill, 
Which  no  man  ever  heeds,  or  ever  will  : 
Yet  he  perfifts,  inflrufting  to  confound. 
And  with  his  cane  points  out  the  dubious  ground. 

Strong  Nimrod  now,  frefh  as  the  rifing  dawn 
Appears,  his  finewy  limbs,  and  folid  brawn. 
The  gazing  crowd  admires.     He  nor  in  courts 
DelJghts.nor  pompous  balls;  but  rural  fports 
Are  his  foul's  joy.     At  the  horn's  brifk  alarms 
He  fhakes  the  unwilling  Philli?  from  Lis  arms; 
Mounts  with  the  fun,  begins  his  bold  career, 
To  chafe  the  wily  fox,  or  raimbling  deer. 
So  Hercules,  by  Juno's  dread  command, 
Jrom  favage  bealls  and  montlers  freed  the  land. 
Hark  I  from  the  covert  of  yon  gloomy  brake, 
Harmonius  thunder  rolls,  the  forefls  fliake  : 
Men,  boys,  and  dogs,  impatient  for  the  chafe, 
Tumultuous  tranfports  flufh  in  every  face  ; 
With  ears  eredl  the  courfer  pa  vs  the  ground, 
Hil!9>  vales,  and  hollow  rocks,  with  cheering  cries 

refound  : 
Drive  down  the  precipice  (brave    youths)   with 

fpeed. 
Bound  o'er  the  river  banks,  and  fmoke  along  the 

mead. 
But  whither  would  the  devious  mufe  purfue 
The  pleafing  theme,  and  my  pafl  joys  renew  ? 
Another  labour  now  demands  tiiy  fong, 
Strttch'd  intwo  ranks,  behold  th'cxpcding  throne, 
As  Nimrod  pois'd  the  fphere  :  his  arm  he  drew^ 
Back  like  an  arrow  in  the  Parthian  yew,  ( 

Then  launch'd  the  whirling  globe,  and  full  asT 

fwift  it  flew  :  .  j 

Bowls  dafh'd  on  bowls  confounded  all  the  plain, 
Safe  flood  the  foe,  well  cover'd  by  his  train. 
Affaulted  tyrants  thus  their  guard  defends,  , 

Efcaping  by  the  ruin  of  their  friends. 
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But  now,  be  flands  exposM,  their  order  broke, 
And  feems  to  dread  the  ntxt  declfive  Itroke. 
So  at  fome  bloody  fiege,  the  ponderous  ball 
Batters  with  ceafelefs  rage  the  crumbhng  wall, 
(A  breach  once  made)  foon  galls  the  naked  towDi 
Riots  in  blood,  and  heaps  on  heaps  are  thrown. 

Each  .nvenue  thus  clear'd,  with  aching  heart 
Griper  beheld,  exerting  all  his  art;  _ 
Once  more  refolves  to  check  his  furious  foe, 
Block  up  the  paflage,  and  elude  the  blow. 
With  cautious  hand,   and   with   Icfs  force,  hen' 
threw  [flcw.f 

The   well-pois'd    fphere,    that    gently  circling  f 
But  flopping  Ihort,  covc.-M  the  mark  from  view,  J, 
So  little  Tcucer  on  the  well  fought  field, 
Securely  fkulk'd  behind  his  brother's  fbicld. 

Nimrod,  in  dangers  bold.whofe  heart  elate,    - 
Nor  courted  fortune's  fmiles,  nor  fear'd  her  hate; 
Perplex'd,  but  not  difcourag'd,  walk'd  around, 
With  curious  eye  examin'd  all  the  ground  ; 
Not  the  leafl  opening  in  the  front  was  found. 
Sidcway  he  leans,  declining  to  the  right. 
And  marks  his  way,  and  moderates  his  might. 
Smooth-gliding  o'er  the  plain  th' obedient  fphere 
Held  on  its  dubious  road,  while  hope  and  fear 
Alternate  ebb'd  and  flow'd  in  every  breall  : 
Now  rolling  nearer  to  the  mark  it  pref-'d  ; 
Then  chang'd  its  courfe,  by  the  flrong  biafs  rein'd. 
And  on  the  foe  difcharg'd  the  force  that  yet  re- 

main'd. 
Smart  was  the  flroke,  away  the  rival  fied, 
The  bold  intruder  triumph'd  in  his  ftead. 

Vi(ftorioiis  Nimrod  feiz'd  the  ghttering  prize. 
Shouts  of  outrageous  joy  invade  the  fkies  ;^ 
Hands,  tongues,  and  caps,  exalt  the  vi<ftor's  fame, 
Sabrinu's  banks  return  him  loud  acclaim. 

THE  LAMENTATION   OF  DAVID 

OVER   SAVL  AND  JONATHAN. 

P&osTRATE  onearth  the  bleeding  warrior  lies, 
And  Ilracl's  beauty  on  the  mountains  dies; 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 
Hufh'd  be  my  forrows,  gently  fall  my  tears, 
Left  my  fall  ta  e  ihould  reach  the  aliens  ears: 
Bid  fame  be  dumb,  and  tremble  to  proclaim 
In  heathen  Gath,  or  Afcalon,  ourfhanie; 
Left  proud  Philiftia,  left  our  haughty  foe. 
With  impious  fcorn  infult  our  lolemn  woe. 

O  Gilboa  1   ye  hills  afpiring  high, 
The  laft  fad  fcene  of  Ifrael's  trav'edy  : 
No  fattening  dews  be  on  thy  lawns  diftill'd. 
No  kindly  fnow-rs  refrefti  the  thirfty  field  ; 
No  hallow'd  f:  uits  thy  barren  foil  fhall  raife, 
No  fpotlefs  kids  that  on  ..ur  altars  blaze; 
Lonefome  and  wild  fliall  thy  bleak  fummits  rife, 
Accurs'd  by  men,  and  hateful  ro  the  fkies. 
On  thee  the  Ihields  of  mighty  warriors  lay, 
The  fliield  of  Saul  was  vilely  caft  away ; 
The  Lord's  anointed,  Saul !   his  facreJ  blood 
Diftain'd   thy  brow,    and    fwell'd  the   common 

flood. 
H  iw  are  the  mighty  fallen  ! 

Where'er  their  bands  the  royal  heroes  led. 
The  combat  thicken'd,  and  the  mighty  bledj 
liii 
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The  flaughter'd  hofts  beneath  their  falchions  die. 
And  wing'd  with  death  unerring  arrows  fly; 
tlnknovving  to  return,  flill  urge  the  foe, 
As  fate  infatiate,  and  as  fure  the  blow. 
'The  fon,  who  next  his  conquering  father  fought, 
Repeats  the  wenders  his  example  taught  : 
Eager  his  fire's  illuftrious  fteps  to  trace, 
And  by  heroic  deeds  aflert  his  race. 

The  royal  eagle  thus  her  ripening  brood 
Trains  to  the  quarry,  and  dire(fts  to  blood  : 
His  darling  thus,  the  forei  monarch  tears, 
J^  firm  affociate  for  his  future  wars; 
In  union  terrible,  they  feize  the  prey. 
The  mountains  tremble,  and  the  v/oods  obey. 

In  peace  united,  as  in  war  combin'd, 
%Vere  Jonathan's  and  Saul's  affedlions  join'd. 
Paternal  grace  with  filial  duty  vy'd, 
And  love  the  knot  of  nature  clofer  ty'd, 
Ev'n  fate  relents,  reveres  the  facred  hand, 
And  undivided  bids  their  friendfnip  ftand. 
Trom   earth   to  heaven  enlarg'd,  their  joys  im-"! 
prove,  ( 

Still  fairer,  brighter  dill  they  fhlne  above  f 

Sleft  in  a  long  eternity  of  love.  J 

Daughter,  of  Ifrael,  o'er  the  roval  urn 
Wail  and  lament ;  the  king,  the  father,  mourn. 
Oh !   now  at  leaft  indulge  a  pious  woe. 
~  ris  all  the  dead  receive,  the  living  can  bellow. 
■Caft  off  your  rich  attire  and  proud  array, 
Let  undiffeaibled  forrows  cloud  the  day : 
Thofe  ornaments  vidlorious  Saul  beftow'd, 
With  gold  your  necks,   your  robes  with  purple 

glow'd  : 
Quit  crowns,  and  garlands,  for  the  f;'.ble  weed,") 
Tb  fongs  of  triiirnph  let  dumb  grief  fucceed        / 
Let  all  our  grateful  hearts  for  our  dead  patron  C 
bleed.  j 

How  are  the  mighty  fallen  I 

Though  thus  ditlrcfs'd,  though  thus  o'erwhelm'd 
with  grief, 
liight  is  the  burthen  that  admits  relief; 
My  labouring  foul  fuperior  woes  opprefs, 
Nor  rolling  time  can  heal,  nor  fate  redrefs. 
Another  Saul  your  forrows  can  remove, 
Ko  fecowd  Jonathan  fhall  blefs  my  love. 

O  Jonathan  1   my  friend,  my  brother  dear  ' 
3Iyes,  ilream  afrefn,  and  call  forth  every  tear  : 
Swell,  my  fad  heart  es^h  faultering  pulfe  beat  low, 
Down  fink  my  head  beneath  this  weight  of  woe  : 
Hear  my  laments,  ye  hills !  ye  woods,  return 
"Nlj  ceafelef':  groans;  with  me,  ye  turtles,  mourn  1 
How  pleafant  hall  thou  been  [  each  lovely  grace, 
>-ach  youthful  charm,  fate  blooming  on  thy  face  : 
^ny  from  thine  eyes  in  radiant  glories  fprung. 
And  manna  dropt  from  thy  perfur.ilve  tongue. 
Witnefs,  great  heav'n  !  (from  you  thofe  ardours'! 
came)  f 

How  wonderful  his  love  !  the  kindeH;  dame        C 
1-ov'd  not  like  him,  nor  felt  fo  warm  a  flame.  J 
No  earthly  pafTion  to  fuch  height  afpires, 
And  feraphs  ervly  burn  with  purer  fires. 
In  vain,  while  honour  calls  to  glorious  arms, 
And  Ifrael's  caufe  the  pious  patriot  warms : 
In  vain,  while  deaths  promifcuous  fly  below, 
Nor  youth  can  bribe,  nor  virtue  ward  the  blow. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH  THE  ILIAD  OF  HOMER  TRANSLATE*. 

Go,  happy  volume,  to  the  fair  impart 

rhe  fccret  wiflics  of  a  wounde  1  heart : 

Kind  advocate  1   exert  thy  utmofl  zeal, 

DefCribe  my  paffion,  and  my  woes  reveal. 

Oft  fhalt  thou  kifs  that  hand  where  rofes  bloom. 

And  the  white  lily  breathes  its  rich  perfume  ; 

On  thee  her  eyes  fhall  (hinC;  thy  leaves  employ 

P.ach  faculty,  and  footh  her  foul  with  joy. 

Watch,  tije  foft  hour,  when  peaceful  filence  reigns, 

And  Philomel  alone  like  me  complains  : 

When  envious  prudes  no  longer  haunt  the  fair, 

But  end  a  day  of  calumny  in  prayer  : 

O'er  Qjarles  or  Bunyan  nod,  in  dreams  relent,  "i 

Without  difguife  give  all  their  pafhons  vent,        ( 

And  mourn  their  wither'd  charms,  and  youthful  f 

prime  mifpent.  j 

Then  by  the  waxen  taper's  glimmering  light, 
With  thee  the  (tudicus  maid  Ihall  pafb  the  night ; 
Siiall  feel  her  heart  beat  quick  in  every  page. 
And  tremble  at  the  ftern  Pelides'  rage  : 
With  horror  view  the  half-drawn  biade  appear, 
And  the  defnonding  tyrant  pale  with  fear  ; 
To  calm,  that  foul  uutam'd,  fage  Neftor  fails, 
And  ev'n  celetlial  wifdf^m  fcarce  prevails. 
Then  lead  her  to  the  margin  of  the  main, 
And  let  her  hear  th'  impatient  chief  complain ; 
Tofs'd  with  fuperior  ftorms,  on  the  bleak  lliores 
He  lies,  and  louder  than  the  billows  ruars. 
Next  the  dread  fccne  unfold  of  war  and  blood, 
Heeler  in  arms  triumjihant,  Greece  fubdued  ;        -   i 
The  partial  gods  who  with  their  foes  confpire,        :| 
The  dead,  the  dying,  and  the  fleet  on  fire.  i    i 

But  tell,  oh  !  tell  the;  cauic  of  all  this  woe, 
i'he  fatal  fource  from  whence  theft  mifchiefs  flow; 
Tell  her  'twas  love  deny'd  the  hero  fir'd, 
D^priv'd  of  her  whom  mofl  his  heart  defir'd. 
N.  t  the  dire  vengeance  of  the  thundering  Jove, 
Can  match  the  boundlefs  rage  of  inju.r'd  love. 
Stop  the  fierce  torrent,  and  its  billow^s  rife, 
Lay  v/afte  the  fhores,  invade  both  earth  and  Ikies : 
Confine  it  not,  but  let  it  gently  flow,  ") 

It  kindly  cheers  the  fmiling  plains  below,  V 

And  everlafling  fwects  upon  its  borders  grow.     ) 
To  Troy's   proud  walls  the  wondering  maid 

convey, 
With  pointed  fpires  and  golden  turrets  gay, 
The  work  of  gods  :  thence  let  the  fair  behold 
The  court  of  Priam,  rich  in  gems  and  gold ; 
His  numerous  fons,  his  queen's  majellic  pride, 
I'h'  afpiring  domes, th'  apartments  flretching  wide. 
Where  on  their  looms  Sidonian  virgins  wrought. 
And  weav'd  the  battles  which  their  lovers  fought. 
Here  let  her  eyes  furvey  thofe  fatal  charms. 
The  beauteous  prize  that  fet  the  world  in  arms ; 
Through  gazing  crov/ds,  bright  progeny  of  Jove, 
Siie  walks,  and  every  panting  heart  beats  love. 
Ev'n  faplefs  age  new  blofibms  at  the  fight, 
And  views  the  fair  deflroyer  with  delight : 
Beauty's  vaft   puwer,  hence  to  the  nymph  make 

known, 
In  Helen's  triumphs  let  her  read  her  own  ; 
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Nor  blame  her  {laves,  but  hy  the  guilt  on  fate, 
And  pardon  failings  which  her  charms  create. 

Rafii  bard  !  forbear,  nor  let  thy  flattering  mufe, 
With  pleafmg  vifions,  thy  fond  heart  ahuf;; ; 
Vain    arc    thy   hopes  prciun-ptuous,    vain   thy*^ 
prayer,  ( 

Bright  is  her  ima^ge,  and  divinely  fair  :  C 

But  oh  1   the  goddefs  in  thy  arms  is  fleeting  air.  J 
So  dre«ms  th'  ambitious  man  when  rich  Tokay, 
Or  Burgundy,  rtfincs  his  vulgar  clay  : 
The  white  rod  trembles  m  his  potent  hand, 
And  crowds  obfeqnious  wait  his  high  command  ; 
Upon  his  bread  he  views  the  radiant  ftar, 
And  gives  the  word  around  him,  pence  or  war : 
In  ftate  he  reigns,  for  one  ftiort,  bufy  night,      ~\ 
But  foon  convinc'd  by  the  next  dawning  light,  ( 
Curfes    the    fading   joys   that  vanlfli   from   hisf 
fight.  3 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  ALLAN  RAMSAY. 
NsAK  fair  Avona's  filver  tide, 
Wiiofe  waves  in  fofc  meanders  glide, 
I  read,  to  the  delighted  fwains. 
Your  jocund  fongs  and  rural  ftrains. 

Smooth  as  her  ftreams  your  numbers  flow,  T 

Your  thoughts  in  varied  beauties  Ihow,  V 

Like  flowers  that  on  her  border-  grow.  j 

While  1  furvey,  with  ravifh'd  eyes, 

His*  friendly  gift,  my  valued  prize, 

Where  After  arts,  with  charms  divine. 

In  their  full  bloom  and  beauty  fliine, 

Alternatcdy  my  foul  is  bleft. 

Now  I  behold  my  welcome  guefl, 

That  graceful,  that  engaging  air, 

So  dear  to  all  the  brave  and  fair. 

Nor  has  th'  ingenious  arclft  ihown 

His  outvvard  lineaments  alone. 

But  in  th'  exprefiive  draught  defign'd, 

The  nobler  beauties  of  his  mind  ; 

True  friendfliip,  love,  benevolence, 

Unftudied  wit,  and  manly  fenfe. 

Then,  as  your  book  I  wander  o'er, 

And  feaft  on  the  delicious  {lore 

(Like  the  laborious  bufy  bee, 

Pleas'd  with  the  fweet  variety). 

With  equal  wonder  and  furprife, 

1  fee  refcmbling  portraits  rife. 

Brave  archers  march  in  bright  array, 

in  troops  the  vulgar  line  the  way. 

Here  the  droll  figures  fiyly  fneer, 

Or  coxcombs  at  full  length  appear. 

There  woods  and  lawns,  a  rural  fcene. 

And  fv/ains  that  gambol  on  the  green. 

Your  pen  can  adl  the  pencil's  part 

With  greater  genius,  fire,  and  art. 
'Believe  me,  bard,  no  hunted  hind  _ 

That  pants  againft  the  fouthern  wind, 

And  feeks  the  fl:ream  through  unknown  ways  ; 
No  matron  in  her  teeming  days. 

E'er  felt  fuch  longings,  fuch  defires. 
As  I  to  view  thofe  lofty  fpires, 
Thofe  dorries,  where  fair  Edina  {hrouds 
Her  towering  head  araid  the  clouds. 

*   JLord  Somer-j'th  ivas  pleafuJ  to  find  me  his  ozi 
{rtiure,  a:id  Mr,  RamJ'i^ s  ■waih. 


But  oh  1  what  dangers  interpofe  ! 
Vales  deep  with  dirt,  and  hills  with  fnows, 
Proud  v.'intcr  floods  with  rapid  force, 
Forbid  the  pleafmg  intercoiirfc. 
But  fure  we  bards,  whofe  j^urer  clay. 
Nature  has  mixt  with  lei's  allay. 
Might  foon  find  cut  an  eafier  way. 
Do  not  fage  matrons  mount  on  high, 
And  fwicch  their  broom-fticks  through  the  fey; 
Ride  pofl;  o'er  hills,  and  v/oods,  «nd  feas, 
From  rhule  to  th'  Hcfperidesf? 
And  yet  the  men  of  Grefliam  own 
That  this  and  ftranger  feats  are  done, 
By  a  warm  fancy's  power  alone. 
This  granted  ;  why  caa't  you  and  I 
Stretch  forth  our  wings,  and  cleave  the  Iky  ? 
Since  our  poetic  brains,  you  know. 
Than  theirs  muft  more  intenfely  glow. 
Did  not  the  Theban'fwan  rake  wing, 
Sublimely  foar,  and  fweetly  fing  I 
And  do  net  we  of  humbler  vein. 
Sometimes  attempt  a  loftier  ftraiii, 
Mount  flieer  out  of  the  reader's  fight, 
Obfcurely  lod  in  clouds  and  night  I 
Then  climb  your  Pegafus  with  fpeed, 

I'll  meet  thee  on  the  banks  of  Tweed  : 

Not  as  our  fathers  did  of  yore. 

To  fwell  the  flood  with  crimfon  gore  ; 

Like  the  Cadmean  murdering  brood, 

l^ach  thirftiug  for  his  brother's  blood. 

For  now  all  hoflile  rage  fnall  ceafe; 

LiiU'd  in  the  downy  arms  of  peace. 

Our  honeft  hands  and  hearts  Ihall  join. 

O'er  jovial  banquets,  fparkhng  wine- 

Let  Pv-'ggy  at  thy  elbow  wait. 

And  I  fl;all  bring  my  bonny  Kate. 

But  hold — oh !  take  a  fpecial  care,  "? 

T'  admit  no  prying  kirkman  there  ;  >^ 

1  dread  the  p-enitential  chair. 

What  a  fl:range  figure  fliould  I  make, 

A  poor  abandon'd  Engiifli  rake  ; 

A  "fquire  well  born,  and  fix  foot  high, 

Perch'd  in  that  facred  pillory  ? 

Let  fpleen  and  zeal  be  banifti'd  thence, 

And  troublefome  impertinence. 

That  tells  his  ilory  o'er  again  : 

Ill-manners  and  his  faucy  train. 

And  felf- conceit,  and  fliff-rumpt  pride. 

That  grin  at  all  the  world  befide ; 

Foul  f^andal,  with  a  load  of  lies. 

Intrigues,  rencounters,  prodigies ; 

Fame's  bufy  "nawker,  light  as  air, 

That  feeds  on  frailties  of  the  fair  : 

Envy,  hypocrify,  deceit, 

Fierce  party-rage,  and  warm  debate; 

And  all  the  hell-hounds  that  are  foes 

To  frieniWibip  and  the  world's  repofe. 

But  mirth  inftead,  and  dimpling  fmiles, 

And  wit,  that  gloomy  care  beguiles; 

And  joke,  and  pun,  and  merry  tale. 

And  toafts,  that  round  the  table  fail : 

While  laughter,  burfling  through  tlie  crowd 

hi  voUlcs,  tells  our  jays  aloud. 
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Hark  !  the  flirill  piper  mounts  on  high. 

The  woodf,  the  ftreaius,  the  rocks  reply, 

To  his  far-founding  niclod)'. 

Behold  each  laoouring  fqueeze  prepare 

Supplies  of  modulated  air. 

Obferve  Croudero's  a<itive  bow. 

His  head  fti;l  noddling  to  and  fro, 

His  eyes,  his  cheeks,  with  raptures  g'oWa 

See,  fee  the  bafnful  nymphs  advance, 

To  lead  fhe  regulated  dance  ; 

Flying  Hill,  the  fwains  purfuing, 

Yet  with  backward  glances  wooing. 

This,  this  (hall  be  tiie  joyous  fcene  ; 

Nor  wanton  elves  that  flcini  the  green 

Shall  be  fo  blefl,  fo  blycke,  to  gay, 

Or  lefi  regard  v.hat  dotards  fay. 

My  Rofe  fhp.ll  then  your  Thillle  greet, 

The  Union  (hall  be  more  complete ; 

And,  in  a  bottle  and  a  friend. 

Each  national  difpute  iliall  end. 

ANSWER  TO  THE  ABOVE  EPISTLE, 

BY  ALLAN   RAMSAY. 

Sir,  T  had  your's,  and  own  my  pleafure, 
On  the  receip*,  exceeded  mealure. 
You  write  with  fo  much  fplrit  and  glee, 
Sae  fmonth,  fae  iHong,  correiftj  and  free  ; 
That  any  he  (by  you  allow'd 
To  have  feme  merit)  may  be  proud. 
If  that's  my  fault,  bear  you  the  blame, 
Wha've  lent  me  Gc  a  lift  to  fame. 
Your  ain  tours  high,  and  widens  far, 
Bright  glancing  like  the  tirft-rate  ilar, 
And  all  the  world  beftow  due  praife 
On  the  colleclion  of  your  lays  ; 
"Where  varir.us  arts  and  turns  combine, 
Which  even  in  parts  firft  poets  {hine  : 
Like  Mat  and  Su  ift  ye  Img  with  eafe. 
And  can  be  Waller  when  you  pleafe. 
Continue. fii,  and  fhame  the  crew 
That's  p!aji;u'd  with  having  nm.ght  to  do, 
"Who  fortune  in  a  merry  mood 
Has  overcharg'd  with  gentle  blood, 
But  has  deny'd  a  genius  fit 
For  ad:ion  or  afpiring  wit ; 
Such  kcnna  how  t'  employ  their  time. 
And  'hink  adlivity  a  crime  : 
Aught  they  to  either  do,  or  fay, 
Or  walk,  or  write,  or  read,  or  pray  1 
When  money,  thtir  Fadlotum,  'sable 
To  furnilh  them  a  nunicrous  rabble, 
Who  will,  for  daily  drink  and  wages. 
Be  chairmen  chaplains,  clerks,  and  pages; 
Could  they,  like  you    employ  tlieir  hours 
In  planting  rhefe  delight! u]  flowers, 
"which  carpel  the  poetic  fields. 
And  laftiijg  funds  ol  pleafure  yields; 
Nae  n-air  they'd  gaunt  and  govs  away. 
Or  fleep  or  loiter  out  the  day. 
Or  wafte  the  night  tlamniiig  their  fauls 
In  deep  ueb.^uch,  and  hawdy  biawls  : 
"Wnicnoe  pcx  and  poverty  proceed 
An  e.irly  eild,  ar.d  ipirtrs  dtad. 
P.ever(c  of  you  ; — and  him  you  love, 
"Vhoft  brijjhtcr  fpirit  tours  above     ' 


The  mob  of  thoughtiefs  lords  and  beaux. 

Who  in  his  ilka  a»3:ion  Ihows 

"  True  friendlhip,  love,  benevolence, 

"  Unfiudy'd  wit,  and  manly  fenfe." 

Allow  here  what  you've  faid  your  fell. 

Nought  can  b'  expreft  fo  juft  and  well ; 

To  him  and  her,  worthy  his  love. 

And  every  blefiing  from  above, 

A  fon  is  given,  G-od  fave  the  boy, 

For  theirs  and  every  Som'ril's  joy. 

Ye  wardins  round  him  take  your  plac6. 

And  raife  him  v/ith  each  manly  grace  ; 

Make  his  merid-'an  virtues  fhine. 

To  add  frefii  luftres  to  his  line  ; 

And  many  may  the  mother  fee 

Of  fuch  a  lovely  progeny. 

Now,  fir,  when  Boreas  nae  mair  thuds 
Hail,  fnaw  and  fleet,  frae  blacken 'd  clouds; 
While  Caledonia's  hills  are  green, 
And  a'  her  ftraths  delight  the  een  ; 
While  ilka  flower  with  fragrance  blows. 
And  a'  the  year  its  beauty  fhows ; 
Before  again  the  winter  lour, 
What  hinders  then  your  northern  tour? 
Be  fure  of  welcome  :  nor  believe 
Thofe  wha  an  ill  report  would  give 
To  Ed'nburgh  and  the  land  of  cakes, 
That  nought  what's  neceffary  lacks. 
Here  plenty's  goddcfi  frae  her  horn 
Pours  fifh  and  cattle,  claith  and  corn, 
In  biyth  abundance; — and  yet  mair, 
Our  men  are  brave,  our  ladies  fair. 
Nor  will  North  Britain  yield  for  fouth 
Of  ilka  thing,  and  fellows  couth, 
To  any  but  her  filler  South. — 

True,  rugged  roads  are  curfed  driegh. 
And  fpears  aft  roar  frae  mountains  high; 
The  body  tires — poor  tottering  clay. 
And  l.'kes  with  eafe  at  hamc  to  flay ; 
While  fauls  ftride  warlds  at  ilka  (lend. 
And  can  their  widening  views  extend. 
Mine  fees  you,  while  you  chearfu'  roam 
On  fwett  Avona's  flowery  howm, 
There  recolieillng,  with  full  viev/, 
Thofe  follies  which  mankind  purfue; 
While,  confcious  of  fuperior  merit, 
You  rife  with  a  corretfting  fpirit ; 
And,  as  an  agent  of  the  gods, 
Lafh  them  with  {harp  fatyrlc  reds  : 
Labour  divine  ! — Next,  for  a  change. 
O'er  hill  and  dale  I  fee  you  range, 
After  the  i'ox  or  whidding  hare, 
Confirming  health  in  pureft  air; 
While  joy  frae  heights  and  dales  refounds^ 
Rais'd  by  the  hol^  horn  and  hounds : 
Fatigu'd,  yet  pieas'd,  the  chafe  outrun, 
I  fee  the  friend:  and  fctting  fun, 
Invite  you  to  the  temperate  bicker, 
Which  makes  the  blood  and  wit  flow  quickcJT, 
The  clock  ftrikes  twelve,  to  reft  you  bound. 
To  fave  your  health  by  lleeping  found. 
Thus  with  cool  head  and  healfome  breafi 
You  fee  new  day  (Iream  frae  the  eaft  : 
Then  all  the  mufes  round  you  Ihinc, 
Infjiiring  every  thought  divine ; 


OCC  ASIONA 

^e  iong  their  aid~~Your  years  and  bleffes, 
Your  fervant  Allan  Ramlay  wifiies. 

TO  ALLAN  RAMSAY, 

Upon  his  puhllpnng  afecond  Volume  of  Poems, 

Hail,  Caledonian  bard  1  whofe  rural  drains 
Delight  the  liflening  hills,  and  cheer  the  plains  I 
Already  polifh'd  by  fome  hand  divine. 
Thy  purer  ore  what  furnace  can  refine  ? 
Carelefs  of  cenfure,  like  the  fun,  fhine  forth, 
In  native  luftre,  and  intrinfic  worth. 
To  follow  nature  is  by  rules  to  write, 
She  led  the  way,  and  taught  the  Stagirite. 
From  her  the  critic's  tafte,  the  poet's  fire, 
Both  drudge  in  vain,  till  fhe  from  hearen  infpire  : 
By  the  fame  guide  inftrudled  how  to  foar, 
Allan  is  now  what  Homer  was  before. 

Ye  chofen  youths  !  v\ho  dare  like  him  afpire, 
And  touch  with  bolder  hand  tlie  goldf  n  lyie  1 
Keep  nature  lliU  in  view  ;  on  her  intent. 
Climb  by  her  aid  the  dangerous  fleep  afcent 
To  lading  fame.     Pcrhapa  a  little  art 
Is  needful,  to  plane  o'er  fome  rugged  part ; 
But  the  mofl  labour'd  elegance  and  care, 
T'  arrive  at  full  perfection  mul!;  dcfpair. 
Alter,  blot  out,  and  write  all  o'er  again, 
Alas  !  fome  venial  fins  will  yet  remain. 
Indulgence  is  to  human  frailty  due, 
Ev'n  Pope  has  faults,  and  Addifon  a  few  ; 
But  thoft.like  mills  that  cloud  the  morning  ray, 
Are  loll  and  vanifh  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Though  fome  intruding  pimple  find  a  place 
Amid  the  glories  of  Clannda's  face,.. 
We  ftill  love  on,  with  equal  zciil  adore, 
Nor  think  her  lei's  a  goddefs  than  before. 
Slight  wounds  in  no  difgraceful  fears  fhall  end, 
Heal'd  by  the  balm  of  fome  good-natur'd  friend. 
In  vain  fhall  canker'd  Zoilus  alTail, 
While  Spence  prefides,  and  candour  holds  the  fcale. 
His  generous  bread,  nor  envy  fours,  nor  fpitc, 
Taught  by  his  *  founder's  motto  how  to  write. 
Good  manneis  guides  his  pen.     Learn'd  without 

pride. 
In  dubious  points  not  forward  to  decide. 
If  here  and  there  uneommon  beauties  rife, 
From  flower  to  flower  he  roves  with  glad  furprlfe. 
In  failings  no  malignant  pleafure  takes, 
Nor  rudely  triumphs  over  fmall  miflakes. 
No  naufeous  praife,  no  biting  taunts  ojFend, 
W  expe<Sl:  a  cenfor,  and  we  find  a  friend. 
Poets,  improv'd  by  his  corredling  care. 
Shall  face  their  foes  with  more  undaunted  air, 
Stripp'd  of  their  rags,  fhall  like  Ulyffes  ftiine, 
"Wiih  more  heroic  port,  and  grace  divine. 
No  pomp  of  learning,  and  no  fund  of  fenfe. 
Can  e'er  atone  for  loft  benevolence. 
May  Wykeham's  fons,  who  in  each  art  excel, 
And  rival  ancient  bards  in  writing  well,        [fingi 
While  from   their  bright   examples  taught   they 
And  emulate  their  flights  with  boldtr  wing, 
From  their  own  frailties  learn  tlie  humbler  part, 
Mildly  to  judge  in  gentlenefs  of  heart  \ 

*  fVillicm  ofWykebam,  "  J^aiinen  moketbman." 
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Such  critics,  Ramfay,  jealous  for  cur  fame. 
Will  not  with  malice  infolently  blame, 
But  lur'd  by  praife  the  haggard  mufe  reclaim 
Retouch  each  line  till  all  is  juft  and  neat, 
A  whole  of  proper  parts,  a  work  almoft  complete. 

So  when  fome  beauteous  dame,  a  reigning  toaft, 
The  flower  of  Forth,  and  proud  Edina's  boaft. 
Stands  at  her  toilet  in  her  tartan  plaid, 
In  all  her  rithetl  head-geur  trimly  clad, 
The  curious  hand-maid,  with  obfervanc  eye. 
Corrects  the  fwelling  hoop  that  hangs  awry; 
Through  every  plait  her  bufy  fingers  rove. 
And  now  fhe  plies  below,  and  then  above. 
With  pleafing  tattle  entertains  the  fair. 
Each  ribbnn  fmooths,  adjults  each  rambling  hair, 
liU  the  gay  nymph  in  her  full  Imftre  ihinc, 
And  Komer's  Juno  was  not  half  io  fine. 

TO   THE 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  ESSAY  ON  MAN- 

Was  ever  work  to  fiich  pcrfedlon  wrought ; 
How  elegant  the  ditftion  ;   pure  the  thought  '. 
Not  fparmgly  adorn'd  with  fcitter'd  rays. 
But  one  brTght  beauty,  one  colledlcd  blaze  : 
.So  breaks  the  day  upon  the  fnades  of  nigiit. 
Enlivening  all  with  one  unbounded  light. 

To  humble  man's  proud  heart,  thy  great  deiign  9 
But  who  caii  read  th.s  wondrous  worK  divine. 
So  jullly  plann'd,  and  fo  politely  writ, 
And  not  be  proud,  and  boaft  of  human  wit? 

Yet  juft  to  thee,  and  to  thy  precepts  true. 
Let  us  know  man,  and  give  to  God  his  due; 
His  image  we,  b,:t  mix'd  with  coarle  allay. 
Our  happinefs  to  love,  adore,  obey; 
To  praife  him  for  each  gracious  boon  beftow'd, 
For  this  thy  work,  for  every  Icffcr  good, 
With  proilrate  hearts  before  his  throne  to  fall, 
And  own  the  great  Creator  all  in  all. 

The  mule,  which  ft»uuld  inftruvil.novv  entertains, 
On  trifling  lubjefts,  in  enervate  ftrains; 
Be  it  thy  talk  to  let  the  wanderer  right, 
Point  out  her  way  in  her  aerial  fliglit; 
Her  noble  mieti,  her  honours  loft  reftore, 
And  bid  her  deeply  think,  and  proudly  foar. 
Thy  theme  fubhme,  and  eafy  verfe,  v/ill  prove 
Her  high  delcent,  and  niiiliun  fro.n  above. 

Let  others  nov/  tranflate  ;  thy  abler  pen 
Shall  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  men  \ 
in  virtue's  caufe  Ihaii  gloriouUy  prevad. 
When  the  bench  frowns  in  vain,  and  pulpits  fail. 
Made  wife  by  thee,  whofe  happy  ftyle  conveys 
The  pureft  morals  in  the  fofteft  lays. 
As  angels  once,  fo  now  we  mortals  bold 
Shall  climb  the  ladder  Jacob  vicw'd  of  old  ; 
Thy  kind  reforming  mule  ftiall  lead  the  way  , 

To  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 

EPISTLE  TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

ON  THE   FIRST   EDITION   OF   HIS   SEASONS. 

So  bright,  fo  dark,  upon  an  April  day. 
The  fun  darts  for'ih,  or  hides  his  various  ray ; 
1.  i  "'4 
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So  high,  fo  low.  the  lark  afpiring  fings, 
Qr  drops  to  earth  again  with  folded  wings ; 
So  fmooth,  fo  rough,  the  fea  that  laves  our  fliores, 
Smiles  in  a  calm,  or  in  a  tempeft  roars. 
lielieve  me,  Thomfon,  'tis  not  thus  I  write, 
Severely  kind,  by  envy  four'd  or  fpite  : 
Nor  would  I  reb  thy  brows  to  grace  my  own; 
Such  arts  are  to  my  honefc  foul  unknown. 
I  read  thee  over  as  a  friend  Ihould  read, 
Griev'd  when  yju  fail,  o'erjoy'd  when  you  fucceed. 
Why  fhould  thy  mufe,  born  fo  divinely  fair, 
Want  the  reforming  toilet's  daily  care  ? 
Drefs  the  gay  maid,  improve  each  native  grace, 
Afid  call  forth  all  the  glories  of  her  face  : 
Studioully  plain,  and  elegantly  clean, 
Withunall'efted  fpeech,  and  eafy  mien, 
Th'  accoi:ipli{h'd  nymph,  in  all  her  beft  attire, 
Courts  ftiall  applaud,  aad  proftrate  crowds  admire. 
Difcretely  daring,  with  a  iliffen'd  rein, 
Firm  in  thy  feat  the  flying  ftecd  re'lraiH. 
Though  few  thy  faults,  who  can  perfe(5lion  boafl  ? 
Spots  in  the  fun  are  in  his  luftre  lofl:  > 
\'ct  ^v'n  thofc  fpbts  expunge  with  patient  care, 
Nor  fcndly  the  irjnuteft  erior  fpare. 
For  kind  and  wife  the  parent,  who  reproves 
TIk  Aipihtsft  bkmifh  in  the  child  he  loves. 
Read  Philips  much,  confidcr  Ivlilton  more ; 
^at  from  their  drofs  extra6i  tlie  purer  ore. 
To  coin  new  words,  or  to  reflore  the  old. 
In  fouthern  bards  is  dangerous  and  bold; 
But  rarely,  very  rarely,  will  fucceed. 
When  minted  on  the  other  fide  of  Tweed. 
Let  pcrfpicuity  o'er  all  prcfide — 
Soon  flialt  thou  be  the  nation's  joy  and  pride. 
The  rhimmg,  jingling  tribe,  Vi  ith  bells  and  fong, 
Who  drive  their  limping  Pegafus  along. 
Shall  learn  from  thee  in  bolder  flights  to  rife 
To  fcorn  the  beaten  road,  and  raijge  the  Ikies. 
.A  genius  fo  refin'd,  fo  jufl,  fo  great,  -\ 

In  Britain's  ille  fhall  fix  the  mufe's  feat,  C 

And  r.evf  Parnalfus  fhall  at  home  create  :  j 

Kules  from  thy  works  each  future  bard  fliall-j 
draw,  I 

Thy  works,  abo^'e  the  critic's  nicer  law,  C 

Ar.i  rich  in  brilliant  genis  without  a  flaw.  \ 

TO  THE   RIGHT    HONOURAELE 

LADY  ANNE  COVENTRY. 
XTpo7i  viewing  herjins  Chimney-piece  of  Shell-ivori. 

The  greedy  merchant  ploughs  the  fea  for  gain, 
And  rides  exulting  o'er  the  watery  plain  : 
While  liowling  tempcfts,  fiom  their  rocky  bed, 
indij.;nant  hreak'around  his  careful  head. 

'ihe  royal  fleet  the  liquid  wa!le  explores. 
And  fpeaks  ip  thunder  to  tlie  trembling  fhorea; 
The  voice  of  wrath  awak'd  the  nations  hear, 
The  vanquiih'i!  hope,  and  the  proud  vl6lors  fear  ; 
Thofe  quit  their  chain,  and  thefe  refign  thfeir  palm. 
While  Uritain's  awful  flag  commands  a  calm. 

The  curious  fage,  fior'gain  nor  fame  purfues, 
With  other  eyes  the  boiling  deep  he  view  s; 
Hangs  o'er  the  cliff  inqiiifitive  to  know 
•J'he  iVcret  caufes  of  its  ebb  ^nd  flow  ;  • 
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i.  Whence  breathe  the  winds  that  ruffle  its  fmooth 
face, 
Or  ranks  in  cjaffes  all  the  fifhy  race. 
From  thofe  enormous  monfters  of  the  main, 
Who  in  their  world,  like  other  tyrants,  reign, 
To  the  poor  cocklc-tribe,  that  humble  band. 
Who  cleave  to  rocks,  or  loiter  on  the  ftrand. 
Yet  ev'n  their  fliells  the  forming  hand  divine 
Has,  with  diftinguifti'd  luftre,  taught  tofliine. 
What  bright  enamel '.   and  what  various  dyes  ! 
What  lively  tints  delight  our  wondering  eyes  I 
Th'  Almighty  painter  glows  in  every  line^: 
How  mean,  alas !  is  Raphael's  bold  defigr 
And  Titian's  colouring,  if  compar'd  to  thine  1 
Juflly  fupreme  !   let  us  thy  power  revere, 
Thou  fili'ft  all  fpace !  all-beauteous  every  where. 
Thy  riling  fun  with  blufhcs  paints  the  morn. 
Thy  (hining  lamps  the  face  of  night  adorn; 
'Ihy  flowers  the  meads,  thy  nodding  trees  the  hills; 
The  vales  thy  paflures  green,  and  bubbling  rills  ;" 
Thy  coral  groves,  tliy  rocks  that  amber  weep, 
Deck  all  the  gloomy  manfions  of  the  deep; 
Thy  yellow  fands  diflincfl  with  golden  ore, 
And  thefe  thy  variegated  fliells  the  fhore. 
To  all  thy  works  fuch  grandeur  haft  thou  lent, 
And  fuch  extravagance  of  ornament. 
For  the  falfe  traitor,  man,  this  pomp  and  {how  '. 
A  fcene  fo  gay,  for  us  poor  wornis  below  1 
No — for  thy  glory  all  thefe  beauties  rife. 
Yet  may  improve  the  good,  inftrudl  the  wife. 
■  You,  madam,  fprung  from  Beaufort's  royal  linCj 
Who,  luft  to  courts,  can  in  your  clofet  fr.ine, 
Beft  know  to  ufe  each  blelTing^he  bellows, 
Beft  know  to  praifethe  power  from  whence  it  flows, 
fchells  in  your  hand  the  Parian  rock  defy,  ~\ 

Or  agat,  or  ^Egyptian  porphyry —  V- 

?4ore  glofly  they,  their  veins  of  brighter  dye.      jf 
See  I   where  your  rifmg  pyramids  alpira, 
Your  guefts  furpris'd  the  fliining  pile  admire  I 
In  future  times,  if  fome  great  Phidias  rii'e, 
V/hofe  chifiel  with  his  miftrefs  nature  vies. 
Who,  with  fuperior  fkill,  can  lightly  trace 
In  the  hard  marble  block  the  fofteft  face  : 
To  crown  this  piece,  fo  elegantly  neat, 
Your  well-  wrouglit  bufto  fhail  the  whole  cortplcte; 
O'er  your  own  work  from  age  to  age  prefide. 
Its  author  once,  and  then  its  greatelt  pride. 

ADDRESS 

lo  hh  Elboixj-chair  ne'wclothed. 

My  dear  companion,  and  my  faithful  friend  ! 
If  Orpheus  taught  the  liftening  daks  to  bend  ; 
If  ftones  and  rubbifli,  at  Amphion's  call, 
Dauc'd  into  form,  and  built  the  Theban  wall; 
Why  flio'uldft  not  thou  attend  my  humble  lays, 
And  hear  my  grateful  harp  refound  thy  praife  ? 
True,  thou  art  fprucc  and  line,  a  very  beau; 
But  what  are  trappings  and  external  {how  ? 
To  real  worth  alone  \  make  my  court. 
Knaves  are  "my  fcorn,  and  coxcombs  are  m.y  fport, 
Once  I  beheld  thee  far  lefs  trim  and  gay ; 
Ragged,  disjointed,  and  to  worms  a  prey; 
The  fafa  retreat  of  every  lurking  moufe; 
Derided,  fhunn'dj  she  lumber,  of  ijiy  hcufej 
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j<y( 


Thy  robe  how  chang'd  from  what  it  was  before  I 
Thy  velvet  robe,  which  pleas'd  my  fires  of  yore  1 
'Tis  thus  capricious  fortune  wheels  us  round ; 
Aloft  we  mount — then  tumble  to  the  ground. 
Yet  grateful  then,  my  conftancy  I  prov'd  ; 
I  knew  thy  worth  ;   my  friend  in  rags  I  Inv'd  ; 
I  lov'd  thee  more ;  nor,  like  a  courtier,  fpurn'd 
My  benefador,  when  the  tide  was  turn'd. 
With  confcious  (hame,  yet  frankly,  1  confefs. 
That  in  my  youthful  days — I  lov'd  thee  lefs. 
Where  vanity,  where  pleafure  call- d,  I  flray'd  ; 
And  every  wayward  appetite  obey'd. 
Bur  fage  experience  taught  me  how  to  prize 
Myfclf ;  and  how,  this  world  :  fhe  bade  me  rife 
To  nobler  flights  regardlefs  of  a  race  "J 

Of  fadious  emmets;  pointed  where  to  place       > 
My  blifs,  and  lodg'd  me  in  thy  foft  embrace.      J 

Here  on  thy  yielding  down  1  fit  fecure  ; 
And,  patiently,  what  heaven  has  fent,  endure; 
From  all  the  futile  cares  of  bufinefs  free  ; 
Notyb/jiof  life,  but  yet  content  to  be  : 
Here  mark  the  fleeting  hours  ;  regret  the  pafl ; 
And  ferioufly  prepare  to  meet  the  laft. 

So  fafe  on  fliore  the  penfion'd  failor  lies; 
And  all  the  malice  of  the  ftorm  defies : 
With  eafe  of  body  bleft,  and  peace  of  mind, 
Pities  the  refllefs  crew  he  left  behind; 
Whilfi,  in  his  cell,  he  meditates  alone 
On  his  great  voyage,  to  the  world  unknown. 

SONG, 

As  o'er  Afteria's  fields  I  rove, 
The  blifsful  feat  of  peace  and  love, 
Tcnthoufand  beauties  round  me  rife, 
And  mingle  pleafure  with  furprife. 
By  nature  ble[t  in  every  part, 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace  of  art. 
This  paradife  of  blooming  joys 
Each  raptur'd  fenfe,  at  once,  employs. 

But  when  I  view  the  radiant  queen, 
Who  form'd  this  fair  enchanting  fcene ; 
Pardon,  ye  grots!  ye  cryfl;al  floods  1 
"Ve  breathing  flowers  !  ye  fhady  woods  1 
Your  coolnefs  now  no  more  invites; 
No  more  your  murmuring  fl:ream  delights; 
Your  fvveets  decay,  your  verdure's  flown  ; 
My  foul's  intent  on  her  alone. 

PARAPHRASE  UPON  A  FRENCH  SONQ. 

"  Venge  moi  d'une  ingrate  maitrefTe, 
"  Dieu  du  vin,  j'implore  bon  yvrelTe.", 

Kind  relief  in  all  my  pain, 
Jolly  Bacchus  I  hear  my  prayer. 
Vengeance  on  th'  ingrateful  fair  1 
In  thy  fmiling  cordial  bowl. 
Drown  the  forrows  of  my  foul, 
All  thy  deity  employ, 
Qi\d  each  gloomy  thought  with  joy. 
Jolly  Bacchus  1  fave,  oh  favc, 
J-'rom  the  deep  devourin;'  grave, 
j,\  poor,  defpairing,  dying  fwuin. 


Hafte  away, 

Hafte  away, 
lafli  thy  tigers,  do  not  flay, 
I'm  undone  if  thou  delay. 
If  I  view  thofe  eyes  once  more, 
Still  fhall  love,  and  flill  adore,  I 

And  be  more  wretched  than  before. 
See  the  glory  round  her  face  I 

See  her  move  ! 

With  what  a  grace  ! — 

Ye  gods  above  '.  ' 

Is  fhe  not  one  of  your  immortal  race  ?— > 
Fly,  ye  winged  Cupids,  fly. 
Dart  like  lightning  through  the  flcy  j 
Would  ye  in  marble  temples  dwell. 
The  dear-one  to  my  arms  compel ; 
Bring  her  in  bands  of  myrtle  tied : 
Bid  her  forget,  and  bid  her  hide. 
All  her  fcorn,  and  all  her  pride. 
Would  ye  that  your  flave  repay 
A  fmoking  hecatomb  each  day  ; 

O  reftore 
The  beauteous  goddefs  I  adore ; 
O  reftore,  with  all  her  charms, 
l"he  faithlefs  vagrant  to  my  arms  I 

HUDIBRAS  AND  MILTON  RECONCILED, 

TO  SIR  ADOLPHUS  OUGHTON. 


"  Si  fradlius  illabatur  orbis, 
"  Imp^vidum  ferient  ruina;. 


-HOR, 


Dear  knight,  how  great  a  drudge  is  he 

Who  would  excel  in  poetry  ! 

And  yet  how  few  have  learnt  the  art, 

T'  inform  the  head,  or  touch  the  heart  I 

Some,  with  a  dry  and  barren  brain. 

Poor  rogues  !  like  coftive  lap-dogs  flrain  ; 

While  others  with  a  flux  of  wit. 

The  reader  and  their  friends  befti-t. 

Would  you  (Sir  Knight)  my  judgment  know? 

He  ftill  writes  word  who  writtsfofa. 

In  this  the  mighty  fscret  lies. 

To  elevate  and  to  furprife  : 

Thus  far  my  pen  at  random  run. 

The  fire  was  out,  the  clock  ftruck  one. 
When,  lo :  lliange  hollow  murmurs  from  without, 
Invade  my  ears.     In  every  quarter  rous'd, 
The  warring  winds  rufli  from  their  rocky  caves 
Tumultuous ;  the  vapours  dank,  or  dry, 
Beneaththeir  ftandards  rang'd,with  lowering  front 
Darken  the  welkin.     At  each  dreadful  fhock 
Oaks,  pines,  and  elms,  down  to  their  mother  earth 
Bend   low  their  fuppliant  heads :    the    noddin* 

towers 
Menace  deftrudlion,  and  old  Edrick's  houfe 
From  its  foundation  fliakes.  The  bellowing  cloudy 
Burfl;  into  rain,  or  gild  their  fable  fliirts 
With  flakes  of  ruddy  fire  ;  fierce  elements 
In  ruin  reconcil'd  !  redoubled  peals 
Of  ceafelefs  thunder  roar.     Convulfions  rend 
Tlie  firmament.     The  whole  creation  flands 
MuTe  and  appall'd,  and  trembling  waits  its  doom. 

And  now  perjiaps,  dear  friend,  you  wonder 

In  this  dread  fcene  of  wind,  rain,  thuaderj 


■SoS 
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What  a  poor  gnilty  wretch  could  do  ; 
Then  hear — (for,  faith,  I  tell  you  true) 
1  water'd,  {hook  my  giddy  head, 
Gravely  broke  wind,  and  went  to  bed. 


MIRANDA'S  LEAVING  THE  COUNTRY. 

The  fun  departing  hides  his  head, 
The  lily  and  the  rofe  arc  dead. 

The  birds  forget  to  fing  ; 
The  cooing  turtles  now  no  more 
Repeat  their  amorous  ditties  o'er. 

But  watch  th'  approaching  fpring. 

For  foon  the  merry  month  of  May 
Rellores  the  bright  all-cheering  ray ; 

Soft  notes  charm  every  grove  : 
The  flowers  ambrofial  inceufe  breathe, 
And  all  above,  and  all  beneath. 

Is  fragrance,  joy,  and  love. 
So  when  Miranda  hence  retires, 
Each  fhepherd  only  not  expires: 

How  rueful  is  the  fcene  I 
How  the  dull  moments  creep  along  ! 
No  fportive  dance,  nor  rural  fong. 

No  gambols  on  the  green. 

Yet,  when  the  radiant  nymph  appears, 
Each  field  its  richeft  livery  wears. 

All  nature's  blith  and  gay  ; 
The  fwains  tranfported  with  delight, 
After  a  long  and  gloomy  night,- 

Blefs  the  reviving  day. 

While  thus,  indulgent  to  our  prayer 
Kind  heaven  permitted  us  to  ihare 

A  bleffing  fo  divine  ; 
While  fhiiling  hope  gave  fonie  relief, 
And  joys  alternate  footh'd  our  grief,    ^ 

What  fhepherd  could  repine  ? 

But  now — her  fatal  lofs  we  mourn, 
Never,  oh  1   never  to  return 

To  thefe  dcferted  plains ; 
Undone,  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
Alas  1   'tis  winter  all  the  year 
'To  us  unhappy  fwains. 

Ye  little  loves,  lament  around; 

With  empty  quivers  ftrew  the  ground. 

Your  bows  unbent  lay  down; 
Harmlefs  your  wounds,  pointlefs  your  darts. 
And  frail  your  empire  o'er  our  hearts. 

Till  Ihe  your  triumphs  crown. 

Ye  nymphs,  ye  fawns,  complaining  Ilgh ; 
Ye  graces,  let  your  treffes  fly. 

The  fport  of  every  wind  : 
Ye  mimic  echoes  tell  the  woods, 
Repeat  it  to  the  murmuring  floods. 

She's  gone  ;   flic's  gone  :   unkind! 
Break,  ftiepherds,  break  each  tunelefs  reed, 
Let  all  your  flocks  at  random  feed. 

Each  flowery  garland  tear; 
Since  wit  and  beauty  quit  the  plain. 
Pad  plcafures  but  enhance  our  pain. 

And  life's  not  worth  our  cr.re. 


TO  PHYLLIS. 

Though  clofe  immur'd,  poor  captive  msidl 
Young  Dana<'  pUy'd  a  wanton's  part; 

The  gold  that  in  her  lap  was  laid. 
Soon  found  a  paffage  to  her  heart. 

Ambitious  Semele,  beguil'd 

By  Juno's  unrelenting  hate, 
Amid  the  bright  deftrudlion  fmil'd, 

Enjoy'd  her  god,  and  dy'd  in  ftate. 
The  fwan  on  Leda's  whiter  breaft, 

Artful  deceiver !  ne filing  lay. 
With  joy  flie  clalp'd  her  downy  gueft. 

Fond  of  a  bird  fo  foft  and  gay. 
What  boon  can  faithful  merit  fliare. 

Where  interefl:  reigns,  or  pride,  or  fliow  ? 
'Tis  the  rich  banker  wins  the  fair, 

The  garter'd  knight,  or  feather'd  beau. 

No  more  my  panting  heart  fliall  beat. 
Nor  Phyllis  claim  one  parting  groan  ? 

H'-r  tears,  her  vows,  are  all  a  cheat. 
For  woman  loves  herfelf  alone. 

TO  THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

THE    EARL    OF    HALIFAX, 

IVit/j  the  Fuble  of  the  two  Springs. 

O  Halifax  !  a  name  for  ever  dear 
To  Phcebus,  and  which  all  t)ie  Nine  revere; 
Accept  this  humble  pledge  of  my  efteem, 
So  juflly  thine,  benevolence  my  theme. 

In  myfiic  tales,  and  parables,  of  old 
Grave  eaftern  feers  inflrudlive  leflbns  told  ; 
Wile  Greece  from  them  rcceiv'd  the  liappy  plaa 
And  taught  the  brute  to  pedagogue  the  man. 
The  matron  Truth  appears  with  better  grace, 
When  well-wrought  fables  veil  her  reverend  face  : 
Dry  precept  may  infl:ru(5b,  but  can't  delight, 
While  pieaflng  fidlions  all  our  powers  excite. 
Our  bufy  minds  each  faculty  enipioy. 
And  range  around,  and  ftart  their  game  with  joy  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  chafe,  make  the  rich  prey  their 

own, 
And  glory  in  the  conquefts  they  have  won. 
Fable  alone  can  crown  the  poet's  brow, 
Upon  his  works  immortal  charms  beftow  : 
And  'twere  a  fin  that  method  to  difprove, 
Which  Heaven  has  fix'd  by  fandlions  from  above. 
My  humble  mufe  in  calm  retirement  roves 
Near  mofl"y  fountains,  and  near  fliady  groves : 
Yet  there,  ev'n  there,  her  loyal  hands  would  raife 
Some  rural  trophy  to  her  monarch's  praile  ; 
Inllrudt  thofe  fountains  and  thofe  groves  to  fliow. 
What  copious  bleflings  from  his  bounty  flow  ; 
While  flowers  and  fluubs  blefs  his  propitious  aid, 
His  urn  refrefliing,  or  prote(5ling  Ihade. 
Great  friend  of  human  kind  !   thy  pious  hand 
Nor  wounds  to  kill,nor  conqueis  to  command. 
Let  haughty  tyrants  of  falfe  glory  dixam. 
Without  remorfe  purfue  the  bloody  fchemc ; 
To'fame  forbidden  tread  tiie  lawleis  way, 
And  o'er  the  ravag'd  world  extend  their  fvifay  J 


hy  favourite"^ 

wile,  f 

jtivesfmile  ;  j 
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'TiS  tl/ine,  great  George,  to  guard  thy  favourite' 

ifle 
From  open  force,  and  every  fecret  w; 
Toraife  th'opprefb'djtomakethe  capi 
To  pay  juft  heaven  what  ri;i;hteousmonarchs  owe, 
And,'hke  that  heaven,  to  blefs  the  world  below  : 
To  build  ncv^  temples,  to  repair  the  old,  ^ 

To  bring  the  flraggling  flieep  into  the  fold,         > 
And  by  wife  laws  reflore  an  age  of  gold.  j 

Ye  blifsful  feats  where  Vanie  and  Ifis  join, 
Lovely  retirement  of  the  facred  Nine, 
Parent  of  arts,  and  once  my  fweet  abode. 
Can  ye  furget  the  bk-flingi  he  beflow'd  ? 
Can  fophiftry  prevail  againft  that  prince, 
Whofe  n-.ercy  and  beneficence  convince  ? 
Oh  !  touch  each  tuneful  firing,  let  every  mufe 
From  all  her  flores  her  noble  It  Psans  choofe  ; 
Pay  what  Ihe  can  in  tributary  lays. 
And  to  his  virtue  grant  fupplies  of  praife. 
To  all  the  world  your  grateful  hearts  make  known, 
And  in  your  monarch's  fame  record  your  own. 
Hiifume — which  envy's  breath  can  never  blaft,  1 
But  ages  yet  to  come  fhall  join  the  pad,'.,  ^ 

And  Brunfwick's  glory  with  the  world  fnall  lafi:.  J 


A  SONG  FOR  THE  LUTE. 

Gently,  my  lute,  move  every  ftring, 
•     Soft  as  my  fighs,  reveal  my  pain ; 
\Yhile  1,  in  plaintive  numbers,  fing 
Of  flighted  vows,  and  cold  difdain. 

In  vain  her  airs,  in  vain  her  art, 

In  vain  fhe  frowns  when  I  appear; 
Thy  notes  fhall  melt  her  frozen  heart; 

She  cannot  hate,  if  flie  can  hear. 
And  fee  flie  fmiles  !   through  all  the  groves 

Triumphant  I6-Pseans  found  : 
Clap  ail  your  wings,  yc  little  loves; 

Ye  fportive  graces,  dance  around. 

Ye  liftening  oaks,  bend  to  my  fong; 

Not  Orpheus  play'd  a  nobler  lay  : 
Ye  favages,  ab'iut  me  throng  ; 

Ye  rocks,  and  harder  hearts,  obey. 

She  comes,  fhe  comes,  relenting  fair  I 
To  iili  with  joy  my  longing  arms; 

"What  faithful  lover  can  defpair. 

Who  thus  wi:h  vetfe,  and  mulic,  charms  ? 


THE  COQUET. 

When  tortur'd  by  the  cruel  fair 
And  almoft  mad  with  wild  defpair. 

My  fleeting  fpirits  rove; 
One  cordial  glance  reflores  her  flave, 
Redeems  me  from  the  gaping  grave, 

And  foothcs  my  foui  to  love. 

Thus  in  a  fea  of  doubt  I'm  tofs'd. 
Now  funk,  now  thrown  upon  the  coaft  ; 

What  wretch  can  long  endure 
Such  odd,  perplexing  pmgs  as  thefcj 
When  neither  mortal  the  dileafe, 

Nor  jxt  complete  the  cure  S 
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Proud  tyrant !  fince  to  fave,  or  kill, 
Depends  on  thy  capricious  will. 

This  milder  fentence  give  ; 
Reverfe  my  flrange,  untoward  fate. 
Oh!  let  me  peiifli  by  thy  hate. 

Or  by  thy  kindnefs  live  '. 

THE  SUPERANNUATED  LOVER. 

Dead  to  the  foft  delights  of  love. 

Spare  me,  O  1   fpare  me,  cruel  boy: 
Nor  fcek  in  vain  that  heart  to  move, 

Which  pants  no  more  with  amorous  joy. 
Of  old,  thy  faithful  hardy  fwain. 

(When  fmit  with  fair  Pallora's  charms) 
I  ferv'd  ihte  many  a  long  campaign. 

And  wide  I  fpread  thy  conquering  arms.  , 
Now,  mighty  God,  difmifs  thy  flave. 

To  feeble  age  let  youth  fuccecd ; 
Recruit  among  the  ftrong  and  brave, 

And  kindly  fpare  an  invalid. 
Adieu,  fond  hopes,  fantaftic  cares. 

Ye  killing  joys,  ye  pleafing  pains! 
My  foul  for  better  guefts  prepares, 

Reafon  reflor'd,  and  virtue  reigns. 

But  why,  my  Cloe,  tell  me  why  ? 

Why  trickles  down  this  filent  tear? 
Why  do  thefe  blufiies  rife  and  die  ? 

Why  fland  I  mute  when  thou  art  here  ? 

Ev'n  fleep  affords  my  foul  no  reft, 

Thee  bathing  in  the  ftreani  I  view ; 
With  thee  I  dance,  with  thee  I  feaft, 

Thee  through  the  gloomy  grove  purfue. 
Triumphant  god  of  gay  defires  '. 

Thy  vafl^al's  raging  pains  remove  ; 
I  burn,  I  burn,  with  fierce  fires. 

Oh  !  take  my  life,  or  crown  my  love. 

ADVICE  TO  THE  LADIES. 

Who   now   regards  Chlorls,  her  tears,  and  her 
whining, 

Her  fighs  and  fond  wiflies,  and  awkward  repining? 

What  a  pother  is  here,  with  her  amorous  glances. 

Soft  fragments  of  Ovid,  and  fcraps  of  romances  1 

A  nice  prude  at  fifteen  !  and  a  romp  in  decay! 

Cold  December  affeds  the  fweet  bloffoms  of  May ; 

To  fawn  in  her  dotage,  and  in  her  bloom  fpurn  us. 

Is  to  quench  love's  bright  torch,  and  with  touch- 
wood to  burn  us. 

Believe  me,  dear  maids,  there's  noway  of  evading  5 

While  ye  piflj,  and  cry  nay,  your  rofes  are  fading: 

Though   your  pafllon  furvive,  your  beauty  will 
dwindle, 

And  our  languiftiing  embers  can  never  rekindle. 

When  bright  in  your  zeniths  we  proftratc  beforff 
ye, 

When  ye  fet  in  a  cloud,  what  fool  will  adore  ye  ? 

Then,  ye  fair,  be  advis'd,  and  fnatch  the  kind 
blefiing, 

And  flicw  your  good  condud  by  timely  poffeffing;. 
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ANACREONTIC. 

TO  CLOE  DRINKING. 

When,  rry  dear  Cloe,  you  refign 
One  happy  hour  to  mirth  and  wine,- 
Each  glafs  you  drink  flili  paints  your  face 
"With  fome  new  vidorious  grace  : 
Charm  in  referve  my  foul  furprife, 
And  by  frefii  wounds  your  lover  dies. 
Who  can  refift  thee,  lovely  fair  ! 
That  wit  1  that  foft  engaging  air  I 
Each  panting  heart  its  homage  pays. 
And  all  the  vaffal  world  obeys. 
God  of  the  grape,  boaft  now  no  more 
Thy  triumphs  on  far  Indus'  fliore  : 
Each  ufelefs  weapon  now  lay  down. 
Thy  tigers,  car,  and  ivy  crown  ; 
Give  hut  this  juice  in  full  fupplies. 
And  truft  thy  fame  to  Cloe's  eyes. 

TO  A  DISCARDED  TOAST. 

Celia,  confefs  'tis  all  in  vain, 

To  patch  the  ruins  of  thy  face  ; 
Nor  of  ill-natur'd  time  complain. 

That  robs  it  of  each  blooming  grace. 

If  love  no  more  fliall  bend  his  bow, 
Nor  yo'int  his  arrows  from  thine  eye, 

Jf  no  lac'd  fop,  nor  feather'd  beau, 
Dtfpairii  g  at  thy  feet  fhail  die  : 

Yet  flill,  my  charmer,  wit  like  thine 

Shall  triumph  over  age  and  fate  ; 
Thy  fctting  beams  with  lufcre  fhine, 

And  rival  their  meridian  height. 
Beauty,  fair  flower !  foon  fades  away. 

And  tranfient  are  the  joys  of  love  ; 
3ut  wit,  and  virtue,  ne'er  decay, 

Ador'd  below,  and  blefs'd  above. 

THE  PEAJUR'D  MISTRESS. 
From   Horace,  Efod.   XV.  ad  Nesram. 

'TwAS  night,  and  heaven  intent  with  all  its  eyes 
Gaz'd  on  the  dear  deceitful  maid; 
A  thoufand  pretty  things  flie  faid, 
A  thoufand  artful  tricks  fhe  play'd. 

From  me,  deluded  me,  her  falfthood  to  difguife. 

She  clafp'd  me  in  her  foft  encoding  arms, 
She  prefs'd  her  glowing  cheek  to  mine. 
The  clinging  ivy,  or  the  curling  vine. 
Did  never  yet  fo  clofely  twine;  [charms? 

Wqo  could  be  man  and  bear  the  luftre   of  her 

And  thus  iwz  fwore  :  by  all  the  powers  above, 
When  winter  ftorms  fliall  ceafe  to  roar, 
When  fummer  funs  fhall  fliine  no  nioi  e, 
When  wolves  their  cruelty  give  o'er, 

Necrathcn,  and  not  till  then,  (hall  ceafe  to  love. 

Ah!  falfe  Nea;r4  !  pcrjur'd  fair  1  but  know, 
I  have  a  foul  too  great  to  bear 
A  rival's  proud  ir.fulting  air, 
Another  may  be  found  as  fair,  [Y"'-^- 

^s fair,  ungri-.iful njmj)h  I  and  far  more  jufl  than 


Shouldft  thou  repent,  and  at  my  feet  be  lai(3, 
Dejected,  penitent,  forlorn, 
And  all  thy  former  follies  mourn. 
Thy  proflTer'd  pafTion  I  would  fcorn  : 
The  gods  fhall  do  me  right  on  that  devoted  head. 
And  you,  fpruce  fir,  who  infdently  gay, 
Exuiting,  laugh  at  my  difgrace, 
Load  with  vain  airs,  and  ftiff  grimace, 
Your  large  eftate,  your  handfome  face, 
Proud  of  a  fleeting  blifs,  the  pageant  of  a  day: 
You  too  ihall  focn  repent  this  haughty  fcorn  ; 
When,  fickle  as  the  fea  or  wind, 
The  proflitute  fhall  change  her  mind, 
To  fuch  another  coxcomb  kind  ;  [turn. 

Then  Ihall  I  clap  my  wings,  and  triumph  in  my 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

Who /pent  fhe  Night  in  Tears,  upon  a  Report  that  her 
Brother  ivas  to  fight  a  Duel  the  next  Morninv. 

Fastora  weeps,  let  every  lover  mourn, 

Her  grief  is  no  leis  fatal  than  her  fcorn  : 
Thole  fhining  orbs  inflift  an  equal  pain, 
O'erflown  with  tears,  or  pointed  with  difciain. 
When  doubts  and  fears  invade  tiie  tender  breaft. 
Where  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  fiiould  ever  reft  j 
As  flowers  depriv'd  of  the  fun's  genial  ray, 
Earthward  we  bend,  and  filently  decay; 
In  fpight  of  all  philolcphy  can  do,  ") 

Our  hearts  relent,  the  burlliiig  torrents  flow,      V 
We  feel  her  pains,  and  propagate  her  woe.  j 

Each  mourn.'u!  niufe  laments  the  weeping  fair. 
The  graces  ail  their  comely  trefies  tear, 
Love  di  igs  his  wirjgs,  and  dronps  his  little  head, 
And  Venus  mouris  as  for  Adoi'is  dead. 

Pa'isnce,  dear  maid,  nor  without  caufe  complain, 
O  lavifh  not  th^fe  precious  drops  in  vain  : 
Under  the  fiiield  ot  your  prevailir .'  charms,       -^ 
Your  happy  brother  lives  fecure  from  harms,      C 
Your  bright  refemblance  all  my  rage  difarms.    3 
Your  inauciice  unable  to  -.vithPand, 
The  confcious  lieel  drops  from  my  trembling  hand; 
Low  at  your  feet  the  guilty  vveopcn  lies. 
The  foe  repents,  and  the  fend  lover  dies. 
iEneas  thus  by  n-.cn  and  gods  purlued, 
Feeble  with  wounds,  defil'd  with  dufl  and  blood, 
Beauty's  bright  goddefs  interpos'd  her  charms, 
And  iav'd  tlie  hopes  of  I'roy  from  Grecian  arms. 


TO  DR.  M- 


READING  MATHEMATICS. 

Vain  our  purfqits  of  knowledge,  vain  our  care. 
The  coft  and  labour  we  may  jullly  fpare. 
Death  from  this  coarle  all^)y  refines  the  mind. 
Leaves  us  at  large  t'  expatiate  unconfin'd  ; 
All  icience  opens  to  our  wondering  eyes. 
And  the  good  man  ii  in  a  moment  wife. 

FROM  MARTIAL.' 
KPiG.  xlvii. 

Would  you,  my  friend,  find  out  the  true  r£cc:pt, 
To  live  a:  cafi.,  ur.d  ftcm  the  tide  of  fatoj 
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The  grand  elixir  thus  you  nnifl;  infufe, 
And  thefe  ingredients  to  be  happy  choofe  : 
Firft  an  eftate,  not  got  with  toil  and  fweat, 
But  unincumber'd  left,  and  free  from  debt : 
For  let  that  be  your  dull  forefather's  care, 
To  pinch  and  drudge  for  his  deferving  heir  ; 
Fruitful  and  rich,  in  land  that's  found  and  good, 
That  fills  your  barns  with  corn,  your  hearth  with 

wood  ; 
That  cold  nor  hunger  may  your  houfe  infeft. 
While  flames  invade  thefkies,  and  pudding  crowns 

the  feafl:. 
A  quiet  mind,  ferene,  and  free  from  care, 
Nor  puzzling  on  the  bench,  nor  noify  at  the  bar; 
A  body  found,  that  phyfic  cannot  mend  ; 
And  the  bed  phyfic  of  the  mind,  a  friend, 
Equal  in  birth,  in  humour,  and  in  place. 
Thy  other  felf,  diftinguilh'd  but  by  face  ; 
Whofe  fympathetic  foul  takes  equal  (hare 
Of  all  thy  plealure,  and  of  all  thy  care. 
A  modeft  board,  adorn'd  with  men  of  fenfe, 
>Jo  French  ragouts,  nor  French  impertinence, 
A  merry  bottle  to  engender  wit, 
Not  o\'er-dos'd,  but  quantum  fuffcH  : 
Fqual  the  error  is  in  each  excefs. 
Nor  dullnefs  lefs  a  fm,  than  drunkennefs. 
A  tender  wife  diliolving  by  thy  fide, 
Eafy  and  chafte,  free  from  debate  and  pride, 
Each  day  a  miflrefs,  and  each  night  a  bride. 
Sleep  undiflurb'd,  and  at  the  dawn  of  dzy. 
The  merry  horn,  that  chides  thy  tedious  flay  ; 
A  horfe  that's  cleaH,fure-footed,  fwift,  and  found, 
And  dogs  that  make  the  echoing  clifts  refound  ; 
That  fweep  the  dewy  plains,  out-fly  the  wind. 
And  leave  domeP:ic  forrows  far  behind.  [pafi-. 

Pleas'd  with  thy  prefent  lot,  nor  grudging  at  the 
Nor  fearing  wh-.n  thy  time  fiiall  come,  nor  hop- 
ing for  thy  laft. 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

Who  married  nis  cast  mistress. 

From  Horace,  Book  III.  Ode  ix. 

B.  Whii-e  I  was  yours,  and  yours  alone, 
Proud,  and  tranrportcd  with  your  charms, 

1  envy'd  not  the  Perfian  throne. 

But  reign'd  more  glorious  in  your  arms. 

B.  While  yon  were  true,  nnr  Suky  fair 
Had  chas'd  poor  Bruny  from  your  breaft ; 

Not  Ilia  could  with  me  compare. 
So  fam'd,  or  fo  divinely  blefl. 

D.  In  Suky's  afms  entranc'd  I  lie. 
So  fweetly  lings  the  warbling  fair  ! 

For  wh(.m  moft  willingly  I'd  die. 
Would  fate  the  gentle  fyren  fpare. 

B.  Me  Billy  burns  with  mutual  fire, 

For  whom  I'd  die,  in  whom  I  live. 
For  whom  each  moment  I'd  expire. 

Might  he,  my  better  part,  furvive. 
D.  Should  I  once  more  my  heart  refign, 

Would  you  the  penitent  receive  ? 
"Would  Suky  fcorn'd  atone  my  crime  ? 

Aud  would  my  Bruiiy  own  her  Have  ? 


^Of 


B.  Though  brighter  he  than  blazing  ftar. 

More  fickle  thou  than  wind  or  fea. 
With  thee,  my  kind  returning  dear, 

I'd  live,  contented  die  with  thee. 

A  DAINTY  NEW  BALLAD  : 

Oceajioned  by  a  Clergyman's  JVidovi  of  f evenly  years  «/ 
age,  being  married  to  a  young  Excijeman. 

There  liv'd  in  our  good  town, 
A  relick  of  the  gown, 

A  chafte  and  hiim.ble  dame ; 
Who,  when  her  man  of  God 
Was  cold  as  any  clod, 

Dropt  many  a  tear  in  vain. 
But  now,  good  people,  learn  all. 
No  grief  can  be  eternal ; 

Nor  is  it  meet,  I  ween, 
That  folks  fhould  always  whimper, 
There  is  a  time  to  fimper,  * 

As  quickly  fhall  be  iecn. 
For  love,  that  little  urchin. 
About  this  vvidovv  lurching. 

Had  flily  fix'd  his  dart; 
The  filent  creeping  flame 
Boil'd  fore  in  every  vein,  > 

And  glow'd  about  her  heart. 
So  when  a  pipe  we  fmoke. 
And  from  the  flint  provoke 

The  fparks  that  twinkling  play  j 
The  touch-wood  old  and  dry 
With  heat  begins  to  fry. 

And  gently  waftes  away. 
With  art  fhe  patch'd  up  nature. 
Reforming  every  feature, 

Refloring  every  grace  : 
To  gratify  her  pride. 
She  ftcpp'd  each  cranny  wide, 

And  painted  o'er  her  face. 
Nor  red,  nor  eke  the  white, 
Wai  wanting  to  invite. 

Nor  coral  lips  that  pout; 
But,  oh,  in  vain  flic  tries  I 
With  darts  to  arm  thofe  eyes 

That  dimly  fquint  about. 
With  order  and  with  care, 
Her  pyramid  of  hair 

Sublimely  mounts  the  flcy; 
And,  that  fhe  might  prevail. 
She  bolfter'd  up  her  tail. 

With  rumps  three  ftories  high. 
With  many  a  rich  perfume. 
She  purify 'd  her  room. 

As  there  was  need,  no  doubt ; 
For  on  thefe  warm  occafioKs, 
Offenfive  exhalations 

Are  apt  to  fly  about. 
On  beds  of  rofes  lying, 
Expedting,  wifhing,  dying, 

Thus  languifh'd  for  her  love 
The  Cyprian  queen  of  old. 
As  merry  bards  have  told, 

AU  in  a  myrtle  grove. 


In  pale  of  mother  cliurch, 
She  fondlj'  hop'd  to  lurch, 

But,  ah  me  !  hopM  in  vain; 
No  dotSor  could  be  found, 
Who  this  her  cafe  profound 
Dut  ft  venture  to  explain. 
At  length  a  youth  full  fmart, 
Who  oft  by  magic  art 

Had  div'd  in  many  a  hole ; 
Or  kilderkin,  or  tun, 
Or  hotrfhead,  'twas  all  one, 

He'd  found  it  with  his  pole. 
His  art,  and  eke  his  face, 
So  fuited  to  her  cafe, 

Engag'd  her  love-fick  heart ; 
Quoth  fhe,  my  pretty  Diver, 
With  thee  I'll  live  for  ever. 

And  from  thee  never  part. 
For  thee  my  bloom  reviving. 
For  thee  frefh  charms  arifmg, 

Shall  melt  thee  into  joy  ; 
Nor  doubt,  my  pretty  fweeting, 
Ere  nine  months  are  completing, 

To  fee  a  bonny  boy. 
As  ye  have  feen,  no  doubt, 
A  candle  when  juft  out, 

In  flames  break  forth  again ; 
So  Ihone  this  widowr  bright. 
All  blazing  in  defpight 

Of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 

CANIDIA'S  EPITHALAMIUM. 

VPON  THE  SAME. 

Time  as  malevolent,  as  old, 

To  blaft  Canidia's  face, 
(Which  once  'twas  rapture  to  behold) 

With  wrinkles  and  difgrace. 
Not  fo  in  blooming  beauty  bright. 

Each  envying  virgin's  pattern. 
She  reign'd  with  undifputed  right 

A  *  prieftefs  of  St.  Cattcrn. 
Each  fprigbtly  foph,  each  brawny  thrum. 

Spent  his  firfl  runnings  here  ; 
And  hoary  dodors  dribbling  come, 

To  languilh  and  defpair. 
Low  at  her  feet  the  proftrate  arts 

Their  humble  homage  pay ; 
To  her  the  tyrant  of  their  hearts, 

Each  bard  diredts  his  lay. 
But  now,  when  impotent  to  pleafe, 

Alas  1  flie  would  be  doing  ; 
Reverfing  nature's  wife  decrees. 

She  goes  herfelf  a-wooing. 
Though  brib'd  with  all  her  pelf,  the  fwaln 

Moil  awkwardly  complies ; 
Prefs'd  to  bear  arms,  he  ferves  In  pain. 

Or  from  his  colours  flies. 

So  does  an  ivy,  green  when  old. 
And  fprouting  in  decay  ; 

*  Sbc  was  bar-keeper  at  the  CatUrn-wbeelin  Qx/ord. 
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In  juicelefs,  joylefs  arms  infolij 
A  fapling  young  and  gay. 

The  thriving  plant,  if  better  join'd. 

Would  emulate  the  ficies  ; 
But.  to  that  v,'ither'd  trunk  confin'd, 

Grows  fickly,  pines,  and  dies. 

HUNriNG-SONG. 

Behold,  my  friend,  the  rofy-finger'd  morn. 

With  bluflies  on  her  face, 

Peeps  o'er  yon  azure  hill ; 

Rich  gems  the  trees  cnchafe, 

Pearls  from  each  bufh  diftil, 
Arife,  arife,  and  hail  the  light  new-born. 
Hark !  hark  I  the  merry  horn  calls.  Come  away  : 

Quit,  quit  the  downy  bed ; 

Break  from  Amynta's  arms; 

Oh,  let  it  ne'er  be  faid, 

That  all,  that  all  her  charms, 
Though  (he's  as  Venus  fair,  can  tempt  thy  flay. 

Perplex  thy  foul  no  more  with  cares  below. 

For  what  will  pelf  avail ! 

Thy  courfer  paws  the  ground. 

Each  beagle  cocks  his  tail, 

They  fpend  their  mouths  aroand. 
While  health,  and  pleafurc,  fmiles  on  every  brow. 

Try,  huntfmen,  all  the  brakes,  fpread  all  the  plain. 

Now,  now,  file's  gone  away, 

Strip,  ftrip,  with  fpeed  purfue  ; 

The  jocund  god  of  day. 

Who  fain  our  fport  would  view, 
See,  fee,  he  flogs  his  fiery  fteeds  in  vain. 

Pour  down,  like  a  flood  from  the  hills,  brave  boysj 

On  the  wings  of  the  wind 

The  merry  beagles  fly ; 

Dull  forrow  lags  behind  : 

Ye  fhrill  echoes,  reply  ; 
Catch  each  flying  found,  and  double  our  joys. 

Ye  rocks,  woods,  and  caves,  our  mufic  repeat : 

The  bright  fpheres  thus  above, 

A  gay  refulgent  train, 

Harmonioufly  move 

O'er  yon  celeftial  plain 
Like  us  whirl  along,  in  concert  fo  fweet. 
Now  Pufs  threads  the  brakes,  and  heavily  flieSj 

At  the  head  of  the  pack 

Old  Fidler  bears  the  bell. 

Every  foil  he  hunts  back. 

And  aloud  rings  her  knell. 
Till,  forc'd  into  view,  flie  pants,  and  flie  dies. 
In  life's  dull  round  thus  we  toil,  and  we  fweat ; 

Difcafes,  grief,  and  pain. 

An  implacable  crew. 

While  we  double  in  vain. 

Unrelenting  purfue. 
Till,  quite  hunted  down,  we  yield  with  regret. 

This  moment  is  ours,  come  live  while  we  may. 

What's  decreed  by  dark  fate 

Is  n^t  in  our  own  power. 

Since  to-morrow's  too  late, 

Take  the  prefcnt  kind  hour  : 
With  wine  cheer  the  night,  as  fports  blefs  the  dajr 
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A  TRANSLATION  OF  HORACE,  EP.  X. 

Horace  recommends  a    Country  Life,   and  dijfuades   his 
Friend  from  ^^nibhion  and  jj-uarict. 

Health  to  my  friend  loft  in  the  fmoky  town, 
From  him  who  breathes  in  country  air  alone, 
In  all  things  elfe  thy  foul  and  mine  are  one 
And  like  two  aged  long  acquainted  doves, 
The  fame  our  mutual  hate,  the  fame  our  mutual 

loves, 
Clofe,  and  fecure,  3'ou  keep  your  lazy  neft,  ' 
My  wandering  thoughts  won't  let  my  pinions  reft; 
O'er  rocks,  feas,  woods,  I  take  my  wanton  flight. 
And  each  new  objedt  charms  with  new  delight, 
To  fay  no  more,  my  friend,  1  live,  and  reign, 
Lord  of  myfelf  :    I've  broke  the  fcrvile  chain, 
Shook  off  with  fcorn  the  trifles  you  defire, 
All  the  vain  empty  nothings  fops  admire. 
Thus  the  lean  flave  of  fome  fat  pamper'd  prieft 
With    greedy  eyes  at    firil   views  each  luxurious 

feaft; 
But,  quickly  doy'd,  now  he  no  more  can  eat 
Their  godly  viands,  and  their  holy  meat  : 
Wifely  ambitious  to  be  free  and  poor. 
Longs  for  the  homely  ftraps  he  loth'd  before. 
Seek'ft  thou  a  place  where  nature  is  obftry'd, 
And  cooler  reafon  may  be  mildly  heard  ; 
To  rural  fhades  let  thy  calm  foul  retreat,  ~\ 

Thefe  are  th'  Elyfian  fields,  this  is  the  happy  feat,  > 
Proof  againft  winter's  cold,  and  fummcr's  heat,  J 
Here  no  invidious  care  thy  peace  annoys, 
Sleep  undiflurb'd,  uninterrupted  joys  ; 
Your  marble  pavements  with  difgrace  muft  yield 
To  each  fmooth  plain,  and  gay  enamel'd  field  : 
Your  muddy  aqucdusStscan  ne'er  compare 
With  country  ftreams,  more  pure  than  city  air ; 
Our  yew  and  bays  cnclos'd  in  pots  yc  prize, 
And  mimic  little  beauties  we  dcfpife. 
The  rofe  and  woodbine  marble  walls  fupport, 
Holly  and  ivy  deck  the  gaudy  court  : 
But  yet  in  vain  all  fhifts  the  artift  tries. 
The  difcontented  twig  but  pines  away  and  dies. 
The  houfe  ye  praifc  that  a  large  profpeift  yields. 
And  view  with  longing  eyes  the  pleafure  of  the 

fiells; 
'Tis  thus  ye  own,  thus  tacitly  confefs, 
Th'  inimitable  charms  the  peaceful  country  blefs. 
In  vain  from  nature's  rules  we  blindly  flray. 
And  piifli  th'  uneafy  monitrix  away  : 
Still  fhe  returns,  nor  lets  our  confcience  reft,       ") 
But  night  and  day  inculcates  what  is  beft,  V 

Our  trueft  friend,  though  an  unwelcome  gueft  j 
Asfoon  th'  unfkiUul  fuol  that's  blind  CEongh, 
To  call  rich  Indian  damaflc  Norwich  ftufF, 
Shall  become  rich  by  trade,    as  he  be  wife, 
Whofe  partial  foul  and  undifcerning  eyes 
Can't  at  firft  fight,  and  at  each  tranficnt  view, 
Diliinguifh  good  from  bad,  or  fali'e  from  true. 
He  that  too  high  exalts  his  giddy  head 
When  fortune  fmiles,  if  the  jilt  frowns,  is  dead  : 
Th'  afpjring  fool,  big  with  his  haughy  boaft, 
Is  the  rnoft  abjedl  wretch  when  all  liis  hopes  are  loft. 
Sit  loofe  to  all  the  world,  nor  aught  admire, 
Thelc  worthiefs  toys  too  fondly  we  defire  j 


Since  when  the  darling's  ravifli'd  from  our  heart, 
The  pleafure's  over-balanc'd  by  the  fmart. 
Confine  thy  thoughts,  and  bound  thy  loofe  defires, 
For  thriity  nature  no  great  coft  requires : 
A  healthy  body,  and  thy  miftrefs  kind, 
A  humble  cot,  and  a  more  humble  mind  : 
Thefe  once  enjoy'd,  the  world  is  all  thy  own, 
From  thy  poor  cell  defpife  the  tottering  throne, ' 
And  wakeful  monarchs  in  a  bed  of  down. 
The  ftag  well-arm'd,  and  with  unequal  force. 
From  fruitful  meadows  chas'd  the  conquer'd  horfe; 
The  haughty  beaft  that  ftomach'd  the  difgrace,^ 
In  meaner  paftures  not  content  to  graze,  C 

Receives  the  bit,  and  man's  afl[iitance  prays.       S 
'1  he  coiiqueft  gain'd,  and  many  trophies  won, 
His  falfe  confederate  ftill  rode  boldly  on  ; 
In  vain  the  beaft  curs'd  his  perfidious  aid,  "\ 

He  plung'd,  he  rear'd,  but  nothing  could  per-  C 

fuade  r 

The  rider  from  his  back,  or  bridle  from  his  head.^ 
Juft  fo  the  wretch  that  greedily  afpires. 
Unable  to  content  his  wild  defires; 
Dreading  the  fatal  thought  of  being  poor, 
Lofes  a  prize  worth  all  his  golden  ore, 
The  happy  freedom  he  enjoy'd  before. 
About  him  ftill  th'  uneafy  load  he  bears, 
Spurr'd  on  with  fruitiefs  hopes,   and  curb'd  witk 

anxious  fears. 
The  man  whofe  fortune  fit  not  to  his  mind, 
The  way  to  true  content  ftiall  never  find  • 
If  the  ftioe  pinch,  or  if  it  prove  too  wide. 
In  that  he  walks  in  pain,  in  this  he  treads  afide. 
But  you,  my  friend,  in  calm  contentment  live, 
Always  well  pleas'd  with  what  the  god,  fhall  give; 
Let  not  bafe  fhining  pelf  thy  mind  deprave. 
Tyrant  of  fools,  the  wife  man's  drudge  and  (lave* 
And  me  reprove  if  I  fliall  crave  for  more, 
Or  feem  the  leaft  uneafy  to  be  poor. 
Thus  much  I  write,  merry,  and  free  from  care. 
And  nothing  covet,  but  thy  prefence  here. 

THE  MISER'S  SPEECH. 

FROM  HORACE,  EPOD.II. 

Happv  the  man,  who,  free  from  care. 

Manures  his  own  paternal  fields. 
Content,  as  his  wife  fathers  were, 

T'  enjoy  the  crop  his  labour  yield*. 
Nor  ufury  torments  his  breaft,  ? 

That  barters  happinefs  for  gain. 
Nor  war's  alarms  difturb  his  reft, 

Nor  hazards  of  the  faithlefs  main  : 
Nor  at  the  loud  tumultuous  bar. 

With  coftly  noife,  and  dear  debate. 
Proclaims  an  everlafting  war; 

Nor  fawns  on  villains  bafely  great. 
But  for  the  vine  felcds  a  fpoufe, 

Chafle  emblem  of  the  marn'age-bed. 
Or  prunes  the  too  luxuriant  boughs, 

And  grafts  ninrc  i-appy  in  their  ftead. 
Or  hears  the  lowing  herds  from  far. 

That  fatten  on  the  friiitfui  plains, 
And  ponders  with  delightful  care. 

The  profpe<5t  of  his  future  gains. 


Or  fliears  his  flieep  that  round  him  graze, 
And  droop  beneath  their  curling  loads ; 
Or  plunders  his  laborious  bees 

Of  balmy  nedar,  drink  of  gods ! 
His  cheerful  head  when  Autumn  rears, 

And  bending  boughs  reward  his  pains, 
Tovous  he  plucks  the  lufcious  pears. 

The  purple  grape  his  finger  ftains. 
Each  honeft  heart's  a  welcome  gueft, 

With  tempting  fruit  his  tables  glow, 
The  gods  are  bidden  to  the  feaft. 

To  ftiare  the  bleflings  they  beaow. 
Under  an  oak's  proteding  (hade, 

In  flowery  meads  profufely  gay, 
Supine  he  leans  his  peaceful  head,   . 

And  gently  loiters  Hfe  away. 
The  vocal  ftreams  that  naurmuring  flow, 

Or  from  their  fprings  complaining  creep. 
The  birds  that  chirp  on  every  bough, 

Invite  his  yielding  eyes  to  fleep. 
But,  when  bleak  ftorms  and  lowering  Jove 

Now  fadden  the  declining  year, 
Through  every  thicket,  every  grove. 

Swift  he  purfues  the  flying  deer. 
With  deep-hung  hounds  he  fweeps  the  plains  ; 

The  hills,  the  vallies,  fmoke  around  : 
The  woods  repeat  his  pleafing  pains. 

And  echo  propagates  the  found. 
Or,  pufh'd  by  his  vidorious  fpear, 
The  grifly  boar  before  him  flies, 
Betray'd  by  his  prevaiUng  fear 

Into  the  toils,  the  monfter  dies. 
His  towering  falcon  mounts  the  fkies. 

And  cuts  through  clouds  his  liquid  way ; 
Or  elfe  with  fly  deceit  he  tries 

To  make  the  IcfTer  game  his  prey. 
Who,  thus  poITefs'd  of  folid  joy, 

"Would  love,  that  idle  imp,  adore  ? 
Cloe's  coquet,  Myrtllla's  coy. 

And  Phyllis  is  a  perjur'd  whore. 
Adieu,  fantallic  idle  flame  1 

Give  me  a  profitable  wife, 
A  careful,  but  obliging  dame. 

To  foften  all  the  toils  of  life  : 
Who  fball  with  tender  care  provide, 
At^ainft  her  weary  fpoufe  return, 
With  plenty  fee  his  board  fupply'd, 

And  make  the  crackling  billets  burn  : 
And  while  his  men  and  maids  repair 

To  fold  his  fheep,  to  milk  his  kine. 
With  unbought  dainties  feaft  her  dear. 
And  treat  him  with  domeftic  wine. 
I  view  with  pity  and  difdain 

The  collly  trifles  coxcombs  boaft, 
Their  Bourdeaux,  Burgundy,  Champaign, 

Though  fparkling  with  the  brighteft  toaft. 
Pleas'd  with  found  manufadlure  more. 

Than  all  the  ftum  the  knaves  impofe, 
When  the  vain  cully  treats  his  whore. 
At  Bruwa's,  the  Mitre,  or  the  Rofe. 
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Lee  fops  their  fickly  palates  pleafe, 

With  luxury's  expenfive  ftore. 
And  feaft  each  virulent  difeafe 
■  With  dainties  from  a  foreign  fiiore. 

I,  whom  my  little  farm  fupplies. 

Richly  on  nature's  bounty  live  ; 
The  only  happy  are  the  wife, 

Content  is  all  the  gods  can  give. 

While  thus  on  wholeforae  cates  1  feaft. 

Oh,  with  what  rapture  I  behold 
My  flocks  in  comely  order  hafte 

T'  enrich  with  foil  the  barren  fold! 

The  languid  ok  approaches  flow, 

To  fhare  the  food  his  labours  earn  : 
Painful  he  tugs  th'  inverted  plough. 

Nor  hunger  quickens  his  return. 

jVIy  wanton  fvvains,  uncouthly  gay. 

About  my  fmiling  hearth  delight, 
To  fweeten  the  laborious  day. 

By  many  a  merry  tale  at  night. 

Thus  fj;oke  old  Gripe,  when  bottles  three 

Of  Burton  ale,  and  fea-coal  fire, 
Unlock'd  his  breaft  ;  refolv'd  to  be 

A  generous,  honeft,  country  'fquire. 

That  very  night  his  money  lent. 
On  bond,  or  mortgage,  he  call'd  in. 

With  lawful  ufe  of  Hx  per  cent. 
Next  morn,  he  put  it  out  at  ten. 

FABLE    I. 
Ike  Captive   trumpeter, 

"  ■"  Q^o  "O"^  prseftantior  alter 
"  iEre  ciere  viros,  Martcmque  accendere  cantu.' 

ViRG. 

A  PASTY  of  huiTars  of  late 

For  prog  and  plunder  fcour'd  the  plains. 
Some  French  Gens  d'  Armes  furpris'd,  and  beat,  . 

And  brought  th^ir  trumpeter  in  chains. 
In  doleful  plight,  th'  unhappy  bard 

For  quarter  begg'd  on  bended  knee, 
Pity,  Meflieurs  !  in  truth  'tis  hard 

To  kill  a  harmlefs  enemy. 

Thefe  hands,  of  flaughter  innocent. 

Ne'er  brandilh'd  the  deUrudlive  fword, 
To  you  or  yours  no  hurt  I  meant, 

O  take  a  poor  mufician's  word. 
But  the  ftern  foe,  with  generous  rage. 

Scoundrel  1  reply'd,  thou  firft  fhalt  dicj 
Who,  urging  others  to  engage. 

From  fame  and  danger  bafely  fly. 
The  brave  by  law  of  arms  we  fpare, 

Thou  by  the  hangman  fhalt  expire  ; 
'Tisjuft,  and  not  at  all  fevere. 

To  flop  the  breath  that  blew  the  fire. 
FABLE    II. 
The  bald- fated  tVelJhman,  and  the  Tly. 
"  —  Qni  non  moderabitur  ir»,         |  mens, 

"  InfeiSlum  volet    efl'e,   dolor  quod  fuaferit  ct 

"  Dum  pcenas  odio  per  vim  feftinat  inulto." 

Hox. 
A  'squire  of  Wales,  whofe  blood  lan  higher 
i'han  that  of  any  other  'fqu're, 
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Hafty  and  hot ;  whofe  peevifli  honour 

Reveng'd  each  flight  was  put  upon  her, 

Upon  a  mountain's  cop  one  day 

Expos'd  to  Sol's  meridian  ray; 

He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd,  hefwof-c, 

Exhal'd  a  fca  at  every  pore  : 

At  iaft,  fuch  infults  to  evade, 

Sought  the  next  tree's  proteding  (hade  ; 

Where,  as  he  lay  diffolv'd  in  fweat, 

And  vvip'd  off  many  a  rivulet, 

Off  in  a  pet  the  beaver  flies. 

And  flaxen  wig,  time's  befl;  difguife, 

i5y  which,  folks  of  maturer  ages 

Vie  with  fmooth  beaux,  and  ladies  pages  : 

Though  'twas  a  fecret  rarely  known, 

Ill-natur'd  age  had  crept  his  crown, 

Grubb'd  all  the  covert  up,  and  now 

A  large  fmooth  plain  extends  his  brow. 

Thus  as  he  lay  with  nuu>fl:ul  bare, 

And  courted  the  reirelhing  air, 

New  perfecutions  ftlll  appear, 

A  noily  fly  offt'nds  his  ear. 

Alas  I  what  man  of  parts  and  fenfe 

Could  bear  fuch  vile  impertinence  ? 

Yet  fo  difcourteous  is  our  fate, 

Fools  always  buz  about  the  great. 

This  infciSt  now,  whofe  adtive  fpight, 

Teaz'd  him  with  never-cealing  bite. 

With  fo  much  judgment  play'd  his  part, 

He  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart  : 

in  vain  with  open  hands  he  tries 

To  guard  his  ears,  his  nofe,  his  eyes; 

For  now  at  lafl,  familiar  grown, 

He  perch'd  upon  his  worfliip's  crown, 

With  teeth  and  claws  his  ikin  he  tore, 

And  fluff'd  himfplf  with  human  gore. 

At  Iaft,  in  manners  to  excel, 

Untrufs'd  a  point,  fome  autliors  tell. 

13ut  now  what  rhetoric  coiild  affuage 

The  furious  'fquire,  flark  mad  with  rage  ? 

Impatient  at  the  foul  difgrace, 

From  infetSl  of  fo  mean  a  race  ; 

And  plotting  vengeance  on  his  foe, 

With  double  fifl  he  aims  a  blow  : 

1  he  nimble  fly  efcap'd  by  flight, 

A.nd  flcip'd  from  this  unequal  fight. 

Th'  impending  ftroke  with  all  its  weight 

Fell  on  his  ovi'n  beloved  pate. 

Thus  much  he  gaiu'd  by  this  adventurous  deed, 

He  foul'd  his  fingers,  and  he  broke  his  head, 

MORAL. 

Let  fenates  hence  learn  to  prcferve  their  ftate,  "J 
And  fcorn  the  fool,  beluw  their  grave  debate,  / 
Who  by  th'   unequal  f.rife  grows  popular  and  C 

great.  J 

Let  him  buz  on,  with  fenfelefs  rant  defy 
1'he  wife,  the  good  ;   yet  ftill  'tis  but  a  fly. 
With  puny  foes  the  toil  's  not  worth  the  coft. 
Where  nothing  can  be  gaia'd,  much  may  be  lofl ; 
Let  cranes  and  pigmies  in  moct-war  engage, 
A  prey  beneath  the  generous  eagle's  rage. 
True  honour  o'er  the  clouds  fublimely  wings ; 
Young    Ammon  Xcorns   to   run   with  Itls   than 

kings. 
Voi,.  Vlll. 


FA9LE  iir. 

The  Ant  and  the  Fly, 

"  Quem  res  plus  nimio  deleiflavfire  fecundas, 
"  Mutataj  quatient."  HoR 

The  careful  ant  that  meanly  fares, 

And  labours  hardly  to  fupply, 
With  wholefome  cates  and  homely  taresj 

His  numerous  working  family  ; 
Upon  a  vifit  met  one  day 

His  coufin  fly,  in  all  his  pride, 
A  courtier  infolent  and  gay. 

By  Goody  Maggot  near  ally'd  : 
The  humble  infedt  humbly  bow'd, 

And  all  his  lowelt  congees  paid. 
Of  an  alliance  wondrous  proud 

To  fuch  a  huffing  tearing-  blade. 
The  haughty  fly  look'd  big,  and  fwore 

He  knew  him  not,  nor  whence  he  came 
Huff'd  .much,  and  with  impatience  bore 

The  fcandal  of  fo  mean  a  claim. 

Friend  Clodpate,  know,  'tis  not  the  mode 

At  court,  to  own  fuch  clowns  as  thee. 
Nor  is  it  civil  to  intrude 

On  flies  of  rank  and  quality. 
I — who,  in  joy  and  indolence, 

Converle  with  monarchs  and  grandees, 
Regaling  every  nicer  fenfe 

W\K.\\  olios,  foups,  and  fricaffees  ; 
Who  kifs  each  beauty's  balmy  lip, 

Or  gently  buz  into  her  ear. 
About  her  fnowy  bofom  flcip, 

Andfometimes  creep  the  Lord  knows  where 'I 
The  ant,  who  could  no  longer  bear 

His  coufin's  infolence  and  pride, 
Tofs'd  up  his  head,  and  with  an  air 

Of  coufcious  worth,  he  thus  reply'd  : 
Vain  infc6l !  know,  the  time  will  come, 

When  the  court-fun  no  more  fhall  fliiue, 
When  frolls  thy  gaudy  limbs  benumb. 

And  damps  about  thy  wings  fliall  twine ; 
When  fome  dark  nafty  hole  fhall  hide 

And  cover  thy  negledled  head. 
When  all  this  lofty  fwelling  pride 

Shall  burft,  and  flirjnk  into  a  fhade  : 
Take  heed,  left  fortune  change  the  fcene  : 

Some  of  thy  brethren  I  remember, 
In  June  have  mighty  princes  been. 

But  begg'd  their  bread  before  December. 


This  precious  offspring  of  a  t — d 
Is  firft  a  pimp,  and  then  a  lord  ; 
Ambitious  to  be  great,  not  good. 
Forget'  his  own  deai  flefh  and  blood. 
Blind  goddefs  !  who  delight'ft  in  joke, 
O  fix  him  on  thy  loweft  fpoke; 
And  fince  the  fcoundrsl  is  fo  vain. 
Reduce  him  to  his  hkh  again. 


JM 
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FABLE  IV. 

The  Wolf,  the  Fox,  and  tie  Ape. 

«*  Clodlus  accufat  Moechos,  Catilina  Cethegum." 

Jov. 

The  wolf  impeach'd  the  fox  of  theft, 

The  fox  the  charge  deny'd ; 
To  the  grave  ape  the  cafe  was  left, 

In  juftice  to  decide. 
Wife  Pug  with  comely  buttocks  fate, 

And  nodded  o'er  the  laws, 
Diftinguifh'd  well  through  the  debate, 

And  thus  adjudg'd  the  caufe  : 

The  goods  are  flole,  but  not  from  thee, 

Two  pickled  rogues  well  met, 
Thou  flialt  be  harg'd  for  perjury, 

He  for  an  arrant  cheat. 

MORAL. 

Hang  both,  judicious  brute,  'twas  bravely  faid. 
May  villains  always  to  their  ruin  plead  '. 
When  knaves  fall  out,  and  fpitefully  accnfe, 
There's  nothing  like  the  reconciling  noofe. 
O  hemp  I  the  noblefl:  gift  propitious  heaven 
To  mortals  with  a  bounteous  hand  has  given. 
To  flop  malicious  bres.th,  to  end  debate. 
To  prop  the  fhaking  throne,  and  purge  the  flate. 

FABLE   V. 

The  Dog  and  the  Bear. 

u  ^Delirant  reges,  pleduntur  Achivi, 

*»  Seditione,  dolis,  fcelere,  atque  libidine  et  ira 
"  iliacos  intra  muros,  pcccatur,  et  extrai" 

HOK. 

ToWSER,  of  right  Hockleian  fire, 

A  dog  of  mettle  and  of  fire. 

With  Urfin  grim,  an  errant  bear, 

Maintain'd  a  long  and  dubious  war  ; 

Oft  Urfin  on  his  back  was  toft. 

And  Towfer  many  a  collop  loft  ; 

Capricious  fortune  w^ould  declare, 

Now  for  the  dog,  then  for  the  bear. 

Thus  having  try'd  their  courage  fairly, 

Brave  Urfin  firft  deCr'd  a  parly  ; 

Stout  combatant  (quoth  he)  whofe  might 

I've  felt  in  many  a  bloody  fight, 

Tell  me  the  caufe  of  all  this  pother, 

And  why  we  worry  one  another  ? 

That's  a  moot  point,  the  cur  rcply'd. 

Our  mafters  only  can  decide. 

While  thee  and  1  eur  hearts  blood  fpill, 

They  prudently  their  pockets  fill ; 

Halloo  us  on  with  all  their  might, 

To  turn  a  penny  by  the  fight. 

If  that's  the  cafe,  return'd  the  bear, 

'Tis  time  at  laft  to  end  the  war  ; 

Thou  keep  thy  teeth,  and  I  my  claws. 

To  combat  in  a  nobler  caufe  ; 

Sleep  in  a  whole  flcin,  I  advifc, 

And  let  theai  bleed,  who  gain  the  prize. 


MORAL. 

Parties  enrag'd  on  one  another  fall. 

The  butcher  and  the  bear-ward  pocket  all. 

FABLE    VI. 

The  Wounded  Man,  and  the  Swarm  o/FUet, 
"  E  mails  minimum.".— 

ScipALiD  with  wounds,  and  many  a  gaping  fore^ 

A  wretched  Lazar  lay  diftrefs'd  ; 
A  fwarm  of  flies  his  bleeding  ulcers  tore. 

And  on  his  putrid  carcafe  feaft. 

A  courteous  traveller,  who  pafs'd  that  way, 

And  faw  the  vile  Harpeian  brood, 
Offer'd  his  help  the  monftrous  crew  to  flay, 

That  rioted  on  human  blood. 
Ah  !  gentle  fir,  th'  unhappy  wretch  reply'd, 

Your  well-meant  charity  refrain  ; 
The  angry  gods  have  that  redrefs  deny'd, 

Your  goodnefs  would  increafe  my  pain. 

Fat,  and  full-fed,  and  with  abundance  cloy'd. 
But  now  and  then  thefe  tyrants  feed ; 

But  were,  alas  '.  this  pamper'd  brood  deftroy'd, 
The  lean  and  hungry  would  fucceed. 

MORAL. 

The  body  politic  muft  foon  decay, 
When  fwarms  of  infe<fls  on  its  vitals  prey  ; 
When  blooJ-fuckers  of  ftate,  a  greedy  brood, 
Feaft  on  our  wounds,  and  fatten  with  our  blood. 
What  muft  we  do  in  this  fevere  diftrefs  ? 
Come,  dodlor,  give  the  patient  feme  redrefs  : 
The  quacks  in  politics  a  change' advife, 
But  cooler  counfels  fhould  direA  the  wife. 
'Tis  hard,  indeed  ;  bur  better  this,  than  worfe; 
Miftaken  bleflings  prove  the  greateft  curfe. 
Alas!  what  would  our  bleeding  couKtry  gain, 
If,  when  this  viperous  brood  at  laft  is  flain. 
The  teeming  Hydra  pullulates  again  ; 
Seizes  the  prey  with  more  voracious  bite. 
To  fatisfy  his  hungry  appetite  i 

FABLE    Vir. 
The  Wolf  and  the  Dag. 

"  Hunc  ego  per  Syrtes,  Libyjeque  extrema  trl- 

"  umphum 
"  Ducere  nialuerim,  quam  tercapltolia  curru 
"  Scaadere  Pompeii,  quam  frangere  colla  Jugur- 

"  thas."         Luc. 

A  PROWLING  wolf  that  fcour'd  the  plains, 
To  eafe  his  hunger's  griping  pains ; 
Ragged  as  courtier  in  difgrace, 
Hide-bound,  and  lean,  and  out  of  cafe; 
By  chance  a  well-fed  dog  cfpy'd, 
And  being  kin,  and  near  ally 'd, 
He  civilly  falutes  the  cur, 
How  do  you,  cuz  ?  Your  fervant,  fir  ! 
O  happy  friend  !  how  gay  thy  mien  I 
How  plump  thy  fides,  how  fleek  thy  ikln! 
Triumphant  plenty  fhines  all  o'er. 
And  the  fat  melts  at  every  pore ! 


While  I,  alas  I  decay'd  and  old, 

With  hunger  pin'd,  and  ftifF  with  cold, 

With  many  a  howl,  and  hideous  groan. 

Tell  the  relentlefs  woods  my  moan. 

Pr'ythee,  my  happy  friend !  impart 

Thy  wond'rous,  cunning,  thriving  art. 

Why,  faith,  I'll  tell  thee  as  a  friend, 

But  firft  thy  furly  manners  mend ; 

Be  complaifant,  obliging,  kind, 

And  leave  the  wolf  for  once  behind. 

The  wolf,  whofe  mouth  began  to  water. 

With  joy  and  rapture  gallop'd  after. 

When  thus  the  dog  :  At  bed  and  board, 

I  ihare  the  plenty  of  my  lord ; 

From  every  gueft  I  claim  a  fee, 

Who  court  my  lord  by  bribing  me  : 

In  mirth  I  revel  all  the  day, 

And  many  a  game  at  romps  I  play  : 

I  fetch  and -carry,  leap  o'er  fticks, 

And  twenty  fuch  diverting  tricks. 

Tis  pretty,  faith,  the  wolf  reply'd, 

And  on  his  neck  the  collar  fpy'd  : 

He  ftarts,  and  without  more  ado 

He  bids  the  abje(a  wretch  adieu  : 

Enjoy  your  dainties,  friend  ;  to  me 

The  nobleft  feaft  is  liberty. 

The  familh'd  wolf  upon  thefe  defart  plains, 

Is  happier  than  a  fawning  cur  in  chains. 

MORAL. 

Thus  bravely  fpoke  the  nurfe  of  ancient  Rome, 

Thus  the  ftarv'd  Swifs,  and  hungry  Grifons  roam, 

On  barren  hills,  clad  with  eternal  fnow, 

And  look  with  fcorn  on  the  prim  flaves  below. 

Thus  Cato  'fcap'd  by  death  the  tyrant's  chains, 

And  walks  unfliackled  in  th'  Elyfian  plains. 

Thus,  Britons,  thus  your  great  forefathers  flood 

For  liberty,  and  fought  in  feas  of  blood. 

To  barren  rocks,  and  gloomy  woods  confln'd,    ~\ 

Their  virtues  by  Receflity  refin'd,  f 

Nor  cold,  nor  want,  nor  death,  could  Ihake  their  f 

fteady  mind.  3 

No  fancy  Druid  then  durft  cry  aloud, 
And  with  his  flavifli  qant  debauch  the  crowd  : 
No  paflive  legions  in  a  fcoundrel's  caufe 
Pillage  a  city,  and  affront  the  laws. 
The  ftatc  was  quiet,  happy,  and  ferene. 
For  Boadicea  was  the  Briton's  queen  ; 
Her  fubje(51s  their  juft  liberties  maintain'd, 
And  in  her  people's  hearts  the  happy  monarch 

reign 'd. 

FABLE   VIII. 
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Aiflions  on  adions  hence  fuccee(3. 
Each  hero's  obftinately  ftout. 
Green  bags  and  parchments  fly  about, 

Pleadings  arc  drawn,  and  counfel  fec'd. 

The  parfon  of  the  place,  good  man  ! 
Whofe  kind  and  charitable  heart 
In  humin  ills  ftill  bore  a  part, 

Thrice  fhook  his  head,  and  thus  began : 

Neighbours  and  friends,  refer  to  me 
This  doughty  matter  in  difpute, 
I'ilfoon  decide  th'  important  fuit» 

And  finifii  all  without  a  fee. 

Give  me  the  oyfter  then — 'tis  well- 
He  opens  it,  and  at  one  fup 
Gulps  the  contefted  trifle  up, 

And,  fmiling,  gives  to  each  a  fhell. 

Henceforth  let  foolifh  difcord  ceafe. 
Your  oyfter's  good  as  e'er  was  eat; 
I  thank  you  for  my  dainty  treat, 

God  blefs  you  both,  and  live  in  peacct 


'^'S 


Tie  Ojifier. 


In  jus 


"  Acres  procurrunt,  magnum  fpedtaculum  uter- 
"  que."         HoR. 

'Two  comrades,  as  grave  authors  fay, 
(But  in  what  chapter,  page,  or  line, 
Ye  critics,  if  ye  pleafe,  define) 

Had  found  an  oyfter  in  their  way. 

Conteft  and  foul  debate  arofe, 

Both  view'd  at  once  with  greedy  eyes, 
Both  challeng'd  the  delicious  prize. 

And  high  woids  foon  improv'd  to  blows. 


MORAL. 

Ye  men  of  Norfolk  and  of  Wales, 

From  this  learn  common  fenfe ; 
Nor  thruft  your  neighbours  into  goals 

For  every  flight  offence. 

Banifh  thofe  vermin  of  debate, 

That  on  your  fubftance  feed ; 
The  knaves,  who  now  are  ferv'd  In  platc^ 

Would  ftarve,  if  fools  agreed. 

FABLE   IX. 

Tie  Sheep  and  the  Bujh. 
"  LsEtus  forte  tua  vives  fapienter."         HorV 

A  SHEEP,  well-meaning  brute  \  one  morn 
Retir'd  beneath  a  fpreading  thorn, 

A  pealing  ftorm  to  fhun  ; 
Efcap'd  indeed  both  rain  and  wind. 
But  left,  alas  I  his  fleece  behind  ; 

Was  it  not  wifely  done  ? 

MORAt. 

Beneath  the  blafl  while  pliant  ofiers  bend, 
The  ftubborn  oak  each  furious  wind  (hall  rend  ; 
Difcreetly  yield,  and  patiently  endure. 
Such  common  evils  as  admit  no  cure. 
Thefe  fate  ordains,  and  Heaven's  high  will  hath*^' 
fent :  t 

In  humble  littlenefs  fubmit  content.  T 

But  thofe  thy  folly  brings,  in  time  prevent.        j^ 

FABLE  X. 
Tht  Frogs  CbtUt, 

'Z:^yi<riV  ei,Ta,<rSxXiii<riy  vwif  f/.o^ov  etXyt  iv,iiirn/x 

In  a  wild  ftate  of  nature,  long 
The  frogs  at  random  liv'd,  , 

The  weak  a  prey  unto  the  (Irong, 
With  anarchy  opprefs'd  and  griev'd. 
i&kij 
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At  length  the  lawlefs  rout, 
Taught  by  their fufferirgs,  grew  devout: 
An  embafly  vo  Jove  they  fent. 
And  begg'd  his  highnefs  would  beftow 
Some  fettled  form  of  government,  - 
A  king  to  rule  the  fens  below. 
Jove,  fmiling,  grants  their,  odd  requefl, 
A  king  th'  indulgent  pov/er  beftow'd, 
(Such  as  might  fuit  their  genius  beft) 
A  beam  of  a  [.Todigious  fize, 

With  all  its  cumberous  load, 

Came  tumbling  from  the  Ikies. 
The  waters  dalh  againft  the  fhore, 

The  hollow  caverns  roar  ; 
The  rocks  return  the  dreadful  found, 

Convulfions  fhake  tha  ground. 
The  multitude  with  horror  fled, 

And  in  his  oozy  bed 
Each  Ikuiking  coward  hid  his  head. 

When  all  is  now  grown  calm  again, 
And  fmoothly  glides  the  liquid  plain, 
A  frog  more  refolute  and  bold. 
Peeping  with  caution  from  his  hold ; 
Recover'd  from  his  firft  furprife. 
As  o'er  the  wave  his  head  he  popt, 
He  faw— but  fcarce  believ'd  his  eyes. 
On  the  fame  bank  where  firft  he  diopt, 

Th'  imperial  lubber  lies, 
Stretch'd  at  his  eafe,  carelefs,  content ; 
Is  this  the  monarch  Jove  has  fent,       , 
(Said  he)  our  warlike  troops  to  lead  ? 
Ay  1  'tis  a  glorious  prince  indeed  I 
By  fuch  an  adlive  geaeral  led, 
The  routed  mice  our  arms  Ihall  dread. 

Subdued  (ball  quit  their  claim  : 
Old  Homer  fhall  recant  his  lays, 
For  us  new  trophies  raife, 
Sing  our  vidorious  arms,  and  juftify  onr  fam 
Then  laughing  impudently  loud, 
He  fcon  alarm'd  the  daftard  crowd. 
The  croaking  naUons  with  contempt 
Behold  the  worthlefs  indolent. 
On  wings  of  winds,  fwift  fcandal  flies,  "| 

Libels,  lampoons,  and  lies,  ^ 

Hoarfe  treafons,  tunelefs  blafphemies.  J 

With  adivc  leap  at  lafl  upon  his  back  they  ftride, 
And  on  the  royal  loggerhead  in  triumph  ride. 
Once  more  to  Jove  their  prayers  addreft. 
And  once  more  Jove  grants  their  requeft  : 
A  ftork  he  fends  of  monftrous  fize. 
Red  lightning  flafhing  in  his  eyes; 
Rul'd  by  no  block,  as  heretofore, 
The  gazing  crowds  prefs'd  to  his  court ; 
Admire  his  ftately  mien,  his  haughty  port, 
And  only  not  adore. 
Addreffes  of  congratulation. 
Sent  from  each  loyal  corporation, 

Full-freight  with  truth  and  fenfe, 
Exhauftcd  all  their  eloquence. 
Sut  now,  alas !  'twas  night;  kings  muft  have  meat ; 
The  Grand  Vizier  firft  goes  to  pot, 
Three  Baffas  next,  happy  their  lot  I 
Gbii,  d  Faradife  by  being  cat. 
And  this,  faid  he,  and  this  is.  mine, 
And  thi»,  by  right  divine  : 
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In  fhortj  'twas  all  for  public  weal, 
He  fwallow'd  half  a  nation  at  a  meaL 

Again  they  beg  Almighty  Jove, 

This  cruel  tyrant  to  remove. 

With  fierce  refentment  in  his  eyes, 

The  frowning  thunderer  replies  ; 

Thofe  evils  which  yourfelves  create, 

Rafti  fools  !  ye  now  repent  too  late; 

Made  wretched  by  the  public  voice, 

Not  through  necelTity,  but  choice  '.  [curfe. 

Be  gt  ne  ! — Nor  wreft  from  heaven  fomc  heavier 

Better  bear  this,  this  ftork,  than  worfe. 

MORAL. 

Opprefs'd  with  happinefs,  and  fick  with  eafe. 

Not  heaven  itfelf  our  fickle  minds  can  pleafe. 

Fondly  we  wKh,  cloy'd  with  celeftial  ftore. 

The  leeks  and  onions  which  we  loath'd  before  : 

Still  roving,  ftill  defiring,  never  pleas'd. 

With  plenty  Uarv'd,  and  ev'n  with  health  difeas'd. 

With  partial  eyes  each  prefent  good  we  view. 

Nor  covet  what  is  beft,  but  what  is  new. 

Ye  powers  above,  who  make  mankind  your  care, 

To  blcl's  the  fupplicant,  rejedl  his  prayer  ! 


FABLE    XI. 
Liberty  and  Love  ;   or,  ihe  Hvo  Sparrows. 

"  —  Dos  eft  uxoria,  Ikes."  Ovid, 

A  SPARROW  and  his  mate, 
(Believe  me,  gentle  Kate) 

Once  lov'd  like  I  and  you  ; 
With  mutual  ardour  join'd. 
No  turtles  e'er  fo  kind. 

So  conftant,  and  fo  true. 

They  hopp'd  from  fpray  to  fpray, 
They  biird,  th-cy  chirp'd  all  day. 
They  cuddled  clofe  all  night ; 
To  blifs  they  wak'd  each  morji. 
In  every  bufti  and  thorn. 

Gay  fcenes  of  new  delight. 
At  length  the  fowler  came, 
(The  knave  was  much  to  blame) 

And  this  dear  parr  trapanu'd ; 
Both  in  one  cage  confin'd, 
Why,  faith  and  troth,  'twas  kind; 

Nay,  hokl — that  muft  be  fcann'd. 
Fair  liberty  thus  gone. 
And  one  coop'd  up  with  one, 

'Twas  awkward,  new,  and  ftrange ; 
For  beuer  and  for  worfe, 
O  difmal,  fatal  curfe  ! 

No  more  abroad  to  range. 
No  carols  now  tliey  fing. 
Each  droops  his  little  wing, 

And  mourns  his  cruel  fate  : 
Clouds  on  each  brow  appear. 
My  honey,  and  my  dear. 
Is  now  quite  out  of  date. 

They  pine,  lament,  and  moan, 
'Twould  melt  an  heart  of  ftone. 

To  hear  their  fad  complaint : 
Nor  he  fupply'd  her  wauts, 
Nor  (lie  relrain'd  from  taunts. 

That  might  provoke  a  faiut. 
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Hard  words  improve  (o  blow. 
For  now,  grown  mortal  foes. 

They  peck,  they  fcratch,  they  fcream ; 
The  cage  lies  on  the  floor, 
The  wires  are  ftain'd  with  gore. 

It  fwells  into  a  ftream. 
Dear  Kitty,  v/ould  you  know 
The  caufe  of  all  this  woe, 

It  is  not  hard  to  guefs; 
Whatever  does  cotiftrain. 
Turns  pleafure  into  pain, 

*Tis  choice  alone  can  blefs. 
When  both  no  more  are  free, 
Infipid  I  mutl:  be, 

And  you  loie  all  your  charms ; 
My  fmother'd  paflion  dies, 
And  even  your  bright  eyes, 

Neceflity  difarms. 

Then  let  us  love,  my  fair, 
But  uuconftrain'd  as  air, 

Each  join  a  willing  heart; 
J-jCt  free-born  fouls  difdain 
To  wear  a  tyrant's  chain. 

And  acft  a  nobler  part.  " 

FABLE    XII. 

"The  tivo  Springs. 

"  —  Errat  longe  mea  quidem  fententiS 
"  Qui  imperium  credat  gravius  effe  aut  ftabilius 
"  Vi  quod  fit,  quan?  illud  quod  amicitia  adjungi- 
"  tur."  Ter. 

Two  filler  fprings,  from  the  fame  parent  hill, 
Born  on  the  fame  propitious  day, 
Through  the  cleft  rock  diflil : 

Adown  the  reverend  mountain's  fide, 

Through  groves  of  myrtle  glide, 

Or  through  the  violet  beds  obliquely  ftray. 

The  laurel,  each  proud  vidlor's  crown. 

From  them  receives  her  high  renown, 
From  them  the  curling  vine 

Her  cluflers  big  with  racy  wine. 
To  them  her  oil  the  peaceful  olive  owes. 

And  her  vermilion  blufti  the  rofe. 
The  gracious  itreams  in  fmooth  meanders  flow, 

To  every  thirfty  root  difpenfe 

Their  kindly  cooling  influence, 
And  paradife  adorns  the  mountain's  brow. 

But  oh  !  the  fad  effeA  of  pride  '. 

Thefe  happy  twins  at  laft  divide. 

*'   bifter  (exclaims  th'  ambitious  fpring) 

"   What  profit  do  thefe  labours  bring  ? 
"^  Always  to  give,  and  never  to  enjoy, 

"  A  fruitlefs  and  a  mean  employ  ! 

"  Stay  here  inglorious  if  you  pleafe, 
"  And  loiter  out  a  life  of  indolence  and  eafe  : 

"  Go,  humble  drudge,  each  thiftle  rear, 

•'  And  nurfe  each  fhrub,  your  daily  care, 
f  While,  pouring  down  from  this  my  lefty  fource, 
"  I  deluge  all  the  plain, 

"  No  dams  fiiall  flop  my  courfc, 

^'  Aiid  rocks  oppofe  in  vain. 


"  See  where  my  foaming  billows  flow, 
"  Above  the  hills  my  waves  afpire, 
"  The  fliepherds  and  their  flocks  retire, 
"  And  tallefl  cedars  as  they  pafs  in  fign  of  homage 
"  bow. 
"  To  me  each  tributary  fpring 
"  Its  fupplemental  flores  (hall  bring, 
"  With  me  the  rivers  Ihall  unite, 
"  The  lakes  beneath  my  banners  fight, 
"  Till  the  proud  Danube  and  the  Rhine 
"  Shall  own  their  fame  eclips'd  by  mine  ; 
"  Both  gods  and  men  Ihail  dread  my  watery  fway, 
"  Nor  thefe  in  cities  fafe,  nor  in  their  templet 
"  they." 

Away  the  haughty  boafter  flew 
Scarce  bade  her  fifter  flream  a  cool  adieu, 
Her  waves  grow  turbulent  and  bold. 
Not  gently  murmuring  as  of  old, 
But  roughly  dalh  againft  the  ftiore. 
And  tofs  their  fpumy  heads,  and  proudly  roar. 
The  careful  farmer  with  furprife, 
Sees  the  tumultuous  torrent  rife  ; 
With  bufy  looks  the  ruftic  band  appear,    [year, 
To  guard  their  growing  hopes,  the  promife  of  the 
All  hands  unite,  with  dams  they  bound 
The  rafti  rebellious  ftream  around  ; 
In  vain  fhe  foams,  in  vain  (he  raves. 
In  vain  fhe  curls  her  feeble  waves, 
Befieg'd  at  laft  on  every  fide,  "^ 

Her  fource  exhaufted  and  her  channel  dry'd,  > 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  impotence  arvd  pride  !)      j 
A  fhallow  pond  Ihe  {lands  confin'd, 
The  refuge  of  the  croaking  kind. 
Ruflies  and  fags,  an  inbred  foe. 
Choke  up  the  muddy  pool  below ; 

The  tyrant  fun  on  high 
Exails  his  ufual  fubfidy  ; 
And  the  poor  pittance  that  remains. 
Each  gaping  cranny  drains. 
Too  late  the  foo!  repents  her  haughty  boaft, 
A  namelefs  nothing,  in  oblivion  loft. 

Her  fifter  fpring,  benevolent  and  kind. 
With  joy  fees  all  around  her  bleft, 

The  good  fhe  does,  into  her  generous  mind 
Returns  again  with  intereft. 
The  farmer  oft  invokes  her  aid 
When  Sirius  nips  the  tender  blade; 
Her  ftreams  a  fure  elixir  bring, 
Gay  plenty  decks  the  fields,  and  a  perpetual  fpring. 

Where'er  the  gardener  fmoothsher  eafjr  way. 
Her  du6lile  ftreams  obey. 
Courteous  fhe  vifits  every  bed, 
Narciffus  rears  his  drooping  head, 
By  her  diffufive  bounty  fed. 
Reviv'd  from  her  indulgent  urn. 
Sad  Hyacinth  forgets  to  mourn. 
Rich  in  the  bk-flings  flie  beftows 
All  nature  fmiles  where'er  flic  flows. 
Enamour'd  with  a  nymph  fo  fair. 
See  where  the  river  gods  appear, 
A  nymph  fo  eminently  good. 
The  joy  of  all  the  neighbourhood  ; 
They  clafp  her  in  their  liquid  arms. 

And  riot  in  th'  abundance  of  her  charms. 
K  k  iiii 
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Like  old  Alpheus  fond,  their  wanton  ftreams  they 

join'd, 
Like  Arethufa  flie,  as  lovely,  and  as  kind. 
Now  fwell'd  into  a  mighty  flood, 

Her  channel  deep  and  wide. 
Still  fhe  perftfls  in  doing  good. 
Her  bounty  flows  with  every  tide. 
A  thouland  rivulets  in  her  train 
With  fertile  waves  enrich  the  plain  : 
The  fcaly  herd,  a  numerous  throng. 
Beneath  her  filver  billows  glide  along, 
Whofe  ftill  increafing  fhoals  fupply 
The  pror  man's  wants,  the  great  one's  luxury  : 
Here  all  the  feather'd  troops  retreat, 
Securely  ply  their  oary  feet, 
Upon  her  floating  herbage  gaze, 
And  with  theii  tuneful  notes  refound  her  praife. 

Here  flocks  and  herds  in  fafety  feed, 
And  fatten  in  each  flowery  mead  : 

No  bea.'ls  of  prey  appear 
The  watchful  fhepherd  to  beguile. 
No  monfters  of  the  deep  inhabit  here. 
Nor  the  voracious  fhark,  nor  wily  crocodile; 
3ut  Delia  and  be*  nymphs,  chafte  fylvan  queen 

!Py  mortals  prying  eyes  unfetn. 
Bathe- in  her  flood,  and  fport  upon  her  borders 
green. 
Here  merchants,  careful  of  their  (lore, 

By  angry  billows  tofl. 
Anchor  fecure  beneath  her  fliore, 

And  blefsthe  friendly  coaft. 
Soon  mighty  fleets  in  all  their  pride 
Triumphant  on  her  furface  ride  : 
The  buly  trader  on  her  banks  appears. 
An  hundred  different  tongues  fhe  hears. 
At  lafl,  with  wonder  and  furprife, 
She  fees  a  flately  city  rife ; 
With  joy  the  happy  flood  admires 
The  lofty  domes,  the  pointed  fpires ; 
The  porticos,  magnificently  great, 

Where  all  the  crowding  nations  meet; 
The  bridges  that  adorn  her  brow, 
From  bank  to  bank  their  ample  arches  flride, 
Through  which  her  curling  waves  in  triumph 
glide, 
And  in  melodious  murmurs  flow. 
Now  grown  a  port  of  high  renown, 
The  treafure  of  the  world  her  own. 
Both  Indies  with  their  precious  flores. 
Pay  yearly  tribute  to  her  fhores. 
Honour'd  by  all,  a  rich,  well-peopled  ftream, 
Nor  father  Thames  himfelf  of  more  eflcem. 

MORAL. 

The  power  of  kings  (if  rightly  underftood) 
Is  hut  a  grant  from  heaven  of  doing  good  ; 
Proud  tyrants,  who  malicioufly  dcflroy. 
And  ride  o'er  ruins  with  malignant  joy; 
Humbled  in  dufi,  foon  to  their  cofl  Ihall  know 
Heaven  our  avenger,  and  mankind  their  foe 
While  graciousmonarchs  reap  the  goodthey  fow: 
B]ening,areblefs'd  ;  far  fjireadstheir  juft  renown,' 
Confenting  nations  their  dominion  own. 
And  joyful  happy  crowds  fuppoit  their  throne 
In  vain  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell  combine,    ~j 
Each  guardian  angel  fhall  proted  that  line,         C 
V/ho  by  chcir  virtues  prove  their  right  divine-J 
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FABLE   Xlir. 
The  Bald  Sachelor. 

Being  a  paraphrafe  tipon  the  Second  Fable  in  the 
Second  Book  of  Phsdrus. 

"  Frigidus  in  venerem  fenior,  fruftraque  laborem 
"  Ingratum  trahit :  et  fi  quando  at  praelia  ventura 

"eft, 
"  Ut  quondam  in  flipulismagnus  fine  viribus  ignis, 
"  Incaifum  furit.     £rgo  anirnos  zvumque  notabis 
"  Prjecipue." —  Virg.  Georg.  lib,  iii. 


A  BACHELOR,  who,  paft  his  prime, 

Had  been  a  good  one  in  his  time, 

Had  fcour'd  the  ftreets,  had  whor'd,  got  drunk, 

Had  fought  his  man,  and  kept  his  punk  : 

Was  fornetimes  rich,  but  oftcner  poor, 

With  early  duns  about  his  door ; 

Being  a  little  off  his  mettle, 

Thought  it  convenient  now  to  fettle  ; 

Grew  wondrous  wife  at  forty-five, 

Refolving  to  be  grave,  and  thrive. 

By  chance  he  cafl  his  roguifh  eye 

Upon  a  dame  who'liv'd  hard  by; 

A  widow  debonair  and  gay, 

Odlober  in  the  drefs  of  May ; 

Artful  to  lay  both  red  and  white, 

Skill'd  in  repairs,  and,  ev'n  in  fplte 

Of  time  and  wrinkles,  kept  all  tight. 

But  he,  whofe  heart  was  apt:  to  rove, 

An  arrant  wanderer  in  love; 

Befides  this  widow,  had  Mifs  Kitty, 

Juicy  and  young,  exceeding  witty  : 

On  her  he  thought,  ferious  or  gay, 

His  drearn  by  night,  his  toall  by  day ; 

He  thought,  but  not  on  her  alone. 

For  who  would  be  confin'd  to  one  ? 

Between  them  both  ftrange  work  he  made  ; 

Gave  this  a  ball,  or  mafqureade ; 

With  that,  at  ferious  ombre  play'd  : 

The  felf-fame  compliments  he  fpoke, 

The  felf-fame  oaths  he  fwore,  he  broke  | 

Alternately  on  each  beftows 

Frail  promifes  and  fhort-liv'd  vows. 

Variety  '.  kind  fource  of  joy  1 

Without  whofe  aid  all  pleafiires  cloy; 

Without  thee,  who  would  ever  prove 

The  painful  drudgeries  of  love  ? 

Without  thee,  what  indulgent  wight 

Would  read  what  we  in  garrets  write  ! 

But,  not  to  mak^my  tale  perplex'd, 

And  keep  more  clofely  to  my  text ; 

'Tis  fit  the  courteous  reader  know 

This  middle-aged  man  had  been  a  beau. 

But,  above  all,  his  head  of  hair 

Had  been  his  great  peculiar  care  ; 

To  which  his  ferious  huurs  he  lent, 

Nor  deem'd  the  precious  time  mifpent. 

'Twas  long,  and  curling,  and  jet  black. 

Hung  to  the  middle  of  his  back  ; 

Black,  did  I  fay  ?     Ay,  once  'twas  fo. 

But  cruel  time  had  fmok'd  the  beau. 

And  powder'd  o'ft'r  his  head  'vvith  foow. 
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As  an  old  horre  that  had  been  hard  rid, 

Or  from  his  mafter's  coach  difcarded, 

Forc'd  in  a  tumbrel  to  go  filler, 

Or  load  for  feme  poor  rogue  a  miller  ; 

On  his  grave  noddle,  o'er  his  eyes, 

Black  baits  and  white  ptomifcuous  rife ; 

Which  chequer  o'er  his  reverend  pate. 

And  prove  the  keffel  more  fedate  : 

So  with  this  worthy  'fqiiire  it  far'd, 

Yet  he  nor  time  nor  labour  fpar'd, 

But,  with  exceCive  coft  and  pains, 

Still  made  the  beft  of  his  remains. 

Each  night  beneath  his  cap  he  furl'd  it. 

Each  morn  in  modifli  ringlets  curl'd  it; 

Now  made  his  comely  treffes  (bine, 

With  orange-butter,  jeffamine ; 

Then  with  fweet  powder  and  perfumes 

He  purify'd  his  upper  rooms. 

So  when  a  jockey  brings  a  marc, 

Or  horfe,  or  gelding,  to  a  fair, 

Though  he  be  fpavin'd,  old,  and  blind, 

With  founder'd  feet,  and  broken  wind ; 

Yet,  if  he's  mafter  of  his  trade, 

He'll  curry  well,  and  trim  the  jade, 

To  make  the  cheat  go  glibly  down, 

And  bubble  fome  unwary  clown. 

What  woman  made  of  flelh  and  blood, 

So  fweet  a  gallant  e'er  withftood  ? 

They  melt,  they  yield,  both,  both  are  fmitten, 

The  good  old  puis,  and  the  young  kitten  ; 

And,  being  now  familiar  grown, 

Each  look'd  upon  him  as  her  own ; 

No  longer  talk'd  of  dear,  or  honey. 

But  of  plain  downright  matrimony. 

At  that  dread  word  his  worftiip  ftarted. 

And  was  (we  may  fuppofej  faint-hearted; 

Yet,  being  refolv'd  to  change  his  ftate. 

Winks  both  his  eyes,  and  trufts  to  fate. 

But  now  new  doubts  and  fcruples  rife. 

To  plague  him  with  perplexities ; 

He  knew  not  which,  alas  I  to  choofe,     • 

This  he  muft  take,  and  that  refufc. 

As  when  fome  idle  country  lad  ' 

Swings  on  a  gate,  his  wooden  pad ; 

To  right,  to  left,  he  fpurs  away, 

But  neither  here  nor  there  can  ftay; 

Till,  by  the  catch  furpris'd,  the  lout 

His  journey  ends,  where  he  fet  out  J 

Ev'n  fo  this  dubious  lover  ftray'd, 

Between  the  widow  and  the  maid ; 

And,  after  fwinging  to  and  fro. 

Was  juft  in  aquilibrio. 

Yet  flill  a  lover's  warmth  he  (hows. 

And  makes  his  vifits  and  his  bows; 

Domeftic  grown,  both  here  and  there. 

Nor  Pug,  nor  Shock,  were  half  fo  dear  : 

With  bread  and  butter,  and  with  tea, 

And  madam's  toilet,  who  but  he  ? 

There  fix'd  a  patch,  or  broke  a  comb ; 

At  night,  the  widow's  drawing-room, 

O  fweet  viciflitude  of  love  ! 

Who  would  covet  heaven  above. 

Were  men  but  thus  allow'd  to  rove  ? 

But,  alas  !_^fome  curs'd  event, 

Some  anexpeSed  accidentj 


Humbles  our  pride,  and  fhows  the  oddi 
Between  frail  mortals  and  the  gods : 
This  by  the  fequel  will  appear 
A  truth  moft  evident  and  clear. 
As  on  the  widow's  panting  breaft 
He  laid  his  peaceful  head  to  reft. 
Dreaming  of  pleafures  yet  in  ftore, 
And  joys  he  ne'er  had  felt  before ; 
Hisgrizly  locks  appear  difplay'd, 
In  all  their  porhp  of  light  and  (hade, 
Alas !  my  future  fpoufe,  faid  Ihc, 
What  do  mine  eyes  aftonifti'd  fee  ? 
Marriage  demands  equality. 
What  will  malicious  neighbours  fay. 
Should  I,  a  widow  young  and  gay. 
Marry  a  man  both  old  and  gray  i 
Thofe  hideous  hairs : — with  that  a  tear 
Did  in  each  cryftal  fluice  appear ; 
She  fetch'd  a  deep  figh  from  her  heart. 
As  who  fbould  fay,  Beft  friends  muft  part ! 
Then  mus'd  a  while ;   there  is  but  one. 
But  this  expedient  left  alone. 
To  fave  that  dear  head  from  difgrace  ; 
Here,  Jenny,  fetch  my  twcafer-cafe. 
To  work  then  went  the  treacherous  fair. 
And  grubb'd  up  here  and  there  a  hair  : 
But,  as  flie  meant  not  to  renew 
His  charms,  but  fet  her  own  to  view; 
And  by  this  foil  more  bright  appear, 
In  youthful  bloom  when  he  was  near, 
The  cunning  gipfy  nipt  away 
The  black,  but  flily  left  the  gray. 
O  Delilah  !  perfidious  fair ! 
O  fex  ingenious  to  cnfnare  ! 
How  faithlefs  all  ynur  doings  are  ! 
Whom  nature  form'd  your  lord,  your  guide. 
You  his  precarious  power  deride. 
Tool  of  your  vanity  and  pride. 
The  'fquire,  who,  thus  deceiv'd,  ne'er  dreamt 
What  the  deceitful  traitrefs  meant ; 
Thrice  kifs'd  her  hand,  and  then  retir'd, 
With  more  exalted  thoughts  infpir'd : 
To  his  fair  Filly  next  repairs, 
With  ftatelier  port,  and  youthful  airs. 
Lord  !  fir — (faid  fhe)  you're  mighty  gay. 
But  I  muft  tell  you  by  the  way, 
That  no  brood  goofe  was  e'er  fo  gray. 
Here,  let  this  hand  eradicate 
Thofe  foul  dilhonours  of  your  pate, 
For  flie,  poor  thing  !  whofe  virgin  heart, 
Unlkill'din  every  female  art, 
In  pure  fiijiplicity  believ'd 
His  youth  might  this  way  be  retriev'd; 
At  leaft  his  age  difguis'd,  and  fhe. 
From  fpightfui  prudes,  and  cenfure  free; 
With  earneft  diligence  and  care, 
Grubb'd  by  the  roots  each  grizzled  hair ; 
Some  few  blacli;  hairs  fhe  leit  behind. 
But  m>t  one  of  the  filver  kind. 
But  when  (he  faw  what  work  Ihe'd  made, 
His  bald  broad  front,  without  a  (bade. 
And  all  his  hatchet  face  difplay'd, 
With  fcarce  fix  hairs  upon  a  fide. 
His  large  ©ut-fpreading  lugs  to  hide  ; 
1^  ^  iiij 


} 
} 


} 
} 


} 


} 


5*0 


THE    WORKS   OFSOMERVILE. 


^  She  laugh'd,  (he  fcream'd  ;  and  Nan  and  Befs, 
In  concert  laugh'd,  and  fcream'd  no  Icfs. 
Home  fculk'd  the  'fquire,  and  hid  his  face, 
Sore  fmitten  with  the  fouldifgrace  : 
Softly  he  knock'd,  hut  trufty  John, 
Who  knew  his  hour  was  twelve,  or  one, 
Ruhb'd  both  his  eyes,  and  yawn'd,  and  fwore, 
And  quickly  blunder'd  to  the  door. 
But  ftartinjj  back  at  this  dlfafter, 
Vow'd  that  old  Mick  had  hagg'd  his  mafter : 
The  landlady,  in  T  re  aflright, 
Fell  into  fits,  and  fwoon'd  out-right ; 
The  neighbourhood  wap  rais'd,  and  call'd, 
The  maids  mifcarry'd,  children  bawl'd. 
The  cur,  whom  oft  his  bounty  fed, 
With  many  a  fcrap  and  bit  of  bread ; 
Now  own'd  him  not,  but  in  the  throng 
Growl'd  at  him  as  he  fneak'd  along. 
'To  bed  he  went,  'tis  true,  but  not 
Or  clos'd  his  eyes,  or  flept  one  jot ; 
Uot  Nifuf  wasin  fuch  defjiair, 
Spoil'd  of  his  kingdom  and  his  hair  : 
Kot  ev'n  Belinda  made  furh  moan, 
When  htr  dear  favourite  lock  was  gone. 
He  fiim'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd  amain, 
And  all  his  paft  life  ran  o'er  again ; 
Damn'd  every  female  bite  to  Tyburn, 
From,  mother  Eve,  to  mother  Wyburn, 
Each  youthlal  vanity  abjtir'd, 
A^'hores,  box  and  dice,  and  claps  ill-cur'd  ; 
And,  having  lofl  by  female  art 
This  darling  idol  of  his  heart, 
Thofe  precious  locks,  that  might  out-vie 
The  trim-curl'd  God  who  lights  the  ilcy ; 
Refolv'd  to  grow  devout  and  wife, 
Or  what's  almoft  the  fame — precife; 
Canted,  and  whin'd,  and  talk'd  moll  odly, 
Was  very  fiovenly  and  godly 
(For  nothing  makes  devotion  keen, 
Like  dilappointment  and  chagrin)  : 
In  fine,  he  fet  his  houfe  in  order. 
And  pioufly  put  on  a  border. 

MORAL. 

To  you,  gay  fparks,  who  wafle  your  youthful 
Old  JEfop  fends  thi?  monit^.ry  rhyme;         [prime, 
Leave,  leave,  for  fhame  your  trulls  at  Sh — er  hall, 
And  marry  in  good  time,  or  not  at  all. 
Of  all  the  monikers  Smithfield  e'er  could  fhow, 
There's  ront  fo  hideous  as  a  batter'd  beau. 
Trufl  not  the  noon  of  life,  but  take  the  morn  ; 
Will  Hone)  conib  is  every  female's  ft.orn. 
,  Let   him  be  jich,  high  born,  book-leam'd,  and") 
wife,  / 

Eelieve  me,  friends,  in  every  woman's  eyes,        ( 
*J'is  back,  and  brawn,  and  finew,  wins  the  prize,  j 

FABLE  XIV. 
T/je  Foi-tvnc  Hunter. 
"  Fortuna  fpevo  )a;ta  negotio,  et 
"  Ludum.  infoltntf  rti  luderc  ptrtinax 

"  Tranfmutat  inccrtos  hcnores."        H®R. 
CANCO  I. 
?OME  authcrs, more  abrirnfe  than  v.ifcj 
Friepdiliip  confine  to  flridkr  tits, 


Require  exaft  conformity, 
In  perfon,  age,  and  quality; 
Their  humours,  principles,  and  wit, 
Muft,  like  exchequer  tallies,  hit. 
Others,  lefs  fcrupulous,  opine 
That  hands  and  hearts  in  love  may  join, 
Though  different  inclinations  fway, 
For  Nature's  more  in  fault  than  they. 
Whoe'er  would  fift  this  point  more  fully. 
May  read  St   Evremond  and  TuUy; 
With  me  the  dodrine  fhall  prevail 
That's  a  pTcpos  to  form  my  tale. 

Two  brethren  (whether  twins  or  no 
Imports  not  very  much  to  know) 
Together  bred  ;  as  fam'd  thfir  love 
As  Leda's  brats  begot  by  Jove  : 
As  various  too  their  tempers  were  ; 
That  brifir,  and  frolic,  debonair  ; 
This  more  confideratc  and  fevere. 
While  Bob,  with  diligence  would  pore 
And  con  by  heart  his  battle  door, 
Frank  play'd  at  romps  with  John  the  groom, 
Or  fwitch'd  his  hobby  round  the  room. 
The  ftriplings  now  too  bulky  grown, 
To  make  dirt  pies,  and  lounge  at  home, 
With  aching  hearts  to  fchool  are  fent. 
Their  humours  ftill  of  various  bent ; 
The  fiknt,  ferious,  folid  boy, 
Came  on  apace,  was  daddy's  joy, 
Conftrued,  and  pars'd,  and  faid  his  part, 
And  gf.t  ^le-gcmis  all  by  heart. 
While  Franky,that  unlucky  rogue. 
Fell  in  with  every  whim  in  vogue. 
Valued  not  Lilly  of  a  ftraw, 
A  rook  at  chuck,  a  dab  at  taw. 
His  bum  was  often  brufh'd,  you'll  fay, 
'Tis  true,  now  twice,  then  thrice  a  day  ! 
So  leeches  at  the  breech  are  fed. 
To  cure  vertigos  in  the  head. 
But,  by  your  leave,  good  dodor  Freind, 
Let  me  this  maxim  recommend  ; 
"  A  genius  can't  be  forc'd  ;"  nor  can 
You  make  an  ape  an  alderman  : 
The  patch-work  doublet  well  may  fuit. 
But  how  would  furs  become  the  brute  ? 
hi  fhort,  the  cafe  is  very  phin, 
When  m^^ggots  once  are  in  the  brain. 
Whole  loads  of  birch  are  fpent  in  vain. 

N(w  to  purfiie  this  hopeful  pair 
To  Oxford,  and  the  Lord  knows  where. 
Would  take  more  ink  than  1  can  fpare. 
Nor  fhali  1  here  minutely  Iccre 
The  volumes  B{;b  turn'd  o'er  and  o'er. 
The  laundrciTes  turn'd  up  by  Frark, 
With  many  a  ftrange  diverting  prank  ; 
'I'vvould  jade  my  mufe,  though  better  fed. 
And.  kept  in  body  clothes  and  bread. 

When  briflies  on  each  chin  bet^ati 
To  iprout,  the  promife  of  a  man, 
The  good  old  gtnt.enian  cxpir'd. 
And  decently  to  heaven  rctir'd  : 
'!  ht  bretl-.ren,  at  their  country  feat, 
Ei'joy'd  a  pIeafaT;t<  inug  rccvpat ; 
Their  cellars  and  their  burns  well  flor*d. 
And  plenty  fmoking  op  their  byard  : 
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Ale  and  tobacco  for  the  vkar, 

For  gentry  fometimes  better  liquor. 

Judicious  Bob  had  read  all  o'er 

Each  weighty  llay'd  philofopher, 

And  therefore  rightly  undcrftood 

The  real  from  th'  apparent  good  ; 

Subftantial  blifs,  intrinfic  joys, 

From  buftle,  vanity,  and  noife  ; 

Could  his  own  happinefs  create. 

And  bring  his  mind  to  his  eflate  : 

Liv'd  in  the  fame  calm,  eaty  round. 

His  judgment  clear,  his  body  found  ; 

Good  humour,  probity,  and  fenfe, 

Repaid  with  peace  and  indolence  : 

While  rakifli  Frank,  whofe  adtive  foul 

No  bounds,  no  principle  control, 

Flies  o'er  the  world  where  pleafure  calls, 

To  races,  mafquerades,  and  balls  ; 

At  random  roves,  now  here,  now  there, 

Drinks  with  the  gay,  and  toalls  the  fair. 

As  when  the  full-fed  refly  fteed 

Breaks  from  his  groom,  he  flies  wlthfpeed; 

His  high-arch'd  neck  he  proudly  reat«, 

Upon  his  back  his  tail  he  bears. 

His  main  upon  hisfhoulders  curls, 

O'er  every  precipice  he  whirls. 

He  plunges  in  the  cooling  tides, 

He  laves  hisfhining  pamper'd  fides, 

He  fnuffs  the  females  on  the  plain, 

And  to  his  joy  he  fprings  amain. 

To  this,  to  that,  impetuous  flies. 

Nor  can  the  ftud  his  luft  fuffice  ; 

7'ill  nature  flags,  his  vigour  fpent. 

With  drooping  tail,  and  nerves  unbent, 

The  humble  beaft  returns  content, 

Waits  tamely  at  the  liable  door, 

As  tractable  as  e'er  before. 

This  was  exaftly  Franky's  cafe; 

When  blood  ran  high  he  liv'd  apace; 

But  pockets  drain'd,  and  every  vein, 

Look'd  filly,  and  came  home  again. 

At  length  extravagance  and  vice. 

Whoring  and  drinking,  box  and  dice, 

Sunk  his  exchequer  ;  cares  intrude, 

And  duns  grow  troublefome  and  rude. 

What  meafures  iball  poor  Franky  take 

To  manage  wifely  the  laft  flake. 

With  fome  feiv  pieces  in  his  purfe. 

And  half  a  dozen  brats  at  nurfe  ? 

Fenfive  he  walk'd,  lay  long  a-bed. 

Now  bit  his  nails,  then  fcratch'd  his  head, 

At  laft  refolv'd  :  Refolv'd  !  on  what  ? 

There's  not  a  penny  to  be  got  ; 

T'ne  queftion  now  remains  alone. 

Whether  'tisbeft  to  hang  or  drown. 

Thank  you  for  that, good  friendly  devil! 

You're  very  courteous,  very  civil ; 

Other  expedients  may  be  try'd, 

The  man  is  young,  the  world  i?  wide, 

And,  as  judicious  authors  fay, 

"  Every  dog  fhall  have  his  day  ;" 

What  if  we  ramble  for  a  while  .' 

Seek  Fortune  out,  and  court  her  fmile. 

Ad:  every  [art  in  life  to  win  her, 

Firit  try  the  faint,  and  then  the  fmn?r  5 


Prefs  boldly  on  ;  flighted,  purfue ; 

Repuls'd,  again  the  charge  renew  ; 

Give  her  no  reft,  attend,  entreat, 

And  ftick  at  nothing  to  be  great. 

Fir'd  with  thefe  thoughts,  the  youth  grew  valn^ 

Look'd  on  the  country  with  difdain  ; 

Where  Virtue's  fools  her  laws  obey, 

And  dream  a  lazy  life  away  ; 

Thinks  poverty  the  greateft  fin, 

And  walks  on  thorns  till  he  begin  : 

But  firft  before  his  brother  laid 

The  hopeful  fcheme,and  begg'd  his  aid. 

Kind  Bob  was  much  ahafli'd,  to  fee 

His  brother  in  extremity, 

Reduc'd  to  rags  for  want  of  thought, 

A  beggar,  and  not  v/orth  a  groat. 

He  griev'd  full  fore,  gave  good  advice. 

Quoted  his  authors  grave  and  wife. 

All  who  with  wholefome  morals  treat  US, 

Old  Seneca  and  Epi(5letus. 

What's  my  unhappy  brother  doing  ? 

Whither  rambling  ?  whom  purfuing 

An  idle,  tricking,  giddy  jade, 

A  phantom,  and  a  fleeting  fliade; 

Grafp'd  in  this  coxcomb's  arms  a  while. 

The  falfe  jilt  fawns,  then  a  fond  fmile  ; 

On  that  flic  leers,  he  like  the  reft 

Is  foon  a  bubble  and  a  jeft  ; 

But  live  with  me,  juft  to  thyfelf. 

And  fcorn  the  bitch,  and  all  her  pelf; 

Fortune's  ador'd  by  fools  alone. 

The  wife  man  always  mjikes  his  own. 

But  'tis,  alas  1   in  vain  t'  apply 

Fine  fayings  and  philofophy, 

Where  a  poor  youth's  o'erheated  brain, 

Is  fold  to  intercft  and  gain. 

And  pride  and  fierce  ambition  reign. 

Bob  found  it  fo,  nor  did  he  ftrive 

To  work  the  nail  that  would  not  drive; 

Content  to  do  the  beft  he  could. 

And  as  became  his  brotherhood. 

Gave  him  what  money  he  could  fpare, 

And  kindly  paid  his  old  arrear. 

Bought  him  his  equipage  and  clothes. 

So  thus  fupply'd  away  he  goes, 

For  London  town  he  mounts,  as  gay 

As  tailors  on  their  wedding-day. 

Not  many  miles  upon  the  road, 
A  widow's  ;lately  manfion  flood; 
What  if  dame  Fortune  ftiould  be  there? 
(Said  Frank)  'tis  ten  to  one,  I  fwear  : 
I'll  try  to  find  her  in  the  crowd, 
She  loves  the  wealthy  and  the  proud. 
Away  he  fpurs,  and  at  the  door 
Srood  gallant  gentry  many  a  fcore, 
Penelope  had  never  more. 
Here  tortur'd  cats- gut  fqueals  amain, 
Guittars  in  fofter  notes  complain. 
And  lutes  reveal  the  lover's  pain. 
Frank,  with  a  carelefs,  eafy  mien, 
Sung  her  a  fong,  and  was  kt  in. 
The  reft  with  envy  burft,  to  fee 
The  ftrangcr's  odd  ft-licity. 
Low  bow'd  the  footman  at  the  flairSj 
Th?  gentleman  at  top  appears : 
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And  is  your  lady,  Cr,  at  home  ? 

Prav  walk  into  the  drawing-room. 

But  here  my  niufc  is  too  well  bred. 

To  prattle  what  was  done  or  faid; 

She  lik'd  the  youth,  his  drefs,  his  face. 

His  calves,  his  back,  and  every  grace  : 

Supper  was  ferv'd,  and  down  they  fit. 

Much  meat,  good  wine,  fome  little  wit. 

The  grace-cup  drunk,  or  dance,  or  play  ; 

Frank  chofe  the  Iaft>  was  very  gay. 

Had  the  good  Ivck  the  board  to  ftrip, 

And  punted  to  her  ladyfliip. 

The  clock  ftnkes  one,  the  gentry  bow'd, 

Each  to  his  own  apartment  ftiow'd; 

But  Fraiiky  svas  in  piteous  mood, 

Slept  not  a  wink  ;  he  raves,  he  dies, 

Smit  with  her  jointure  and  her  eyes. 

Reftlefs  as  in  a  lion's  den. 

He  fprawl'd  and  kick'd  about  till  ten : 

But,  a<  he  dreamt  of  future  jiys, 

His  ear  was  (tartled  with  a  n<iife. 

Six  trumpets  and  a  ketle-drum; 

Up  in  a  hurry  flies  the  groom, 

iLord,  fir !  get  drefs'd,  the  colonel's  corns  : 

Your  horfe  is  ready  at  the  door, 

You  may  reach  Uxhridge,  fir,  by  four. 

poor  Franky-muft  in  hafte  remove, 

Vith  difappointment  vex'd,  and  love; 

To  dirt  aband'  n'd,  and  defpair. 

Per  lace  and  feather  won  the  fair. 

Now  for  the  town  he  jogs  apace, 
With  leaky  boo's  and  fun-burnt  face; 
And,  leaving    \(5lnn  in  his  rear, 
Began  to  breathe  fulphureous  air. 
Arriv'd  at  kni{th,  the  table  fpreaef. 
Three  bottles  drunk,  he  reels  to  bed. 
J>fext  morn  his  bufy  thoughts  begun. 
To  tife  and  travel  with  the  fun; 
Whims  heap'd  on  whims  his  head  turn'd  round, 
But  how  dame  Fortune  might  be  found, 
Was  the  momentuous  grand  affair. 
His  fecret  wifti,  his  only  care. 
Damme,  thought  Franky  to  himfelf, 
I'll  find  this  giddy  wandering  elf; 
I'll  hunt  her  out  in  every  quarter. 
Till  (he  beflow  the  ftaff  or  garter  : 
I'll  viCt  good  Lord  Sunderland, 
Who  keeps  the  jilt  at  his  command; 
Or  clfe  lome  courteous  duchefs  may 
Take  pity  on  a  runaway. 
Drefs'd  to  a  pink,  to  court  he  flies, 
At  this  levee,  and  that  he  plies  ; 
Bows  in  his  rank,  an  humble  flave, 
And  meanly  fawns  on  every  knave; 
With  maid.s  of  honour  learns  to  chat, 
rights  for  this  lord,  and  pimps  for  that. 
Fortune  he  fought  from  place  to  place. 
She  led  him  flill  a  wild-goofe  chafe; 
Always  prepar'd  with  fome  excufe, 
The  hopeful  younker  to  amufe  ; 
Was  bufy,  indifpos'd,  was  gone 
To  Hampton-court,  or  Kenfington  ; 
And,  after  all  her  wiles  and  dodgings, 
She  flipp'd  clear  off,  and  bilk'd  her  lodgings. 
Jaded,  and  almoft  in  difpair, 
A  gamcfler  whifpei'd  in  his  ear  j 
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Who  would  feek  Fortune,  fir,  at  court  ? 
At  H — I's  is  her  chief  refort ; 
'Tis  there  her  midnight  hours  (he  fpendt, 
Is  very  gracious  to  her  friends ; 
Shows  honeft  men  the  mean's  of  thriving, 
The  beft,  good-natur'd  goddefs  living. 
Away  he  trudges  with  his  rook, 
Throws  many  a  main,  is  bit,  is  broke ; 
With  »Iirty  knuckles,  aching  head, 
Difconfolate  he  fneaks  to  bed. 

CANTO  ir. 

How  humble,  and  how  complalfant, 

Is  a  proud  man  reduc'd  to  want ! 

With  what  a  filly,  hanging  face. 

He  bears  his  unforefcen  difgrace  ! 

His  fpirits  flag,  his  pulfe  beats  low. 

The  gods,  and  all  the  world  his  foe ; 

To  thriving  knaves  a  ridicule, 

A  butt  to  every  wealthy  fool. 

For  where  is  courage,  wit,  or  fenfe. 

When  a  poor  rake  has  lofl  his  pence  ? 

Let  all  the  learn'd  fay  what  they  can, 

'Tis  ready  money  makes  the  man  ; 

Commands  refpecSl  where'er  we  go, 

And  gives  a  grace  to  all  we  do. 

With  fuch  reflexions  Frank  diftrefs'd, 

The  horrors  of  his  foul  exprefs'd  : 

Contempt,  the  bafket,  and  a  gaol. 

By  turns  his  refllefs  mind  alTail ; 

Aghafl  the  difmai  fcene  he  flies, 

And  death  grows  pleafing  in  his  eyes: 

For  fince  his  rhino  was  all  flown, 

To  the  laft  foiitary  crown. 

Who  would  not,  like  a  Roman,  dare 

To  leave  that  world  he  could  not  fhare  ? 

The  piflol  on  his  table  lay. 

And  death  fled  hovering  o'er  his  prey  ; 

There  wanted  nothing  now  to  do, 

But  touch  the  trigger,  and  adieu. 

As  he  was  faying  fome  fhort  prayers, 

He  heard  a  wheezing  on  the  flairs, 

And  looking  out,  his  aunt  appears; 

Who  from  Moorfieids,  breathlefs  and  lame, 

To  fee  her  gracelefs  godfon  came  : 

The  falutations  being  part. 

Coughing,  and  out  of  wind,  at  laft 

In  his  great  chair  fhe  took  her  place, 

How  does  your  brother  f  is  my  neice 

Well  marry'd  ?  when  will  Robin  fettle  ? 

He  anfwer'd  ail  things  to  a  tittle  ; 

Gave  fuch  content  in  every  part, 

He  gain'd  the  good  old  beldam's  heart. 

"   Godfon,"  faid  fhe,  "  alas !  I  know 

"  Matters  with  you  are  but  fo-fo  : 

"  You're  come  to  town,  I  underftand, 

"  To  make  your  fortune  out  of  hand ; 

"   Your  time  and  patrimony  loft, 

"  To  beg  a  place,  or  buy  a  poft. 

*'  Believe  me,  godfon,  I'm  your  friend  ; 

"  Of  this  great  town,  this  wicked  end 

"  Is  ripe  for  judgment ;  Satan's  feat, 

"  The  fink  of  fin,  and  hell  complete. 

"  In  every  ftreet'of  trulls  a  troop, 

"  And  every  cook- wench  wears  a  hoop; 
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*•  Sodom  was  lefs  dcform'd  with  vice, 

"  Lewdnefs  of  all  kinds,  cards  and  dice." 

Frank  blufti'd  (which,  by  the  way,  was  more 

Than  ever  he  had  done  before) ; 

And  own'd  it  was  a  wretched  ulacc, 

Unfit  for  any  child  of  grace. 

The  good  old  aunt  o'crjoj'ed  to  fee 

Thefe  ghmmerings  of  fandtity  ; 

"  My  dear,"  faid  fhe,  "  this  purfe  Is  yours, 

"  It  coft  me  many  painful  hours; 

"  Take  it,  improve  it,  and  become 

"  By  art  and  indul^ry  a  plumb. 

"   But  leave,  for  (hame,  this  Impious  ftreet, 

^   All  over  mark'd  with  c'ovcn  feet ; 

"  In  our  more  holy  quarter  live, 

♦'   Where  both  your  foul  and  ftock  may  thrive  ; 

"  Where  righteous  citizen.s  repair, 

"  And  heaven  and  earth  the  godly  ftiare, 

*'  Gain  thi-  by  jobbing,  that  by  prayer. 

"  At  Jonathan's  go  fmoke  a  pipe, 

"  Look  yery  ferious,  dine  on  tripe  ; 

"  Get  early  up,  late  clofe  your  eyes, 

"  And  leave  no  flone  unturn'd  to  rife  : 

««  Then  each  good  day  at  Salter's-Hall 

"  Pray  for  a  blefTing  upon  all." 
Lowly  the  ravifh'd  t  ranky  bows, 

While  joy  fat  fmiling  on  his  brows  ; 

And  without  fcrupie,  in  a  trice, 

He  took  her  money  and  advice. 

Not  an  extravagant  young  heir, 

Befet  with  duns,  and  in  defpair. 

When  joyful  tidings  reach  his  ear. 
And  dad  retires  by  heaven's  commands, 

To  leave  his  chink  to  better  hands ; 
Not  wandering  failors  alnioft  loft. 

When  they  behold  the  wilh'd-for  ccaftj 

Not  culprit  when  the  knot  is  piac'd, 

And  kind  reprlve  arrives  In  hafte ; 

E'er  felt  a  joy  in  fuch  cxcefs. 

As  Frank  reliev'd  from  this  diftrefs. 

A  thoufand  antic  tries  he  play'd, 

The  purfe  he  klfs'd,  fvvore,  curs'd  and  pray'd ; 

Counted  the  pieces  o'er  and  o'er, 

And  hugg'd  his  unexpefted  flore  ; 

Built  ilately  caftles  in  the  air, 

Supp'd  with  the  great,  enjoy'd  the  fair  ; 

Pick'd  out  his  title  and  his  place, 

Was  fcarce  contented  with  your  Grace. 

Strange  vlfions  working  in  his  head. 

Frantic,  half  mad,  he  flrolls  to  bed ; 

Sleeps  little  ;  if  he  fleeps,  he  dreams 

Of  fceptres,  and  of  diadems. 

^'  Fortune,'*  faid  he,  "  fliall  now  no  more 

"  Trick  and  deceive  me  as  of  yore  : 

"  This  pafljport  fliall  admittance  gain, 

"  In  fpight  of  all  the  jilt's  difdain  : 

"  'Tis  this  the  tyrant's  pride  difarms, 

•«  And  brings  her  blufliing  to  my  arms ; 

«  This  golden  bough  my  wifl^  fhall  fpeed, 

•'  And  to'th'  Elyfian  fields  ftiall  lead." 

The  morn  fcarce  peep'd,  but  up  he  rofe, 

Impatient  huddled  on  his  clothes  ; 

Call'd  the  next  coach,  gave  double  pay, 

And  to  'Change-Alley  whirl'd  away. 

'Tis  here  dame  Fortune  every  day 

ppens  her  boQth,  and  fliows  hf r  play ; 
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Here  laughing  fits  behind  the  fcenCj 

Dances  her  puppets  here  unfecn,  ^ 

And  turns  her  whlmfical  machine. 

Powel,  with  all  his  wire  and  wit. 

To  her  great  genius  muft  fubmit : 

ExaA  at  twelve  the  goddefs  (hows. 

And  fame  aloud  her  trumpet  blows; 

Harangues  the  moH  with  fhams  and  lie?. 

And  bids  their  actions  fall,  or  rife. 

Old  Chaos  here  his  throne  regains; 

And  here  In  odd  confufion  reigns  ; 

All  order,  all  diflindion  loft. 

Now  high,  now  low,  the  fools  are  toft. 

Here  lucky  coxcombs  vainly  rear 

Their  giddy  heads,  there  in  defpair 

Sits  humbled  pride,  with  downcaft  loolc. 

Bankrupts  reftor'd,  and  mifers  broke, 

Strange  figures  here  our  eyes  Invade, 

And  the  whole  world  in  mafquerade  ; 

A  carman  in  a  hat  and  feather, 

A  lord  In  frieze,  his  breeches  leather  : 

Tom  Whiplafli  in  his  coach  of  ftate. 

Drawn  by  the  tits  he  drove  of  late  : 

A  colonel  of  the  bold  train-bandsj 

Selling  his  equipage  and  lands. 

Hard  by  a  cobler  bidding  fair. 

For  the  gold  chain,  and  next  lord  mayor : 

A  butcher  blufterlng  in  the  crowd. 

Of  his  late  purchas'd  'fcutcheon  proud. 

Retains  his  cleaver  for  his  creft. 

His  motto  too  beneath  the  reft, 

"  Virtue  and  merit  is  a  jeft." 

Two  toafts  with  all  their  trinkets  gone. 

Padding  the  ftreets  for  half  a-crown : 

A  daggled  countefs  and  her  maid. 

Her  houfe-rent  and  her  flaves  unpaid, 

A  tailor's  wife  in  rich  brocade. 

All  fei5ts,  all  parties  high  and  low. 

At  fortune's  Ihriue  devoutly  bow  ; 

Nought  can  their  ardent  zeal  reftrain. 

Where  each  man's  godlinefs  is  gain. 

From  taverns,  meeting-houfes,  ftews, 

Atheifls  and  Quakers,  bawds  and  Jews, 

Statefmen  and  fidlers,  beaux  and  porters, 

Blue  aprons  here,  and  there  blue  garters. 

As  human  race  of  old  began 

From  ftones  and  clods,  transform'd  to  man. 

So  from  each  dunghill,  ftrange  furprife ! 

In  troops  the  recent  gentry  rife, 

Of  mulhroom  growth,  they  wildly  ftarc. 

And  ape  the  great  with  awkward  air  : 

So  Pinkethman  upon  the  ftage. 

Mounting  his  afs  In  warlike  rage, 

With  fimpering  Dicky  for  his  page. 

In  Lee's  mad  rant,  with  monkey  face, 

Burlefques  the  prince  of  Ammon's  race. 

Indiiftrious  Frank,  among  the  reft. 

Bought,  fold,  and  cavil'd,  bawl'd  and  prefs' 

Lodg'd  In  a  garret  on  the  fpot, 

Follow'd  inftrudions  to  a  jot. 

The  praying  part  alone  forgot. 

Learnt  every  dealing  term  of  art. 

And  all  th'  ingenious  cant  by  heart; 

Nor  doubted  but  he  foon  fliould  find 

Daiue  Fortune  complaifant  and  kind. 
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After  her  oft  he  call'J  aloud, 

But  ftill  (he  vaniOi'd  in  the  crowd ; 

Now  with  frr.ooth  looks  and  tempting  fmiles 

The  taithlefs  hypocrite  beguiles ; 

Then  with  a  cool  and  fcornful  air. 

Bids  the  deluded  wretch  defpair ; 

Takes  pet  without  the  leaft  pretence, 

And  wonders  at  his  infoience. 

Thus  with  her  fickle  humours  vex'd. 

And  between  hopes  and  fears  pcrplex'd  ; 

His  patience  quite  worn  out  at  lafc 

Refolves  to  throw  one  defperate  caft. 

•*  'Tis  vain,"  faid  he,  "  to  whine  and  woo, 

««  'Tis  one  brilk  flroke  the  work  muft  do. 

«  Fortune  is  like  a  widow  won, 

"  And  truckles  to  the  bold  alone  ; 

"  I'll  pufh  at  once  and  venture  all, 

**  At  leaft  1  fliall  with  honour  fall." 

But,  curfe  upon  the  treacherous  jade, 

Who  thus  his  fcrvices  repaid ; 

When  now  he  thought  the  world  hie  own. 

He  bought  a  bear,  and  was  undone. 

CANTO  III. 

As  here  is  fomethiDg  in  a  face. 

An  air,  and  a  peculiar  grace, 

Which  boldeft  painters  cannot  trace  ; 

That  more  than  features,  Ihapc,  or  hair, 

Diftinguiihes  the  happy  fair  ; 

Strikes  every  eye,  and  makes  her  known  - 

A  ruling  toaft  through  all  the  town  : 

So  in  each  a^Slion  'tisfuccefs 

That  gives  it  all  its  comelinefs  ; 

Guards  it  from  cenfure  and  from  blame. 

Brightens  and  burnilhes  our  fame. 

For  what  is  virtue,  courage,  wit. 

In  all  men,  but  a  lucky  hit  ? 

'BuZjfaice  versa,  where  this  fails, 

The  wifeft  conduft  nought  avails; 

The  man  of  merit  foon  fhall  find 

The  world  to  profperous  knaves  inclin'd, 

Himfelf  the  laft  of  all  mankind. 

Too  true  poor  Frank  this  theCs  found. 

Bankrupt,  defpoil'd,  and  run  aground. 

In  durance  vile  detain'd  and  loft. 

And  all  his  mighty  projeds  croft  : 

With  grief  and  fhame  at  once  oppreft, 

Tears  fwell  his  eyes,  and  fighs  his  breaft ; 

A  poor,  forlorn,  abandon 'd  rake. 

Where  fhall  he  turn  ?  what  me.ifures  take  ? 

3etray'd,dcceiv'd,  and  ruin'd  quite. 

By  his  own  greedy  appetite ; 

He  mourns  his  fatal  luft  of  pelf. 

And  cuifes  Fortune  and  himfelf: 

In  limbo  pent,  would  fain  get  free. 

Importunate  for  liberty. 

So  when  the  watchful  hungry  moufe, 

At  midnight  prowling  round  tiie  houfe. 

Winds  in  a  corner  toafied  cheel'e, 

Olad  the  luxurious  prey  to  feize  ; 

With  whiflcers  curl'd,  and  round  black  eyes, 

He  meditates  the  lufcious  prize. 

Till  caught,  trcpann'd,  laments  too  late 

The  rigorous  decrees  of  fate  : 
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Reftlefs  his  freedom  to  regain, 

He  bites  the  wire,  and  climbs  in  vain. 

The  wretched  captive  thus  diftrefs'd. 

His  bufy  thoughts  allow  no  reft  : 

Fond  on  each  prnjedt  to  depend. 

Kind  hope  his  only  faithful  friend  ; 

Odd  whimfies  floating  in  his  brain. 

He  plots,  contrives,  but  all  in  vain. 

Approves,  reje<Sls,  and  thinks  again. 

As  when  the  ftiipwreck'd  wretch  is  toft 

From  wave  to  wave,  and  almoft  loft, 

Beat  by  the  billows  from  the  (bore, 

Return?  half  drown'd,  and  hugs  once  more 

The  friendly  plank  he  grafp'd  before  ; 

So  Frank,  when  all  expedients  fail, 

To  fave  his  carcaie  from  a  gaol. 

Eat  up  with  vermin  and  with  care, 

And  almoft  Gnking  in  defpair, 

Refelves  once  more  to  make  his  court 

To  his  old  aunt,  his  laft  refort  : 

Takes  pen  in  hand,  now  writes,  now  tears. 

Then  blots  his  paper  with  his  tears, 

Ranfacks  his  troubled  foul,  to  raife 

Each  tender  fentiment  and  phrafe; 

And  every  lame  excufe  fupplies 

With  artful  colouring  and  difguife ; 

Kind  to  himfelf,  lays  all  the  blame 

On  Fortune,  that  capricious  dame  ; 

In  ftiort  informs  her  all  was  loft, 

And  fends  it  by  the  penny-poft. 

Soon  as  the  ancient  nymph  had  read 

The  fatal  fcroll,  ftie  took  her  bed. 

Cold  palCes  feize  her  trembling  head  ; 

She  groans,  ftie  fighs,  flie  fobs,  flie  fmears 

Her  fpedacles  and  beard  with  tears; 

Her  nofethat  wont  to  fympathife 

With  all  th'  o'erflowings  of  her  eyes, 

Adown  in  pearly  drops  diftils, 

Th'  united  ftream  each  chafm  fills. 

Geneva  now,  nor  Nantswilldo, 

Her  toothlefs  gums  their  hold  let  go  ; 

And  on  the  ground,  O  fatal  ftrokc  '. 

The  fliort  coasval  pipe  is  broke  : 

With  vapours  chok'd,  cntranc'd  fhe  lies. 

Belches,  and  prays,  and  f — ts,  and  dies. 

But  fieep,  that  kind  reftorative, 

Recall'd  her  foul,  and  bid  her  live; 

With  cooler  thoughts  the  cafe  ftie  weigh'd, 

And  brought  her  rcafon  to  her  aid. 

Away  ftie  hobbles,  and  with  fpeed 

Refolves  to  fee  the  captive  freed  ; 

Wipe  off  this  fl;'.in  and  foul  difgiace, 

And  vindicate  her  ancient  race. 

With  her  a  fage  dirciflor  comes, 

More  weighty  than  a  brace  of  p!un\bs, 

A  good  mm  in  the  city  cant. 

Where  cufti,  not  morals,  makes  the  faint. 

T'  improve  a  genius  fo  polite. 

The  ciumfy  thmg  was  dubb'd  a  knight : 

Fortune's  chief  confident  and  friend. 

Grown  fat  by  many  a  dividend; 

And  ftill  her  favour  he  retains. 

By  want  of  merit  and  of  brains  ;   ' 

On  her  top  fpoke  fublime  he  fits, 

The  jeft  and  theme  of  fnccriug  wits : 
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For  fools  in  fortune's  pillory  plac'd 

Are  mounted  to  be  more  difgrac'd. 

This  rich  old  Hunks,  as  Woodcock  wife, 

Was  call'd  the  younker  to  advife  : 

"  Young  man,"  faid  he,  "  refrain  from  tears, 

"  While  joyful  tidings  blefs  thine  ears; 

"  Up  and  be  doing,  boy,  and  try 

"  To  conquer  fate  by  induftry ; 

"  For  know  that  all  of  mortal  race, 

"  Are  born  to  loffes  and  difgrace  : 

"  Ev'n  I  broke  twice,  1,  heretofore 

"  A  tailor  defpicably  poor, 

"  In  every  hole  f«r  fhelter  crept, 

"  On  the  fame  bulk,  botch'd,  lous'd,  and  flept, 

"  With  fcarce  one  penny  to  prepare 

"  A  friendly  halter  in  defpair  ; 

"  My  credit  like  my  garment  torn, 

•'  Threadbare,  and  ragged,  over-worn  : 

"  But  foon  I  patch'd  it  up  again, 

"  Thefe  bufy  hands,  this  working  brain, 

"  Ne'er  ceas'd  from  labour,  pain,  and  fwcat, 

"  Til)  fortune  fmil'd,  and  I  was  great. 

"  Now  at  each  pompous  city  feall, 

"  Who  but  Sir  Triftram  ?  Every  gueft 

"  Refpedtful  bows.     In  each  debate, 

"  My  nod  muft  give  the  fentence  weight : 

"  On  me  prime  minifters  attend, 

"  And Aiflabie  's  my  friend  : 

"  In  embryo  each  bold  projedl  lies, 

"  Till  my  confenting  purfe  fupplies. 

"  This  hand — nay  do  not  think  me  vain, 

"  Soften'd  the  Swede,  and  humbled  Spain. 

"  To  rae  the  fair,  whom  all  adore, 

"  Addrefs  their  prayers,  and  own  my  power  ; 

•'   When  the  ponr  toafl  by  break  of  day 

"  Has  punted  all  her  gold  away, 

"  Undrefs'd,  and  in  her  native  charms, 

"  She  flies  to  thefe  indulgent  arms ; 

"  She  curls  each  dimple  in  her  face 

"  To  win  the  good  Sir  Triflram's  grace  ; 

"  Offers,  her  brilliants  with  a  fmile, 

*'  That  might  an  achoret  beguile  ; 

"  And  when  my  potent  aid  is  lent, 

"  Away  the  dear-one  whgsls  content. 

"  He  that  can  money  get,  my  boy, 

"  Shall  every  other  good  enjoy  ; 

"  Be  rich,  and  every  boon  receive, 

"  That  man  can  wilh;  or  Heaven  can  give. 

"  Now  to  the  means,  dear  youth,  attend, 

"  By  which  thy  forrows  foon  fliall  end  : 

"  Thy  good  old  aunt  refolves  to  ball 

"  Her  hopeful  godfon  out  of  gaol ; 

"  But  what  is  freedom  to  the  poor  ? 

"  The  man  who  begs  from  door  to  door 

"  Is  free  ;  in  lazy  wretchednefs 

*'  He  lives,  till  Heaven  his  fubllance  blefs ; 

"  But,  having  learnt  to  cog  and  choufe, 

"  To  cut  a  purfe,  or  break  a  houfe, 

"  Then  foon  he  mends  his  own  apparel, 

"  Eai;'^  boil'd  and  roaft,  and  taps  his  barrel ; 

"  Drinks  double  bub,  with  all  lus  might, 

"  And  hugs  his  doxy  every  night : 

"  Thy  fprightly  genius  ne'er  ihall  lie 

"  Deprefs'd  by  want  and  penury  ; 

•'  Go,  with  a  profperous  merry  gale, 

*'  To  the  South  Seas  adventurous  faU ; 
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"  Fat  Plenty  dwells  on  thafe  rich  fnores, 

"  Abundance  opens  all  her  ftores ; 

"  Ingots  and  pearls  for  beads  are  fold, 

"  And  rivers  glide  on  fands  of  gold  ; 

"  Profit  and  Pleafure  hand  in  hand, 

"  Smile  on  the  fields,  and  blefs  the  land  ; 

"  The  fwains  unlabour'd  har  veils  reap, 

"  Fountains  run  wine,  and  whores  are  cheap, 

"  Fortune  is  always  true  and  kind, 

•'  Nor  veers,  as  here,  with  every  wind ; 

"  Not,  as  in  thefe  penurious  ifles, 

"  Retails  her  blcffmgs  and  her  fmiles ; 

"  But  deals  by  wholcfale  with  her  friends, 

"   And  gluts  them  with  her  dividends. 

"  Then  hade,  fet  fail,  the  Ihip's  unmoor'd, 

"  And  waits  to  take  thee  now  on  board." 

The  youth  o'erjoy'd  thisprojeifl  hears. 

From  his  flock-bed  his  head  he  rears, 

And  waters  all  his  rags  with  tears. 

In  ftiort,  he  took  his  friend's  advice, 

Pack'd  up  his  baggage  in  a  trice  ; 

Dancing  for  joy,  on  board  he  flew. 

With  all  Potoii  in  his  view. 

CANTO  IV. 


Behold  the  youth  jufl;  now  fet  fres 
On  land,  immur'd  again  at  fea  ; 
Stow'd  with  his  cargo  in  the  hold, 
In  queft  of  other  worlds  for  gold. 
He  who  fo  late  regal'd  at  eafe. 
On  olios,  foups,  and  fricaflees; 
Drank  with  the  witty  and  the  gay, 
Sparklmg  Champaign,  and  rich  Tokay  ; 
Now  breaks  his  fall  with  Suffolk  cheefe. 
And  burfts  at  noon  with  pork  and  peafe  ; 
Inflead  of  wine,  content  to  fip, 
With  noify  tars,  their  naufeous  flip  : 
Their  breath  with  chew'd  mundungus  fwcct, 
Their  jefts  more  fulfome  than  their  meat. 
While  thunder  rolls,  and  llorms  arife. 
He  fnoring  in  his  hammock  lies  ; 
In  golden  dreams  enjoys  the  night, 
And  counts  his  bags  with  vaft  delight. 
Mountains  of  gold  ered  his  throne. 
Each  precious  gem  is  now  his  own  ; 
Kind  Jove  defcends  in  golden  fleet, 
Padlolus  murmurs  at  his  feet; 
The  fea  gives  up  its  hoarded  flore, 
Poffefling  all  he  covets  more. 
O  gold  I  attradlive  gold  !   in  vain 
Honour  and  confcience  would  reflrain 
Thy  boundlefs  univerfal  reign. 
To  thee  each  llubborn  virtue  bends, 
i  The  man  oblig'd  betrays  his  friends  j 
The  patriot  quits  his  country's  caufe. 
And  fells  her  liberty  and  laws  ; 
The  pious  prude's  no  longer  nice. 
And  ev'n  iavvn  fleeves  can  flatter  vice. 
At  thy  too  abfolute  command. 
Thy  zealots  ranfack  fea  and  land : 
Where'er  thy  beams  thy  power  difplay, 
The  fwarming  infedls  hafte  away, 
To  baik  in  thy  refulgent  ray. 

Now  the  bold  crew  with  profperous  wind. 
Leave  the  retreating  land  behind ; 
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Fearlefs  they  quit  their  native  fliore, 
Albion's  cliffs  are  feen  no  more. 
Then  on  the  wide  Atlantic  borne. 
Their  rigging  and  their  tackle  torn  j 
Danger  in  various  ihapes  appears. 
Sudden  alarms,  and  fhivenng  fears. 
Here,  might  feme  copious  bard  dilate 
And  (how  fierce  Neptune  drawn  in  ftate ; 
While  guards  of  Triton's  clear  his  way, 
And  Nereids  round  his  chariot  play  ; 
Then  bid  the  ftormy  Boreas  rife, 
And  forky  lightning  cleave  the  fkies ; 
The  fhip  nigh  foundering  in  the  deep, 
Or  bounding  o'er  the  ridgy  fteep  : 
Defcribe  the  mcnfters  of  the  main. 
The  Phocs,  and  their  finny  train, 
Tornados,  hurricanes,  and  rain. 
Spouts,  (hoals,  and  rocks  of  dreadful  fize. 
And  pirates  lurking  for  their  prize  ; 
Amazing  miracles  rehearfe. 
And  turn  all  Dampier  into  verfe. 
i'!y  negligent  and  humble  mufe 
Lefs  ambitious  aims  purfues  ; 
Content  with  more  familiar  phrafe. 
Nor  deals  in  fuch  embroider'd  lays ; 
Pleas'd  if  my  rhyme  juft  meafure  keeps. 
And  ftretch'd  at  eafe  my  reader  fleepa. 
Hibernian  matrons  thus  of  old. 
Their  foporific  ftories  told ; 
To  fleep  in  vain  the  patient  ftrove, 
Perplcx'd  with  bufinefs,  crofs'd  in  love  ; 
Till  foothing  tales  becalm'd  his  breaft, 
And  luU'd  his  troubled  foul  to  refl. 
SufQce  it  only  to  recite, 
They  drank  all  day,  they  fnor'd  all  night : 
And,  after  many  moons  were  paft, 
They  made  the  wifh'd-for  fhores  at  laft. 
Frank,  with  his  cargo  in  his  hand, 
I.eap'd  joyful  on  the  golden  ftrand; 
Open'd  his  toy-fhop  in  the  port. 
Trinkets  of  various  fize  and  fort; 
Bracelets  and  combs,  bodkins  and  tweezers, 
Bath-metal  rings,  and  knives,  and  fciffars ; 
And  in  one  lucky  day  got  more 
Than  Bubble-boy  in  half  a  fcore  : 
For  Fortune  now,  no  longer  coy, 
Smil'd  on  her  darling  favourite  boy ; 
Ko  longer  from  his  arms  retir'd, 
But  gave  him  all  his  heart  defir'd. 
Ah  I  thoughtlefs  youth  ;  in  time  beware, 
And  fhun  the  treacherous  harlot's  fnare; 
The  wifer  favages  behold, 
Who  truck  not  liberty  for  gold; 
Proof  agalnft  all  her  fubtle  wiles, 
Rcgardlefs  of  her  frowns  or  fmiles  ; 
If  frugal  Nature  want  fupplies. 
The  lance  or  dart  unerring  flies: 
The  mountain  boar  their  prey  defcends, 
Or  the  fat  kid  regales  their  friends ; 
'    The  jocund  tribe,  from  fun  to  fun, 
Feafl  on  the  prize  their  valour  won. 
Ceafe,  babbling  mufe,  thy  vain  advice, 
Tis  thrown  away  on  avarice  : 
Bid  hungry  lions  quit  their  prey, 
Or  (Ireams  that  dowB  the  mouutains  flray 


Divert  their  courfe,  return  again, 

And  climb  the  fleep  from  whence  they  camC:, 

Unbleft  with  his  ill-gotten  ftore, 
Th'  infatiate  youth  ftill  craves  for  more; 
To  counfel  deaf,  t'  examples  blind, 
Scrapes  up  whatever  he  can  find. 
Now  matter  of  aveflel  grown, 
With  all  the  glittering  freight  his  own, 
To  Fortune  ftill  he  makes  his  court. 
And  coafts  along  from  port  to  port. 
Each  rolling  tide  brings  frefh  fupplies, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  delight  his  eyes. 
Through  Panama's  delicious  bay. 
The  loaded  veffel  ploughs  her  way ; 
With  the  rich  freight  opprefs'd  flie  faih, 
And  fummons  all  the  friendly  gales, 
Frank  on  her  deck  triumphant  flood, 
And  view'd  the  calm  tranfparent  flood ; 
Let  booklearn'd  fots,  faid  he,  adore 
Th'  afpiring  hills  that  grace  thy  fliore; 
Thy  verdant  ifles,  the  groves  that  bow 
Their  nodding  heads,  and  ftiade  thy  brow  J 
Thy  face  fercne,  thy  gentle  breaft. 
Where  fyrens  fing,  and  halcyons  refl ; 
Propitious  flood  !  on  me  beftow 
The  treafures  of  thy  depths  below  ; 
Which  leng  in  thy  dark  womb  have  fleptj 
Frem  age  to  age  fecurely  kept. 
Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when,  ftrange  furprife  1 
Th'  indignant  waves  in  mountains  rife. 
And  hurricanes  invade  the  fkies; 
The  ftiip  againft  the  ftioals  was  ftruck, 
And  in  a  thoufand  pieces  broke  ; 
But  one  poor  trufty  plank,  to  fave 
Its  owner  from  the  watery  grave ; 
On  this  he  mounts,  is  caft  on  fhore. 
Half  dead,  a  bankrupt  as  before  : 
Spiritlefs,  fainting,  and  alone, 
On  the  bare  beach  he  makes  his  moan. 
Then  climbs  the  ragged  rock,  t'  explore 
If  aught  was  driving  to  the  fliore, 
I'he  poor  remains  of  all  his  Uore  : 
With  greedy  diligence  prepar'd 
To  fave  whate'er  the  wave?  had  fpar'd. 
But,  oh  !  the  wretch  expe(5ts  in  vain 
Companion  from  the  furious  main ; 
Men,  goods,  are  funk      Mad  with  defpair 
He  beat  his  breaft.  he  tore  his  hair  : 
Then  leaning  o'er  the  craggy  fteep, 
Look'd  down  into  the  boiling  deep; 
Almoft  relolv'd  to  caft  himfelf, 
And  perifli  with  his  dear,  dear  pelf. 

CANTO  V. 

If  Heaven  the  thriving  trader  blefs. 
What  fawning  crowd?  about  him  prefs  I 
But,  if  he  fail,  diftrefs'd  and  poor, 
His  mob  of  friends  are  feen  no  more  ; 
For  all  men  hold  it  meet  to  fly 
Th'  infe(5lious  breath  of  poverty. 
Por.r  Frank,  defertcd  and  forlorn, 
Curfew  the  day  that  he  was  horn  : 
Each  treacherous  crony  hides  his  face. 
Or  ftarts  whene'er  he  haucts  the  placet. 
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His  wealth  thus  loft,  with  that  his  friends, 

On  Fortune  ftill  the  youth  depends  : 

One  fmile,  faid  he,  can  foonireftore 

A  bankrupt  wretch,  and  give  him  more; 

She  will  not,  fure,  refufe  her  aid  ? 

Fallacious  hope  1  for  the  falfe  jade 

That  very  day  took  wing,  was  flown, 

And  on  her  wonted  journey  gone 

(Intent  her  coftly  goods  to  fell) 

From  Panama  to  Portobel : 

Five  hundred  mules  her  baggage  bear. 

And  groan  beneath  the  precious  ware. 

The  goddefs  rides  fublime  in  air  ; 

And  hence  conveys  a  frefh  fupply, 

For  pride,  debate,  and  luxury. 

Frank,  when  he  heard  th'  unwelcome  news. 

Like  a  flaunch  hound  the  chafe  purfues. 

Takes  the  fame  rout,  doubles  his  fpced. 

Nor  doubts  her  help  in  time  of  need. 

O'er  the  wide  wafte,  through  pathlefs  ways, 
The  folitary  pilgrim  ftrays  ; 
Now  on  the  fwampy  defart  plain, 
Through  brakes  of  mangroves  works  with  pain  ; 
Then  climbs  the  hills  with  many  a  groan. 
And  melts  beneath  the  torrid  zone. 
With  berries  and  green  plantains  fed. 
On  the  parch'd  earth  he  leans  his  head  ; 
Fainting  with  third,  to  heaven  he  cries. 
But  finds  no  ftream  but  from  his  eyes. 
Ah,  wretch  1  thy  vain  laments  forbear, 
And  for  a  worfe  extreme  prepare ; 
Sudden  the  lowering  ftorms  arife. 
The  burfting  thunder  rends  the  ficies,  } 

Aflant  the  ruddy  lightning  flies;  ^ 

Darts  through  the  gloom  a  tranfient  ray, 
And  gives  a  fliort,  but  dreadful  day  : 
With  pealing  rain  the  woods  refound, 
Convulfions  fliake  the  folid  ground. 
Benumb'd  with  cold,  but  more  with  fear, 
Strange  phantoms  to  his  mind  appear. 
The  wolves  around  him  howl  for  food, 
The  ravenous  tigers  hunt  for  blood, 
And  canibals  more  fierce  than  they 
(Monfters  who  make  mankind  their  prey) 
Riot  and  feaft  on  human  gore. 
And,  ftill  infatiate,  thirfts  for  more. 
Half  dead  at  every  noifc  he  hears, 
His  fancy  multiplies  his  fears  ; 
Whate'er  he  read  or  heard  of  old,  ■] 

Whate'cr  his  nurfe  or  Crufoe  told,  J 

Each  tragic  fcene  his  eyes  behold  :  J 

Things  paft  as  prefent  fear  applies. 
Thcif  pains  he  bears,  their  deaths  he  dies. 

At  length  the  fun  began  to  peep, 
And  gild  the  furface  of  the  deep. 
Then  on  the  reeking  moifture  fed, 
The  fcatter'd  clouds  before  him  fled. 
The  rivers  ftirunk  into  their  bed  : 
Nature  revives ;  the  feather'd  throng 
Salute  the  morning  with  a  fong. 
Frank  with  his  fellow-brutes  arofe. 
Yet  dreaming  ftill  he  faw  his  foes. 
Reels  to  and  fro,  laments  and  grievej. 
And  ftarting,  doubts  if  yet  he  lives. 
At  laft  his  fpirits  mend  their  pace, 
And  hope  fa:  dawning  on  hi)  face  i 
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Ev'd  fuch  is  human  life,  faid  he, 

A  night  of  dread  and  mifcry. 

Till  heaven  relents,  relieves  our  pairf, 

And  fun-fhine  days  return  again. 

O  Fortune  !  who  doft  now  beftow. 

Frowning,  thi^  bitter  cup  of  woe. 

Do  not  thy  faithful  flave  deftroy. 

But  give  th'  alternative  of  joy. 

Then  many  a  painful  ftep  he  takes, 

O'er  hills  and  vales,  through  woods  and  brakes) 

No  fturdy  defperate  buccaneer 

E'er  fuffer'd  hardlhips  more  feverc. 

Stubborn,  incorrigibly  blind. 

No  dangers  can  divert  his  mind  ; 

His  tedious  journey  he  purfaes. 

At  laft  his  eye  tranfported  viewj 

Fair  Portobel,  whofe  rifing  fpirea 

Inflame  his  heart  with  new  defirej. 

Secure  of  Fortune's  grace,  he  fmiles. 

And  flz/.tcring  hope  the  wretch  beguiles* 

Though  nature  calls  for  flcep  and  food. 

Yet  ftronger  avarice  fubdued  ; 

Ev'n  fhameful  nakednefs  and  pain, 

And  thirft  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain  : 

No  reft  he  gives  his  weary  feet. 

Fortune  he  feeks  from  ftrect  to  ftreet ; 

Careful  in  every  corner  pries. 

Now  here,  now  there,  impatient  flies, 

Wherever  bufy  crowds  refort. 

The  change,  the  marker,  and  the  port ; 

In  vain  he  turns  his  eye-balls  round. 

Fortune  was  no  where  to  be  found ; 

The  jilt,  not  many  hours  before. 

With  the  Plate-fleet  had  left  the  fhore 

Laughs  at  the  credulous  fool  behind, 

And  joyful  feuds  before  the  wind. 

Poor  Frank  forfaken  on  the  coaft. 

All  his  fond  hopes  at  once  are  loffc. 

Aghaft  the  fwelling  fails  he  views. 

And  with  his  eye  the  fleet  purfues. 

Till,  lefl"en'd  to  his  wearied  fight. 

It  leaves  him  to  defpair  and  night. 

So  when  the  faithlefs  Fhefcus  fled 

The  Cretan  nymph's  deferted  bed, 

Awak'd,  at  diftance  on  the  main, 

She  view'd  the  profperous  perjur'd  fwain. 

And  call'd  th'  avenging  gods  in  vain. 

Proftrate  on  earth  till  break  of  day, 

Senfelefs  and  motionlcfs  he  lay, 

Tiil  tears  at  laft  find  out  their  way  ; 

Gufli  like  a  torrent  from  his  eyes. 

In  bitternefs  of  foul  he  cries, 

"  O  F.'rtune    now  too  la  e  I  fee, 

"   Too  late   alas!  thy  treachery. 

"  Wretch  that  I  am,  abandon'd,  loft, 

"  About  the  world  at  random  toft, 

"  Whither,  oh,  whither  fliall  I  run  ? 

"  Sore  pinch'd  with  hunger,  and  undone. 

"  In  the  dark  mines  go  hide  thy  head 

"  Accurs'd,  exchange  thy  fweat  for  bread, 

"  Sculk  under  ground,  in  earth's  dark  womk 

"  Go,  flave,  and  dig  thyfeli  a  tomb  : 

"  There's  gold  enough;  pernicious  gold! 

"  To  which  long  fince  thy  peace  was  fold; 

"  Vain  helplefs  idol .  canft  thou  fave 

"  This  fliattcr'd  carcafc  from  the  grave  ? 
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"  Reftlefsdlfturber  of  mankind, 

"  Canft  thou  give  health,  or  peace  of  mind  ? 

"  Ah,  no  !  deceiv'd  the  fool  fliall  be 

"  Who  puts  his  confidence  in  thee. 

"  Fatally  blind,  my  native  home 

'*  I  left,  in  this  rude  world  to  roam ; 

"  O  brother  !  fhall  I  view  no  more 

*'  Thy  peaceful  bowers  ?  fair  Albion's  fliore  ? 

"  Yes  (if  kind  Heaven  my  life  fhall  fpare) 

«'  Some  happy  moments  yet  I'll  fhare, 

"  In  thy  delightful  bleft  retreat, 

"  With  thee  contemn  the  rich  and  great ; 

"  Reedeem  my  time  mifpent,  and  wait 

"  Till  death  relieve  th'  unfortunate." 

Adverfity,  fage  ufeful  gueft, 
Severe  inftru6tor,but  the  beft  ; 
It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 
JufHy  to  value  things  below ; 
Right  reafon's  ever  faithful  friend. 
To  thee  our  haughty  pafTions  bend  ; 
Tam'd  by  thy  rod,  poor  Frank  at  laft 
Repents  of  all  his  follies  paft  ; 
Reljgn'd,  and  patient  to  endure 
Thofe  ills,  which  Heaven  alone  can  cure. 
With  vain  purfuits  and  labours  worn. 
He  meditates  a  quick  return, 
Longs  to  revifit  yet  once  more, 
/Poor  prodigal    his  native  fhore. 
In  the  next  ftiip  for  Britain  bound, 
Glad  Frank  a  ready  palTage  found ; 
Kor  veflel  now,  nor  freight  his  own. 
He  fears  no  longer  Fortune's  frown; 
No  property  but  life  his  fhare, 
Life  a  frail  good  not  worth  his  care ; 
Adiive  and  willing  to  obey, 
A  merry  miriner,  and  gay, 
Ke  hands  the  fails,  and  jokes  all  day. 
At  night  no  dreams  difturb  hisrefl, 
No  paffions  rict  in  hisbreafl ; 
For,  having  nothing  left  to  lofe. 
Sweet  and  unbroken  his  repofe  : 
And  now  fair  Albion's  cliffs  are  feen. 
And  hills  with  fruitful  herbage  green  : 
His  heartbeats  quick,  the  joy  that  ties 
His  faltering  tongue  burfls  from  his  eyes. 
At  length,  thus  hail'd  the  well-known  land. 
And  kneeling  kifs'd  the  happy  flrand. 
*'  And  do  I  then  draw  native  air, 
"  After  an  age  of  toil  and  care  ? 
«'   O  welcome  parent  ifle  !  no  more 
"  The  vagrant  ftiall  defert  thy  fhorc, 
"   But,  flying  to  thy  kind  embrace, 
"  Here  end  his  life's  laborious  race." 
So  when  the  Itag,  intent  to  rove. 
Quits  the  fafe  park  and  flieltering  grove, 
Tops  the  high  pale,  ftroUs  uncoufin'd, 
And  leaves  the  lazy  herd  behind, 
Bltft  in  his  haj^ipy  change  a  while. 
Corn  fields  and  flowery  meadows  fmile, 
1  he  pamper'd  bead  enjoys  the  fpoil; 
Till  on  the  next  returning  moru, 
Alarm'd,  he  hears  the  fatal  horn  ; 
Betore  the  {launch,  blood-thirl^y  hiunds, 
Panting,  o'er  hilU  unknov.  n  he  bounds, 
With  clamour  every  wood  refounds : 


He  creeps  the  thorny  brakes  with  paiilj 
He  leeks  the  diftant  ftream  in  vain, 
And  now,  by  fad  experience  wife, 
To  his  dear  home  the  rambler  flies- 
His  old  ench  fure  gains  once  more. 
And  joins  the  herd  he  fcorn'd  before. 

Nor  are  his  labours  finifh'd  yet. 
Hunger  and  third,  and  pain  and  fweat 
And  many  a  tedious  mile  remains. 
Before  his  brother's  houfe  he  gains. 
Without  one  doit  his  purfe  to  blefs, 
Nor  very  elegant  his  drefs ; 
With  a  tarr'd  jump,  a  crooked  bat, 
Scarce  one  whole  fhoe,  and  half  a  hat ; 
From  door  to  door  the  fl.roiler  Ikipp'd, 
Sometimes  relisv'd,  but  oftcner  whipp'd ; 
Sun-burnt  and  ragged,  on  he  fares, 
At  laft  the  manfion-houfe  appears. 
Timely  relief  for  all  his  cares. 
Around  he  gaz'd,  his  greedy  fight 
Devours  each  objeA  with  delight; 
Through  each  known  haunt  tranfported  roves, 
Gay  fmiling  fields,  and  fhady  groves. 
Once  confcious  of  his  youthful  loves. 
About  the  hofpitable  gate 
Crowds  of  dejedled  wretches  wait ; 
Each  day  kind  Bob's  diffufive  hand, 
Cheer'd  and  refrefh'd  the  tatter'd  band. 
Proud  the  mofl  godlike  joy  to  fhare. 
He  fed  the  hungry,  cloth'd  the  bare. 
Frank  amongft  thefe  his  flation  chofe. 
With  looks  revealing  inward  woes; 
When,  la  !   with  wonder  and  furprife,  ") 

Hefaw  dame  Fortune  in  difguife ;  C 

He  faw,  but  fcarce  belie v'd  his  eyes.  S 

Her  fawning  fmiles,  her  trickling  air, 
Th'  egregious  hypocrite  declare  ; 
A  gipfy's  mantle  round  her  fpread. 
Of  various  dye,  white,  yellow,  red  ; 
Strange  feats  fhe  promis'J,  clamour'd  loud. 
And  with  her  cant  amus'd  the  crowd  : 
There  every  day  impatient  ply'd, 
Pufh'd  to  get  in,  but  flill  deny'd  ; 
For  Bob,  who  knew  the  fubtle  whore, 
Thruft  the  falfe  vagrant  from  his  door. 
But,  when  the  Granger's  face  he  view'd. 
With  no  decei'.ful  tears  bedew'd, 
His  boding  heart  began  to  melt. 
And  more  than  ufuai  pity  felt  : 
He  trac'd  his  features  o'er  and  o'er, 
■  That  fpoke  him  better  born,  though  poor, 
Though  cloth'd  in  rags,  gen'eel  his  mien. 
That  face  he  fomewhere  mufl  have  feen  : 
Nature  at  laft  revealsthe  truth, 
He  knows,  and  owns  the  haplcfs  youth. 
Surpiis'd,  and  fpeechlefs,  both  embrace, 
And  niinglmg  tears  o'crflow  each  face  ; 
Till  B  b  thus  eas'd  his  labouring  thought, 
'\nd  'his  inflru(5live  moral  taught. 

Wei.;ome,  my  brother,  to  my  longing  arms. 
Hire  on  my  bolom  rcfl  iecurc  from  harms  ; 
Sec-  For'une  there,  that  falfe  deluCve  jade, 
'o  whom  thy  prayers  and  ardent  vows  were  paid; 
She  (like  her  fcx}  the  foi.d  purfuer  flies; 
But  flight  the  jilt,  and  at  thy  feet  fhs  dies 
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Now  fafe  in  port,  ipdulge  thyfelf  on  (hore, 
Oh,  tempt  the  faithliefs  winds  and  feas  no 

more; 
Let  unavailing  toils,  and  dangers  pad, 
Though  late,  this  ufeful  leffon  teach  at  laft, 
True  happinefs  is  only  to  be  found 
In  a  contented  mind,  a  body  found. 
All  elfe  is  dream,  a  dance  on  fairy  ground  : 
While  reftlefs  fools  each  idle  whim  purfue, 
And  ftill  one  wifli  obrain'd  creates  a  new, 
Like  froward  babes,  the  toys  they  have,  deteft, 
While  llill  the  neweft  trifle  pleafes  beft  : 
Let  us,  my  brother,  rich  in  wifdoni's  ftore. 
What  Heaven  has  lent,  enjoy,  nor  covet  more; 
Subdue  our  paffions,  curb  their  fancy  rage, 
And  to  ourfelves  reftorc  the  golden  age. 

THE  DEVIL  OUTWITTED, 


A  VICAR  liv'd  on  this  fide  Trent, 
Religious,  learn'd,  benevolent. 
Pure  was  his  life,  in  deed,  word,  thought, 
A  comment  on  the  truths  he  taught : 
His  parifti  large,  his  income  fmall, 
Yet  feldom  wanted  wherewithal ; 
For  againft  every  merry  tide 
Madam  would  carefully  provide. 
A  painful  paftor  ;  but  his  flieep, 
Alas !  within  no  bounds  would  keep ; 
A  fcabby  flock,  that  every  day 
Run  riot,  and  would  go  aftray. 
He  thump'd  his  cufhion,  fretted,  vext, 
Thump'do'er  again  each  ufeful  text; 
Rebuk'd,  exhorted,  all  in  vain. 
His  parilh  was  the  more  profane  : 
The  fcrubs  would  have  their  wicked  will, 
And  cunning  Satan  triumph'd  ftill. 
At  laft,  when  each  expedient  fail'd. 
And  ferious  meafures  nought  avail'd, 
Jt  came  into  his  head,  to  try 
The  force  of  wit  and  raillery. 
The  good  man  was  by  nature  gay. 
Could  gibe  and  joke  as  well  as  pray  ; 
Not  like  fome  hide-bound  folk,  who  chafe 
Each  merry  fniile  from  their  dull  face. 
And  think  pride  zeal,  ill-nature  grace. 
At  chriftenings  and  each  jovial  feaft, 
He  fingled  out  the  finful  beaft  : 
Let  all  his  polnt&d  arrows  fly, 
Told  this  and  that,  look'd  very  fly. 
And  left  my  mafters  to  apply. 
His  tales  were  humorous,  often  true. 
And  now  and  then  fet  off  to  view 
With  lucky  fidions  and  flieer  wit. 
That  pierc'd  where  truth  could  never  hit. 
The  laugh  was  always  on  his  fide, 
While  pafiive  fools  by  turns  deride  ; 
And,  giggling  thus  at  one  another, 
Each  jeering  lout  reform'd  his  brother; 
Till  the  whole  parifli  was  with  eafe 
Sham'd  into  virtue  by  degrees  : 
Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  a  tale, 
When  Chryfoftom  and  Auftin  fall. 
Vol.  VIII. 
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Man,  of  precarious  fcience  vain, 

Treats  other  creatures  with  difdain  ; 

Nor  Pug  n  )r  Shock  have  common  fenfcj 

Nor  even  Pol  the  leaft  pretence. 

Though  flit  prates  better  than  us  all, 

To  be  accounted  rational. 

The  brute  creation  here  below, 

It  feem^,  is  nature's  puppet-fhow  ; 

But  clock-work  all,  and  mere  machine, 

What  can  thetis  idle  gimcracks  mean  * 

Ye  world-makers  of  Grelham  hall. 

Dog  Rover  fliall  confute  you  all ; 

Shall  preve  that  every  reafoning  brute 

Like  Ben  of  Bangor  can  difpute ; 

Can  apprehend,  judge,  fyllogize  ; 

Or  like  proud  Bently  criticife  : 

At  a  moot  point,  or  odd  difafter, 

Is  often  wifer  than  his  mafter. 

He  rsiay  miftake  fonietimes,  'tis  true, 

None  are  infallible  but  you. 

The  dog  whom  nothing  can  miflead 

Muft  be  a  dogjof  parts  indeed  : 

But  to  my  tale  ;  hear  me,  my  friend, 

And  with  due  gravity  attend. 

Rover,  as  heralds  are  agreed. 
Well-born,  and  of  the  fetting  breed, 
Rang'd  high,  was  ftout,  of  nofe  acute, 
A  very  learn'd  and  courteous  brute. 
In  parallel  lines  his  ground  he  beat, 
Not  fuch  as  in  one  centre  meet. 
In  thofe  let  blundering  dodlors  deal. 
His  were  exatStly  parallel. 
When  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
Down  clofe  he  links,  and  eyes  his  prey. 
Though  different  paflions  tempt  his  foul. 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 
He  keeps  his  point,  and  panting  lies, 
The  floating  net  above  him  flies. 
Then,  dropping,  fweeps  the  fluttering  prize 
Nor  this  his  only  excellence  : 
When  fully  farmers  took  offence, 
And  the  rank  corn  the  fport  dcny'd. 
Still  faithful  to  his  mailer's  fide, 
A  thoufand  pretty  pranks  he  play'd, 
And  cheerful  each  command  obey'd  : 
Humble  h>s  mind,  though  great  his  wit, 
Would  lug  a  pig,  or  turn  the  fpit ; 
Would  fetch  and  carry,  leap  o'er  fticks. 
And  forty  fuch  diverting  tricks. 
Nor  Partridge,  nor  wife  Gadbury, 
Could  find  loft  goods  lb  foon  as  hej 
Bid  him  go  back  a  mile  or  more. 
And  feek  the  glove  you  hid  before. 
Still  his  unening  nofe  would  wind  it, 
If  above  ground,  was  fure  to  find  it ; 
Whimpering  for  joy  his  mafter  greet, 
And  humbly  lay  it  at  his  feet. 
But  hold — it  cannot  be  deny'd. 
That  ufeful  talents  mifapply'd. 
May  make  wild  work.     It  hapt  one  day, 
'Squire  L»bb,  his^^iafter,  took  bi»  way, 
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New  (hav'd,  and  fmug,  and  very  tight, 
To  compliment  a  neighbouring  knight ; 
In  his  beft  trowfcrs  he  appears 
(A  comely  perf  n  for  his  years)  ; 
And  clean  white  drawers,  that  many  a  day 
In  lavender  and  rofe-cakes  lay. 
Acrofs  his  brawny  {boulders  ftrung, 
On  his  left  fide  his  dagger  hung; 
Dead-doing  blade  :   a  dreadful  gueft, 
Or  in  the  field,  or  at  the  feaft. 
No  Franklin  carving  of  a  chine 
At  Chriftide,  ever  look'd  fo  fine. 
With  him  obfequious  Rover  trudg'd, 
Nor  from  his  heels  one  moment  budg'd  : 
A  while  they  travell'd,  when  within 
Poor  Lobb  perceiv'd  a  rumbling  din  : 
Then  warring  winds,  for  want  of  vent, 
Shook  all  his  earthly  tenement. 
So  in  the  body  politic 
(For  ftates  fometimes,  like  men,  are  fick) 
Dark  facStion  mutters  through  the  crowd, 
Ere  bare-fac'd  treafon  roars  aloud  : 
Whether  crude  humours  undigefted 
His  labouring  entrails  liad  infefted. 
Or  laft  night's  load  <  f  bottled  ale, 
Grown  mutinous,  wasbrsaking  gaol : 
The  caufe  of  this  his  awkward  pain. 

Let  Johnflon  or  let  H th  explain ; 

Whofe  learned  nofes  may  difcover, 

Why  nature's  i^ink  pot  thus  ran  over. 

My  province  is  th'  efftcSl:  to  trace. 

And  give  each  point  its  proper  grace, 

Th'  effecfl,  O  lamentable  cafe  ! 

Long  had  he  ftruggled,  but  in  vain. 

The  fadious  tumult  to  reftrain  : 

What  fhould  he  do  ?     Th'  unruly  rout 

Prefs'd  on,  and  it  was  time,  no  doubt, 

T'  unbutton,  ar,d  to  let  all  out. 

The  trowfers  foon  his  will  obey  ! 

Not  fo  his  ftubborn  drawers,  for  they, 

Beneath  his  hanging  paunch  clofe  ty'd, 

His  utmofl  art  and  pains  defy'd : 

He  drew  his  dagger  on  the  fpot, 

Refolv'd  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot. 

In  fhe  fame  road  jufl  then  pafs'dby 

(Such  was  the  v/ill  of  deftiny) 

The  courteous  curate  of  the  place. 

Good-nature  fhone  o'er  all  las  face  ; 

Surpris'd  tlie  flaming  blade  to  view. 

And  deeming  flaughter  muft  enfue, 

Off  from  his  hack  himfclf  he  threw, 

Then  without  ceremony  feiz'd 

The  'fquire  impatient  to  be  eas'd. 

"  Lord !  Mafter  Lobb,  who  would  have  thought 

"  The  fiend  had  e'er  fo  ftrongly  wrought ; 

"  Is  fuicide  fo  flight  a  fault  ? 

•'  Rip  up  thy  guts,  man  !  What — go  quick 

•*  To  hell  ?  Outrageous  lunatic  ! 

"  But,  by  the  bleffing,  I'll  prevent 

"  With  this  right  hand,  thy  foul  intent." 

Then  gripp'd  the  dagger  faft  :  the  'fquire, 

Like  Peleus'  fon, look'd  pale  with  ire; 

While  the  good  man  like  Pallas  flood, 

And  check'd  his  eager  thirft  for  blood, 

At  laft,  when  both  a  while  had  flrain'd. 

Strength,  join'd  with  zeal,  the  cor.c^ueft  gaia'd^ 
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The  curate  in  all  points  obey'd, 

Into  the  iheath  returns  the  blade  : 

But  firfl  th'  unhappy  'fquire  he  fvvore, 

T'  attempt  upon  his  life  no  more. 

With  fage  advice  his  fpeech  he  dos'd, 

And  left  him  (as  he  thought)  compos'd. 

But  was  it  fo,  fi'iend  Lobb  .'  I  own, 

Miifortune  feldom  comes  alone  ; 

Satan  fupplies  the  fwelling  tide, 

And  ills  on  ills  are  multiply'd. 

Subdued  and  all  his  meafures  broke. 

His  purpofe  and  intent  miftook  ; 

Within  his  drawers,  alasl  he  found 

His  guts  let  out  without  a  wound  : 

For,  in  the  conflitfl  flraining  hard, 

He  left  his  poflerngate  unbarr'd; 

Mofl  wofully  bedawb'd,  he  moans 

His  piteous  cafe,  he  fighs,  he  groans. 

To  lofe  his  dinner,  and  return. 

Was  very  hard,  not  to  be  borne  : 

Hunger,  they  fay,  parent  of  arts, 

Will  make  a  fool  a  man  of  parts. 

The  fharp-fet  'fquire  refolves  at  laft, 

Whate'er  befel  him,  not  to  fafl ; 

He  mub'u  a  while,  chaf'd,  ftrain'd  his  wits, 

At  laft  on  this  expedient  hits ; 

To  the  next  brook  with  fober  pace 

He  tends,  preparing  to  uncafe. 

Straddling  and  muttering  all  the  way, 

Curs'd  inwardly  th'  unlucky  day. 

Thf  coaft  now  clear,  no  foul  in  view, 

Olf  in  a  trice  his  trowfers  drew ; 

More  leifurely  his  drawers,  for  care 

And  caution  was  convenient  there  : 

So  faft  the  plaifler'd  birdlime  ftuck, 

The  Ikin  came  off  with  every  pluck, 

Sorely  he  gaul'd  each  brawny  ham  ; 

Nor  other  parts  efcap'd,  which  iliame 

Forbids  a  bafhful  mufe  to  name. 

Not  without  pain  the  work  atchiev'd. 

He  fcrubb'd  and  wafh'd  the  parts  aggriev'd; 

Then,  with  nice  hand  and  look  fedate. 

Folds  up  his  drawers,  with  their  rich  freight, 

And  hides  them  in  a  bulh,  at  leifure 

Refolv'd  to  fetch  his  hidden  trcsfure : 

The  trufty  Rover  lay  hard  by, 

Obferving  all  with  curious  eye. 

Now  rigg'd  again,  once  more  a  beau, 
And  matters  fix'd  injlatu  que, 
Brifk  as  a  fnake  in  merry  May, 
That  juft  has  call  his  flough  away, 
Gladfome  he  caper'd  o'er  the  green, 
As  he  prefum'd  both  fwcet  and  ckau  ; 
For,  oh  1  ainongft  us  mortal  elves, 
How  few  t'nere  are  fmell  out  themfclves ! 
With  a  mole's  ear,  and  eagle's  eye, 
And  with  a  blood-hound's  nofe,  we  fly 
On  others'  faults  implacably. 
But  where's  that  ear,  that  eye,  that  nofe, 
Againft  its  matter  will  depol'e  ? 
Ruddy  Mifs  Prue,  with  golden  hair, 
Stinks  like  a  pole-cat  or  a  bear. 
Yet  romps  about  me  every  day. 
Sweeter,  flie  thinks,  than  new-made  haf. 
Lord  Plaufible,  at  Tom's  and  Will's, 
Whofe  poifonous  breath  in  whifpcrs  kill*. 


} 
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Still  buzzf  s  iii  my  ear,  nor  Tcnows 
What  fatal  fecrets  he  beftows  : 
Let  him  deflroy  each  day  a  fcore, 
'Tis  mere  chance  medley,  and  no  more. 
In  fine,  fclf-love  bribes  every  fenfe, 
And  all  at  home  is  excellence. 

The  'fquire  arriv'd  in  decent  plight 
With  reverence  duefalutes  the  knight ; ' 
Compliments  paft,  the  dinner-bell 
Rung  quick  and  loud,  harmonious  knell 
To  greedy  Lobb  !   Th'  Orphean  lyre 
Did  ne'er  fuch  rapturous  joy  infpire  ; 
Though  this  the  lavage  throng  obey, 
That  hunger  tames  more  fierce  than  they. 
In  comely  order  now  appear  ") 

The  footmen  loaded  with  good  cheer,  J. 

Her  ladyfliip  brings  up  the  rear.  J 

Simpering  fhe  lifps,  "  Your  fervant,  fir— 
"  The  ways  are  bad,  one  can't  well  ftir 
"  Abroad — or  'twere  indeed  unkind 
"  To  leave  gcjod  Mrs.  Lobb  behind — 
«'  She's  well,  I  hope — Mafter,  they  fay, 
"  Comes  on  apace — How's  Mifs,  I  pray  ?" 
I^obb  bow'd,  and  cring'd  ;  and,  muttering  low, 
Made  for  his  chair,  would  fain  fall-to. 
Thefe  weighty  points  adjufted,  foon 
My  lady  brandifhes  her  fpoon. 
Unhappy  Lobb,  pleas'd  with  his  treatj 
And  minding  nothing  but  his  meat, 
Too  near  the  fire  had  chofe  his  feat : 
When,  oh  !  th'  efiluvia  of  his  bum 
Begin  amain  to  fcent  the  room, 
Ambrofial  fwcets,  and  rich  perfume. 
The  flickering  footman  flopt  his  nofe  ; 
The  chaplain  too,  under  the  rofe. 
Made  awkward  mouths ;  the  knight  took  fnuff 
Her  ladyfliip  began  to  huff; 
•'  Indeed,  Sir  John — pray,  good  my  dear — 
"  Tis  wrong  to  make  your  kennel  here — 
"  Dogs  in  their  place  are  good,  I  own — 
"  But  in  the  parlour — fob  ! — be  gone." 

Now  Rcckwood  leaves  th'  unfinidi'd  bone, 
Eanifli'd  for  failings  not  his  own  ; 
No  grace  ev'n  Fidler  could  obtain. 
And  favourite  Virgin  fawn'd  in  vain. 
The  fervants,  to  the  {Iranger  kind. 
Leave  trufty  Rover  ftill  behind ; 
But  Lobb,  who  would  not  feem  to  be 
Dcfedlive  in  civility, 
And,  for  removing  of  all  doubt. 
Knitting  his  brows,  bids  him  get  out : 
By  figns  expreffes  his  command. 
And  to  the  door  points  with  his  hand.        ;. 
The  dog,  or  through  miftake  or  fpight 
(Grave  authors  have  not  fet  us  right), 
Fled  back  the  very  way  he  came. 
And  in  the  bufli  foon  found  his  game  ; 
Brought  in  his  mouth  the  favoury  load, 
And  at  his  mailer's  elbow  flood. 
O  Lobb  !  what  idioms  can  exprefs 
Thy  {Irange  confufion  and  diftrefs, 
When  on  the  floor  the  drawers  difplay'd 
The  fulfome  fecret  had  bewray'd  ? 
No  traitor,  when  his  hand  and  feal 
Produc'd  his  dark  dcfigns  reveal, 
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E'er  look'd  with  fuch  a  hanging  face, 

A?  Lobb  half  dead  at  this  difgrace. 

Wild-ftaring,  thunder-ilruck,  and  dumb, 

While  peals  of  laughter  fhake  the  room  ; 

Each  fafli  thrown  up  to  let  in  air, 

The  knight  fell  backward  in  his  chair, 

Laugh'd  till  his  heart-firings  almoft  break| 

The  chaplain  giggled  for  a  week ; 

Her  ladyfhip  began  to  call, 

For  hartlborn,  and  her  Abigail ; 

The  fervants  chuckled  at  the  door. 

And  all  was  clamour  and  uproar. 

Rover,  who  now  began  to  quake. 

As  confcious  of  his  foul  miftake, 

Truils  to  his  heels  to  fave  his  life  ; 

The  'fquire  fneaks  home,  and  beats  his  wife, 

THE  INQUISITIVE  BRIDEGROOM  x 

A    TALE.- 

Frank  Plume,  a  fpark  about  the  town, 
Now  weary  of  intriguing  grown. 
Thought  it  advifable  to  wed. 
And  choofe  a  partner  of  his  bed, 
Virtuous  and  chafte — Aye,  right — but  where 
Is  there  a  nymph  that's  chafte  as  fair  I 
A  blefllng  to  be  priz'd,  but  rare. 
For  continence  penurious  heaven 
With  a  too  fparing  hand  has  given  ; 
A  plant  but  feldom  to  be  found. 
And  thrives  but  ill  on  Britilh  ground. 
Should  our  adventurer  hafte  on  board, 
And  fee  what  foreign  foils  afford  ? 
Where  watchful  dragons  guard  the  prizCj 
And  jealous  dons  have  Argus'  eyes. 
Where  the  rich  cafket,  clofe  immur'd. 
Is  under  lock  and  key  fecur'd  ? 
No — Frank,  by  long  experience  wife. 
Had  known  thefe  Jorts  took  by  furprife, 
Nature  in  fpite  of  art  prevail'd. 
And  all  their  vigilance  had  fail'd. 
The  youth  was  puzzled — Ihould  he  go 
And  fcale  a  convent  ?  would  that  do  ? 
Is  nuns  flefti  always  good  and  fweet  J 
Fly-blown  fometimes,  rot  fit  to  eat. 
Well — he  refolves  to  do  his  beft. 
And  prudently  contrives  this  teft  ; 
If  the  laft  favour  I  obtain, 
And  the  nymph  yield,  the  cafe  is  plain  : 
Marry'd,  fhe'll  play  the  fame  odd  prank 
With  others— fhe's  no  wife  for  Frank. 
But,  could  I  find  a  female  heart 
Impregnable  to  force  or  art, 
That  all  my  batteries  could  withftand, 
The  fap,  and  even  fword  in  hand ; 
Ye  gods '.  how  happy  fhould  I  be, 
From  eath  perplexing  thought  fet  free, 
From  cuckoldom,  and  jealoufy  1 
The  projedl  pleas'd.  He  now  appears, 
And  fliines  in  all  his  killing  airs. 
And  every  ufeful  toy  prepares, 
New  opera  tunes,  and  biliet-doux, 
The  clouded  cane,  and  red-heel'd  flioes ; 
Nor  the  clock-ftocking  was  forgot, 
Th'  enibroider'd  coat,  and  flioulder-knot ; 
■       J.  1  i  j 
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All  that  a  woman's  heart  might  move, 

The  potent  trumpery  of  love. 

Here  importunity  prevails, 

There  tears  in  floods,  or  fighs  in  gales. 

Kow,  in  the  lucky  moment  try'd, 

Low  at  his  feet  the  fair  one  dy'd, 

I'or  Strephon  would  not  be  dcny'd. 

Then,  if  no  motives  could  perfuade, 

A.  golden  fliower  debauch'd  the  maid. 

The  miftfefs  truckled,  and  obey'd. 

To  modefty  a  Iham  pretence 

Gain'd  fome,  others  impertinence  ; 

But  mod,  plain  downright  impudence. 

Like  Caefar,  now  he  conquer'd  afl, 

The  vaflal  fex  before  him  fall ; 

Where'er  he  march'd,  flaughtcr  enfued, 

He  came,  he  faw,  and  he  fubdued. 

At  length  a  flubborn  nymph  he  fouad. 

Tor  bold  Camilla  flood  her  ground ; 

Parry'd  his  thrufts  with  equal  art, 

And  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart: 

She  kept  the  hero  ftill  in  play, 

And  dill  maintain'd  the  doubtful  day. 

Here  he  refolves  to  make  a  (land. 

Take  her,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 

The  jolly  priefl  foon  ty'd  the  knot. 

The  lufcious  tale  was  not  forgot, 

Then  empty'd  both  his  pipe  and  pot. 

The  poflet  drunk,  the  flocking  thrown, 

The  candles  out,  the  curtains  drawn, 

And  Hr  and  madam  all  alone  ; 

*•  My  dear  (faid  he)  I  ftrove,  you  know, 

*•  To  tafle  the  joys  you  now  bcflow, 

*•  All  my  perfuafive  arts  I  try'd, 

"  But  (liU  relentlefs  you  deny'd ; 

*'  Tell  me,  inexorable  fair, 

*'  How  could  you,  thus  attack'd,  forbear  ?** 

"  Swear  to  forgive  what's  pall  (fhe  cry'd)  ; 

"  The  naked  truth  Ihan't  be  dcny'd." 

He  did  ;  the  baggage  thus  reply 'd  : 

Deceiv'd  fo  many  times  before 

^y  your  falfe  fex,  I  rafhly  fwore. 

To  uuft  deceitful  man  no  more. 

BACCHUS  TRIUMPHANT: 


"  For  fliame,  fald  Ebony,  for  fiiame, 

"  Tom  Ruby,  troth,  you're  much  to  blamc^ 

•'  To  drink  at  this  confounded  rate, 

**  To  guzzle  thus,  early  and  late  :" 

Poor  Tom,  who  juft  had  took  his  whet. 
And  at  the  door  his  uncle  met, 
Surpris'd  and  thunder-ftruck,  would  fain 
Make  his  efcape,  but,  oh  !  in  vain, 
lach  blulh,  that  glow'd  with  an  ill  grace, 
Lighted  the  flambeaux  in  his  face; 
No  loop-hole  left,  no  flight  pretence, 
1  o  palliate  the  foul  offence. 
•*  I  own  (faid  he)  I'm  very  bad — 
"  A  fot — incorrigibly  mad — 
"  But,  Qr— I  thank  you  for  your  love, 
"  And  by  your  ledlures  would  improve: 
"  Yet,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  the  flrect 
"  f  tr  conferenca  is  sot  f<9  meet. 
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"  Here  in  this  room — nay,  fir,  come  in — ' 

"  Expofe,  chaftife  me  for  my  fin  ; 

"  Exert  each  trope,  your  utmoft  art, 

"  To  touch  this  fenfelefs,  flinty  heart. 

"  I'm  confcious  of  my  guilt,  'tis  true, 

"  But  yet  I  know  my  frailty  too; 

"  A  flight  rebuke  will  never  do. 

"  Urge  home  my  faults — come  in,  I  pray— 

"  Let  not  my  foul  be  call  away." 

Wife  Ebony,  who  deem'd  it  good 
T*  encourage  by  all  means  he  could 
Thefe  firfl  appearances  of  grace, 
Follow'd  up  ilairs,  and  took  his  place. 
The  bottle  and  the  crull  appear'd. 
And  wily  Tom  demurely  fnecr'd. 
"  My  duty,  fir !"— "  Thank  you,  kind  Tom  '." — 
"  Again,    an't   pleafe   you  1"—"   Thank   you  I 

"  Come—" 
"  Sorrow  is  dry — I  mufl  once  more—" 
"  Nay,  Tom,  I  told  you  at  the  door 
"  I  would  not  drink — what !  before  dinner  ?— 
"  Not  one  glafs  more,  at  I'm  a  finner — 
"  Come,  to  the  point  in  hand  ;  is't  fit 
"  A  man  of  your  good  fenfe  and  wit 
"  Thofe  parts  which  heaven  beflow'd(houlddiowB| 
"  A  butt  to  all  tl>e  fots  in  town  i 
"  Why,  tell  me,  Tom — what  firt  can  fland 
"  (Though  regular,  and  bravely  man'd^ 
"  If  night  and  day  the  fierce  foe  plies 
"  With  never-ceafing  batteries ; 
"  Will  there  not  be  a  b»each  at  lafl  ?" — 
"  Uncle,  'tis  true — forgive  what's  pafl." 
"  But  if  nor  interefl,  nor  fame, 
"  Nor  health,  can  your  dull  foul  reclaim. 
"  Haft  not  a  confcience,  man  ?  no  thought 
"  Of  an  hereafter  ?  dear  are  bought 
"  Thefe  fenfual  plcafures." — "  I  relent, 
"  Kind  fir — but  give  your  zeal  a  vent — " 

Then,  pouting,  hung  his  head  ;  yet  flill 

Took  care  his  uncle's  glafs  tcvfiU, 

Which  as  his  hurry 'd  fpirits  funk. 

Unwittingly,  good  man !  he  drunk. 

Each  pint,  alas  !  drew  on  the  next. 

Old  Ebony  ftuck  to  his  text. 

Grown  warm,  like  any  angel  fpofce. 

Till  intervening  hickups  broke 

The  wcll-ftrung  argument.  Poor  Tom 

Was  now  too  forward  to  reel  home. 

That  preaching  ftill,  this  ftill  repenting, 

Both  equally  to  drink  confenting. 

Till  both  brimful  could  fwill  no  more, 

And  fell  dead  drunk  upon  the  floor. 
Bacchus,  the  jolly  god,  who  fate 

Wide-ftraddling  o'er  his  tun  in  ftate, 

Clofe  by  the  window  fide,  from  whence 

He  heard  this  weighty  conference ; 

Joy  kindling  in  his  ruddy  cheeks. 

Thus  the  indulgent  godhead  fpeaks  : 

"  Frail  mortals  know,  rcafon  in  vain 

"  Rebels,  and  would  difturb  my  reign. 

"  See  there  the  fophifter  o'erthrown, 

"  With  ftronger  arguments  knock'd  down 

"  Than  e'er  in  wrangling  fchools  were  known 

"  The  wine  that  fparkles  in  this  glafb 

"  Smooth*  every  brow,  gilds  eveij  face; 
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"  As  vapours  when  the  fun  appears, 

"  Far  hence  anxieties  and  fears  : 

"  Grave  ermine  fmilcs,  !awn  fleeves  grow  gay, 

"  Each  haughty  monarch  owns  my  fway, 

"  And  cardinals  and  popes  obey  : 

"  Ev'n  Cato  drank  his  glafs,  'twas  I 

"  Taught  the  brave  patriot  how  to  die 

"  For  injur'd  Rome  and  liberty  ; 

"  'Twas  I  who  with  imm  rtal  lays 

"  Infpir'd  the  bard  that  fung  his  praife. 

"  Let  dull  unfociable  fools 

"  Loll  in  their  cells,  and  live  by  rules ; 

"  My  votaries,  in  gay  delight 

'•  And  mirth,  (hall  revel  all  the  night ; 

"  Adb  well  their  parts  on  life's  dull  ftage, 

"  And  make  each  moment  worth  an  age." 

THE  NIGHT-WALKER  RECLAIMED : 


In  thofe  bleft  days  of  jubilee, 
,  When  pious  Charles  fet  England  free 
From  canting  and  hypocrily  ; 
Mod  gracioully  to  all  reftoring 
Their  ancient  privilege  of  whoring; 
There  liv'd,  but  'tis  no  matter  where, 
The  fon  of  an  old  cavalier; 
Of  ancient  lineage  was  the  'fquire, 
A  man  of  mettle  and  of  fire ; 
Clean-fliap'd,  well-limb'd,  black-ey'd,  and  tali, 
Made  a  good  figure  at  a  ball. 
And  only  wanted  wherewithal. 
His  penfion  was  ill-paid  and  ftrait. 
Full  many  a  loyal  hero's  fate : 
Often  half  ftarv'd,  and  often  out 
At  elbows,  an  hard  cafe,  no  doubt. 
Sometimes  perhaps  a  lucky  main 
Prudently  manag'd  in  Long-Lane 
Repair'd  the  thread-bare  beau  again  ; 
And  now  and  then  fome  fecrct  favours, 
The  kind  returns  of  pious  labours, 
Enrich'd  the  ftrong  and  vigorous  lovefi 
His  honour  liv'd  a  while  in  clover. 
For  (to  fay  truth)  it  is  but  juft. 
Where  all  things  are  decay'd  but  luft, 
That  ladies  of  maturer  ages 
Give  citron -water  and  good  wages. 

Thus  far  Tom  Wild  had  made  a  fliift. 
And  got  good  helps  at  a  dead  lift ; 
But  John,  his  humble  meagre  flave. 
One  foot  already  in  the  grave. 
Hide-bound  as  one  of  Pharoah's  kine, 
With  good  Duke  Numps  was  forc'd  to  dine : 
Yet  ftill  the  thoughtful  ferious  elf 
Would  not  be  wanting  to  himfelf ; 
Bore  up  againft  both  tide  and  wind, 
Turn'd  every  proje6k  in  his  mind. 
And  each  expedient  weigh'd,  to  find 
A  remedy  ji>  this  diftrefs. 
Some  god — (nay,  fir,  fuppofe  no  left. 
For  in  this  hard  and  knotty  cafe, 
T'  employ  a  god  is  no  difgrace  ;  , 

Though  Mercury  be  fcnt  from  Jove, 
jir  Iri$  wing  it  fi^ooi  a1i)«ve) 
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Some  god,  I  fay,  infpir'd  the  knave, 
His  mafter  and  himfelf  to  fave. 

As  both  went  fupperlefs  to  bed 
One  night  (firft  fcratching  of  his  head) 
"  Alas  :"  quoth  John,  "  fir,  'tis  hard  fare 
"  To  fuck  one's  thumbs,  and  live  on  air ; 
"  To  reel  from  pillar  unto  poft, 
"  An  empty  (hade,  a  walking  ghoft ; 
'*  To  hear  one's  guts  make  piteous  moan, 
"  Thofe  worft  of  duns,  and  yet  not  one, 
"  One  mouldy  fcrape  to  fatisfy 
"  Their  craving  importunity. 
"  Nay — good  your  honour  pleafe  to  hear  •.' 
(And  then  the  varlet  dropt  a  tear) 
"   A  projedl  form'd  in  this  dull  brain, 
*'  Shall  fet  us  all  adrift  again  ; 
"  A  projedt,  fir,  nay,  let  me  tell  ye, 
"  Shall  fill  your  pockets,  and  my  belly. 
"  Know  then,  old  Gripe  is  dead  of  late, 
"  Who  purchas'd  at  any  eafy  rate, 
"  Your  manor-houfe  and  fine  eftate. 
"  Nay,  flare  not,  fir  :  by  G —  'tis  true 
"  The  devil  for  once  has  got  his  due  : 
"  The  rafcal  has  left  every  penny, 
"  To  his  old  maiden  fifter  Jenny  ; 
"  Go,  clafp  the  dowdy  in  your  arms, 
"  Nor  want  you  bread,  though  Ihe  want  charms : 
"  Cajole  the  dirty  drab,  and  then 
"  The  man  fliall  have  his  mare  again  ; 
"  Clod-Hall  is  your's,  your  houfe,  your  rents, 
"  And  all  your  lands,  and  tenements." 

«'  Faith,  John,"  faid  he,  (then  lick'd  his  chops) 
"  This  proje<ft  gives  indeed  fome  hopes  : 
"  But  curfed  hard  the  terms,  to  marry, 
"  To  (lick  to  one,  and  never  vary ; 
"  And  that  one  old  and  ugly  too  : 
"  Frail  mortals  tell  me  what  to  do  ?" 

«  For  that,"  faid  John,  "  truft  me  ;  my  treat 
"  Shan't  be  one  ill-drefs'd  dilh  of  meat ; 
"  Let  but  your  honour  be  my  gueft, 
"  Variety  (hall  crown  the  feaft." 

"  'Tis  done,"  reply'd  Tom  Wild,  "  'tis  doac, 
"  The  flag  hangs  out,  the  fort  is  won ; 
"  Ne'er  doubt  my  vigorous  attacks, 
"  Come  to  my  arms,  my  *  Sycorax ; 
"  Bold  in  thy  right  we  mount  our  throne, 
'♦  And  all  the  ifland  is  our  own." 

Well — forth   they  rode,    both   Squire  and'^ 
John ;  f 

Here  might  a  florid  bard  make  known,  f 

His  horfe's  virtues,  and  his  own ;  3 

A  thoufand  prodigies  advance. 
Retailing  every  circumftance. 
But  I,  who  am  not  over-nice. 
And  always  love  to  be  concife. 
Shall  let  the  courteous  reader  guefs 
The  fquire's  accoutrements  and  drefs. 

Suppofe  we  then  the  gentle  youth 
Laid  at  her  feet,  all  love,  all  truth ; 
Haranguing  it  in  verfe  and  profe, 
A  mount  her  forehead  white  with  fnows, 
Her  cheeks  the  lily  and  the  rofe ; 

•    Sei    Drydent    Temfef,   altered  frtm   5i«|- 

ff'<^"'  ,    ,  ... 
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Her  ivory  teeth,  her  c.-^ral  lips. 
Her  well-turn'd  ears,  •whofe  ruby  tips 
Afford  a  thoufand  compliments, 
Which  he,  fond  youth,  profi:lely  vents: 
The  pretty  dimple  in  her  chin. 
The  den  of  love,  who  lurks  within. 
Bat,  oh  !  the  luflre  of  her  eyes, 
Nor  ftars,  nor  nroon,  nor  fun  fuffice, 
He  vows,  protefts,  raves,  Cnks,  and  dies, 
3^Iuch  of  her  breafls  he  fpoke,  and  hair. 
In  terms  moft  elegant  and  rare  ; 
Call'd  her  the  goddefs  he  ador'd, 

And  in  heroic  fuftian  foar'd. 

For,  though  the  youth  could  vpell  explain 

His  mind  in  a  more  humble  ftrain ; 

Yet  Ovid  and  the  wits  agree. 

That  a  true  lover's  fpeech  ftould  be 

In  rapture  and  in  fimile. 

Imagine  now,  all  points  put  right, 

The  fiddles  and  the  wedding-night  j 

Each  nnify  fteeple  rock'd  with  glee, 

And  every  bard  fung  merrily  : 

Gay  pleafure  warton'd  unconfin'd, 

Tlie  men  all  dnmk,  the  women  kind  : 

Clod-Hall  did  ne'er  fo  fine  appear, 

floating  in  pofTet  and  ftrong  beer. 

Come,  mufe,  thou  flattern  houfe-wife,  tell, 

^'here's  our  friend  John  ?  I  hope  he's  well; 

Well !  Ay,  as  any  man  can  be, 

With  tiufan  in  the  gallery. 

Sue  was  a  lafs  buxom  and  tiglit, 
The  chamber  maid  and  favourite; 
Juicy  and  young,  jufl  fit  for  man, 
,   Thus  the  fweet  dialogue  began. 

"  Lard,   lir,"    quoth  Sue,  "  hew  briik,  how 

•'  How  fpruce  our  mafler  look'd  to-day ! 
"  I'm  fure  no  king  was  e'er  fo  line, 
"  No  fun  more  glorioully  can  fliine." 

"  Alas,  my  dear,  all  is  not  gold 
"  That  gliflers,  as  I've  read  of  old, 
"  And  all  the  wife  and  learned  fay, 
"  The  beft  is  not  without  allay." 

"  Well,  mafler  John,  name  if  you  can 
•'  A  more  accomplifh'd  gentleman. 
"  Befide  (elfe  may  I  never  thrive) 
"  The  beft  good-natur'd  'fquire  alive." 
(John  fhrugg'd,  and  fbook  his  head.     " 
"  You  by  your  looking  fo  demure 
"  Have  learnt  fome  fccret  fault ;   if  fo, 
"  Tell  me,  good  John,  nay  pr'ythee  do, 
"  Tell  me,  I  fay,  I  long  to  know. 

"  Safe  as  thy  gold  in  thy  flrong  box, 

"  This  brcaft  the  dark  depoflt  locks, 

•'  Thefe  lips  no  fccrets  (liall  reveal." 
"  Well— let  me  firfl  affix  my  feal: 

Then  kifs'd  the  foft  obliging  fair. 

"  But  hold — now  I  muft  hear  you  fwear, 

"   By  all  your  virgin  charms  below, 

•'   No  mortal  e'er  this  tale  (hall  know." 
She  fwore  ;  then  thus  the  cunning  knave, 

With  lock  moft  politic  and  grave, 

ProceeJ<;:  "  Why — faith  and  troth,  dear  Sue, 

"  This  jewel  has  a  flaw,  'tis  true; 

"   My  mafter's  generous,  and  all  that, 
•'  Not  faulty  but  unfortunate."- 
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"  Why  will  you  keep  one  in  fufpenfe  ? 
"  Why  teaze  one  thus  ?" — "  Have  pa'ience. 
"  The  youth  has  failings,  there's  no  doubt, 
"  And  who,  my  Suky,  is  without  ? 

"  But  fhould  yuu  tell — nay  that  I  dread" 

«'  By  heaven,  and  by  my  maidenhead — 

"  Now  fpeak,  fpcak  quick." — "  He  who  denie* 

*'  Thofe  pouting  lips,  thofe  roguifh  eyes, 

"  Muft  fure  be  more  than  man — then  know, 

"  My  deareft,  fince  you'll  have  it  fo ; 

«   My  mafler  Wild  not  only  talks 

«  Much  in  his  fleep,  but  alfo  walks ; 

"  Walks  many  a  winter  night  alone, 

"  This  way  and  that,  up  flairs  and  down  ! 

«'  Now,  if  diflurb'd,  if  by  furprife 

"  He's  rous'd,  and  flumbers  quit  his  eyes; 

<'  Lord,  how  I  tremble!  how  I  dread 

"  To  fpeak  it  !  Thrice  beneath  the  bed, 

"  Alas  !  to  fave  my  hfc  I  fled  : 

"  And  twice  behind  the  door  I  crept, 

"  And  once  out  of  the  window  leapt. 

"  No  raging  bedlam  juft  got  loofe 

"  Is  half  fo  mad  ;  about  the  houfe 

"   Frantic  he  runs ;  each  eye-ball  glares, 

"  He  raves,  he  foam.s,  he  wildly  flares ; 

"  The  family  before  him  flies, 

"   Whoe'er  is  overtaken  dies. 

"  Opiates,  and  breathing  of  a  vein, 

"  Scarce  fettle  his  diflemper'd  brain, 

"   And  bring  him  to  himfelf  again. 

"  But,  if  not  crofs'd,  if  let  alone 

"  To  take  his  frolic,  and  be  gone; 

"  Seon  he  returns  from  whence  he  came, 

«'  No  Iamb  more  innocent  and  tame." 

Thus  having  gain'd  her  point,  to  bed 
In  hafle  the  flickering  gipfy  fled  ; 
The  pungent  fecret  in  her  breaft 
Gave  fuch  fharp  pangs,  fhc  could  not  refl : 
Prim'd,  charg'd,.  and  cock'd,  her  next  defirc 
Was  to  prefent,  and  to  give  fire. 
Sleeplefs  the  tortur'd  Sufan  lay. 
Toiling  and  tumbling  every  way,   - 
Impatient  for  the  dawn  of  day. 
So  labours  in  the  facred  fhade. 
Full  of  the  god,  the  Delphic  maid  : 
So  wind,  in  hypocondrics  pent, 
Struggles  and  heaves  to  find  a  vent; 
In  labyrinths  intricate  it  roars. 
Now  down-vi'ard  finks,  then  upward  foars ; 
Th'  uneafy  patient  groans  in  vain. 
No  cordials  can  relieve  his  pain  ; 
Till  at  the  poftem  gate,  enlarg'd, 
The  burfling  thunder  is  difcharg'd. 
At  laft  the  happy  hour  was  come. 
When  call'd  into  her  lady's  room  ; 
Scarce  three  pins  ftuck  into  her  gown. 
But  out  it  bolts,  and  all  is  known. 
Nor  idle  long  the  fecret  lies. 
From  mouth  to  mouth  improv'd  it  flics 
And  grows  amain  in  flrength  and  fize  : 
For  fame,  at  firfl  of  pigmy  birth. 
Walks  cautioufly  on  mother  earth  • 
But  foon  (as  ancient  hards  have  faid) 
In  clouds  the  giant  hides  her  head. 
To  council  now  the  gofTips  went, 
Madam  hcrfclf  was  prefldent ; 
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Th'  affair  is  banded  pro  and  can. 

Much  breath  is  fpent,  few  conquefts  won. 

At  length  dame  Hobb,  to  end  the  ftrife, 

And  madam  Bloufe  the  parfsn's  wife, 

In  this  with  one  confent  agree, 

That,  fince  th'  effed  was  lunacy 

If  wak'd,  it  were  by  much  the  beft, 

Not  to  difturb  him  in  the  leall  : 

Ev'n  let  him  ramble  if  he  pieafe  ; 

Troth,  'tis  a  cumical  difeafe  ; 

The  worft  is  to  himfelf :  when  cold 

And  Ihivering  he  returns,  then  fold 

The  vagrant  in  your  arms  ;  he'll  reft 

With  pleafure  on  your  glowing  breaft, 

M?dam  approv'd  of  this  advice, 

IfTued  her  orders  in  a  trice  ; 

"  That  none  henceforth  pnfume  to  ftlr, 

«  Or  thwart  th'  unhappy  wanderer." 

John,  when  his  mafter's  knock  he  heard,  "^ 

Soon  in  the  drcfling-room  appear'd,  > 

Archly  he  look'd,  and  flily  leer'd.  J 

"  What  game  ?"  fays  Wild.    "  Oh  !  never  more, 
"  Pheafants  and  patridge  in  great  (lore ; 
"  I  wifh  your  ammunition  lall !" 
And  then  reveal'd  how  all  had  paft. 
Next  thought  it  proper  to  explain 
His  plot,  and  how  he  bid  his  train  : 
"   The  coaft  is  clear,  fir,  go  in  peace,  ^^ 
"  No  dragon  guards  the  golden  fleece." 
Here,  mufe,  let  fable  night  advance, 

Defcribe  her  ftate  with  elegance  ; 

Around  her  dark  pavilion  fpread 

The  clouds ;  with  poppies  crown  her  bead  ; 

Note  well  her  owls,  and  bats  obfcene  ; 

Call  her  an  ^Ethiopian  queen  ; 

Or,  if  you  think  'twill  mend  my  tale, 

Call  her  a  widow  with  a  veil ; 

Of  fpedlers  and  hobgoblins  tell. 

Or  fay  'twas  midnight,  'tis  as  well. 

Well  then— 'twas  midnight,  as  was  faid, 

When  Wild  ftarts  upright  in  his  bed. 

Leaps  out,  and,  without  more  ado. 

Takes  in  his  room  a  turn  or  two  ; 

Opening  the  door,  foon  out  he  ftalks, 

And  to  the  next  apartment  walks  ; 

Where  on  her  back  there  lay  poor  Sue, 

Alas  :  friend  John,  fne  dreamt  of  you. 

Wak'd  with  the  noife,  her  maflcr  known, 

By  moon-light  and  his  brocade  gown, 

Frighted  ihe  dares  not  fcream,  in  bed 

She  finks,  and  down  fhe  pops  her  head  ; 

The  curtains  gently  drawn,  he  fprings 

Between  the  fheets,  then  clofely  clings. 

Now,  mufe,  relate  what  there  he  did  : 

Hold,  impudence  \ — it  muft  be  hid  ! — 

He  did — as  any  man  would  do 

In  fuch  a  cafe — did  he  not,  Sue  ? 
Then  up  into  the  garret  flies. 
Where  Joan,  and  Dol,  and  Betty  lies ; 
A  leafh  of  laffe?  all  together. 
And  in  the  dog-days — in  hot  weather; 
Why,  faith,  'twas  hard — he  did  his  beft, 
And  left  to  Providence  the  reft. 
Content  the  paffive  creatures  lie, 
For  who  in  duty  cguld  deny  \ 


Was  non-refiftance  ever  thought 

By  modern  cafuifts  a  fault  ? 

Were  not  her  orders  Itrid  and  plain  ? 

All  flruggling  dangerous  and  vain  ? 

Well,  down  our  younker  trips  again  ; 

Much  wilbing,  as  he  reel'd  along. 

For  fame  rich  cordial  warm  and  ftrong. 

In  bed  he  quickly  tumbled  then, 

Nor  wak'd  next  morn  till  after  ten. 

Thus  night  by  night  he  led  his  life, 

Bielliag  all  females  but  his  wife; 

Much  work  upon  his  hands  there  lay, 

More  bill,  vv^cre  drawn  than  he  could  pay; 

No  lawyer  drudg'd  fo  hard  as  he, 

In  Eafter  Term  or  Hillary  ; 

But  lawyers  labour  for  their  fee  : 

Here  no  ftlf-inteieft  or  gain. 

The  pleafure  balances  the  pain. 

So  the  great  fuUan  walks  among 

His  troop  oi  lafles  fair  and  young  : 

Si.  the  town-buil  in  Opentide, 

His  lowing  lovers  by  his  file, 

Revels  at  large  in  nature's  right, 

Curb'd  by  no  law,  but  appetite ; 

Frilking  his  tail,  he  roves  at  pleafure, 

AnJ  knows  no  ftint,  and  keeps  no  meafure^ 

But  now  the  ninth  revolving  moon 
(Alas  :   it  came  an  age  too  foon  ; 
Curfe  on  each  hafly  fleeting  night!) 
Some  odd  difcoveries  brought  to  light. 
Strange  tympanies  the  women  feize. 
An  epidemical  difeafe; 
Madam  herfelf  with  thefe  might  pafs 
For  a  clean-fliap'd  and  taper  lafs. 
'  Fwas  vain  to  hide  th'  apparent  load, 
For  hoops  were  not  then  a  la-mode; 
Sue,  being  queflion'd,  and  hard  prefs'd. 
Blubbering  the  naked  truth  ccnlefs'd  : 
"   Were  not  your  orders  mofl  fevere, 
"  That  none  fhould  ftop  his  night-career .' 
"   And  who  durft  wake  him?  troth  not  I; 
"   I  was  not  then  prcpar'd  to  die." 

«  Well  Sue,  faid  Ihe,  thou  faalt  have  grace, 
"  But  then  this  night  I  take  thy  place, 
"  Thou  mine,  my  night-clothes  on  thy  head, 
"  Soon  fhall  he  leave  thee  fafe  in  bed  : 
«'  Lie  dill,  and  ftir  not  on  thy  life, 
"   But  do  the  penance  cf  a  wife  ; 
"  Much  pleafure  haft  thou  had ;  at  laft 
"  '  lis  pmper  for  thy  fins  to  faft." 

This  point  agreed,  to  bed  fhe  went, 
And  Sue  crept  in,  but  ill-content  : 
Soon  as  th'  accuftom'd  hour  was  come, 
The  younker  fally'd  from  his  room, 
To  Sue's  apartment  whipc  away, 
And  like  a  lion  feiz'd  his  prey  ; 
She  clafp'd  him  in  her  longing  arms, 
Sharp-fet,  (he  fealled  on  his  charms. 
He  did  whate'er  he  could ;  but  more 
Was  yet  to  do,  encore,  encore  ! 
Fain  would  he  now  elope,  fne  clafpt 
Him  Hill,  no  bur  e'er  ftuck  fo  faft. 
At  length  the  morn  with  envious  light 
Difcover'd  all  :  in  what  fad  plight 
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Poor  man,  lie  hy  !  abafli'd,  for  fliame 
He  could  notfpeak,  cot  ev'n  one  lame 
Excufe  was  left.     She,  with  a  grace 
That  gave  new  beauties  to  her  face  ; 
And  with  a  kind  obligingr  air 
(Always  fuccefsful  in  the  fair), 
Thus  foon  reliev'd  him  from  defpalr. 
••  Ah  !  generous  youth,  pardon  a  fault, 
*'  No  foolifli  jealoufy  has  taught ; 
"  'Tis  your  own  crime,  open  as  day, 
"  To  your  conyiclion  paves  the  way. 
"  Oh !  might  this  ftratagem  regain 
"  Your  love '.  let  me  not  plead  in  vain  ; 
"  Something  to  gratitude  is  due, 
"  Have  I  not  given  all  to  you  ?" 

Tom  flar'd,  lock'd  pale,  then  in  great  hafte 
Slipp'd  on  hi^:  gown ;   yet  thus  at  laft 
Spoke  faintly,  as  amaz'd  he  flood, 
"  I  vrill,  my  dear,  be  very  good." 

THE  HAPPY  DISAPPOINTMENT: 

A  TA1.E. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  belles  and  beaux 

Left  mafqiierades  and  puppet-ihows     ' 

Deferred  ombre  and  baflet, 

At  J;  nathan's  to  fqueeze  ?.rd  fweat ; 

When  fprightly  rakes  forfook  chair  palgn, 

The  play-houfe,  and  the  n:erry  main. 

Good  mcther  Wyburn  and  the  flews,' 

Tofm.oke  with  brokers,  ftink  with  Jews: 

In  fine,  when  all  the  world  run  mad 

(A  ftory  not'lefs  true  than  fad) ; 

Ned  Smart,  a  virtuous  youth,  well  known 

To  all  this  chafte  and  fober  town. 

Got  every  penny  he  could  ralK-, 

To  try  his  fortune  in  'Change- Alley  : 

In  hafte  to  loll  in  coach  and  fix. 

Bought  bulls  and  bears,  play'd  twenty  tricks. 

Amongfi  his  brother  lunatics. 

Tranfported  at  his  firft  fuccefs, 

A  thoufand  whims  his  fancy  blefs 

■\Virh  fcenes  of  future  happinefs. 

How  frail  are  all  our  joys  below  ! 

Mere  dazzling  meteors,  flafh  and  faow  ! 

Oh,  fortune  '  falfe  decitfui  whore  ! 

Caught  in  thy  trap  with  thoufands  more. 

He  found  his  rhino  funk  and  gone 

HImfelf  a  bankrupt,  and  undone,  * 

Ned^could  not  well  digea  this  change, 

Forc'd  in  the  world  at  large  to  range ; 

^Vith  Babel's  n:onarch  turn'd  to  grafs', 

Would  it  not  break  an  heart  of  brafi  ?' 

■'  ris  vain  to  fob  and  hang  the  lip ; 

One  penny  left,  he  buys  a  flip. 

At  once  his  life  and  cares  to  lofe. 

Under  his  ear  he  fits  the  noofe. 

An  hook  in  an  old  wall  he  fpies, 

To  that  the  fatal  rope  he  ties ; 

Like  Curtius  now,  at  one  bold  leap 

He  pliing'd  into  the  gaping  deep  ; 

Nor  ^id  he  doubt  in  hell  to  find 

Dealii.gs  more  juft,  and  friends  more  kind. 

As  he  began  to  twift  and  fprawl. 

The  loofea  d  floacs  break  iiom  the  wall  • 
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Down  drops  the  rake  upon  the  fpot, 

And  after  him  an  earthen  pot : 

Reeling  he  rofe,  and  gaz'd  around, 

And  faw  the  crock  lie  on  the  ground; 

Surpris'd,  amaz'd,  at  this  odd  fight. 

Trembling,  he  broke  it  in  a  fright ; 

When,  lo  !  at  once  came  pouring  forth 

Ingots,  and  pearls,  and  gems  of  worth. 

O'erjoy'd  with  fortune's  kind  bequeft. 

He  took  the  birds,  but  left  the  neft  ; ' 

And  then,  to  fpy  what  might  enfue. 

Into  a  neighbouring  wood  withdrew  • 

Nor  waited  long.     For  foon  he  fees  ' 

A  tall  black  man  fculk  through  the  trees ; 

He  knew  him  by  his  fliuffling  pace, 

His  thread-bare  coat  and  hatchet  face  : 

And  who  the  devil  fhould  it  be. 

But  fandify'd  Sir  Timothy  I 

His  urcle  by  his  mother's  fide. 

His  guardian,  and  his  faithful  guide. 

This  driveling  knipht,  with  pockets  full^ 

And  proud  as  any  Great  Mogul 

For  his  wife  condud  had  been  made 

Diredlor  of  the  jobbing  trade  : 

And  had  m.  ft  pioufly  drawn  in 

Poor  Ned  and  all  his  nearefl  kin. 

The  greedy  fools  laid  out  their  gold, 

And  bought  the  very  ftock  he  fold ; 

Thus  the  kind  knave  convey'd  their  pelf, 

By  locus  focus,  to  himfelf ; 

And,  to  fecure  the  fpoils  he  got, 

F(rni'd  this  contrivance  of  the  pot. 

Here  every  mght,  and  every  morn, 

Devout  as  any  monk  new  fhorn. 

The  proftrate  hypocrite  implores 

Jull  heaven  to  blefs  his  hidden  ftores; 

But,  when  he  faw  dear  mammon  flown. 

The  plunder'd  ^live,  the  honey  gone. 

No  jilted  bully,  no  bilk'd  hack, 

No  thief  when  beadles  flay  his  back, 

No  loCng  rook,  no  carted  whore, 

No  fail.r  when  the  billows  roar, 

With  luch  a  grace  e'er  curs'd  and  fwore. 

Then,  as  he  por'd  upon  the  ground. 

And  turn'd  his  haggard  eyes  around,. 

The  halter  at  his  feet  he  fpy'd, 

"  And  is  this  all  that's  left  ?"  he  cry'd : 

"  Am  I  thus  paid  for  all  my  cares, 

"  My  ledures,  repetitions,  prayers? 

"  'Tis  well — there's  fomething  fav'd  at  leaft; 

"  Welcome,  thou  faithful,  friendly  gueft ; 

"  If  1  mufl  hang,  now  all  is  loft, 

"   *  ris  cheaper  at  another's  coft  ; 

"  To  do  it  at  my  own  expence, 

"   Would  be  downright  extravagance." 

Thus  comforted,  without  a  tear. 

He  fix'd  the  noofe  beneath  his  ear. 

To  the  next  bough  the  rope  he  ty'd. 

And  mofi  heroically  dy'd. 

Ned,  who  bthind  a  Iprci'ding  tree, 

Beheld  this  tragi-coniedy. 

With  hearty  curfes  ru:i}^  his  knell, 

And  bid  him  thus  his  laft  farewel. 

"   Was  it  not,  uncle,  very  kind, 

*'  In  me,  te  leave  the  tope  behind  ? 
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"  A  legacy  fo  well  beftowM, 
"  For  all  the  gratitude  I  ow'd. 
"  Adieu,  Sir  Tim  ;  by  heaven's  decree, 
"  Soon  may  thy  brethren  follow  thee, 
•^  In  the  fame  glorious  manner  fwing, 
"  Without  one  friend  to  cut  the  ftring ; 
''  That  hence  rapacious  knaves  may  know, 
*'  Juflice  is  always  fure,  though  flow." 

A  PADLOCK  FOR  THE  MOUTH : 


Jack  Dimple  was  a  merry  blade, 

Young,  amorous,  witty,  and  well  made ; 

pifcrect  ? — Hold,  fir — nay,  as  I  live. 

My  friend,  you're  too  inquifitivc : 

Difcretion,  all  men  muft  agree, 

Is  a  moft  fliining  quality. 

Which  like  leaf-gold  makes  a  great  fliow. 

And  thinly  fpread  fets  off  a  beau. 

But,  fir,  to  put  you  out  of  pain, 

Our  younker  had  not  half  a  grain, 

A  leaky  blab,  rafh,  faithlefs,  vain. 

The  victories  his  eyes  had  won. 

As  foon  as  e'er  obtain'd,  were  known  ; 

For  trophies  rear'd,  the  deed  proclaim 

Spoils  hung  on  high  expofe  the  dame. 

And  love  is  facrific'd  to  fame. 

Such  infolence  the  fex  alarms, 

The  female  world  is  up  in  arms ; 

Th*  outrageous  Bacchanals  combine, 

And  brandifn'd  tongues  in  concert  join. 

Unhappy  youth  !  where  wilt  thou  go 

T'  efcape  fo  terrible  a  foe  ? 

Seek  fhelter  on  the  Libyan  Ihore, 

Where  tigers  and  where  lions  roar  ? 

Sleep  on  the  borders  of  the  Nile, 

And  truft  the  wily  crocodile  ? 

'Tisvain  to  fliun  a  woman's  hate, 

Heavy  the  blow,  and  fure  as  fate, 

Phyllis  appear'd  among  the  crowd, 

But  not  fo  talkative  and  loud, 

With  filence  and  with  care  fupprefh 

The  glowing  vengeance  in  her  breaft, 

Refolv'd,  by  ftratagem  and  art. 

To  make  the  faucy  villain  fmart. 

The  cunning  baggage  had  prepar'd. 

Pomatum,  of  the  fined  lard. 

With  ftrong  aftringents  mix'd  the  mefs, 

Alom,  and  vitriol,  ^  S. 

Arfenic,  and  bole.     But  I  want  time 

To  turn  all  Quincy  into  rhyme, 

'Twould  make  my  diftion  too  fublime. 

Her  grandame  this  receipt  had  taught. 

Which  Bendo  from  Grand  Cairo  brought, 

An  able  flyptic  (as  'tis  faid) 

To  fodder  a  crack'd  maidenhead. 

This  ointment  being  duly  made, 

The  jilt  upon  her  toilet  laid  : 

The  fauntering  cully  foon  appears, 

As  ufual,  vows,  protells,  and  fwears; 

Carelefs  an  opera  tune  he  hums. 

Plunders  her  patch-box,  breaks  her  combs. 

As  up  and  down  the  monkey  play'd. 

His  hand  upon  the  box  he  laid, 

The  fatal  box.     Pleas'd  with  her  wlles^ 

The  treachtrous  Pandora  fmile», 
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"  What'sthis :"  cries  Jack.  "  That  box !"  faid  flie ' 

"  Pomatum ;  what  elfe  fliould  it  be  ?" 

But  here  'tis  fit  my  reader  knows 

'Twas  March,  when  bluftering  Boreas  blows 

Stern  enemy  to  belles  and  beaux. 

His  lips  were  fore  ;  rough,  pointed,  torn, 

The  coral  briftled  like  a  thorn. 

Pleas'd  with  a  cure  fo  aprofoj, 

Nor  jealous  of  fc  fair  a  foe, 

The  healing  ointment  thick  he  fpread. 

And  every  gaping  cranny  fed. 

His  chops  begin  to  glow  and  fhoot. 

He  ftrove  to  fpeak,  but,  oh  ',  was  mute. 

Mute  as  a  fifli,  all  he  could  ftrain. 

Were  fome  horfe  gutturals  forc'd  with  paia. 

He  ftamps,  he  raves,  he  fobs,  he  fighs, 

The  tears  ran  trickling  from  his  eyes; 

He  thought  but  could  not  fpeak  a  curfe. 

His  lips  were  drawn  into  a  purfe. 

Madam  no  longer  could  contain. 

Triumphant  joy  burfts  out  amain  ; 

She  laughs,  fhe  fcreams,  the  houfe  is  rals'd, 

Through  all  the  flreet  th'  affair  is  blaz'd  : 

In  (hoals  now  all  the  neighbours  come. 

Laugh  out,  and  prefs  into  the  room. 

Sir  Harry  Taudry  and  hin  briide, 

Mifs  Tulip  deck'd  in  all  her  |'ride  ■ 

Wife  Madam  Froth,  and  widow  Babble, 

Coquettes  and  prudes,  a  mighty  rabble. 

So  great  a  concourfe  ne'er  was  known 

At  Smithfield,  when  a  monfler's  {hcr/n  ; 

When  bears  dance  jiggs  with  comely  mien. 

When  witty  Punch  adorns  the  fcene. 

Or  frolic  Pug  plays  Harlequin. 

In  vain  he  llrives  to  hide  his  head. 

In  vain  he  creeps  behind  the  bed. 

Ferreted  thence,  expos'd  to  view, 

The  crowd  their  clamorous  fhouts  renew  : 

A  thoufand  taunts,  a  thoufand  jeers. 

Stark  dumb,  the  paflive  creature  hears. 

No  perjur'd  villain  nail'd  on  high. 

And  pelted  in  the  pillory, 

His  face  befmear'd,  his  eyes,  his  chops, 

With  rotten  eggs  and  turnip-tops. 

Was  e'er  fo  maul'd.     Phyllis,  at  laft. 

To  pay  him  for  offences  part. 

With  fneering  malice  in  her  face. 

Thus  fpoke,  and  gave  the  coup-di-grace  .• 

"  Lard  !  how  demure,  and  how  precife 

'*  He  looks !  filence  becomes  the  wife. 

"  Vile  tongue  '.  its  matter  to  betray, 

"  But  now  the  prifoner  muft  obey, 

"  I've  lock'd  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 

"  Learn  hence,  what  angry  woman  can, 

"  When  wrong'd  by  that  falfe  traitor  man ; 

"  Who  boafts  our  favours,  foon  or  late, 

"  The  treacherous  blab  ftiall  feel  our  hate." 

THE  WISE  BUILDER: 

A  TALE. 

Wise  Socrates  had  built  a  farm. 
Little,  convenient,  fnug,  and  warm, 

Secur'd  from  rain  a«d  wind  : 
A  gallant  whifper'd  in  his  ear, 
"  Shall  the  great  Socrates  live  here, 
\         «»  To  (his  mean  cell  confin'd  ■" 
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"  The  furniture's  my  chiefeft  care," 
Reply'd  the  fage  ;  "  here's  room  to  fparc, 

"  Sweet  fir,  for  I  and  you  ; 
•'  When  this  with  faithful  friends  is  fill'd, 
•'  An  ampler  palace  I  fliall  build  ; 

"  Till  then,  this  cot  nuift  do." 

THE  TRUE  USE  OF  THE  LOOKING-GLASS 

A  TALE. 

Tom  Careful  had  a  fon  and  heir. 

Exact  his  Ihape,  genteel  his  air, 

Adonis  was  not  half  fo  fair. 

But  then,  alas',  his  daughter  Jane 

Was  but  fo-fo,  a  litrle  plain. 

In  mam's  apartment,  as  one  day 

The  little  romp  and  hoyden  play, 

Their  faces  in  the  glals  they  view'd. 

Which  then  upon  lier  toilet  ftood  ; 

Where,  as  Narciffus  vain,  the  boy 

Eeheld  each  rifing  charm  with  joy; 

With  partial  eyes  furvcy'd  hlmfelf, 

But  for  his  filler,  poor  brown  elf, 

On  her  the  feU-enamour'd  chit 

Was  very  lavilli  of  his  wit. 

She  hoie,  ala- !  whatc'er  fhe  cculd, 

But  'twas  too  much  for  flefn  and  blood  j 

What  female  ever  had  the  grace 

To  pardon  fcandal  on  her  face .' 

Difconlolate  away  (lie  flies, 

And  at  her  daddy's  feet  fhe  lies ; 

Sighs,  fobs,  and  groins,  calls  to  her  aid, 

And  tears,  that  readily  obey'd  ; 

Then  aggravates  the  vile  oifence, 

Exerting  all  her  eloquence  : 

Tlie  caufe  th'  indulgent  father  heard. 
And  culprit  fummon'd  foon  appear'd; 

Some  toiiensof  rcmorfe  lie  fh  )w'd, 

And  promis'd  largely  to  be  good. 

As  both  the  tender  father  pref-.'d 

With  equal  ardour  to  his  breaft, 

And  fmiling  kifs'd,  "  Let  there  be  peace," 

•said  he  ;  "  let  broils  and  difcord  ceafe  : 

"  Each  day,  my  children,  thus  employ 

"  The  faithful  mirror  ;  you,  my  boy, 

"  Remeiii.ber  that  no  vice  difgrace 

"  The  gift  of  heaven,  that  beauteous  face : 

"  And  you,  my  girl,  take  fpecial  care 

"  Your  want  of  beauty  to  repair 

"  By  virtue,  which  alone  is  fair." 

MAHOMET  ALI  BEG  : 

OR,  THE  FAITHFUL  MINISTER  OF   STATE. 

A  LONG  defcent,  and  noble  blood, 
Is  but  a  vain  fantaftic  good, 
Unlefs  with  inbred  virtues  join'd. 
An  honeft,  brave,  and  generous  mind. 
All  that  our  aiiceftors  have  done. 
Nations  reliev'd,  and  battles  won  ; 
The  trophies  cf  each  bloody  field, 
Can  only  then  true  honour  yield. 
When,  like  Argyll,  we  fcorn  to  owe. 
And  pay  that  luflre  they  beflov/ ; 
But,  if,  a  mean  degenerate  race, 
Slothful  we  faint,  and  flack  our  pace, 
Lag  in  the  glorious  courfe  of  fame, 
■Their  great  atchisvcments  we  difclaiiu. 
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Some  bold  plebeian  foon  fliall  rife, 

Stretch  to  the  goal,  and  win  the  prize. 

For,  fince  the  forming  hand  of  old, 

Caft  all  mankind  in  the  fame  mold ; 

Since  no  dillingullh'd  clan  is  bleft 

Wi;h  finer  porcelain  than  the  reft  ; 

And  fince  in  all  the  ruling  mind 

Is  of  the  fame  celeftial  kind  ; 

'  ris  education  fliows  the  way 

Each  latent  beaut)  to  difplay; 

Each  happy  genius  brings  to  light, 

Conceal'd  before  in  fliades  of  night: 

So  diamonds  from  the  gloomy  mine, 

Taught  by  the  workman's  hand  to  fliine, 

On  Cloe's  ivory  bofom  blaze. 

Or  grace  the  crown  with  brilliant  rays. 

Meric  obfcure  fhall  raife  its  head. 

Though  dark  obftruiSiing  clouds  o'erfpread  ; 

Heroes,  as^  yet  unfung,  fhall  fight 

For  flaves  opprefs'd,  and  injur'd  right ; 

And  able  ftatefmen  prop  the  throne, 

To  Battle-Abbey-Roll  *  unknown. 

Sha  Abbas,  with  fupreme  command, 
In  Perfia  reign'd,  and  blefs'd  the  land ; 
A  mighty  prince,  valiant  and  wife, 
Expert,  with  fliarp  difcerning  eyes, 
To  find  true  virtue  in  diTguife. 
Hunting  (it  feems)  was  his  delight, 
His  joy  by  day,  his  dream  by  night : 
The  fport  of  all  the  brave  and  bold, 
From  Nimrcd,  who,  in  days  of  old. 
Made  men  as  well  as  beafls  his  prey, 
To  mightier  George,  whofe  milder  fway 
Glad  happy  crowds  with  pride  obey. 
In  quefl  of  his  fierce  favage  foes. 
Before  the  fun  the  monarch  rufc. 
The  grizlyhon  to  engage, 
^y  baying  dogs  provok'd  to  rage  ; 
In  the  clofe  thicket  to  explore, 
And  pufli  fr-m  thence  the  biiftlcd  boar  : 
Or  to  purfue  the  flying  deer. 
While  dcep-mouth'd  hounds  thevallies  cheer; 
And  echo  from  repeating  hills 
His  heart  with  joy  redoubled  fills. 

Under  a  rock's  projeding  ftiade, 
A  fhepherd  boy  his  feat  had  made, 
Happy  as  Crcefus  on  his  throne. 
The  riches  of  the  world  his  own. 
Content  on  mortals  here  below. 
Is  all  that  heaven  can  beftow. 
His  crook  and  fcrip  were  by  him  laid, 
Upon  his  oaten  pipe  he  play'd; 
His  flocks  fecurely  couch'd  around, 
And  feem'd  to  lilten  to  the  found. 
Returning  from  the  chafe  one  day. 
The  king  by  chance  had  lofl  his  v/ay  : 
Nor  guards,  nor  nobles,  now  attend  ; 
But  one  young  lord,  his  bofom  friend. 
Now  tir'd  with  labour,  fpciit  with  heat, 
rhey  fought  this  pleafant  cool  retreat  • 
The  boy  leap'd  adtive  from  his  feat, 
And,  with  a  kind  obliging  o-race 
Offer'd  the  king  unknown  his  place. 

*  A  record  zvhkb  contained  the  names  of  the  chief  men 
that  came  over  with  the  Conqueror. 
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The  Perfian  monarch,  who  fo  late, 

Lord  of  the  world,  rul'd  all  in  ftate; 

On  cloth  of  gold  and  tiffue  trod, 

Whole  nations  trembling  at  his  nod  ; 

With  diamonds  and  with  rubies  crown'd. 

And  girt  with  fawning  flaves  around ; 

Beht'ld  him  now  :  his  canopy 

Th'  impending  rock,  each  (hrub,  each  tree, 

That  grew  upon  its  fhaggy  brow. 

To  their  great  prince  obl'ervant  bow ; 

Yield,  as  in  duty  bound,  their  aid. 

And  blefs  him  with  a  friendly  fhade, 

On  the  bare  flint,  he  fits  alone, 

And,  oh  :   would  kings  this  truth  but  own, 

The  fafer  and  the  nobler  throne  ! 

But  where  do  1  digrefs  ?  'tis  time 

To  check  this  arrogance  of  rhyme. 

As  the  judicious  monarch  view'd 

The  ftripling'«  air,  nor  bold  nor  rude, 

With  native  modcfly  fubdued  ; 

The  blufh  that  glow'd  in  all  its  pride 

Then  trembled  on  his  cheeks  and  dy'd. 

He  grew  inquifitive  to  trace 

What  foul  dwelt  in  that  lovely  cafe  : 

To  every  queftion,  ferious,  gay, 

The  youth  reply'd  without  delay  ; 

His  anfwers  for  the  moll  part  right, 

And  taking,  if  not  app.->Cte  : 

Unftudy'd,  unaffeded  fenfe, 

Mix'dwith  his  native  diffidence. 

The  king  was  charm'd  with  fuch  a  prize. 

And  ftood  with  wonder  in  his  eyes ; 

Commits  his  treafure  to  the  care 

Of  the  young  lord;  bids  him  not  fpare 

For  cofl,  or  pains,  t'  enrich  his  breatl 

With  all  the  learning  of  the  eaft. 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  well  cloth'd,  well  t-  I, 

And  with  his  patron's  children  bred; 

Still  every  day  the  youth  improv'd. 

By  all  admir'd,  by  all  belov'd. 

Now  the  firft  curling  d<Avn  began 
To  give  the  promife  of  a  man  ; 
To  court  he's  call'd,  employ'd,  and  train'd, 
In  lower  polts,  yet  ftill  he  gain'd 
By  candour,  courtefy,  and  ikill, 
The  fubjeiSs  love,  the  king's  good  will. 
Employ'd  in  greater  mafers  now. 
No  flatteries,  no  bribes,  could  bow 
His  flubborn  foul ;  true  to  his  truft, 
Firm,  and  inex':rably  juft. 
In  judgment  rijie,  he  loon  became 
A  Walpole,  or  a  Walfingham  ; 
And,  wakeful  for  the  public  peace, 
No  dragon  guards  the  golden  fleece 
With  half  that  vigilance  and  tare. 
His  bufy  eyeskenn'd  every  where; 
In  each  dark  fcheme  knew  how  to  dive, 
Though  cunning  Dervifes  contrive 
Their  plots,  difguis'd  with  fhams  and  lies, 
And  cloak'd  with  real  perjuries. 
Now  high  in  rank  the  peer  is  plac'd. 
And  Ali  Beg  with  titles  grac'd  ; 
No  bounds  his  mafter's  bounties  know, 
His  iwelling  coffers  overflow, 
And  he  is  puzzled  to  beftov/ ; 
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Perplex'd  and  ftudious  to  contrive 

To  whom,  and  how,  not  what  to  give; 

His  pious  frauds  conceal  the  name. 

And  fkreen  the  modeft  man  from  fhamc. 

Whoe'er  would  heavenly  treafures  raife. 

Mull  grant  the  boon,  efcape  the  praile. 

But  his  immcnfe  and  endlefs  gain 

No  private  charities  could  drain: 

On  public  works  he  fix'd  his  mind. 

The  zealous  friend  of  human  kind. 

Convenient  inns  on  each  great  road 

At  his  own  proper  cofts  endow'rf. 

To  weary  caravans  afford 

Refredimeut,  both  at  bed  and  board. 

From  Thames,  the  Tilier,  and  the  Rhine, 

Nations  remote  with  Ali  dine  ; 

In  various  tongues  his  bounty's  blefl. 

While  with  furprife  the  flranger  gueft 

Does  here  on  unbought  dainties  feafli 

See  flately  palaces  arile. 

And  gilded  domes  invade  the  flcies. 

Say,  mufe,  what  lords  inhabit  here  ? 

Nor  favourite  eunuch,  prince,  nor  peer  ? 

The  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind,  the  fick. 

The  ideot,  and  the  lunatic. 

He  ciirL'd  each  nver's  fwclling  pride. 

O'er  the  reludlant  murmuring  tide 

From  bank  to  bank  his  bridges  ftride. 

A  thoufand  gracious  deeds  were  done, 

Bury'd  in  filenCe  and  anknovvn. 

At  length,  worn  out  with  years  and  care, 

Sha  Abbas  dy'd;  left  his  young  heir 

Sha  Sefl,  unexperienc'd,  raw, 

By  his  flern  father  kept  in  av^re ; 

To  the  feraglio's  walls  confin'd, 

Bi\rr'd  fiom  the  convcrfe  of  mankind. 

Strange  jealoufy  !  a  certain  rule. 

To  breed  a  tyrant  and  a  fooL 

Still  Ali  was  prime  minifler. 

But  had  not  much  his  mafter's  ear; 

Walk'd  on  unfaithful,  flippery  ground^, 
I  ill  an  occafion  could  be  found 

To  pick  a  quarrel ;  then,  no  doubt. 

As  is  the  mode  at  court — turn  out. 

Sha  Sefi,  among  eunuchs  bred. 

With  them  convers'd,  by  them  was  led  ;' 

Beardlefs,  half-men  •  in  whofe  falfe  breafls. 

Nor  joy,  nor  love,  nor  friendfhip,  rells. 

There  fpight  and  pining  envy  dwell, 

And  rage  as  in  their  native  hell ; 

For,  confcious  of  their  own  difgrace 

Each  excellence  they  would  debafe, 

.•^nd  vent  their  fpleen  on  human  race. 

This  Ali  found.     Strange  fenfelefs  lies 

And  inconliflent  calumnies 

They  buz  into  the  monarch's  ears, 

And  he  believes  all  that  he  hears. 

"  Great  prince,"  faid  they,  "  Ali,  your  flave— 

"  Whom  we  acknowledge  wife  and  brave — 

•'  Yet  pardon  us — we  can't  but  fee 

"  His  boundlefs  pride  and  vanity : 

"  His  bridges  triumph  o'er  each  tide, 

"  In  their  own  channels  taught  to  glide. 

"  Each  beggar,  and  each  lazy  drone, 

"  His  fubjed:,  more  than  yowrs,  is  grown  : 
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"  And  for  a  palace  Icavet  hh  cell, 

••  Where  Xerxes  might  be  proud  to  dwell. 

"  His  inns  for  travellers  provide, 

"  Strangers  are  lifted  on  his  fide  : 

"  In  his  own  houfe  how  grand  the  fcene  ! 

"  Tiffues  and  velvets  are  too  mean, 

"  Gold,  jewels,  pearls,  unheard  expence  I 

"   Sufpe<3;ed,  bold,  magnificence ! 

«•  Whence  can  this  flood  of  riches  flow  ? 

*♦  Examine  his  accounts,  you'll  know  : 

"  Your  eye  on  your  exchequer  caft, 

"  The  fecret  will  come  out  at  lafl.'* 

Ali  next  morn  (for  'twas  his  way 
To  rife  before  the  dawn  of  day) 
Went  early  to  the  council-board, 
Proftrate  on  earth,  his  king  ador'd. 
The  king,  with  countenance  fevere, 
t^ook'd  fternly  on  his  minifter  : 
"  Ali,"  faid  he,  "  I  have  been  told, 
"   Great  treafures,  both  in  gems  and  gold, 
«*  Were  left,  and  trufted  to  your  care; 
"  'Mong  thefe,  one  gem  exceeding  rare, 
*'  I  long  to  view  ;  which  was  (they  faid) 
"  A  ptefent  from  the  fultan  made, 
"  The  fineft  that  the  world  e'er  faw, 
"  White,  large,  and  fair,  without  a  flaw." 

Th'  unblemifh'd  Ali  thus  reply'd, 
"  Great  fir!  it  cannot  be  deny'd, 
"  'lis  brilliant,  beautiful,  and  clear, 
<«  The  Great  Mogul  has  not  its  peer. 
"  Pleafe  it  your  majefty,  to  go 
"  Into  the  treafury  below, 
**  You'll  wonder  at  its  piercing  ray, 
*  The  fun  gives  not  a  nobler  day." 

Together  now  they  all  defcend  ; 
Poor  Ali  nad  no  dther  friend. 
But  a  foul  faithful  to  its  truft, 
The  fure  afylum  of  the  juft. 
In  proper  clafles  now  are  feen 
The  diamonds  bright,  and  emeralds  green; 
Pearls,  rubies,  fapphires,  next  appear, 
JDifpos'd  in  rows  with  niceft  care. 
The  king  views  all  with  curious  eyes. 
Applauds  with  wonder  and  furprife. 
Their  order  and  peculiar  grace, 
Each  thing  adapted  to  its  place ; 
The  reft  with  envious  leer  behold, 
And  ftumble  upon  bars  of  gold, 
l^ext,  in  an  amber  box,  is  inown 
The  nobleft  jewel  of  the  crown  : 
«  This,  fir,"  faid  he,  "  believe  your  flave, 
^  Is  the  fine  gem  the  fultan  gave  ; 
•*  Around  it  dart  its  beams  of  light, 
•'  No  comet  e'er  was  half  fo  bright.'' 
The  king  with  joy  the  gem  admires, 
Well-pleas'd,  and  half-convinc'd,  retire*. 
"  Ali,"  faid  he,  "  with  you  I  dine ; 
"  Your  furniture,  I'm  told,  is  fine." 
V/ife  Ali,  for  this  favour  fhow'd, 
liurably  with  loweft  reverence  bow'd. 

At  All's  houfe  now  every  hand 
Jsbufy  at  their  lord's  command; 
Where  at  th'  appointed  hour  refort 
7"he  king  and  all  his  fplendid  court. 
Ali  came  forth  his  prince  to  meet, 
^nd;  hvAj  bowing,  kift'd  his  feet. 


On  all  his  compliments  beftotpj, 
Civil  alike  to  friends  and  foes. 
The  king,  impatient  to  behold 
His  furniture  of  gems  and  gold, 
From  room  to  room  the  chafe  purfued, 
With  curious  eyes  each  corner  view'd, 
Ranfack'd  th'  apartments  o'er  and  o'er, 
Each  clofet  fearch'd,  unlock'd  each  door ; 
But  all  he  found  was  plain  and  coarfe. 
The  meaneft  Perfian  fcarce  had  worfe; 
Thefe  AH  for  convenience  bought. 
Nor  for  expenfive  trifles  fought. 
One  door  a  prying  eunuch  fpy'd. 
With  bars  and  locks  well  fortify'd, 
Aud  now,  fecure  to  find  the  prize, 
Show'd  it  the  king  with  joyful  eyes. 
"  Ali,"  faid  he,  "  that  citadel 
"  Is  ftrong,  and  baricadoed  well  ? 
"  What  have  you  there  :"  Ali  reply'd, 
"  Oh,  fir,  there's  lodg'd  my  greateft  pride ; 
"  There  are  the  gems  1  value  mod, 
"   And  all  the  treafures  I  can  boaft-" 
All  now  convinc'd  of  his  difgrace. 
Triumph  appear'd  in  every  face. 
The  monarch  doubted  now  no  more ; 
-  The  keys  are  broi!ght,  unlock'd  the  door, 
When,  1    !  upon  the  wall  appear 
His  fliepherd's  weeds  hung  up  with  care. 
Nor  crook  nor  fcrip  was  wanting  there  ; 
Nor  pipe  that  tun'd  his  humble  lays. 
Sweet  folace  of  his  better  days  ' 
Then,  bowing  low,  he  touch'd  his  breaft. 
And  thus  the  wondering  king  addrefl : 
"  Great  Prince  !   your  Ali  is  your  flave, 
"  To  ycu  belong  whate'er  I  have ; 
"  Goods,  houfe,  are  yours,  nay  ynurs  this  head, 
"   For  fpcii  the  word,  and  I  am  dead  : 
"  Thefe  moveables,  and  thefe  alone, 
"  I  may  with  juftice  call  my  own. 
"  Your  royal  fire,  Abbas  the  Great, 
"  Whom  nations  proftrate  af  his  feet 
''  On  earth  ador'd;  whofe  foul  at  reft, 
**  In  paradifc  a  welcome  gueft, 
"  *  Enjoys  its  full,  and  fragrant  bower*, 
"  Or  wantons  upon  beds  of  flowers, 
"  While  the  pure  ftream,  in  living  rills, 
"  From  rocks  of  adamant  diftils, 
^'  And  black-ey'd  nymphs  attend  his  nod, 
"  Fair  daughters  of  that  bleft  abode  : 
*'  By  his  command,  I  left  the  plain, 
"  An  humble,  but  contented  fwain. 
"  Nor  fought  I  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  place ; 
^'  All  thefe  were  owing  to  his  grace  ; 
"  'Fwas  his  mere  bounty  made  me  great, 
"  And  fix'd  me  here,  in  this  high  feat, 
"  The  mark  of  envy.     Much  he  gave, 
*'  But  yet  of  nought  depriv'd  his  flave  : 
"  He  touch'd  not  thefe.     Alas !  whofe  fpite, 
"  Whofe  avarice,  wuuld  thefe  excite  i 
"  My  old,  hereditary  right '. 
"  Grant  me  but  thefe,  Great  Prince,  once  more, 
"  Grant  me  the  pleafure  to  be  poor, 
"  'I'his  fcrip,  thefe  homely  weeds,  I'll  wear, 
"  The  bleating  flocks  ftiall  be  my  care; 

I        *  Slub  is  the  F^radije  the  Turks  ex^eSK 
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**  Th'  employ  that  did  my  youth  engage, 
*  Shall  be  the  comfort  of  my  age." 
The  king,  amaz'd  at  fuch  a  fcorn 
Of  riches,  in  a  ftiepherd  born ; 
**  How  fears  that  foul,"  faid  he, "  above 
"  The  courtier's  hate,  or  monarch's  love  1 
•5  No  power  fuch  virtue  can  efface, 
"  No  jealcus  malice  ihall  difgrace. 
"  Wealth,  grandeur,  pomp,  are  a  mere  cheat, 
*  But  this  is  to  be  truly  great." 
While  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  face, 
He  clafp'd  him  in  a  clofe  embrace ; 
Then  caus'd  himfclf  to  be  undreft. 
And  cloth'd  him  in  his  royal  vcft  : 
The  greateft  honour  he  could  give, 
Or  Perfian  fubjedls  can  receive. 

THE  SWEET-SCENTED  MISER. 

Tell  me,  my  noble  generous  friend, 

With  what  defign,  and  to  what  end. 

Do  greedy  fools  heap  up  with  care 

That  pelf,  which  they  want  heart  to  ihare  ? 

What  other  pleafure  can  they  know, 

But  to  enjoy,  or  to  beflow  ? 

Affts  of  benevolence  and  love 

Give  us  a  tafte  oi  heaven  above ; 

We  imitate  th'  immortal  powers, 

Whofe  fun-(hine,  and  whofe  kindly  (howers, 

Refrefla  the  poor  and  barren  ground. 

And  plant  a  paradife  around  : 

But  this  mean,  fneaking  avarice. 

Is  a  collection  of  all  vice. 

Where  this  foul  weed  but  taints  the  place, 

Nor  virtue  grows,  nor  worth,  nor  grace; 

The  foul  a  defert  wafte  remains, 

And  ghaftly  defolation  reigns. 

But  where  will  thefe  grave  morals  tend  ? 

Pardon  my  zeal,  dear  courteous  friend ; 

The  province  of  my  humbler  vein. 

Is  not  to  preach,  but  entertain. 

Gripe,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
Was  good  for  nothing,  but  to  fave  ; 
Mammon  his  God,  to  him  alone 
He  bow'd,  and  his  fhort  creed  was  known : 
On  his  thumb-nail  it  might  be  wrote, 
"  A  penny  fav'd's  a  penny  got." 
This  rich  poor  man  was  jogging  down. 
Once  on  a  time,  from  London  town  ; 
With  him  his  fon,  a  handy  lad  : 
To  drefs  his  daddy — or  his  pad  : 
Among  his  dealers  he  had  been, 
And  all  their  ready  cafli  fwcpt  clean. 
Gripe,  to  fave  charges  on  the  road, 
At  each  good  houfe  cramm'd  in  a  load ; 
With  boil'd  and  roaft  his  belly  fill'd. 
And  greedily  each  tankard  fwill'd  : 
How  favoury,  how  fweet  the  meat ! 
How  good  the  drink  when  others  treat  \ 

Now  on  the  road  Gripe  trots  behind, 
Por  weighty  reafons  (as  you'll  find)  : 
The  boy  foon  long'd  to  take  a  whet. 
His  horfe  at  each  fign  made  a  itt. 
And  he  fpurr'd  on  with  great  regret. 
This  the  old  man  obferv'd  with  pain, 
"  Ah  I  fon,"  faid  he,  "  the  way  to  gain 
f*  Wealth  (o«(  thief  gofld)  is  to  abftaiaj 
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"  Check  each  expenfive  appetite, 

*•  And  make  the  mod  of  every  mite  : 

"  Confider  well,  my  child,  G  think 

"  What  numbers  are  undone  by  drink ! 

"  Hopeful  young  men !  who  might  be  great,    ' 

"  Die  well,  and  leave  a  large  eftatc  ; 

"  But,  by  lewd  comrades  led  aftray, 

*'  Guzzling,  throw  all  their  means  away. 

"  Tom  Dafli,  of  parts  acute  and  rare. 

'•  Can  fplit  a  fradtion  to  a  hair ; 

"  Knows  Wingaie  better  than  his  creed, 

"  Can  draw  ftrong  ale, or  a  weak  deed; 

"  By  precedents  a  bond  can  write, 

"  Or  an  indenture  tripartite  ; 

"  Can  meafure  land,  pafture,  or  wood, 

"  Yet  never  purchas'd  hal."  i  rood. 

"  Whom  all  thefe  liberal  arts  adorn, 

"  Is  he  not  rich  !  as  fheep  new  Ihorn  ! 

"  The  reafon  need  not  far  be  foujfht, 

"  For  three-pence  gain'd,  he  fpends  a  groat. 

"   There's  Billy  Blowfe,  that  merry  fellow, 

•'  So  wondrous  witty  when  he's  mellow  ; 

"  Ale  and  mundungus,  in  defpite 

"  Of  nature,  make  the  clown  polite. 

"  When  thofe  rich  fteams  chafe  his  dull  head, 

"  What  flowers  fhoot  up  in  that  hot-bed  ! 

"  His  jells,  when  fogs  his  temples  fhroud, 

"  Like  the  fun  burfting  through  a  cloud, 

"  Blaze  out,  and  dazzle  all  the  crowd  : 

"  They  laugh,  each  wag's  exceeding  gay, 

"   While  he,  poor  ninny  !  jokes  away 

"  By  night,  whate'er  he  gets  by  day. 

"  To  thefe  examples  1  might  add 

"  A  'iquirc  or  two,  troth  full  as  bad  ; 

"  Who,  dooni'd  by  heaven  for  their  fins, 

•'  Mind  iicthing  but  their  nipperkins  f 

"   But  chtfe,  at  this  time,  fhall  fuffice; 

"  By  faving,  boy,  that  is,  be  wife." 

Now,  mufe,  come  hold  thy  nofe,  and  tell 
What  doleful  accident  befel ; 
His  horfe  fet  hard,  an  ancient  hack. 
That  twice  ten  years  carry'd  a  pack. 
But  fuch  a  cargo  ne'er  before ; 
He  had  him  cheap,  and  kept  him  poor  j 
His  bowels  ftuft  with  too  much  meat, 
He  fat  uneafy  in  his  feat. 
And  riggl^d  often  to  and  fro, 
With  painful  gripings  gnaw'd  below. 
His  diftance  yet  in  hope  to  gain. 
For  the  next  inn  he  fpurs  amain ; 
In  hafte  alights,  and  feuds  away. 
But  time  and  tide  for  no  man  flay. 
No  means  can  five  whom  heaven  has  curft, 
For  out  th*  impetuous  torrent  burft. 
Struck  dumb,  aghaft  at  firft  he  flood, 
Andfcrarch'd  his  head  in  penfive  mood: 
But,  wifely  judt^ing  'twas  in  vain 
To  make  an  outcry,  and  complain, 
Of  a  bad  bargain  made  the  bell, 
And  lull'd  his  troubled  foul  to  reft. 
Back  he  return'd  with  rueful  face, 
And  fnuffled  through  the  houfe  apace ; 
My  landlady  fcreams  out  in  hafte, 
"  Old  gentleman,  ho  ! — where  fo  faft  ? 
"  Before  you  go,  pray  pay  your  (hot, 
"  This  joungman  here  has  drunk  a  pot."^ 


} 
} 


§4* 


THE    WORKS   OF   SOMERVIlE. 


"  A  pot  1"  faid  Gripe ;  "  oh,  the  young  rogue  1 
"  Ah,  ruinous,  expenfive  dog  ;" 
And,  muttering  curfes  in  his  ear, 
l,ook'd  like  a  witch  with  hellifli  leer; 
But,  finding  'twas  in  vain  to  fret, 
puU'd  out  his  catfkin,  j-aid  the  debt. 

This  point  adjufted,  on  they  fare, 
Ambrofial  fweets  perfume  the  air  : 
The  younker,  by  the  fragrafit  fcent. 
Perceiving  now  how  matters  wedt, 
Laugh'd  inwardly,  could  fcarce  contain, 
And  kept  his  countenance  with  pain. 
At  lafl  he  cries,  "  Now,  fir,  an't  pleafe, 
"  I  hope  you're  better,  and  at  eafe." 
"  Better,  you  booby  ! — 'tis  all  out" — 
"  What's  out  ?"  faid  he.  "  You  drunken  lout  I 
«  All  in  my  trowfers — well — no  matter; — 
•'  Not  great — th'  expence  of  fnap  and  water  5 
"  This  charge — if  times  are  not  too  hard, 
"  By  management  may  be  repair'd  : 
"  But,  oh  !  that  damn'd  confounded  pot ! 
"  Extravagant,  audacious  fot ; 
"  This,  this  indeed,  my  foul  does  grieve, 
"  There's  two-pence  loft  without  retrieve!" 

THE  INCURIOUS  BENCHER. 
At  Jenny  Mann's,  where  herpes  meet. 
And  lay  their  laurels  at  her  feitt ; 
The  modern  Pallas,  at  whofe  ftirine 
They  bow,  and  by  whofe  aid  they  dine : 
Colonel  Brocade  among  the  reft 
Was  ever^'  day  a  welcome  gueft. 
One  night  as  carelefsly  he  flood. 

Cheering  his  reins  before  the  fire, 
(So  every  true-born  Briton  fhould) 

Like  that,  he  cbaf 'd,  and  fum'd,  with  ire. 
"  Jenny,"  faid  he,  "   tis  very  hard, 
"  That  no  man's  honour  can  be  fpar'd ; 
"  If  I  but  fup  witli  Lady  Duchefs, 
*'  Or  play  a  game  at  ombre,  fuch  is 
•*  The  malice  of  the  world,  'tis  faid, 
*'  Although  his  Grace  lay  drunk  in  bed, 
"   Twas  I  that  caus'd  his  aching  head. 
"  If  Madam  Doodle  would  be  witty, 
•'  And  I  am  fummon'd  to  the  city, 
"  To  play  at  blind-man's-buff,  or  fo, 
"  What  won't  fuch  hellini  malice  do  ? 
•'  If  I  but  catch  her  in  a  corner, 
•»  Humph — 'tis,  Vour  fervunt,  Colonel  Horner 
"  But  rot  the  fneering  fops,  if  e'er 
"  I  prove  it,  it  lliall  coft  them  dear; 
•'  1  fwear  by  this  dead-doing  blade, 
"  Dreadful  examples  (hall  be  made  : 
•'  What — can't  they  drink  bohea  and  cream, 
"  But  (d — n  them)  I  muft  be  their  theme  i 
"  Other  men's  buCnefs  let  alone, 
"  Why  fliould  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?" 

As  thus  he  rav'd  with  all  his  might 
(How  infecure  from  Fortune's  fpight, 
Alas',  is  every  mortal  wight!) 
To  (how  his  ancient  fpleen  to  Mars, 
Pierce  Vulcan  cauijht  him  by  the  a— > 
Stuck  to  his  fkirts,  infatiate  varlet ! 
And  fed  with  pleafure  on  tlic  fcarlet. 
Hard  by,  and  in  the  cornrr,  fate 
A  Bw-ncher  grave,  with  look  fedite, 
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Smoking  his  pipe,  warm  as  a  toaft. 

And  reading  over  laft  week's  poft  ; 

He  faw  the  foe  the  fort  invade, 

And  foon  fmelt  out  the  breach  he  made  ; 

But  not  a  word — a  little  fly 

He  look'd,  'tis  true,  and  from  each  eye 

A  fide-long  glance  fometimes  he  fent, 

To  bring  him  news,  and  watch  th'  event. 

At  length,  upon  that  tender  part 

Where  honour  lodge?  (as  of  old 

Authentic  Hudibras  has  told) 
The  bluftering  colonel  felt  a  fmart. 
Sore  griev'd  for  his  affronted  bum, 
Frifk'd,  fkip'd,  and  bounc'd  about  the  rootn  ; 
Then  turning  (hort,  "  Zounds,  fir !"  he  cries— » 
"  Pox  on  him,  had  the  fool  no  eyes  ? 
"  What !   let  a  man  be  burnt  alive  '." 

"  I  am  not,  fir,  inquifitive" 
(Reply'd  Sir  Gravity)  "  to  know 
"  Whate'er  your  honour's  pleas'd  to  do; 
"  If  you  will  burn  your  tail  to  tinder, 
"  Pray  what  have  I  to  do  to  hinder  ? 
"  Other  mens  bufinefs  let  alone, 
"  Why  (hould  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?'' 

Then,  knocking  out  his  pipe  with  care, 
Laid  down  his  penny  at  the  bar; 
And,  wrapping  round  his  frieze  furtout, 
Took  up  his  crab-tree,  and  walk'd  out. 

THE  BUSY  INDOLENT : 

A  TALE. 

Jack  Careless  was  a  man  of  parts, 

Well  fkiil'd  in  the  politer  arts, 

With  judgment  read,  with  humour  writ : 

Among  his  friends  paft  for  a  -wit : 

But  lov'd  his  eafe  more  than  his  meat, 

And  wonder'd  knaves  could  toil  and  cheat, 

T'  expofe  themfelves  by  bei.ng  great. 

At  no  levees  the  fuppliant  bow'd  ; 

Nor  courted  for  their  votes  the  crowd  : 

Nor  riches  nor  preferment  fought, 

Did  what  he  pleas'd,  fpoke  what  he  thought 

Conte.nt  within  due  bounds  to  live. 

And  v/hat  he  could  not  fpend,  to  give  : 

Would  whiff  his  pipe  o'er  nappy  ale. 

And  joke,  and  pun,  and  tell  his  tale  ; 

Reform  the  ftate,  lay  down  the  law. 

And  talk  of  lords  he  never  faw ; 

Fight  Marlborough's  battles  o'er  again. 

And  pufh  the  French  on  Blenheim's  plain  ; 

Difcourfe  of  Paris,  Naples,  Rome, 

Though  he  had  never  ftirr'd  from  home  : 

'Tis  true  he  travel'd  with  great  care, 

The  tour  of  Europe — in  his  chair. 

Was  loth  to  part  without  his  load. 

Or  move  till  morning  peep'd  abroad. 

One  day  this  honeft,  idle  rake. 
Nor  quite  afleep,  nor  well  awake. 
Was  lolling  in  his  elbow  chair. 
And  building  caftles  in  the  air  ; 
His  nipperkin  (the  port  was  good) 
Half  empty  at  his  elbow  ftood, 
Wlien  a  ftrange  noife  offends  his  ear, 
The  din  incrcas'd  as  it  came  near. 
And  in  his  yard  at  laft  he  view'd 
Of  farmers  a  great  multitude ; 
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Who  that  day,  walking  of  their  rounds, 

Had  difagreed  about  their  bounds; 

Andfure  the  difference  mud  be  wide, 

Where  each  does  for  himfelf  decide. 

Vollies  of  oaths  in  vain  they  fwear, 

Which  burft  hke  guiltlefs  bombs  in  air  ; 

And,  "  Thou'rt  a  knave  !"  and,   "  Thou'rt   an 

Is  banded  round  with  truth  enough. 

At  length  they  mutually  agree, 

His  worfhip  fliould  be  referee, 

Which  courteous  (Jack  confents  to  be  : 

Though  for  himfelf  he  would  not  budge) 

Yet  for  his  friends  an  arrant  drudge; 

A  confcience  of  this  point  he  made, 

With  pleafure  readily  obey'd. 

And  fhot  like  lightning  to  their  aid. 

The  farmers,  fummon'd  to  his  room, 

Bowing  with  awkvi^ard  reverence  come. 

In  his  great  chair  his  worlhip  fate, 

A  grave  and  able  magiflrate  : 

Silence  proclalm'd,  each  clack  was  laid, 

And  flippant  tongues  with  pain  obey'd. 

In  a  fliort  fpeech,  he  firft  computes 

The  vaft  expence  of  law  difputes. 

And  everlafling  chancery  fuits. 

With  zeal  and  warmth  he  railed  then 

Pack'd  juries,  iheriffs,  talefmen  1 

And  recommended  in  the  clofe, 

Good  neighbourhood,  peace,  and  repofp. 

Next  weigh 'd  with  care  each  man's  pretence, 

Perus'd  records,  heard  evidence, 

Obfcrv'd,  reply'd,  hit  every  blot, 

Unravel'd  every  Gordian  knot ; 

With  great  atftivity  and  parts, 

Inform'd  their  judgments,  won  their  hearts ; 
And,  without  fees,  or  time  mifpent. 

By  ftrength  of  ale  and  argument, 
Difpatch'd  them  home,  friends  and  content. 

Trufty.who  at  his  elbow  fate, 
And  with  furprife  heard  the  debate, 
Aftonifh'd,  could  not  but  admire 
His  ftrange  dexterity  and  fire  ; 
His  wife  difcernment  and  good  fenfe. 
His  quicknefs,eafe,  and  eloquence. 
"  Lord !  fir,"  faid  he,  "   I  can't  but  chide; 
"  What  ufcful  talents  do  you  hide  ! 
"  In  half  an  hour  you  have  done  more 
"  Than  Puzzle  can  in  half  a  fcore, 
"  With  all  the  pradice  of  the  courts, 
"  His  cafes,  precedents,  reports." 

Jack  with  a  fmile  reply'd,   "  'Tis  true, 
"  This  may  feem  odd,  my  friend,  to  you, 
"  But  give  me.not  more  than  my  due. 
"  No  hungry  judge  nods  o'er  the  laws, 
"  But  haftens  to  decide  the  caufe  : 
"  Who  hands  the  oar,  and  drags  the  chain, 
"  Will  ftruggle  to  be  free  again. 
"  So  lazy  men  and  indolent, 
"   With  cares  opprefs'd,  and  bufinefs  fpent, 
"  Exert  their  utmoft  powers  and  Ikill, 
••  Work  hard;  for  what  ?  Why,  to  fit  ftill. 
"  They  toil,  they  fweat,  they  v.'ant  no  fee, 
"  For  ev'n  floth  prompts  to  induftry. 
"  Therefore,  my  friend,  I  freely  own 
['  All  this  addrefs  I  now  have  fhown. 
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"  Ismere  impatience,  and  no  mere, 
"    To  lounge  and  loiter  as  before  : 
"  Life  is  a  fpan,the  world  an  inn     '    « 
"  Here,  Crrah,  t'  other  nipperkin." 

THE  YEOMAN  OF  KENT : 


A  YEOMAN  bold  (fuppofc  of  Kent) 

Liv'd  on  his  own,  and  paid  no  rent; 

Manur'd  his  own  paternal  land. 

Had  always  money  at  command. 

To  purchafe  bargains,  or  to  lend, 

T'  improve  his  itock,  or  help  a  friend  J 

At  Creffy  and  Poitiers,  of  old. 

His  anceftors  v/ere  bowmen  bold; 

Whofe  good  yew  bows,  and  fmews  llrong. 

Drew  arrows  of  a  cloth-)* ard  long; 

For  England's  glory,  ftrevv'd  the  plain 

With  barons,  counts,  and  princes  flain. 

Belov'd  by  all  the  neigiibourhood, 

For  his  delight  was  doing  good  : 

At  every  mart  his  word  a  law. 

Kept  all  the  (huffling  knaves  in  awe. 

How  juft  is  heaven,  and  how  true. 

To  give  to  fuch  defert  its  due  ! 

'Tis  in  authentic  legions  faid, 

Two  twins  at  once  had  blefs'd  his  bed; 

Frank  was  the  eldefl,  but  the  other 

Was  honefl  Numps,  his  younger  brother; 

That,  with  a  face  effeminate,  •% 

And  fliape  too  fine  and  delicate,  C 

Took  after  his  fond  mother  Kate,  j 

A  Franklin's  daughter.  Numps  was  rough, 

No  heart  of  oak  was  half  fo  tough, 

And  true  as  fleel,  to  cuff,  or  kick, 

Or  play  a  bout  at  double  ftiek. 

Who  but  friend  Numps  ?  While  Frank's  delight 

Was  more  (they  fay)  to  dance,  than  fight; 

At  Whitfon-ales  king  of  the  May,  -v 

Among  the  maid-,  brilk,  frolic,  gay,  C 

He  tript  it  on  each  holiday.  C 

Their  genius  different,  Frank  would  roam 

To  town  ;  but  Numpj,  he  flaid  at  home. 

The  youth  was  forward,  apt  to  learn, 

Could  foon  an  honelt  living  earn  ; 

Good  company  would  always  keep, 

Was  known  to  Falftaff  in  Eaft-cheap ; 

Threw  many  a  merry  main,  could  bully, 

And  put  the  doftor  on  his  cully  ; 

Piy'd  hard  his  work,  and  learnt  the  waj', 

To  watch  all  night,  and  flecpallday. 

Flufh'd  with  fuccefs,  new  rigg'd,  and  cleanj 

Polite  his  air,  genteel  his  mien  : 

Accomplifli'd  thus  in  every  part. 

He  won  a  buxom  widow's  heart. 

Her  fortune  narrow  ;  and  too  wide, 

Alas     lay  her  concerns,  her  pride  : 

Great  as  a  duchefs,  Ihe  would  fcorn 

Mean  fare,  a  gentlewoman  born  ; 

Poor  and  expenfivc  !   on  my  life 

'Tass  but  the  devil  of  a  wife. 

Yet  Frank,  with  what  he  won  by  night, 

A  while  liv'd  tolerably  tight ; 
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And  fpoufe,  who  fomctimes  fate  till  morn 

At  cribbidge,  made  a  good  return. 

While  thus  they  liv'd  from  hand  to  mouth, 

She  laid  a  bantling  to  the  youth ; 

But  whether  'twas  his  own  or  no, 

My  authors  don't  pretend  to  know. 

His  charge  enhanc'd,  'tis  alfo  true 

A  lying-in  's  expenfive  too, 

In  cradles,  whittles,  fpice-bowls,  fact, 

Whate'er  the  wanton  goflips  lack  ; 

While  fcandal  thick  as  hail-fhoi  flies. 

Till  peaceful  bumpers  feal  their  eyes. 

Frank  decm'd  it  prudent  to  retire, 

And  vific  the  good  man  his  fire  ;  ' 

In  the  fiage-coach  he  feats  himfelf, 

Loaded  with  madam  and  her  elf ; 

In  her  right  hand  the  &)ral  plac'd,    ' 

Her  lap  a  China  orange  grac'd  :. 

Pap  for  the  babe  was  not  forgot; 

And  lullaby's  melodious  note, 

That  warbled  in  his  cars  all  day. 

Shorten'd  the  rugged,  tedious  way. 

Frank,  to  the  manfion-houfe  now  come, 

Rejoic'd  to  find  himfelf  at  home ; 

Neighbours  around,  and  coufms  went 

By  fcores,  to  pay  their  compliment. 

The  good  old  man  was  kind,  'tis  true. 

But  yet  a  little  Ihock'd,  to  view 

A  'fquire  fo  fine,  a  fight  fo  new. 
But  above  all,  the  lady  fair 

Was  pink'd,  and  deck'd  beyond  compare ; 
Scarce  a  fhrieve's  wife  at  an  aflize 
Was  drefs'd  fo  fine,  fo  roU'd  her  eyes : 
And  matter  too  in  all  his  pride, 
His  filver  rattle  by  his  fide. 
Would  fhake  it  oft,  then  flirillyfcream, 
More  noify  than  the  yeoman's  team ; 
With  taffals  and  with  plumes  made  proud, 
While  jingling  bells  ring  out  aloud. 
1'he  good  old  dame,  ravifli'd  outright, 
Ev'n  doated  on  fo  gay  a  fight ; 
Her  Frank,  as  glorious  as  the  morn ; 
Poor  Numps  was  look'd  upon  with  fcorn. 

With  other  eyes  the  yeoman  fage 
Beheld  each  youth  ;  nought  could  engage 
His  wary  and  difcerning  heart. 
But  fterling  worth  and  true  defert. 
At  laft,  he  could  no  longer  bear 
Such  ftrange  fophiflicatcd  ware ; 
He  cries  (enrag'd  at  this  odd  fcene) 
"  What  can  this  foolifh  coxcomb  mean, 
*'  Who,  like  a  pedlar  with  his  pack, 
•'  Carries  his  riches  on  his  back  ? 
•'  Sooo  (hall  this  blockhead  fink  my  rents, 
*•  And  alienate  my  tenements, 
"  Which  long  have  ftood  in  good  repair, 
"  Nor  funk,  nor  rofe,  from  heir  to  heir; 
"  Still  the  fame  rent  without  advance, 
**  Since  the  Black  Prince  firit  conqucr'd  France 
"  But  now,  alas '.  all  muft  be  loft, 
"  And  all  my  prudent  projeds  croft. 
"  Brave  honeft  race  !  Is  it  thus  then 
"  We  dwindle  into  gentlemen  ? 
"  But  I'll  prevent  this  foul  difgrace, 
"  Thii  butterfly  from  hence  I'll  chafe." 


He  faddles  Ball  without  dcJay, 
To  London  town  direAs  his  way ; 
There  at  the  Herald's  office  he 
Took  out  his  coat,  and  paid  his  fee, 
And  had  it  cheap,  as  wits  agree. 
A  lion  rampant,  fteut  and  able. 
Argent  the  field,  the  border  fable ; 
The  gay  efcutcheon  look'd  as  fine, 
As  any  new-daub'd  country  fign. 
Thus  having  done  what  he  decreed. 
Home  he  returns  with  all  his  fpeed  : 
"  Here,  fon,"  faid  he,  "  fincc  you  will  be 
"  A  gentleman  in  fpight  of  me ; 
"  Here,  fir,  this  gorgeous  bauble  take, 
"  How  well  it  will  become  a  rake  ! 
"  Be  what  you  feem :  this  is  your  fharc ; 
"  But  honefl;  Numps  ftiall  be  my  heir  ; 
"  To  him  I'll  leave  my  whole  eilate, 
"  Lefl  my  brave  race  degenerate. 

THE  HAPPY  LUNATIC. 
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When  faints  were  cheap  in  good  Nol's  reign,^ 

As  Cnners  now  in  Drury-Lane  ; 

Wrapt  up  in  myfleries  profound, 

A  faint  perceiv'd  his  head  turn  round  : 

Whether  the  fweet  and  favoury  wind,      » 

That  fhould  have  been  difcharg'd  behind, 

For  want  of  vent  had  upward  fled, 

And  feiz'd  the  fortrefs  of  his  head; 

Ye  fage  philofophers,  debate  : 

I  folve  no  problems  intricate. 

That  he  was  mad,  to  me  is  clear, 

Elfe  why  (hould  he,  whofe  nicer  ear 

Could  never  bear  church-mufic  here. 

Dream  that  he  heard  the  bleft  above. 

Chanting  in  hymns  of  joy  and  love  ? 

Organs  themfelves,  which  were  of  yore 

The  mufic  of  the  fcarlet  whore. 

Are  now  with  tranfport  heard.     In  fine, 

Ravifli'd  with  harmony  divine, 

All  earthly  blcflings  he  defies, 

The  gueft  and  favourite  of  the  flcles. 

At  laft,  his  too  oflicious  friends 

The  doiSlor  call,  and  he  attends  ; 

The  patient  cur'd,  demands  his  fee. 

"  Curfc  on  thy  farting  pills  and  thee," 

Reply 'd  the  faint :  "  ah  !  to  my  cofb 

"  I'm  cur'd ;  but  where's  the  heaven  I  loft  ? 

"  Go,  vile  deceiver,  get  thee  hence, 

"  Who'd  barter  paradife  for  fenfe  i" 

Ev'n  fo  bemused  (that  is,  pofleft), 
With  raptures  fir'd,  and  more  than  bleft  ? 
In  pompous  epic,  towering  odes, 
I  ftrut  with  heroes, feaft with  gods; 
Enjoy  by  turns  the  tuneful  quire. 
For  me  they  toueh  each  golden  lyre. 
Happy  delafion  !  kind  deceit ' 
Till  you,  my  friend,  reveal  the  cheat; 
Your  eye  fevere,  traces  each  fault. 
Each  fwelling  word,  each  tinfel  thought* 
Cur'd  of  my  frenzy,  I  defpife  ", 

Such  trifles,  flript  of  their  difgulfe,  J 

Convinc'd,  and  miferably  wife.  J 


THE 


POETICAL    W0RK1S 


OS 


WILLIAM    PATTISON, 


Containing 


ABELARD  TO  ELOISA, 
BOSAMOND  TO    HENRY, 
HENRY   TO    ROSAMOND, 
YARICO   TO   INKLE, 
MORNING  CONTEMPLATION, 
HOUR-GXASS. 


ODES, 

SONGS, 

EPISTLES, 

EPIGRAMS, 

IMITATIONS, 

TRANSLATlONgj 


bv.  y^.  bv. 


Ts  wbich  I<  pteSxed 


THE    LIFE    OF    THE   AUTHOR, 


X 


The  honours  which  from  verfe  their  fource  derive^ 
Shall  both  furmount  detradlion,  and  furvivei 
And  poets  have  unqiieftion'd  right  to  claim, 
If  not  the  greateft,  the  moft  lading  name. 

CON'GREVE's  EPISTLE  TO  HALIFAX, 


EDINBURGH: 

PRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSS* 
4mo  175)4. 


THE  LIFE  OF  PJTTISON. 


O'  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  William  Pattifon,  a  youth  of  a  very  extraordinary  genius,  few  particu- 
lars have  been  tranfaiitted  by  his  contemporaries ;  and  for  thefc  we  are  chiefly  indebted  to  the 
anonymous  editor  of  hie  poems,  who  was  enabled  to  perform  "  this  adb  of  juftice  to  his  memory," 
by  a  cafual  acquaintance,  the  infpcdtion  of  his  literary  correfponJence,  and  the  communications  of 
his  friends  "  in  the  north,  and  at  Cambridge.'' 

As  the  refearches  which  have  been  made  in  the  two  feminaries  of  Appleby,  and  Sidney  College, 
to  which  this  unfortunate  fcholar  belonged,  have  furnifhed  no  new  memorials  of  his  perfon  or  his 
genius,  the  prefent  writer  muft  content  himfclf  with  repeating  the  few  melancholy  incidents, 
which  have  hitherto  formed  the  flender  hiftory  of  his  life. 

He  was  born  at  Peafmarfli,  near  Rye,  in  the  county  of  SufTcx,  in  lyafi,  of  a  family  in  no  refpcd 
illullrious  ;  his  father  being  a  farmer  at  that  place,  who  rented  a  confiderable  eftate  belonging  to 
the  Earl  of  Thanet. 

In  his  early  childhood,  having  difcovered  the  mod  promifmg  marks  of  lively  parts,  and  a  great 
propenfity  to  learning,  and  his  father  being  unable  to  give  him  a  fuitab'e  education,  he  obtained 
the  patronage  of  the  Earl  of  Thanet,  who  placed  him  at  the  free-fchool  of  Appleby,  in  Weflmore- 
land,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Banks,  a  teacher  of  eminent  learning  and  abilities. 

After  the  death  of  Mr.  Banks,  he  continued  about  two  years  under  the  care  of  his  fucceffor,  Mr. 
Thomas  Nevinfon  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  during  which  time  he  chiefly  applied  himfelf  to  the 
fludy  of  claflical  literature  and  poetry. 

About  this  time,  he  became  acquainted  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Noble,  fchoolmafler  at  Kirkby  Ste- 
phen, a  man  of  letters,  and  an  excellent  critic  in  poetry,  who  ufed  frequently  to  read  the  claflics 
with  him,  taught  him  how  to  difcern  the  beauties  and  the  faults  of  authors,  defcribed  to  him  the 
difference  between  falfe  wit  and  judicious  Vv-riting,  and  gave  him  fuch  intlrucStions  towards  the  ad- 
vancement of  his  knowledge,  and  the  refinement  of  his  tafte,  as  proved  very  advantageous  to  hini 
in  the  profecution  of  hisftudies. 

Mr.  Nevinfon  being  prefented  to  a  living  in  Northumberland,  refigned  the  fchool,  and  was  fuc- 
ceeded  by  Mr.  Richard  Yates  of  Queen's  College  (the  prefentatioa  to  the  fchool  being  in  that 
College),  under  whofe  care  he  continued  about  a  year. 

While  he  was  at  fchool,  he  happened  to  contract  a  debt,  of  about  ten  pounds,  for  books,  to  three 
bookfel'ers  in  Peniith,  who  rudely  demanded  payment.  Having  no  money,  ncr  any  friend  who 
could  advance  him  that  fum,  he  wrote  an  OJt  upon  Chrifmas  Day,  and  prefented  it  to  Sir  Chrifto- 
pher  Mufgrave,  Bart,  at  Edenhall,  who  was  fo  much  pleafed  with  it,  that  he  ordered  his  chaplain  t3 
pay  immediately  what  money  he  owed  for  books. 

Some  time  after,  he  addrefl"ed  an  OJs  to  Johh  Tufton,  FJq.,  nephew  to  the  Earl  of  Thanet,  In  which 
his  acknowledgments  to  the  Tufton  family  are  finely  exprelTed,  and  for  which  he  was  very  handf 
fomely  rewarded. 

Shortly  after,  he  ridiculed  the  pretenfions  of  thT^pe  poetical  coxcombs,  who,  at  that  time,  pef- 
tered  the  fchool  with  th^Jr  nonfenfical  rhymes,  by  the  following  tranfpofition  of  Dryden's  §ne  epi- 
gram on  Milton,  M  m  ii 
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Tbree  poetafters  in  one  age  were  born. 
And  all  at  once  did  AppUby  adorn  ; 
'I'htfrji  in  penury  of  thought  furpaft, 
In  rumbling  cant  the  next,  in  both  the  laji  ; 
The  force  oidulnfs  could  no  farther  go. 
To  make  a  third,  flie  joined  the  lormer  t%vi. 

Thouo^h  he  avowed,  upon  every  occafioo,  the  obligations  he  was  under  to  the  Thanet  family,  yet 
he  had  the  mi^fortune,  by  fome  mifunderftanding,  to  experience  the  negledl  of  his  noble  patron 
before  he  left  Appleby ;  in  confequence  of  which,  his  eleftion  to  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  purfuant 
to  the  foundation,  was  prevented,  and  he  returned  home  to  his  parents.  He  left  Appleby  fchool 
in  1723;  and  the  year  following,  he  was  fent  to  Sidney  College,  Cambridge,  "  wholly  through 
means  of  his  mother's  indulgence,  whom  he  ever  declared  to  be  the  mofi.  tender,  as  his  father  was 
one  of  the  moft  rigid  parents." 

As  foon  as  he  was  fettled  in  the  ITnlvcrGty,  he  wrote  an  Epiflle  to  a  Friend  in  the  north,  which 
contains  an  elegant  and  interefting  defcription  of  a  college  life. 

At  Cambridge,  as  at  Appleby,  poetry  was  his  favourite  purfuit,  and  angling  the  chief  alleviation 
of  his  ftudies ;  for  he  was  always  averfe  to  the  puHic  dfputations,  and  on  a  particular  occafion,  ftiewed 
bii  refer.tment  a*,  being  carried  to  tht  fchools  by  the  -wranglers. 

As  the  brute  world  to  father  Adam  came, 

Requeftiqg,  with  inquiring  looks,  a  name. 

To  every  beaft  a  title  he  aflign'd, 

And  nominated  all  the  fylvan-kind. 

So  favage  multitudes  about  me  throng; 

Did  Adam's  talent  but  to  me  belong ! 

Yet  though  they  cheat  the  world  by  their  difguife, 

They  are  bat  ajfa  to  poetic  eyes. 

He  was  conlidered  as  a  youth  of  much  hope  ;  and  the  proofs  which  he  exhibited  of  xntellecflual 
energy,  and  literary  powers,  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  the  moft  diftinguiflied  fcholars  in  tht 
Univerfity. 

While  his  poetical  compolitions  obtained  him  a  high  reputation  among  men  of  wit  and  learning, 
his  companionable  talents,  and  the  fcftivity  of  his  converfation,  procured  him  a  ready  admiflion  to 
the  circles  of  elegance  and  fafhion. 

Few  men  came  into  company  better  qualified  to  pleafe,  or  to  inftrudl ;  but  it  was  his  misfortune 
to  fpliton  thcrockof  mifapplication;  for  he  made  that  which  fhould  have  been  only  an  amufement, 
his  principal  purfuit,  and  fuffcrcd  himfelf  to  be  deluded  from  the  rugged  paths  of  ftudy,  by  the 
fifcination  of  elegant  fociety,  and  the  dreams  of  a  warm  and  voluptuous  imagination.  This  latter 
difpoCtioa  led  him  into  fome  juvenile  imprudences,  which  expofed  him  to  the  cenfure  of  his  tutor, 
vhofe  temper,  it  is  faid,  was  ill  qualified  to  reconcile  him  to  the  difcipline  of  the  College. 

The  grounds  of  the  quarrel  betv.'een  him  and  his  tutor  cannot  at  this  time  be  known  ;  but  it  ap- 
pears,  from  his  epiftolary  correfpondence,  that  "  the  rigour  with  which  his  tutor  treated  him  was 
not  eafy  to  brook,  and  he  could  very  ill  bear  reftraint ;"  and  he  tells  of  himfelf,  "  that  it  was  the 
threats  of  expulfion,  and  the  dread  of  fuch  a  fcandal,  which  made  him  cut  his  name  out  of  the  Col- 
lege book." 

He  left  the  Univcrfity,  whatever  was  the  caufe,  in  thoughtlefs  gaiety,  by  deputing  his  gown 
to  make  his  apology  in  the  following  verfes,  which  he  pinned  upon  it,  at  his  departure  : 

Whoever  gives  himfelf  the  pains  to  ftoop, 
And  take  my  venerable  tatters  up. 
To  his  prefuming  inquifition  I, 
Jn  loco  Fatti/oni  thus  reply  : 
Tir'd  with  the  fenfelefs  jargon  of  the  gown. 
My  mafter  left  the  coll<^e  for  the  town  ; 
W^here,  from  pedantic  drudgery  fccur'd. 
He  laughs  at  follies,  which  he  once  endur'd; 
And  fcorns  his  precious  minutes  to  regale, 
VVith  wretched  college  wit,  and  college  alej 
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Far  nobler  pleafures  open  to  his  view, 
Pleafures  for  ever  fvveet,  for  ever  new ! 
Bright  wit,  foft  beauty,  and  ambition's  fire 
Inflame  his  bofom,  and  his  mufe  infpire  ; 
While  to  his  few.  but  much  endearing  friends. 
His  love  and  humble  fir-vlci  he  commends. 

His  moft  Cncere  friends  exprefTed  their  concern  at  his  departure,  and  flrongly  urged  hint  either 
to  return,  or  at  lead  to  make  an  apology  for  his  behaviour  to  the  mafter  and  fellows  of  the  college. 
The  former  he  could  not  he  perfiiaded  to,  but  the  latter  he  readily  complied  with,  in  a  ftate  of 
his  cafe,  which  he  tranfmittcd  in  a  letter  to  one  of  his  friends. 

"  The  world  is  ever  inclined,"  fays  he, "  to  fufped;  us  of  partiality,  when  we  fpeak  of  ourfelves; 
and  it  is  unnatural  for  a  perfon  to  condemn  himfelf,  when  he  has  an  ad-verfary  fo  ready  as  mine  to 
deal  wiih,  I  was  going  to  fay,  fo  powerful,  without  confidering  the  validity  of  his  accufations,  which 
muft  be  proved.  If  they  are  found  to  be  true^  I  ftiall,  with  a  great  deal  of  rcfignation,yj/iOT;>  to  the 
cenfures  of  mankind i  and  when  he  has  honeftly  acquitted  himfelf  from  the  fame  charge  to  his  conference^ 
I  invite  him  to  throzv  thefirfljlone.  Here  is  a  field  of  fatire  opened  for  me ;  but  I  fcorn  to  draw  up- 
on a  naked  man,  and  fliall  content  myfelf.  But  I  hope,  the  abfolute  nectflity  of  fuck  a  proceeditut 
will,  in  fome  meafure,  excufe  me  to  that  ufual  indulgence,  which  the  mafler  and  the  felloivs  have  ever 
favoured  me  with,  efpecially  fince  it  is  the  laft  offence  [  am  likely  to  be  guilty  of." 

In  fupport  of  the  charge  againft  his  tutor,  the  following  authorities  are  produced  from  his  epifto* 
lary  correfpondence. 

"  I  advife  you,"  fays  Mr.  V/afe,  of  Sidney  College, "  to  fend  a  decent  epidle  to  the  mafler,  with 

an  impartial  account  of  the  ill  treatment  which  you  have  met  with  under  B ;  difplay  therein. 

hh  fevere  ufagc  m  moving  terms,   and  urge,  that  he  was  the  chief  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departing  hence, 

B is  not  as  yet  returned;  the  fellows  begin  in  an  open  manner  to  complain  of  his  mifbehaviour 

to  them,  and  difhonefy  to  his  creditors ;  they  have  met  together  twice,  to  confult  fome  means  of  re- 
AreSwi^'Cfit grievance  oi coV^tgtfervants  and  others^' 

"  B threatens,"  fays  Mr.    Wafe  in  another  letter,  "  to  give  you  trouble;  but  on  what 

fcore  is  unknown  to  me.*?  He  feems  exceedingly  incenfed  at  your  leaving  college,  counter  to  his  per- 
million ;  and,  for  the  defence  of  his  own  reputation  with  regard  to  you,  expofes  his  accounts,  and 
letters  from  your  friends,  to  every  curious  eye,  and  takes  no  fmall  pains  to  enumerate,  in  emphatical 
words,  what  mighty  fervices  he  has  done,  and  what  vaft  kindneffes  he  always  fhowed  you,  whiifl: 
in  college.  He  opened  his  book?,  to  my  view,  yefterday  morning,  wherein  I  perceive  you  fland  in- 
debted to  him,  all  matters  juftly  calculated,  but  for  a  mere  trifle;  for  he  has  your  caution-money  in 
his  cuftody,  being  ten  pounds,  and  exhibition  money,  &c.  to  receive  on  your  account;  all  whicli 
will  near  amount  to  a  complete  diiburfement  of  himfelf,  &c." 

"  I  know  of  no  feverities  from  his  tutor,"  fays  Mr.  Webber,  of  Peafmarlh,  "  but  what  were 
necefTary  to  make  him  fenfible  of  his  doings,  and  to  know  to  whom  he  was  indebted  for  his  fa- 
vours, which  I  am  fure  he  was  to  Mr.  B ." 

The  lafl  account,  if  not  wholly  true,  is  rendered  extremely  probable,  by  the  circumfiances  that 
may  reafonably  be  fuppofcd  to  have  mifguided  a  young,  enthufiallic,  ambitious  mind,  like  that  o£ 
Pattifon.  But  whatever  offices  of  friendlliip  his  tutor  might  fhew  him  while  under  his  care,  it 
was  ungenerous  to  expofe  his  private  affairs  after  his  departure  {  ail  obligations  being  cancelled, 
when  a  public  declaration  is  made  of  them. 

The  apology  which  he  made,  to  avert  the  l-ef)roach  of  expulfion,  met  with  a  reception  fo  very 
favourable,  as  renders  it  fufficiently  probable,  that  he  had  not  been  guilty  of  any  of  thofe  grofs  im- 
moralities, which  require  the  inflifhion  of  the  fevereft  flatutable  animadverfioii.  So  unwilling  was 
the  fociety  to  lofe  him,  that  his  exhibition  was  kept  in  firfpenfe:  for  fome  tiriie,  in  expedation  of  his' 
return  to  college.  His  friends  took  occafion,  from  this  circnmftance,  to  renew  their  folicitaticns^ 
and  with  feme  hopes  of  fuccefs.  "  I  will  be  at  Cambridge,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Wafe,  "  by 
next  Bivifion;  for  I  am  afraid  I  cannot  difpatch  affairs  before." 

But  he  only  talked  of  returning  ;  hi^  determination,  which  feems  never  to  have  been  very  fteadf^ 
feon  yielded  to  the  fnfdnating  pleafures  «f  irrefiflibl?  London.     "  I  meet  every  day,"  he  add#^, 
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"  with  very  great  encouragement  among  perfons  of  dllllndion,  and,  in  fhort,  live  fo  happily,  that 

1  begin  to  be  in  love  with  the  town." 

This  hnppinefs  was  but  of  fhort  duration  ;  and  his  life  became  the  forfeit  of  his  imprudence,  in 
not  returning  to  college,  after  his  friends  had  prepared  the  way  for  his  kind  reception. 

Upon  his  leaving  the  Univerfity,  in  1746,  he  had  recommendations  to  many  perfons  of  diflin- 
guiflied  rank  and  abilities  in  London,  by  whom  he  was  encouraged  to  publifti  a  coUedion  of  his 
poems  by  fubfcription.  He  fecms  to  have  been  introduced  to  Pope,  to  whom  he  addreffed  an  epijlle^ 
and  who  promoted  the  fubfcription  to  his  Mifcellany ;  and  he  lived  in  habits  of  familiar  intimacy 
and  correfpondence  with  Eufden  and  Harte. 

When  the  perfons  of  didindion,  by  whom  he  was  careffed  and  applauded,  became  quite  tired 
out,  by  repeated  afts  of  friendfnip,  he  fubfifted,  for  fome  time,  on  the  cafual  profits  of  the  fubfcrip- 
tion, till,  at  leno-th,  that  refource  failed,  and  he  appears,  by  the  following  letter,  to  have  been  re- 
duced to  fuch  extreme  indigence,  as  to  be  no  longer  able  to  procure  the  neceffaries  of  life. 

"  If  you  was  ever  touched,"  fays  he,"  with  a  fenfe  of  humanity,  confider  my  condition  ;  what  I 
am,  my  propofals  will  inform  you;  what  / Ziaw  i«B,  Sidney  College,  in  Cambridge,  can  witnefs; 
■what  IJhall  be  fome  few  hours  hence,  I  tremble  to  think. — Spare  my  blufties  1 — I  have  not  enjoyed 
the  common  neceffaries  of  life  for  thefe  two  days." 

What  effe(5l  this  application  met  with  is  unknown  ;  a  fiifpicion  is  infinuated,  that  it  was  difre- 
garded,  as  well  as  a  fimilar  application  to  Southerne  ;  but  it  would  be  a  d;fhonour  to  human  nature 
to  fuppofe,  that  fo  fmall  a  requeft  as  only  a  fubfcription  to  his  mifcellany,  met  with  a  denial. 

In  this  diftrefs,  which  was  aggravated  by  a  drooping  indifpofition,  he  found  a  friend  in  Mr.  H. 
Curll,  bookfclkr  in  the  Strand,  who  received  him  into  his  houfe,  in  the  beginning  of  June  1727, 
where  he  remained  about  a  month,  chiefly  employed  in  tranfcribing  his  poems  for  the  prefs,  in  order 
to  fulfil  his  engagements  to  his  fubfcribers. 

Shortly  after,  when  a  confiderabie  part  of  the  coUedion  was  printed,  he  was  fcized  with  the  fmall 
pox,  and  attended  by  Dr.  Pellet  (by  the  recommendation  of  his  friend  Eufden),  who  had  him  con- 
veyed to  the  houfe  of  a  nurfe,  eminent  for  her  (kill  and  care  in  that  difeafe,  in  St.  Clement's  parifh. 
No  care  was  wanting  on  the  part  of  Dr.  Pellet  to  have  faved  him,  and  the  greateft  hope:--  appeared 
of  his  recovery  ;  but  he  had  laid  his  affliSlions  to  heart,  and  all  medicinal  prefcriptions  were  ineffedual. 
A  fuddcn  and  unexpeded  turn  of  the  difeafe  put  an  end  to  his  life,  and  to  the  hopes  he  had  raifed 
in  all  that  knew  him,  of  becoming  one  of  the  mofl  eminent  poets  of  our  nation,  July  11.  1717,  in 
the  2ifl  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  upper  church  yard,  belonging  to  St.  Clement  Danes 
in  the  Strand. 

On  his  death  bed,  he  cxpreffcd  a  flrcng  defirc  to  be  reconciled  to  his  father,  who  had  withdrawn 
the  allowance  he  made  him  at  Cambridge  ;  but  he  not  only,  while  he  was  alive,  denied  him  this  fa- 
tisfadion,  but  even  rcfufed,  after  his  death,  to  perform  the  lad  offices  to  his  remains. 

The  editor  of  his  poems  obferves,  "  that  though  the  fmall-pox  contributed  to  deprive  us  offo 
great  a  genius,  yet  it  was  his  dying  declaration  :  His  heart  "was  broke,  through  the  misfortunes  he  had 
fallen  under ;  which,"  he  adds,  "  I  wilh  1  could  not  fay,  were  wholly  owing  to  himfelf.  It  mull  be  de- 
clared, that  his  fufferings  were  inexprelTible ;  and  to  fum  up  ail  in  the  words  of  his  friend  Mr. 
iiarte  ;    He  ivas  mifcraily  utifirtunate,  to  my  kiwivledge' 

The  Mifcellany,  for  which  he  took  fubfcriptlons,  was  printed  for  H.  Curll,  in  the  Strand,  in 
1718,  under  the  title  of.  The  Poetical  "works  of  Mr.  William  Fattifon,  late  of  Sidney  College,  Cambridge  ; 
which  included  Verfes  to  Mr.  fihn  Saunders,  The  Hour-Glafs,  The  Nightingale  and  Shepherd,  The  Court 
ofycnui,   Orpheus  and  Eurydice,  and  Verfes  to  Mr.  Mitchell,  publiihed  in  his  lifetime. 

It  appears,  by  his  letters,  that  he  intended  to  print  a  fecond  volume  of  M'fcclLjniet ,  which  were 

tranfcribed  for  the  prefs  by  himfelf,  confifting  of  feven   epiftles  of  an  intended   verfion  of  Ovid ; 

Safho  to  Phaon,  Paris  to  Helen,  Penelope  to  Ulyjfes,   Ariadne  to   Thefeus,  Oenone  to  Paris,  Dido  to  jEneasy 

hatdamia  to  Protefilaus,yi\l\\.  fomc  other  clajpcal  traii/lations  and  occajional  poems.      He  intended  alfo,  t© 

■  ivtitc  a  poem  on  Angling,  in  five  cantos. 

The  compiler  of  this  collcdion  thinks  he  has  feen  fomewhere  the  Poetical  Worh  of  Fattifon  men- 
ttcBcd  io  fwi  vol)imci ;  but  the  fccor.d  vol;ime,  if  it  wa^  indeed  printed,  has  eluded  his  in^uiriesr 


THE   LIFE   OF   PATTISO^.  J5i 

The  poems  which  were  publiflied,  and  thofe  which  were  printed,  but  not  publiftied,  in  his  lifetime, 
with  the  omiflion  of  a  few  little  pieces  offenlive  to  decency,  are  now,  for  the  fir  ft  time,  received 
into  a  coUeftion  of  clafllcal  Englifli  poetry. 

Of  his  familiar  manners  and  habits  of  ftudy,  the  following  account  Is  given  by  one  of  the  friends 
of  his  youth,  and  the  companions  of  his  (Indies  : 

"  Mr.  Pattifon  was  a  man  of  great  fpeculation,  and  confequently  a  lover  of  folltude.  Of  all  the 
books  he  ever  read,  Spenfer's  "  Faery  Queen"  delighted  him  moft.  He  had  read  that  book  through 
feveral  times  ;  and  I  do  not  queflion,  but  his  mind  received  a  richnefs  from  thefe  romantic  reprefen- 
tations  and  paradifaical  defcriptions.  He  was  no  lefs  pleafed  to  fee  any  of  thefe  reprefentations 
realized.  There  is  a  place  near  Appleby,  which,  by  rcafon  of  the  near  refcmbiance  it  has  to  fomc 
defcriptions  in  Cowley,  he  called  Co-wley's  Walk.  On  one  fide  of  the  walk  is  a  huge  rock,  grown  over 
with  mofs,  and  ivy  climbing  to  the  fides  of  it,  and,  in  fome  parts,  little  trees  fpring  out  of  the  crevices 
of^the  rock.  At  the  bottom  thereof  grows  a  wild  row  of  trees,  but  very  irregular  ;  and  indeed  every 
part  of  it  looks  aged  and  venerable.  In  this  rock  there  is  a  cave  naturally  arched  over  the  top,  in  form 
of  a  canopy,  and  the  borders  of  the  arch  are  edged  round  with  ivy,  which  hangs  down  and  over- 
Ihades  the  place,  and  from  hence  he  called  it  Hederinda.  At  the  foot  of  this  cave,  there  runs  a 
flream  of  water  quite  through  the  walk,  and  the  walk  is  a  level  plain,  which  has  on  one  hand  the 
water,  and  the  trees  and  a  precipice  on  the  other.  In  winter  time  it  looks  very  full  of  horror, 
when  nothing  remains  but  rugged  rocks  and  empty  waftes  ;  whereas  in  the  fpring  time,  the  Cnging 
of  the  birds,  the  fragrancy  of  the  flowers,  and  the. murmuring  of  the  flream,  greatly  contribute 
to  the  embelliftiment  of  the  place,  and  render  it  exceedingly  delightful.  Many  an  agreeable  after- 
noon has  he  amufed  away  in  this  place  with  a  friend  or  t«so,  and  many  a  moonlight  night  has  he 
retired  thither  to  indulge  himfelf  in  that  fadly  pleafing  melancholy  which  the  awful  folemnity  of  tha 
place  necelTarily  produces, 

"  He  was  a  great  admirer  of  angling.  A  great  inducement  to  his  becoming  a  fifher,  might 
probably  proceed  from  that  pleafant  gloom  of  thought,  which  the  murmuring  of  the  ftream  na- 
turally infpired  him  with,  and  which  is  the  fame  caft  of  mind,  that  inclined  him  to  admire  CoivUy's 
Walk.  He  was  fo  much  a  lover  of  this  diverfion,  that  he  ufed  frequently  to  fit  up  late,  and  fome- 
times  whole  fummer  nights,  upon  the  banks  of  his  Ituna,  with  his  angle  in  his  hand.  Here  he  ufecl 
very  often  to  write  verfes ;  and  I  have  heard  him  fay,  that  many  of  his  lines  owed  their  fmoothnefa 
and  harmony  to  thefe  llreams.  Here  it  was  he  wrote  thai  agreeable  philofophical  poem,  The  Morn- 
ing Contemplation. 

"  He  was  naturally  of  a  facetious  fancy,  and  (bowed  a  greater  maftery  in  no  kind  of  writing 
more  than  in  the  burlefque  manrer.  Add  to  this,  that  his  panegyric  was  always  genteel,  but  never 
fulfome,  and  his  fatire  poignant,  but  never  fcurrilous." 

Next  to  the  "  Faery  Queen,"  he  was  an  enthuCaftic  admirer  of  Browne's"  Britannia's  Paftorals," 
"  an  imperfedl:  copy  of  which  he  had  purchafed  for  a  (hilling,  and  which,  through  his  misfor- 
tunes, was  the  whole  library  he  left  behind  him." 

The  friend,  to  whom  he  addrclTed  the  Eprjlle  from  Cambridge,  fays,  in  a  letter,  "  that  even  aC 
fchool  an  early  fomlnefs  after  Ovid's  Epijiles  began  to  dawn  in  his  breaft  ;"  and, "  that  as  to  a  nevr 
tranfiation,  he  knew  none  more  equal  to  the  undertaking."  He  farther  confirms  his  opinion,  by 
the  fpecimen  Pattifon  fent  him,  in  this  definitive  fentence  of  his  vtrfification, "  your's  is  that  in 
Englijb,  which  Ov:J\  is  in  Latin."  His  friend,  Harte,  fcnt  hitn  a  letter,  only  two  days  before  his 
death,  containing  fome  judicious  remarks  on  his  verfion  of  Ovid,  which  is  preferved  in  the  Memoirt 
efhis  Life,  and  is  the  moll;  valuable  article  in  his  epiltolary  correfpondence. 

To  his  amiable  qualities,  and  agreeable  manners,  his  fchool-fcllows  and  fellow-collegians  bear 
ample  teflimony.  He  loved  and  efteemed,  and  was  efteemed  and  beloved  by  Mr.  Taylor,  Mr. 
Pvloche,  Mr.  Dickinfon,  Mr.  Hr.lfe,  Mr.  Ward,  Mj.  Wr.fe,  and  Mr.  Bunce  of  Cambridge;  and  held 
an  amicable  correfpondence  with  Pope,  Eufdcn,  and  Harte,  and  retained  tlie  afFedionate  regard  of 
ATr.  Yates,  of  Appleby  fchool,  Mr.  Noble,  of  Kirkby  Stephen  fchool,  and  of  his  dear  fr'.md  andfchool- 
fellezv,  'defigned  under  the  poetical  name  of  Florio.  Benevolence  of  difpofnion,  and  fenfibility  of 
temper,  in  an  cscefiivc  degree,  fcem  to  have  been  his  pe^ulirir  charadcriftics.     If,  in  feme  ij*« 
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itances,  he  courted  too  afllduoufly,  the  company  of  particular  circles,  it  ought  to  be  oBferved, 
that  one  fo  able  to  communicate  as  well  as  to  receive  pleafure,  was  always  welcome.  He  was,  by 
conftitutional  temper,  as  well  as  by  benevolent  dilpofitions,  and  by  fprightly  talents,  a  moft  agreeable 
companion.  It  will  always  be  refleded  ui.on  with  regret,  that  his  companionable  talents,  and  endear- 
ing qualities,  procured  him  no  ufeful  connexion,  nor  any  folid  and  lafting  advantage.  He  brought 
cares  on  himfelf,  as  many  other  young  men  of  genius  have  done,  to  drive  away  care  from  other's, 
who,  placed  by  fortune  above  injuiy,  firft  fediiced  him  from  the  great  work  of  life,  and  then 
fufTered  him,  after  much  anxiety  and  much  trouble,  to  die  of  a  broken  heart. 

As  a  poet,  the  prettnfions  of  Pattifon  feem  not  to  have  been  hitherto  fufficiently  confidcred  or 
allowed  His  compofitions,  though  little  known,  are  charaderifed  by  a  degree  of  tendernefs,  terfe- 
nefs,  refinement,  and  harmony,  which  entitles  thpm  to  the  attention  of  the  readers  of  poetry.  They 
poflefs  a  confiderablc  portion  of  the  llrong  imagination  of  Spenfer  and  Milton,  and  the  rich  me- 
lody of  Drydcn  and  Pope.  The  piece  of  moft  confpicuous  merit  in  his  works,  is  the  Epijiie  of  A- 
lelard  to  Eloifa,  in  anfwer  to  Pope's  inimitable  Epillle  of  "  Eloifa  to  Abelard."  It  is  evidently  the  pro- 
du(flion  of  a  man  of  fenfibility  and  genius  ;  and  for  flowing  defcription,  paflionate  language,  pic- 
turefque  imagery,  and  pathetic  exclamation,  is  only  inferior  to  the  produdtion  of  Pope,  of  which  it 
is  an  imitation,  even  to  the  cadence  of  the  verfe.  It  is  impoffible  to  read  it  without  experiencing  the 
alternate  impulfe  of  deCre,  pity,  or  rage  ;  and  laftly,  the  freezing  languor  of  irrecoverable  defpair.  It 
has  not  been  exceeded  by  the  compofitions  of  Cawthorne  and  Warwick  on  the  fame  fubjedt.  The  E- 
pijiles  of  Rofamond to  Henry,  and  Henry  to  Rofamond,  abound  in  natural  and  tender  fentiments,  and  appofiie 
imagery.  The  fragment  of  an  Efijllefrom  Yarlca  to  mkle  is  truly  Ovidian ;  it  is  much  to  be  regretted,  that 
h  isunfiniftied.  The  Morning  Contemplation  abounds  in  excellent  morality,  enlivened  by  a  variety  of  ap- 
propriate imagery,  and  many  of  the  ornaments  of  true  poetry.  The  -ucrfes  en  the  $th  of  November 
are  vigoroufly  written.  They  abound  in  fublime  defcription,  vivid  imagery,  and  flriking  meta- 
phors 

The  College  Life  contains  fome  animated,  expreffive,  and  harmonious  lines.  The  Hvelinefs  of  the 
defcription  evinces  a  moft  vigorous  imagination.  The  Hour  Glafs  deferves  every  praife.  The 
morality  and  the  poetry  are  equally  confpicuous.  His  tranflations  from  Strada,  Claudlan,  and  yirgil, 
are,  in  general,  claflical  and  fpirited,  and  remarkable  for  the  harmony  and  elegance  of  the  verfe. 
His  Fcfum  Luflrale  ftiews  what  a  mafter  he  was  of  the  Latin  language.  The  defcription  is  lively, 
humorous,  and  juft.  Of  his  amatory,  humourous  and  occafional  pieces,  the  poetical  merit  is  much  beyond 
his  years  ;  but  they  are  fcarcely  to  be  infpedted  with  all  the  feverity  of  criticifm.  Confiderable  al- 
lowances are  to  be  made  for  the  exercifes  of  a  fchool-boy,  for  the  incorred  effufions  of  momentary 
paffion ;  for  a  few  lines  thrown  together  to  pleafe  a  female,  or  to  amufe  a  fchool-fcliow  ;  and  perhaps 
rot  lefs  for  the  hafty  and  involuntary  produdions  of  indigence  and  neccflity,  calculated  for  the  fole 
purpofe  of  procuring  a  fubfiftence. 

"  He  had  an  uncommon  genius,"  fays  Mr.  Webber,  "  for  Englilh  poetry,  and  he  was  fo  takeo 
with  it,  as  to  be  negligent  of  other  arts  of  learning,  even  of  fuch  as  muft  be  neceflary  for  the  com- 
pofition  of  a  good  pott. 

"  It  is  too  late  now  to  fay,  that  I  wifti  he  had  behaved  fo,  as  to  tarry  longer  where  he  was,  giving 
the  world  now  and  then  a  fpccimen  of  what  they  might  hope  froni  him  in  tinie,  and  then  have 
launched  forth,  as  his  judgment,  when  more  mature,  Ihould  diredl  him." 

The  life  of  Pattifon,  whofe  talents  raifed  him  high  in  the  opinion  of  his  intimate  acquaintance 
and  friends,  but  failed  to  procure  him  the  comforts  or  even  the  neceflarjcs  of  life,  cannot  conclude 
more  properly  than  in  the  emphatic  words  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  which  the  writer  of  this  narrative 
wifties  were  written  in  letters  of  adamant,  on  the  heart  of  every  man  of  genius  in  the  world. 

"  Thofc  who,  in  confidence  of  fuperior  capacities  or  attainments,  difregard  the  common  maxims 
of  life,  ftiould  remember,  that  nothing  can  atone  for  the  want  of  prudence  ;  that  negligence  and  ir- 
regularity long  continued,  will  make  knowledge  vjfclefs,  wit  ridiculous,  and  genius  contemptible." 


DEDICATION. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOROVV. 


Mr  Lord, 


As  the  Laurel  and  the  Myrtle,  are  the  undoubted  trophies  of  your  worth,  the  Bays  is  always  fare 
of  finding  your  protection. 

And  when  your  Lordfliip  is  affured,  that,  the  author  of  thefe  poems  defired  they  might  be  placed 
next  to  thofe  of  his  dear  friend  Mr.   Harte,  it  is  but  fulfilling  his  requeil  to  afic  this  favour,  which 
It  IS  hoped,  will  not  be  denied  by  your  Lordlhip.  ' 

If  pofterity  can  be  told  he  had  the  honour  to  pleafe  a  Mordaunt,  the  remainder  of  his  papers 
ihallfpeedily  be  offered  up  at  the  Ihrine  of  merit;  if  otherwife,  warned  by  the  fate  of  their  prede- 
eeffors,  it  is  refolved  that,  with  their  author,  they  fhall  reft  in  peace. 

I  am. 

Your  Lordfliip's 

Moft  obedient 

Humble  fervant, 

L.UCASIA 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


ODE. 

To  John  Tufton,  Efj.  Nephetv  to  the  Earl  of  Tbanet. 

1^0  R  heaps  of  gold  nor  monuments  as  high 
As  the  anibition  of  the  great. 
Can  buy  one  moment  tow'rds  eternity. 
Or  change  the  fix'd  decrees  of  fate; 
'Tis  verfe  alone  can  give  a  name, 
And  crown  our  adlions  with  eternal  fame  : 
Thus  mighty  Gxfar's  triumphs  live, 
Not  in  his  monuments,  but  thofe  his  poets  give. 

In  fields  of  death,  the  bleeding  warriors  toil, 
And  brave  the  loudeft  ftorms  of  fate  ; 

They  die  to  make  eternal  fame  their  fpoil. 
And  pawn  their  life  for  being  great : 
To  virtue,  verfe  this  fame  can  give, 

Virtue  by  verfe,  by  virtue  poets  live  ; 
for  her  they  tune  their  numbers  high; 
For  virtue  is  the  burning  glafs  of  poetry. 

But,  ah  I    where  does  this  heavenly  goddefs 
dwell  ? 
Where  does  her  blefled  feat  remain  ? 
We  fearch  the  palace,  and  the  hermit's  cell. 
We  fearch,  but  fearch,  alas,  in  vain  ! 
Gold  is  the  load-ftone  of  the  great. 
And  vulgar  fouls  niuft  catch  the  glitt'rlng  bait; 
The  fcale  of  juftice  fmks  wiih  gold, 
And  impious  bribes  to  win  the  caufe,  muft  damn 
the  foul. 

In  Tufton,  mufe  behold  the  deity, 

With  him  begin  to  grace  your  fong ; 
All  that  is  great,  and  good  in  him,  you  fee, 

To  him  your  voice,  and  lyre,  belong; 

He  rais'd  you  from  a  low  degree. 
Then  let  yoi;r  numbers  raife  him  to  the  flcy ; 

Offer  what  jiifts  the  mufe  can  give, 
He  gave  you  fame,  then  make  his  fame  to  live. 
But,  ah,  my  mufe,  your  colours  are  too  faint. 

Your  ftrcngth  too  weak,  your  theme  too  great, 
Alas     in  vain,  your  pencil  drives  to  paint, 

What  mortal  caunot  imitate  : 

But  if  he  fmile,  then  ilrctch  your  wing, 
And  tunc  hisprailcs  on  a  bolder  ilrii;g; 

Then  cv'ry  toiij^uc  fhall  Ipcak  liis  fame. 
And   critics   ipare  my   vejfe,   pioteded   with  his 
Lame 

Thus  goid    at  Srft,  is  but  a  fluggifli  mafs, 
Wiiilll  i<.  ucs  cover'd  in  the  ea.th ; 


But  when  'tis  coin'd,  the  awful  monarch's  face 
Makes  it  a  god,  and  gives  it  birth  ; 
The  world  the  fudcen  god  adore, 

And  humbly  own  his  univerfal  power; 
Sceptres  and  kings  are  in  his  hand. 
And  nature  reverences  his  fupreme  command. 

To  my   School- Felloiv,  IVTr.    William   Pattifortf  upon 
his  Departure  from  Appleby  School. 

Lend  me  thy  mufe,  thy  merits  to  proclaim. 
And  give  thy  worth  its  juft  intrinfic  fame  ; 
R'ly  mufe  too  humble,  and  my  lays  too  flow. 
My  wings  too  flender,  and  my  verfe  too  lowr. 
To  me  a  while,  my  friend,  thy  mufe  impart. 
Grief  chills  my  vigour,  and  difarms  my  heart  ; 
Thy  verfe  alone  can  tell  thy  boundlefs  praife. 
Thy  lays  alone  are  v.-orthy  of  thy  lays. 

Say,  never-dying,  ever  tuneful  nine. 
How  oft  the  bard  attended  at  your  flirine, 
How  oft  he  rais'd  the  voice,  and  tnn'd  the  ftring. 
How  oft  he  fung  your  fame, — how  oft  fhall  fing. 

Ye  verdant  trees,  that  in  green  order  rear 
Your  waving  treCl'es  in  the  fluid  air; 
In  a  more  formidable  profped:  ftand, 
With  nodding  foilage  on  poetic  land. 
Ye  purling  ftreams,  that  run  by  Cowley's  fide. 
Have  learn'd,  by  him,  in  fnioother  feet  to  glide  ; 
His  verfe  difcover'd  Hederinda's  fnade, 
With  age  and  ivy,  memorable  made  : 
The  rock  affnrds  her  never-dying  bays, 
To  crown  her  poet  with  immortal  praife. 

Your  lovely  Laura's  name  fhall  never  die, 
But  live  coeval  with  eternity. 
Venus,  and  all  the  goddefles  around, 
Dreft  in  your  verfe,  with  furer  light'ningR  wound. 
The  little  loves,  and  fmiles  in  numbers  roll. 
And  Cupid's  arrows  (leal  upon  the  foul. 

But  now  no  more  the  Naiads  prattling  play, 
But  in  foft  filcnce  flumber  out  the  day  ; 
Cupid's  full  quiver,  and  the  court  of  love. 
The  chequer'd  fcene  of  Hederinda's  grove, 
No  more,  alas  1   its  wonted  ji  y  difplay-. 
He's  gone,  that  drcfs'd  them  in  vivific  lays: 
He's  pone — in  Homer  no  delijrhts  abound,  *> 

No  fweet  variety  in  Virgil's  found,  > 

Nor  mufic  whi^h  can  heal  a  1/iver's  Wfund  !  jf 

Sorrow,  like  t!ie  prifinatic  ^;.als  does  fhow 
Onw  undillinguiilx'd  fpeftacie  of  woe  » 


MISCELLANEOU 

His  prefencc  ev'ry  fweeteft  joy  improv'd 
Still  lov'd,  and  honour'd,  by  the  mufe  he  lov'd. 
December  pb,  1723. 

YARICO  TO  INKLE  ! 

AN  EPISTLE. 

Dear,  faithlefs  man  !  if  e'er  that  cruel  breaft 
Love's  plsafing  toys,  and  foft  delights,  conieft; 
Diftrefs  like  mine,  may  fure  thy  pity  move, 
Fur  tender  pity  is  the  child  of  love  ! 
But  can  rompaflion  from  thy  bofom  flow  ? 
Source  of  my  wrongs,  and  fountain  of  my  woe ! 
Wilt  thou  repentant,  f often  at  my  grief, 
Melt  at  my  tears,  and  lend  a  late  relief  1 
What  have  I  done  ?  ah  !  how  defcrv'd  thy  hate  ? 
Or  was  this  vengeance  treafur'd  up  by  fate  ? 
Then  v/ill  I  mourn  my  fate's  fevere  decree, 
Nor  charge  a  guilf  fo  black,  fo  bafe  on  thee; 
For  O  !  1  know,  ah  no  1   1  knew,  thy  mind 
Soft  as  the  dove,  and  as  the  turtle  kind ; 
H  iw  have  t  feen  thy  gentle  bofom  move. 
And  heave,  contagious,  to  fome  tale  of  love  ! 
How  have  I  heard  thee  paint  the  faithfuU'ft  pair, 
Defcribe  their  blifs,  and  e'en  their  raptures  fhare  ! 
Then  have  thy  lips,  with  fwect  tranfition  fwore 
Thy  love  more  lailing,  and  thy  pallion  more  1 

And  what,  is  truth,  if  figns  like  thefe  deceive  I 
Signs  !  that  might  win  the  wariefl  to  believe. 


THE  COLLEGE  LIFE. 


TO  A  FRIEND. 


Sir, 


Sid.  Cell.  Cantab.  March  15,  1 724.5. 


From  facred  fliades,  and  academic  groves, 
Where,  loft  in  thought,  a  muGng  fancy  roves; 
What  kind  endearing  numbers  ftall  I  fend, 
To  meet  the  critic  in  the  fondling  friend  ? 

Here  learned  folitudes  falute  our  eyes. 
And  the  gay  fccnes  in  rea!  raptures  rife ; 
Through  claffic  fbades  majeflic  domes  afpire. 
And  dimly  from  the  piercing  eye  retire. 
Deep  through  the  groves  old  Cam  ferenely  flows, 
Free  from  the  prattling  Naiads  babbling  noife. 
His  nymphs  in  gentle  filence  move  along, 
And  hear  their  murmurs  in  fome  fuft'nlng  fong  ; 
Till  by  the  forcing  torrent  borne  av/ay. 
They  mourn  becaufe  they  can  no  longer  ftay  : 
Poetic  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound. 
And  wall  the  learned  paradife  around. 

But  yet — though  all  things  with  my  foul  agree. 
Pall'd  are  my  jr,ys,  and  tadelefs  without  thee  ; 
Thefe  vifionary  pleafures  but  renew 
The  real  happinefs  I  found  in  you  ; 
Where  venerable  Cowley's  facred  fhade 
The  fweete'l  fcene  of  folitude  is  made  ; 
When  (lreti.h'd  at  eafe,  amufingly  we  lay. 
How  tunefully  the  minutes  danc'd  away. 

Oh  !  foothe  me,  fancy,  with  fome  pleafing  dream, 
And  gently  waft  me  to  Uuna's  flream— 


S    POEIvIS.  SSS 

Hark  '.  the  foft,  balmy,  breathing  breezes  blow— . 
Hatk  !   Hederinda's  warbling  murmurs  fiow^ 
Here  oft  I  left  the  bufy  world  behind. 
And  found  the  better  part,  in  you  refin'd. 

But  would  you  know  how  1  divide  my  time, 
Betwixt  my  ftudies,  bufineft,  and  my  rhyme  I 

Wsk'd,  by  the  promife  of  a  day,  we  rife. 
And  with  our  fouls  falute  the  dawning  fkics; 
All  fummon'd,  to  devotion's  fane  repair. 
And  pioufly  begin  the  day  with  prayer  ; 
Thence,  led  by  rcafon's  glimmering  light,  defcry 
The  dark  recelTes  of  philofophy  ; 
Through  claffic  groves  the  wily  wanton  trace, 
And  logically  urge  the  puzzling  chafe. 

But  when  the  founds  of  the  prefaglug  bell 
Noon's  pleafurable  invitation  tell ; 
Moods,  methods,  figures,  fwim  before  my  fiwht. 
And  fyllogifms  wing  their  airy  flight. 
Confus'd  the  fairy  vifion  flits  away — 
And  no  ideas,  but  of  dinner,  flay. 

Thus,  fabled  hags,  at  midnight's  folemn  noon 
With  magic  fpells enchant  the  labouring  moon; 
But  when  the  cock  proclaims  the  fpringing  light, 
Each  horrid  phantom  difappears  in  night. 

Now,  thofe,  whom  recreating  toils  invite, 
Pour'd  on  the  plain,  indulge  their  lov'd  delight ; 
Now  flies  aloft  in  air  the  whirling  ball, 
Anxiouo,  the  learned  rabble  wait  its  fall; 
Purfu'd  by  wafting  caps  the  fury  flies, 
Rifes  in  height,  and  lefTens  in  the  flc ies. 

Thus  healthfully  refrelb'd,  we  leave  the  plain, 
For  pieafure  oft  repeated,  is  but  pain. 
Next  we  furvey  the  vaft  capacious  ball. 
And  take  long  journies  o'er  the  learned  wall ; 
Or  from  her  tender  birth  Britannia  trace,      [race. 
And  all  her  glories  center'd  in  great  Brunfwick's 
The  dark  original  of  time  renew. 
And  bring  three  thoufand  wond'ring  years  to  viewf 

Now  to  the  mufesfoft  retirements  fly. 
Or  foar  with  Milton,  or  with  Waller  fio-h  ; 
Each  fav'rite  bard  o'erpays  my  curious  view 
For  who  can  fail  to  pleafe  who  charms  like  you. 

To  find  us  thus,  Apollo  takes  his  way. 
To  footh  the  fultry  labours  of  the  dav; 
The  tuneful  mufes  charm  his  lift'ningcars. 
And  in  foft  founds  he  bears  away  his  cares. 

Thus,  deareft  Florio,  thus  my  faithful  friend, 
In  learned  luxury  my  time  I  fpend ; 
Till  length'ning  ftiades  the  fetting  fun  difplay. 
And  failing  dews  lament  the  fallmg  day  : 
Then,  loft  in  thought,  where  aged  Cam  divider 
Thofe  verdant  groves  that  paint  his  azure  tides. 
With  mufing  pieafure  I  reflect  around. 
And  ftand  inchanted  on  poetic  ground. 
Straight  to  my glantingthought  thofe  bards  appear, 
That  fili'd  the  world  with  fame,  and  charm'd  us 
Here  Spenfer,  Cowley,  and  that  awful  name  [here: 
Of  ti.ighty  Milton,  flourifli'd  into  fame; 
From  thefe  amuQng  groves,  his  copious  mind. 
The  blooming  ihades  of  paradife  defj^jn'd. 
In  thefe  retirements,  Dryden  fann'd  nis  fire, 
And  gentle  Vvallsr  tun'd  his  tender  iyre  ; 
4 
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Hail  !  happy  bards,  whilft  thus  I  think  I  hear 
Your  tuneful  melody  improve  my  ear, 
With  rev'rence  I  approach  each  facred  fliade, 
Perhaps  by  your  creating  numbers  made. 
Delulion  helps  my  fancy  as  I  walk, 
Hears  waters  murmur,  and  foft  echoes  talk; 
Through  the  dim  Ihade  its  facred  poet  fees. 
Or  hears  his  mufic  in  the  wafted  breeze. 

Here  Locke  and  Newton  through  the  world  were 
known. 
And  made  unravell'd  nature's  works  their  own  ; 
Too  foon  we  loft  thofe  fav'rites  of  the  flcy, 
Yet,  Fiorio  may  the  double  lofs  fupply. 
Kafte,  then,  my  friend,  nor  let  me  mourn  your  flay, 
Lo!  the  world  fufFers  by  your  long  delay — 
Let  profp'rous  fortune  on  your  will  attend. 
And  in  your  happy  wifhes  blefs  your  friend. 

THE  JEALOUS  SHEPHERD : 

A   PASTORAI,. 

It  happen'd  once  upon  a  fummer's  day. 
When  lads  and  laffes  go  to  making  hay ; 
The  weary  mowers  laid  themfelves  adown, 
To  take  a  bottle  and  a  nap  at  noon  ; 
When  Bootyflub  (for  fo  was  call'd  the  fwain 
That  languilh'd  under  Dorothy's  difdain) 
While  others  flept,  by  love  was  kept  awake. 
To  mourn  his  fate,  and  mend  his  Dolly's  rake. 

Dolt  as  I  am,  (complains  the  love-fick  lout) 
Not  to  confider  what  I  am  about  ? 
Here  I  employ  my  little  ftock  of  art. 
But  who,  alas !  fhall  mend  my  broken  heart  ? 
None  can  that  work  perform  but  Dorothy, 
And  that  will  ne'er  be  done  by  cruelty ; 
For  ftill  fhe  perfccutes  me  with  difdain,. 
Laughs  at  my  woes,  and  banters  all  my  pain. 

Ah,  Dolly :  Dolly!  can  you  be  fo  dull, 
To  leave  your  lover  for  a  fopifti  fool  ? 
A  butterfly  the  cabbages  deftroys. 

On  you  a  butterfly  his  breath  .employs 

1  fay  no  more — my  meaning  you  may  guefs 

Perhaps  you  had  been  pieas'd,  had  1  faid  kfs. 

But  yet  there  was  a  time,  or  elfe  I  dream'd. 
When  Bootyflub  in  your  good  graces  feem'd  • 
Then,  if  you  knew  I  kifs'd  a  lafs  at  town. 
How  have  I  feen  ycu  pout,  and  fret,  and'  frown  ? 
Nay,  once  you  told  me,  that  I  need  not  roam, 
For  charity  fiiould  ftill  begin  at  home. 
Thefe  jealous  hints,  or  I  niiftake  them,  prove 
The  greateft  and  the  fureft  figns  of  love ; 
Yet,  if  you  lov'd,  mcthinks  you  cou'd  not  be 
So  kind  to  Floripert,  fo  crofs  to  me. 

^  Remember,  how,  to  jealoufy  betray'd, 
Ycu  fcolded  at  the  parfon's  pretty  maid  ; 
When  with  inquiring  looks  yon  pafa'd  the  houfe. 
And  catch'd  me  keeping  up 'the  damfei's  cows-  ' 
Your  fcornful  eyes  with  jcalou?  fury  burn'd,      ' 
On   her   they   glanc'd,    and    then    on    me   they 

turn'd ; 
T  took  the  hint,  and  fcar'd  what  m.ight  enfue     ") 
So  ftooping,  feem'd  to  buckle  up  my  ftioe,      '     i 
Thin  left  the  lafs,  and  fneak'd  away  to  you.        5 


Alas :  alas !  that  I  your  love  believ'd  f 

I  lov'd,  and  in  my  turn  am  thus  deceiv'dj 

Nor  dare  I  of  my  cruel  fate  complain. 

Or,  if  I  do,  alas !    'tis  ail  in  vain. 

For  ever  curft  be  that  detefted  day. 

When  from  the  laft  May-fair  we  took  our  wajj 

Remember  how  you  forg'd  a  falfe  excufe 

Your  eafy  natur'd  lover  to  abufe. 

No  fondling  father  call'd  you  back  again, 

A  better  reafon  '.  'twas  your  fondling  fwain ; 

And  if  1  meet  him  e'er  alone,  I  vow, 

i'il  furely  beat  the  puppy  black  and  blue. 

I  mark'd  the  watchful  coxcomb  all  the  day, 

And  kept  him  from  his  meditated  prey; 

Invited  him  to  exercife  the  ball. 

And  bravely  give,  or  bravely  ward  a  fall  : 

So  (hould  we  both  our  pleading  merits  fliow, 

And  you,  though  blind,  the  difference  might  knowi 

But  all  I  urg'd,  I  urg'd  alas :   in  vain. 

Nor  would  he  glory  give,  nor  could  he  gain. 

Ah,  Dolly  !  Dolly  !  where  were  all  your  vows, 
When  cheefe-cakes  lur'd  you  to  the  tavern-houfe; 
Your  vows  were  as  your  cheefe-cakes  fweet,  yet 

weak ! 
And  can  you  both  alike  together  break  ? 
But  if  you  do  fo— you,  with  equal  eafe,       [pleafe. 
Can  make  new  vows,  and  cheefe-cakes  when  you 

And  could  you  then  your  Bootyflub  forget. 
And  in  another's  lap  fo  kindly  fit  ? 
Around  his  neck  your  fondling  arms  you  flung, 
And  learn'd  the  filly  catches  which  he  fung. 
Whilft  unconcern'd  at  home  you  hear  me  fing, 
Or  tunefully  torment  the  rofin'd  ftring ; 
Your  favour  every  way  I  try  to  gain. 
But  dance,  or  fiddle  ;  fing,  or  pipe ;  in  vain. 

Oh  learn  at  laft  a  flatterer  to  hate, 
And  think  on  Sufan  Silly's  cruel  fate  : 
Her  pride  poor  honeft  Hobbinol  defpis'd. 
And  vainly  Tommy  Taudry's  folly  priz'd. 
But  now,  too  la:e,  Ihe  fees  herfelf  undone, 
Her  portion  fquander'd,  and  her  honour  gone— » 
What  better  canft  thou  hope  from  fuch  a^flame. 
But  love  refufes  what  my  rage  would  name. 

How  chang'd  is  Dolly  now,  from  what  flic  was 
When  firft— Ah,  had  I  never  fpy=d  the  lafs ! 
The  very  time  I  perfedly  can  teiJ, 
For  love  remembers  every  thing  too  well ! 

Sure,  I  can  ne'er  forget  the  Sunday  morn. 
Though  from  her  mem'ry  fo  foon  'tis  worn : 
A  goodly  bible  in  my  hand  I  took. 
And  very  gravely  thought  to  read  my  book  • 
When  through  the  window,  by  a  lucklefs  chance 
Heedlefs,  1  cait  a  cuftomary  glance  ;  ' 

Twas  there  I  faw  the  pretty  Dolly  walk 
Fair,  nnd  upright  as  rofes  on  their  ftalk :' 
So  trimly  was  the  tidy  damfel  drefs'd. 
That,  fpite  of  all  the  flowers,  fl:e  feem'd  the  beft 
Sometimes  to  fmell  a  pretty  rofe  ftie  ftopp'd 
Pieas'd  with  the  fmell,  the  pretty  rofe  ftie  cropp'd: 
Then  m  her  fnowy  breaft  the  fav'ritc  plac'd 
Her  fweeter  breaft  the  blnfhing  fav'rite  .rrac'd  • 
But  then  :   how  did  1  wiib  myfclf  betwe^en 
Her  fwelling  bofoni,  and  the  flower,  unfeen  f 
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But  as  T  wifli'd,  I  found  a  pleafmg  fmart, 
I  know  not  how,  begin  to  melt  my  heart : 
Nay,  ail  my  limbs  with  fuch  a  Ihiv'ring  fliook, 
That  1  the  chillnefs  for  an  ague  took. 
Ah,  had  it  been  one,  I  had  felt  lefs  harm, 
For  I  can  cure  an  ague  with  a  charm  I 
Now,  all  my  fpells  and  charms  but  trifles  prove, 
Far  firorger  are  the  magic  charms  of  love. 

But  when  !  found  flie  fmil'd  to  fee  me  look, 
I  pleas'd  as  well,  foon  laid  afide  my  book, 
And,  boldly  blithforae,  to  the  garden  went, 
Where  fhe,  as  well  as  I,  knew  what  I  meant, 
Yet  feemingly  my  fearching  fight  to  fhun, 
Behind  an  apple-tree  the  gipfy  run  ; 
But  foon  I  found  the  amorous  deceit, 
And  forc'd  a  kifs,  to  reconcile  the  cheat. 
But  forc'd  it  fo,  that  when  (he  feem'd  to  ftrive 
To  keep  it  moft,  the  more  fhe  feem'd  to  give. 
Remember  then,  my  lovely  faithlefsmaid, 
What  oaths, what  vows,  what  promifes,ynu  made; 
Think  for  your  own,  if  not  your  lover's  fake, 
How  bad  it  is  a  binding  oath  to  break. 

But  while  I  thus  thefe  filly  tales  repeat, 
1  find  myfelf  already  in  a  fweat : 
What  fhall  I  do,  too  well  flie  knows  my  love. 
And  her  coy  coldnefs  does  the  fcorner  prove. 

Well  then — when  fhadovsrs  length'ning  o'er  the 
vale, 
Call  forth  tke  milk-maid,  with  her  cleanly  pail. 
To  my  old  fweat-heart  Cicily  will  I  go. 
And  more  than  all  my  former  kindnefs  {how  ; 
Condudl  the  girl  along  the  crowded  mead, 
^nd  to  teaze  Dolly,  through  the  pafture  lead; 
Perhaps  I'll  whifper  out  fome  fecret  place. 
And  kifs  her  too  before  her  jealous  face  ; 
Then  let  her  rival  cry,  and  frown,  and  fret, 
And  in  my  cruelty  her  own  forget. 
Then  let  her  be  as  much,  or  mote  afraid 
Of  Cicily,  than  (he  was  the  parfon's  maid. 
So  (hall  my  fcorn,  and  counterfeit  difdaia 
Revive  her  love,  if  any  love  remain. 

Sid.  Col.  Afril  5.  1]2S. 

TO  MR.  JOHM  SAUNDERS, 

Ofcajioned  by  a  fight  of  fome  of  his   Paintings  at  Cam- 
bridge. 

When  nature,  from  her  unexhaufied  mine, 
Refolves  to  make  fome  mighty  fcience  fhine  ; 
Her  embryo  feeds  inform  the  future  birth 
Improve  the  foul,  and  animate  the  earth ; 
From  thence,  an  Homer,  or  Apelles,  rife, 
A  Shakfpeare,  or  a  Saunders,  itrike  our  eyes ; 
And,  lo  1   the  promis'd  wonder  charms  my  view. 
The  old  Apelles  rivall'd  in  the  new  ! 
Sec  1   like  the  fan,  his  beams  their  pow'r  difclofe. 
Like  him,  he  paints  his  progrefs,  as  he  goes ; 
Renews  the  opening  fpring's  enlivening  dye, 
Or  bids  rich  autumn  ripen  to  the  eye. 

Let  fome,  elaborately  vain,  impart 
fhe  cold  efFedts  of  indufl.ry,  and  art, 
The  warr»e.  draughts  deferve  a  nobler  name, 
Nature's  thy  art,  as  nature  ig  thy  th^mej 


Taught  by  thy  touch,  the  lily  fairer  blows, 
A  fofter  damalk  blufhes  in  the  rofe, 
And  a  more  gay  creation  from  thy  pencil  flows. 
Nor  flowers,  nor  fruit*  alone,  improv'd  we  fee, 
But  beauty  ov/es  her  empire  half  to  thee  : 
How  bloom  Belinda's  never-f.iding  charms ! 
How,  in  thy  paint,  the  fair  perfj(ition  warms  I 
What  pure  vermillion  tintftures  every  grace  \ 
How  all  the  goddefs  brightens  in  her  face  ! 
The  mimic  rolling  eye,  now  feems  to  move. 
Dawns  into  life,  and  kindles  into  love ; 
Struck,  at  each  look,  a  captive  of  thy  art, 
I  figh  1  and  fancy  arrows  in  my  heart : 
Confounded  at  thy  nice  creative  hand,  [ftand. 

Think  the  draught  lives,  and,  like  fome  picflure, 

W'ould  thus  each  nymph,  with  providential  care, 
Enfure  her  charms,  and  fhine  for  ever  fiiir. 
How  might  flie  brave  the  dire,  detefted  rage. 
Of  fpleen,  fmall-pox,  or  all- devouring  age  1 
Then,  when  ohiTrffte.  fiiouldbid  the  roles  die, 
Pale  the  red  pouting  lip  and  dim  the  fparkliiig  eye| 
Then  might  the  fair  a  bright  reverfion  fave. 
Bloom  in  her  death,  and  triumph  in  her  grave: 
Then  Cajlia,  fpight  of  that  bewitching  frown. 
Would  fee  thy  paint  more  lafling  than  her  own. 

But  lo  1   more  glorious  aims  thy  hand  purfues^ 
More  glorious  fcenes  attradl  the  ravifli'd  mufc; 
Silent  I  (land,  and,  loft  in  wonder  fee, 
A  godhead  fhrouded  in  mortality  ! 
What  majefty  edips'd  the'fliades  difplay  ! 
How  the  light  kindles  virith  eternal  day  '. 
What  beams  of  love  !   what  pitying  tears  are  feen  I 
Mcltingly  fad,  yet  folemnly  fcrene ! 

O  happy  artift  '.  live  for  ever  blefl:  I    [thy  breafl  ? 
Whence   dawn'd    this    heaven-fprung    image    in 
Sure  fome  kind  angel,  ftudious  in  thy  art, 
Ting'd  the  bright  dyes,  and  quicken'd  every  part; 
Hence,  like  their  great  original  they  fliine. 
Appear  as  human,  but  are  all  divine  ! 
What  may  not  now  thy  lively  touch  command  ? 
What  may  not  owe  new  glories  to  thy  hand^ 
Thy  wond'rous  hand  not  only  nature  drew. 
But  copied  ev'n  the  Lord  of  Nature  too. 

Bid  Col.  Feb.  9.  1725-6. 

TO  MR,  SAUNDERS, 

Occafi^iied  by  the  breaking  of  the  Glafs  of  Mr.  Etfdens 

P'tSliire. 

Oft  have  I  thought  thy  wonder-working  art. 
Could  more  than  nature's  outward  form  impart, 
But  now  my  eyes  convinc'd  the  truth  believe. 
For  lo  !  the  pidture  more  than  feems  to  live, 
Pleas'd  to  decide  miftrufting  reafon's  ftrife. 
Breaks  through  the  glafs,  and  ftartles  into  life. 

BURLESQUE, 
Dear  Hulse, 

When  Ovid  in  his  exile  wrote, 

Low  was  his  verfe,  and  barren  was  his  thought ; 

My  cafe  is  jufl;  the  fame,  and  for  to  mock  it, 

The  mufe  keeps  equal  tenor  with  my  pocket; 

And  for  th'  afTurance  of  a  moderate  poet, 

I  think  thefe  lines  are  proof  enough  to  ihow  it. 
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Reft  that,  howe'er,  as  'twill — can  I  be-fong  ye, 
Se  as  to  get  a  little  cafh  among  yc ; 
Tliis  week,  by  carrier  Hafwel,you  may  fend  ir. 
And,  may  the  gods  that  guard  the  roads  defend  it  I 
With  that  infpir'd,  a  girgeous  fwird  Til  buy  me, 
And,  plum'd  with  hopes,  to   good   Sir   Robert 

hie  me. 
Prefcnt  myfelf  with  this  new-modell'd  trifle, 
VThich,  fiiould  he  chance  to  like,  I'll  lay  my  life, 

he'll 
Make  every  wifh,  a  bard  can  frame,  fucceed, 
And  then  my  mufe,  and  I,  are  made  indeed)  [me. 
But  ftay — One  word  forgot — with  iove  commend 
To  all  fuch  honefl.  fellows  as  befriend  me 
With  their  fubftriptioni — But  I  cannot  on 
For  rhyme — Arid  fo  excufe  your  Pattifon. 

P.  S.  Septemb.  the  twenty-fifth,  or  twenty-fixth 
As  to  my  lodging,  for  a  date,  t'en't  fix'd. 

N.  B.  For  memorandum,  you  may  put  once 
More,  your  direftion  to  your  friend,  at  But'.on's. 

A  SESSION  OF  THE  CAMBRIDGE  POETS. 

Er  a  vacant  preferment  Apollo  thought  fit 

To  fettle  the  biys  and  eftsbhra  a  wit. 

For  his  trufty  friend  Roche,  by  much  merit  and 

prace. 
Had  obtain'd  in  Elyfium  the  laureat's  place  ; 
Accordingly,  to  the  fam'd  borders  of  Cam, 
Dcfv.end;"d  the  god,  wi'.h  a  goddefs  hight  fame, 
The  fi,'Urc  fiie  v>urc,  as  Dan  Virgil  declares, 
Was  iliumin'd  with  eyes,  and  beclu)-  er'd  with  ears, 
(And  iaith,  as  you'll  find,  (he  had  of  them  all. 
To  pick  one  good  p'>et,  and  hear  ev'ry  call,) 
A  trumpet  fhe  blt-w,  for  a  trumpet  ftie  bore, 
As  the  laudable  ciiftom  informs  us  of  yore. 
Thick  as  bees,  when   they  fwarni  to  the   tinkling 

brafs, 
The  bards  flock  around  her,  and  darken  the  place; 
Each  pretender,  for  fuch  was  Apollo's  command, 
Brought  his  works,  and  co/.dui5ted  his  mufe  in  his 

hand  : 
But,  good  Lord '.   how  his  godfliip  at  firft  was 

amaz'd, 
To  find  the  chafte  nine  to  fuch  numbers  were 

rais'd  ? 
However,  to  banilh  immodeft  fufpicions. 
He  order'd  a  filcnce,  and  heard  the  petitions. 

B 11  *  firft,  as  the  candidates  joftlcd  along. 

With  a   gate   moft  affcAed,  emcrg'd   from  the 

throng. 
Apollo  obferv'd  fomcwhat  odd  in  his  look, 
And,  giving  a  bee's,  thus  the  goddefs  befpukc  : 
Pr'thee;  what's  that  fame  fellow  ?  Some  half-wit- 

td  beau  ? 

I  don't  know  as  ever  I've  fcen  him  till  now 

Nor  can  I  rcn-c  nber,  I  think,  replies  Fame, 

To  have  hearii  othisworth,  or  fo  much  as  his  name: 

But  odds,  I  will  lay,  by  thofe  papers  there  brought, 

*  Jl  junior  bachelor  of  Trinity-CcHctre,  luho,  in  a 
iranJUtion  of  a  poem  printed  in  the  Uiiii'crfity,  at  his 
oivn  cof.,  impertinently  btgged pardon  for  the  zvctd  emer- 
ged in  lis  proper  fenji. 


'Tis  the  fame,  who  the  place  in  the  Memoirs  haf 

bought  • 

Say  you  fo,  cries  Apollo,  and  is  he  fo  vain  .' 
Yet  pffiaw ;  'tis  the  only  place  that  he  can  gain. 
The  bard  now  date  with  ambition  appear'd, 
Propos'd  his  pretence,  and  defir'd  to  be  heard  ; 
When  Apollo  ftraight  bid  him  his  labours  produce,  I 
And,  for  his-aathority,  bring  him  his  mufe. 
More  hafty,  than  wifely,  the  labours  were  fhown, 
But,  alas  '.  for  the  mufe,  the  fly  gipfy  was  flown, 
For  her  birth  it  was  mortal,  nor  could  her  feign'd) 

power 

Stand  the  teft  of  the  godhead  flie  mimick'd  before;, 
O'eraw'd  by  the  deity  no  longer  could  ftay, 
But,  like  Spenfer's  falfe  Florimel,  faded  away  ! 

De  V 1  in  the  tumult  ran  bawling  aloud, 

And  fwore  that  he  ought  to  be  heard  by  the  god,'. 
And  heard  too  he  was,  for  the  god  cut  him  (hort,. 
And   aik'd  what  pretenfions  could  draw  him  to 

court  ! 

What  pretenfion !  cries  he ;  but  the  godhead  replies,* 
Before  you  are  witty,  pray  learn  to  be  wife, 
And  if,  as  they  fay,  you  are  lunatic  grown. 
For  I  hear  you  converfe  with  my  fifter  the  moon,. 
In  fecret  confinement,  a  purge  or  two  try. 
And  let  your  own  elTay  bum- fodder  fupply. 

Next  Ch y  rnll'd  onward,  a  bard  of  renowB, 

For  bulk  and  bombaft  fuper-eminent  grown, 

Of    lampoons   and    Pindarics    huge    bundles  he 

brought. 

But  the  burden  was  light,becauf(e  barren  of  thought, 
From  railing  at  friends,  falfely  fmiling  he  came. 
Detraction  his  pleafure,  aa.bition  his  aim. 
But  Apollo  foon  knew  him,  notwithftanding  all  artjH 
For  your  gods,  at  firft  fight,  can  difcover  the  heartT" 
And  told  him,  that  pride,  and  inhuman  backbitings, 
Were  the  worft  of  all  evils, — except  his  own  writ- 
Ay,  I  fee,  cries  the  god,  I  fee  your  excufe —  ['"gs; 
But  hang  it,  that's  nothing  in  fhape  of  a  mufe  ! — 
I  fuppofe  that  it's  term'd,  by  you  mortals  here,  fa- 
tire,  [ture. 
But  we  gods  have  thought  fit  to  bename  it  ill-na-- 
Befides  fuch   a  bulk,  for  high    flights  was  ne'er 

made  well 

And  I  mortally  hate  the  remembrance  of  Shadwell. 

Little  R th  took  the  hint,  and  right  archly 

declar'd. 
That  if  body  diminutive  diftinguifh'd  the  bard. 
Then  his  caufe  it  was  juft,— but  to  humour  the  joke. 
With  an  affable  air,  thus  the  deity  fpoke  : 
And  told  him,  he  could  not  heroics  right  fuit. 
For  his  body,  at  full  lengih,  was  ftarce  more  than 

one  foot. 
Ho,  WardJ  cries  the  god,  as  he  faw  him  ftand  by, 
Come  forward  a  little,  and  don't  be  fo  fhy — 
I  know  you  are  modeft;  butharkee  between  us, 
Here,  look  ye  this  token,  'twas  fent  you  by  Venus— 
For  her  ladyfhip  told  me,  fome  few  days  ago. 
She  came  down  in  the  form  of  a  nymph  f  that  you 

know, 


•   //  is  credibly   reported,  that  he  ga-v:  a  certain  fum 
for  the  mention  of  his  performances  in  th:  intmozn 
,  literature,  f  •"^"'  ^ — "^ 
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Here, 


And,  pleas'd  with  a  copy  or  two  of  your  verfes,-j 

Prefents  you  this  myrtle — 'twas  wreath'd  by  / 
the  graces —  \ 

take't, — 'tis   as  good   as   my   laureat's  I 
place  is.  J 

Hulfe  next  he  beheld  with  poetical  rage, 

And  told  him,  'twas  pity  he  was  not  at  age  ; 

Nor  mind,  cries  the  god,  thofe  dull  fools,  that  de- 
fire  to 

Eclipfe  that  bright  merit — they  ne'er  can  afpire  to  ; 

Juft  fo,  in  a  morning,  I  fee,  as  I  rife 

Black  fogs,  and  dull  vapours  ufurping  my  flcies — 

But  two  dramatifts  here,  the  mere  fcum  of  the 
gang. 

Broke  the  fimile  fiiort,  and  began  to  harangue  ; 

Four  acfts  of  a  play,  cries  the  one  I  have  writ. 

And  had  I  a  plot,  then  the  work  were  complete  ; 

My  characters — go,  cries  the  god,  fcribbling  elf, 

And  learn  firft  to  get  thee  a  good  one  thyfelf. 

As  Pattifon  ftood  unconcern'd  in  the  crowd, 
Apollo  beheld  him,  and  call'd  him  aloud; 
Declaring  his  manners,  though  perhaps  not  his  wit, 
His  identical  felf  to  a  nicety  hit ; 
Alike  their  employments,  alike  their  delight, 
Both  rambled  all  day,  and  both  tippled  all  night ; 
Both  us'd  the  fame  haunts,  both  purfu'd  the  like 

game, 
And  Laura  and  Thetis  but  difler'd  in  name. 
Now  the  bard,  without  doubt,  the  reafon  acquir'd. 
But  Woman  and  Fate,  both  againft  him  coni'pir'd, 
For,  unhappily  !  juft  as  he  drew  up  more  nigh, 
A  pretty  tight  damfel  came  tripping  it  by  ; 
No  longer  the  laurel  attra<fled  his  eyes, 
They  were  fix'd  on  a  far  more  defiiable  prize — 
His  highnefs  he  thank'd  ;  but  refigning  his  lays, 
Declar'd,  that  a  nymph  was  far  better  than  bays. 
Apollo  now,  tir'd  with  debates  and  confufion, 
Was  glad  to  draw  his  affairs  to  conclufion, 
And,  fick  at  the  numbers  ftill  fwarming  around. 
Thrice  Tayr  he  call'd,  but  no  Tayr  was  found  : 
Not  here  ?  (cries  the  god)  oh  '.  I  guefs  at  his  flay — 
He  ftole  a  few  poems  of  mine  t'other  day  — 
But,  however,  I  forgive  him  the  cunning  device, 
And,  fmce  his  are  my  labours,  be  his  too  my  prize. 
37iJ-6. 

ROSAMOND  TO  HENRY : 

AN  EPISTLE. 

Qualis  populea  masrens  Philomela  fub  Umbra 
Flct  Nodtera  ramoque  fedens,  miferabilc  Carmen 
Integral,  et  mallis  late  Loca  Queftibus  implet. 
.ViRG.  Georg. 

From  thefe  lone  ftades,  and  ever-gloojny  bowers, 
Once  the  dearfhade  of  Henry's  fofter  hours  I 
What  tender  flrains  of  paflion  can  impart  ' " 
The  pangs  of  abfence  to  an  amorous  heart ! 
Far,  far  too  faint  the  powers  of  language  prove, 
Language  that  flow  interpreter  of  love  ! 
Souls  pair'd  like  ours,  like  ours  to  union  wrought, 
Converfe  by  filcnt  fympathy  of  thought ; 
O  then,  by  that  myfterious  art,  divine 
"^'he  wild  impatience  of  my  breaft,  by  thine ! 


difcords^ 

flies :       V. 

imonda's  I 


And  to  conceive  what  I  would  fay  to  thee, 
Conceive,  my  love,  what  thou  would'ft  fay  to  me  ! 

As  in  the  tendernefs  of  foul  I  figh, 
Methinks  I  hear  thy  tender  foul  reply ; 
And  as  in  thought,  o'er  heaps  of  heroes  Hain, 
I  trace  thy  progrefs  on  the  fatal  plain, 
Perhaps   thy   thought  explores  me  through  the 

grove. 
And,  foft'ning,  ftealsan  interval  of  love. 
In  the  deep  covert  of  a  bow'ring  fhade 
Defcribes  my  pofture,  languifhingly  laid  I 
Now,  fadly  folac'd  with  the  murm'ring  fprings, 
Now,  melting  into  tears,  the  foftefl  things  ! 
And  how  the  feign'd  ideas  all  agree  I 
So  bowers  the  Ibade.fo  melt  my  tears  for  thee  I 
Here,  as  in  Eden,  once  we  blifsful  lay  : 
How  oft  night  ftole,  unheeded,  on  the  day  1 
Our  foft-breath'd  raptures  charm'd  the  liftening 

grove. 
And  all  was  harmony,  for  all  was  love  I 

But  hark '  the  trumpet  founds  1  fee  difcords 
rife! 
'Tis  honour  calls;  from  me  my  Henry 
Honour,  to  him,  more  bright  than  Rofamc 

eyes  1 
Not  thus  my  honour  with  his  paflion  ftrove, 
His  fighs  I  pity,  and  indulg'd  his  love  : 
He  then  cry'd,  honour  was  an  empty  nam.e, 
And  love  a  fwecter  recompence  than  fame. 

Oh  I  had  I  liv'd  in  fome  obfcure  retreat. 
Securely  fair,  and  innocently  fvveet; 
How  had  I  blefs'd  fome  humble  Ihepherd's  arms! 
How  kept  my  fame  as  fpotlefs  as  my  charms  1 
Then,  hadft  thou  ne'er  beheld  thefe  eyes  of  minei 
Nor  they  bewail'd  the  fatal  power  of  thine  '. 
Dear  fatal  power  1  to  me  for  ever  dear — 
Fix'd  in  my  tender  breaft,  and  rooted  there ! 
For  ever  in  my  tender  breaft  remain — 
I  And  be  for  ever  a  delightful  pain  ! 

With  wbat  fujprife  thofe  glories  firft  I  view'd. 
That  in  one  moment  my  whole  heart  fubdu'd  1 
With  fuch  refiftlcfs  beams,  fo  fierce  they  fhone. 
Not  fuch  the  dazzling  radiance  of  thy  crown  1 
Sent  from  thy  crown  I  never  felt  a  dart ; 
The  lover,  not  the  monarch,  won  my  heart : 
Nor  e'er  the  monarch  with  fuch  charms  appears, 
As  when  the  lovers  foften'd  drcfs  he  wears  : 
As  when  he,  filent,  deigns  my  breaft  to  ftek. 
And  looks  fuch  language,  as  no  tongue  can  fpeaka 

Whene'er  my  crimes  (if  love  a  crime  can  be. 
If  'tis  a  crime  to  live,  and  die  for  thee !) 
In  hideous  forms  arife,  and  cloud  my  foul. 
One  thought  on  Henry  can  that  gloom  controul  : 
No  more  my  breaft  alternate  paflions  move. 
The  frofts  of  honour  melt  before  the  fires  of  love. 

Again,  I  muft  repeat  that  fatal  hour,     [bower  ; 
Which  fnatch'd  my  Henry  from  his  Woodftock 
When  mad  Bellona,  with  tumult'ous  cries, 
The  hero  rous'd,  and  drown'd  the  lover's  fighs. 
Sitretch'd  on  my  downy  couch,  at  eafe  I  lay. 
And  fought  by  reading  to  beguile  the  day; 
With  am'rous  ftrains  I  footh'd  a  grateful  fire. 
And  all  the  woman  glow'd  with  foft  defire. 
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Till,  as  T  mfhM,  T  heard  the  vocal  breeze, 
J^odaim  my  H?nry  ruftling  through  the  trees; 
OVrjoy'd,  I  ran  to  meet  thy  longing  arms, 
And  taile  a  dear  rcmembrarce  of  thy  charms; 
Sut  foon  I  faxv  fonie  fad  conceal'd  furprife, 
Fade  or  thy  clieek=!,  and  ianguifh  on  thy  eyes; 
Tiirough  each  diflembled  fmile,  a  forrow  ftole, 
And  wliifper'd  out  the  fecret  of  thy  foul. 
What  this  could  metn,  luicertain  to  divine. 
]Ni0  fault  I  knew,  yet  fear'd  fome  fault  was  mine. 
But  foon  thy  love  difpell'd  thofe  airy  fears, 
Diirieird  alas! — but  brought  too  folid  cares, 
por  as  with  hatids,  eiitv/in'd  in  hands,  we  vvalk'd. 
Of  love,  and  haplefs  lovers,  ftill  thou  talk'd  : 
Thy  tears  of  pity  anfwer'd  each  fad  moan. 
And  in  their  feeming  niis'ries,  wept  thy  own. 
*'  I  cannot  leave  her  I" — I  o'erhcard  thee  fay, — 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul,  I  fuck,  and  dy'd  away. 
Xv^hat  art  reilor'd  me,  then  alone  can'ft  tell, 
For  thy  kind  arms  embrac'd  me,  as  I  fell. 
Lly  opening  eyes,  fix'd  on  thy  beauties,  hung. 
And  my  ears  drunk  the  cordial  of  thy  tongue. 
Again  my  thouglits  return  with  killing  pain, 
Vithin  thy  arms  I  Gnk,  and  fwoon  again  : 
Again  thou  dofl  my  fweet  phyfician  prove,  "^ 

From  death  to  life  alternately  I  move,  > 

Now  dead  by  anguifn,  nov/  reviv'd  by  love.        j 
I3ut  when,  without  difguife,  truth  I  found, 
3VIy  agonizing  forrows  knew  no  bound  : 
!My  locks  I  tore,  then,  all  entranc'd,  1  lay, 
Till  by  degrees  my  grief  to  words  gave  way, 
Andfoft  I  cry 'd,— Oh  !  flay,  iny  Henry,  flay. 
One  moment  more  !  add  yet,  and  yet,  a  kifs  !— 
Oh  I  give  me  thine,  and  take  my  foul  in  this ! 
Esrewcll : — perhaps,  farewell  for  ever! — oh! 
Wh  )  can  fullain  fo  dire  a  neight  of  woe  ? 

'    Ah,  wretched  maid  I  alas,  a  maid  no  more  ! 
Uo  herbs  that  fpotlefs  title  can  reflore  ! 
Ah,  who  fliall  now  protecSl  thy  injur'd  fame  ? 
Who  Ihicld  thy    weakncfs   from    th'    alTaults   of 

"fliame  ? 
Who  lull  thy  anxious  foul  to  balmyrefl, 
Jf  Henry,  deareft  Henry,  flies  thy  breaft  ? 

Yet,  though   he   flies,  your  wings,  ye  argels, 
fpread. 
And  hover,  guardians,  o'er  my  Henry''s  head, 
Who  knows  but  this  hind  pray'r  ispour'dtoo  late. 
And  he  already  ftrugj^'es  wi'h  his  fate  ? 
Already,  wounded,  pants,  and  gafps  in  death. 
And  Rofanionda  is.  his  latcft  breath  ? 

Propitious  Heaven  !  vouchfafe  a  gracious  carl 
Grant,  thefe  be  only  phantoms  of  my  fear  : 
Hcav'n  flill  is  gracious,  if  true  fuppliants  pray  ; 
And  io  ' — the  foul  chimseras  fleet  away  '. 
Tranfporting  profpedls  to  my  wiflies  rife. 
Beam  on  my  foul,  and  brighten  in  my  eyes! 
H«  lives !  he  lives  1   I  fee  his  banner  fpread. 
And  laurels,  wreath'd  round  the  gay  vidlor's  head  ! 
"Ye  winds  '   convey  the  news  to  Albion's  floods! 
Yc  floods  1  refound  it  to  the  joyous  woods  I 
Ye  joyous  woods  1   your  tuneful  choirs  prepare 
To  hail  my  hero  from  the  toils  of  war  '. 

Dejufive  fcenes !  tto  beautiful  to  flay  ! 
Thej  fade  in  viflonary  flrcaks  away. 


1  Alas !  no  lovely  Henry  now  is  nigh  ? 
His  genius  took  his  form  to  foothe  my  eye. 
No  more  I  feem  his  melting  voice  to  hear  I 
Peace  I   babling  fout.tains  1  nor  abufe  my  ear. 
Y-e  flowers  1  ye  dreams  !  ye  gales,  no  longer  move  ! 
For  ah  !  how  flrong  is  fancy,  join'd  with  love  1 

O  !  frail  inconftancy  of  mortal  ftate  I 
One  hour  dejedled,  and  the  next  elate  I 
Rais'd  by  falfe  hopes,  or  by  falfe  fears  depreft. 
How  different  paflions  fway  the  human  breaft! 
Now  fmiling  pleal'ures,  with  fair  charms,  invite. 
Now  frowning  horrors,  with  black  trains,  afTright. 
Future  diflrufls  the  prefent  joys  controul. 
And  fancy  triumphs  o'er  the  reas'ning  foul- 
As  mid  the  trees  I  folitary  rove, 
The  trees  awake  fome  image  of  my  love  : 
Where'er  their  arms  in  am'rous  foldings  join, 
My  longing  arms  I  fpread  to  fold  in  thine. 
The  beauteous  flow'rs  thy  face  refledted  bear, 
(If  flow'rs  in  beauty  may  with  thee  compare), 
Their  wafted  fragrancies  thy  breath  infpire. 
And  my  foul  kindles  with  ideal  fire  1 
The  thick-weav'd  ihades,  and   grove  encircling 

grove, 
Are  emblembs  of  th"*  eternity  of  love, 
My  bluftiing  guilt  the  crimlon  rofes  paint, 
And  I,  like  rofes,  unfupp  rted  faint  : 
Like  their's  my  youthful  charms  (if  charms)  con. 

fume. 
For  love,  a  clofer  canker,  eats  my  bloom. 

How  bleft  might   other  nymphs  furvey  thefe 
fcenes. 
Fountains  and  (hades,  and  hills,  and  flow'ry  greens^ 
ProfpetSls  on  profpefts,  might  detain  the  fight. 
And  llili  variety  give  new  delight. 
But,  1  with  thee   fhould  find  in  deferts  eafe ; 
Without  thee,  not  even  Paradife  could  pleafe. 
Wild?,  by  thy  prefence,  gardens  v?ould  appear, 
Gardens  are  wilds  Cnce  Henry  is  not  here. 
Let  grottos  fink,  or  porticos  arife  ? 
Heedlefs  I  view  them  with  unpleafur'd  eyes  : 
Their  mantiinp;  umbrage  cools  the  noon-day  fire, 
But  what  can  cool  a  lover's  fierce  defire  ? 

In  the  deep  bofom  of  a  darkfome  Ihade, 
By  baleful  yew  and  mournful  cyprefs  made; 
A  widow  turtle  weeps  her  ravifh'd  love, 
And  forrowfuUy  folaces  the  grove. 
Sometimes  my  paflion  I  aloud  difclofe  ; 
The  widow'd  turtle,  anfwering,  cooes  her  woes. 

Bred  by  my  hand,  myforrow's  fad  relief, 
A  little  linnet  learns  to  figh  my  grief; 
Taught  by  my  voice,  and  by  obedience  tame. 
The  pretty  lifper  whiftles  Henry's  name  : 
Perch'd  on  my  head,  the  fylvan  fyren  fings, 
And  tune's  the  harlher  notes  of  gurgling  fprings. 

Embofom'd  in  a  vale,  thou  know'fl  the  ftiadc, 
Faft  by  the  murmurs  of  a  foft  cafcade  ; 
There,  while  one  night  full  beams  of  Cynthia  play, 
(Warm  was  the  night)  with  wand'ringstir'd,  I  lay, 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  falling  waters  clos'd 
My  eye-lids,  and  my  wcary'd  limbs  repos'd. 
Sudden  the  fairy  monarch  I  behold, 
Near  he  approach'd,  and  thus  my  fate  foretold  : 
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Twas  the  fjme  O'jeron^,  tnat  once  we  favv 
Circle  the  green,  and  give  his  dancers  law.) 

Unhappy  nymph  I  thy  beauty  is  thy  crinxe. 
And  muft  luch  beauty  perilh  in  its  prime  ! 
No  more  great  Henry  fiiall  enjoy  thefe  charms 
Nor  thou  ill  fated  fair  adorn  his  arms ! 
Cropt  like  an  opening  rofe  thy  fall  1  fear  I 
But  rife  and  fupplicace  the  vengeance  near. 

Then  (as  methought)    I  wak'd  with  threaten'd 
woes 
Emerging  from  thick  fliadc,  a  phantom  rofe. 
One  handfuftain'd — a  ftiort,  but  naked  I'word,— ^ 
And  one  a  golden  bowl,  with  poifon  ftor'd. 
The  jfalou"-  queen,  the  frowning  form  exprefa'd, 
It  fpoke,  and  aim'd  the  dagger  a:  my  bread. 

Arife!  nor  aflc  thy  crime — but  choofe  thy  fate, 
Kiow  prayers  are  vain — rspentance  is  too  late  ! 
Vengeance   is  mine — Here  .    drink   this  poifon'd 
Oi'  this  keen  dagger  drinks  thy  guilty  foul .?  [bowl, 
It  ceas'd  :   convulaons  in  my  bofom  drove, 
My  curdling  blood  fcarce  in  fliiT  tides  could  move. 
Thrice  I  cry'd  Henry,  with  a  feeble  found, 
And  tl'.rice  I  flirted  at  the  fad  rebound  1 
Ev'n  echo  now  grew  frightful :  with  furprife 
Trenibling  I  lay,  nor  dar'd  t'  unveil  my  eyes. 
Till  warbling  birds  proclaim'd  the  morning  light. 
And  told  me  'twas  a  vifion  of  the  night ; 
Yet  not  the  morn  could  chafe  my  gloomy  care. 
But  winds  and  trees,  alarm'd  my  foul  with  fear  ; 
While  waving    boughs,    that    in   the  fun-beams 

play'd, 
Sceni'd  to  ihow  daggers  in  each  pointed  fliade. 

Why  was  I  form'd  with  fuch  a  coward  mind  .' 
The  fport  of  fhadows,  or  a  ruftling  wind  ! 
Nerves,  better  ftrung,  did  manly  fpirits  warm, 
Glad  would  I  part  with  every  female  charm. 
Then,  cas'd  in  fteel,the  front  of  battle  dare, 
And,  with  great  Henry,  roufe  the  foul  of  war  ! 
This  arm  fliall  guard  the  hero  from  the  foe, 
Repel  the  dorm,  or  intercept  the  blow ; 
And  fhould  my  weaknefs  in  the  warrior  fail, 
The  foft-befeeching  woman  fliould  prevail; 
Fur  thee,  I'll  foothe  each  proud  infulting  foe, 
And  melt  him  with  petitionary  Wd  ; 
With  thee,  in  every  hardy  hazard  join, 
In  dangers  fave  thy  life,  to  make  it  mine. 
By  night,  compofe  thy  haralVd  foul  to  reft, 
And  hufli  it  on  the  pillow  of  my  bread  ; 
With  patient  eyes  eternal  vigils  keep. 
And  coiirt  good  angels  to  protedl  thy  deep. 

Alas!   in  vain  I  urge  my  fru'.trate  will, 
I  find  rnyfelf  a  feeble  woman  ftill ; 
The  feeble  vvoman  to  my  bread  returns, 
For  Henry's  gone,  and  Ro'.amonda  mourns  I 
O  ;  fee  juy  eyes  their  dreaming  anguifli  pour, 
O!   hear  my  fighs  increafe  the  fwelling  fhower  ; 
What  can  I  more  than  died  my  tears  and  fighs.' 
Poor  woman's  ftrength  alone  in  weaknefs  lies  ? 

But  whether  is  ungovern'd  fancy  flown  ? 
Thoughts  of  impofllbillties  be  gone  ! 
Guilt  claims  no  miracles,  nor  heav'n  confplres 
To  aid  my  crimes,  and  fan  my  iawlefs  fires. 

*  King  of  the  fah'ies. 
Vol.  Vlll. 


Life  irkfome  grows ;  deteftcd  Is  the  lighf, 
And  my  foul  dreads  the  vifions  of  the  night. 
Swift  let  me  to  fomc  hallow'd  convent  go  .— 
Can  F  for  ever  Henry  leave  \ — ah  !  no  : — 
But  O  led  innocence  ! — I  lod  a  name  :  — 
O  honour! — broken  is  the  bubble,  fame. 
Are  my  fins  niondrous  ?  Do  invented  crime?, 
Alike  unknown  to  pad,  or  prefent  times. 
Demand  red  vengeance  ?  Some  peculiar  curfe  .'— 
Crowds  dand  recorded  for  the  fame, — or  worfe. 
Have  I,  unpitying,  heard  the  poor  complain, 
Or  feen  the  wretched  weep,  and  weep  in  vain  ? 
Have  I  my  flame  feign'd  for  a  fordid  end  .' 
E'er  wrong'd  a  foe,  or  e'er  betiay'd  a  friend  .' 
Not  to  my  charge  fuch  crimes  has  malice  brought. 
Love,  only  love,  is  my  unbounded  fault : 
A  fault,  that  fure  may  heav'n  to  pity  move. 
Since  half  of  heav'n  ('tis  faid)  confids  in  love. 

Ah  !  foolidi  nymph  ! — Here,  view  the  queen  I 
the  laws  I — 
But  there,  view  Henry,  as  th*  enchanting  caufe  ! 
By  fuch  a  caufe  the  priedefs  would  retire, 
And  quit  the  vedal  for  a  nobler  fire. 

I  will  again  th'  immortal  powers  Implore; 
Brave  Henry  for  Britannia's  fake  redore  1 
In  him  die  lives,  to  him  her  joys  are  due. 
And  only  fends  her  earlied  thanks  to  you. 
But  oh  ;   my  lord,  my  darling  lord,  bev\'are ! 
Tempt  not  too  bold  the  dangers  of  the  war.' 
Think,  when  thou  feed  the  fate  impelling  dart, 
O  !  think  it  aim'd  at  Rofamonda's  heart  I 
Were  but  each  bread  as  fo!t  as  mine  !   no  more 
Should  tumuhs  rife,  or  martial  thunders  roar  ; 
Heroes  fliould  fcorn  the, glories  of  the  field. 
And  the  fam'd  laurel  to  the  myrtle  yield  : 
For  fweeter  pafiions,  fweeter  drifes  infpire, 
And  love  alone  fhould  fet  the  foul  on  fire. 

May  then  thefe  eyes  in  tears  no  longer  mourn, 
But  cheerful  hail  their  Henry's  widi'd  return! 
O  !  fwift,  vi6toricus,  hufh  the  war's  alarms!  •'  "v 
Swift,  if  thy  Rofsmonda  boads  fome  charms,  / 
Fly  on  the  wings  of  love,  and  conqueft  to  herf" 
arms !  Jj 

Ofhber  20.  1725. 

HENRV  TO  ROSAMOND: 

AN   EPISTLE. 

Shall  then  his  beauteous  Rofamonda  mourPj 
Nor  Henry's  foul  the  fi)ft  complaint  return  1 
O  ceafe,  my  fair  \   I  deeply  feel  thy  fmart, 
And  all  thy  forrows  double  in  my  heart : 
Far  from  my  bread,  ye  fcenes  of  war  I   remove, 
F<tr  from  my  bread,  b:  every  fcene  but  love; 
Soft   rifing    thoughts   as   when,    in    Woodftock* 

bowers, 
Joyful,  we  lov'd  away  the  laughing  hours. 

Now  midnight-reft  relieves  the  foldier's  care, 
Hufh'd  are  the  drums,  and  every  voice  of  war; 
Faint  gleam  the  fires  along  the  dewy  field, 
And  faint  the  noife,  that  fleeping  courfers  yield  ; 
Yet  love,  the  lordly  tyrant  of  my  bread. 
Alarms  my  foul,  and  interrupts  my  reft ; 
In  vain  a  nation's  carei  the  monarch  move, 
Fur  ah  '.  far  greater  is  the  monarch  Love  \ 
Na 
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Warm  from  my  lips,  thy  tender  letter  lies, 
And  every  word  is  magic  to  my  eyes  ; 
Veeping,  I  read,  and  hear  thy  foft-breath'd  woes, 
And  all  the  warrior  in  the  lover  lofe  : 
Then  1  by  fancy  vanifh'd  joys  reflore, 
Feaft  on  falfe  love,  and  adl  paft  pleafures  o'er, 
Faacy  can  foothe  my  foul  with  pteafing  dreams 
While  tented  Gaiia,  bowery  Woodllockfeems; 
Led  by  delufive  fleps,  in  thought,  I  rove, 
Through  well   known  greens,  and  every  winding 

grove. 
There,  haply  on  fome  flowery  bank  reclin'd 
My  fweet-repofing  Rofamonda  find  ; 
W^hen  then  (for  then  thy  fecret  thoughts  I  fee) 
In  pious  flun'.bers  breath'ft  thy  foul  to  nie ; 
DilTolv'd  with  joy,  ard  fea'>ing  on  thy  charm?, 
I  clafp  thee  in  imaginary  arms ; 
And  then — ah  then  '. — I  feem  fincerely  blefl; — 
Then  only  Rofair.onda,  knows  the  reft — 

O  glories',  empires'  crowns',  how  weak  ye  prove, 
If  thus  out-rivalled  by  a  dream  of  love  '. 
O  love  !  what  toys  thy  real  fweets  bellow. 
When  ev'n  their  Ihadows  can  tranfport  me  fo  ! 
O  bleO;  ecftutic  :   bleft  relief  from  cares  ! 
Thus  let  me  lofe  my  foul  in  fufter  wars  ! 
By  love's  tranfporting  Cghs  my  fweet  alarms. 
Nor  worlds,  but  Rofamonda  crown  my  arms  '. 
In  her  alone,  my  full  defire?  agree, 
Her  charms  are  empires,  glories,  all  to  me  ! 

THE  HOUR  GL.\S3. 

As  in  my  Glent  ftudy  late  1  fate, 
Intent  on  poet's  poor  precarious  ftate, 
Around  my  light  a  fudden  dimncfs  play'd, 
And  ting'd  the  taper  with  a  blewy  Ihade ; 
When  to  my  eyes  appear'd  that  watchful  poAv'r 
Which  me?.fures  out  the  fandy-flreaming  hour, 
An  human  form  the  meagure  phantom  wore. 
And  on  its  brow  a  faded  laurel  bore, 
On  me  were  fix'd  its  looks  whilft  thus  it  fpoke, 
And  founds  like  thefe  the  folcmn  filence  bn.lce. 

"  At  length  the  time  is  come  to  tell  a  truth 
«'  To  thee,  to  thee  alone,  O  fated  youth  1  _ 
«'  Then  mark  my  (lory  well — in  happier  days, 
"   Like  thine  my  bofom  panted  after  praife; 
«'  Foe  t"  the  grave  fatigues  of  life  I  ftrove 
"  To  grow  immortal  in  a  myrtle  grove  : 
«'  Loft  there,  I  lavifh'd  out  my  little  ftore, 
•«  Dci'.in'd  to  live  poetically  poor; 
«  What  flender  gains  my  labours  brought  1  fpent, 
««  And  through  the  glafs  my  lufcious  profit  went ; 
••  From  thence,  with  fi(flious  infpiration  warm'd, 
"  A  vain  eternity's  rcverfion  charm'd; 
"  My  fate  I  blefs'd-— for  future  fame  referv'd  ! 
"  For  that  I  glory'd!---and  for  that  I — ftarv'd  ! 
••  Thence  by  fome  powerful  tranfmigration  turn'd, 
"  In  thefe  repentant  ftrcams  my  folly  mourn'd  : 
"  Here,  as  you  fee,  my  fleeting  minutes  pafs, 
"  Still,  as  of  old,  devoted  to  the  glafs. 
"  As  once  too  humble  for  proud  rooms  of  flate, 
"  In  homely  cottages  I  feek  my  fate, 
«'  And  find  my  vid  poetic  promis'd  land 
"  All  dwindled  to  this  little  barren  fand; 
"  With  which  advife,  ye  youthful  fons  of  rhyme, 
"  In  abkr  ftudies  to  employ  youx  time ; 


"  Warn'd  by  my  fate,  to  learn,  for  learn  yoH  mufE 
"  That  all  your  fame,  like  mine,  but  turns  to  duft." 

THE  CA?vl8RIDGE  BEAUTIES. 

By  ail  Admirer  of  the  Fair  Sen 

Ye  gentle  nymphs,  to  whom  my  lays  belong ; 
Approve  my  numbers,  and  afTift  my  fong; 
Soft  fmiling  may  your  bright'ning  eyes  infpire 
At  once  the  poet's,  and  the  lover's  fire  : 
So  ihall  the  mufe  each  magic  charm  rehcarfe, 
So  fliall  each  charm  be  lalling  as  her  verfe. 

Blefs'd  in  my  choice  !  whst  blooming  beauties 
rife! 
How  court  my  number.";  with  iufpiring  eyes  1 
O  could  ir.y  lays  like  gentle  yrallT  m.we. 
Like  gentle  Waller,  tune  tiie  foul  to  love  ; 
Bright  as  my  theme,  each  eafy  note  fiiould  flilne, 
And  Sacharifns  fmile  in  ev'ry  line 
To  Aurenelia.  fam'd  Carlifle  fhould  yield. 
And  Waller  own  his  fav'^ite  fair  excell'd  : 
Had  charms  like  her's  infpir'd  his  lofty  lays. 
How  had  he  gro^vn  immortal  in  her  praife  I 
How  might  the  mufe  her  wonted  gift  receive. 
And  poetry  from  beauty  learn  to  live  ! 

When  Sylvia  fmiles, methinks  (he  frailes  to  prove' 
Her  charms  fuperior  to  the  power  of  love. 
Gay  fportive  Cupids  flutter  round  the  fair. 
Pant  on  her  bread   and  want')n  in  her  hair  ; 
With  ev'ry  lock,  a  new  adorer  gain. 
And  ev'ry  ringlet  is  a  loner's  chain  ; 
The  orbit  ringlets,  foft  diffolving  down, 
Flow  on  her  breaft.  and  half  her  bofom  drown  ; 
Through   the  bright  fliades,  her  panting  bubbie* 

heave. 
Like  fvvans  emerging  from  a  filver  wave. 

On  Delia's  cheeks,  eternal  rofes  bloom, 
Her  rurby  lips  exhale  a  fweet  perfume  ; 
Her  ruby  lips  indulge  a  mutual  kifs. 
And  bluih  luxuriant  in  their  envy'd  blifs. 

When  bright  Belinda  leads  the  fprightly  dance. 
With  ev'ry  flep  our  captive  hearts  advance  ; 
Her  magic  charms  the  foft  enchantrefs  prove. 
And  on  her  breaft  defcend-  the  god  of  love 
Smiling,  flie  feem';  to  imitate  thofe  airs. 
That  form  their  regulariry  by  her's; 
Moves,  as  the  foul-uiffolving  numbers  move  ; 
And  muikally  fwims  the  mnze  of  love  : 
On  the  foft  founds,  her  gentle  motions  flow. 
And  fail  along  mageftically  flow  : 
Her  waving  arms  in  fnowy  circles  play. 
And  all  the  eafy  conqueror  difplay ; 
Melodious  mufic  warbles  love's  alarms, 
Sounds  the  foft  charge,  and   fmgs  her  conqu'ring 
charms. 

When  Flora  Cngs.ye  gods  I  'tis  heaven  to  hear, 
We  liflien  to  the  mufic  of  the  fphere  ; 
Our  ravifti'd  fight  confirms  the  fweet  furprife. 
And  owns  the  angel,  by  her  heav'nly  eyes. 

But,  oh  ;  my  mufe,  your  tunefuU'ft  charms  pre- 
pare, 
Harmonious,  as  your  Aurenelia's  fair. 
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Where'er  (he-look's,  her  eye?  like  lightnings  wound, 
When  e'er  (he  fpeaks,  there's  mufic  in  the  found  ; 
From  her  dear  lips  fuch  ni'.hinjr  fol'tncfs  flows, 
Soft  as  when  Zephyrs  kifs  the  fiiken  rofe : 
But  when  the  wondrous  charmer  talks  of  love, 
Good  gods !  what  raptures  in  our  bofom  move  ! 
How  each  difcnurfe  our  foul  tranfpt  rted  wiirms, 
And,  if  'tis  piJible,  improves  her  charms. 

O  ever  beauteous,  ever  lovely  fair, 
Pride  of  my  verfe,  and  objcift  of  my  care. 
O  take  me,  clafp  me,  melting  in  thy  arms, 
Unfold  thy  fweets,  and  open  all  thy  charms. 
On  thofe  dear  breafts  for  ever  let  me  rove, 
Thofe  breads  to  me  the  true  poetic  grove  ! 
On  thofe  foft  hills  for  ever  let  me  fing, 
And  ftp  thy  facred  Heliconian  fpring. 

Were  Paris  here  to  judge  fair  beauty's  prize, 
How  might  thefe  brighter  goddefTes  furprile  ; 
How  could  his  choice  the  doubtful  favour  place, 
When  a  new  Venus  (bines  in  ev'ry  face  ? 
But  fmce  that  talk,  that  pleafing  taflc  1  claim, 

0  Venus  guide  me  to  a  brighter  flame  : 
To  Aurenelia's  charms  my  wiihes  move, 
Warm  her  cold  heart,  and  tune  her  bread  to  love; 
There,  let  my  ful  a  mbier  prize  impart. 

And  for  aivapplci  give  my  bleeding  heart. 

ABELARB  TO  ELOISA. 

In  my  dark  cell,  low  proftrate  on  the  ground, 
Mourning  my  crimes,  thy  letter  entrance  found  ; 
Too  foon  my  foul  the  well  known  name  confeft, 
My  beating  heart  fprung  fiercely  in  my  breafl ; 
Through    my    whole    frame  a  guilty    tranfport 

glow'd 
And  ftreaming  torrents  from  my  eyes  fall  flow'd. 

O  Eloifa  !  art  thou  ftill  the  fame  ? 
I)f)ft  thou  ftill  noi:ri(h  this  deflrudive  flame  ? 
Hwe  not  the  gentle  rules  of  peace,  and  heav'n 
From  thy  foft  ioiil  this  fatal  palTion  driven  ? 
Alas  I   1  thought  you  difengag'd,  and  free, 
And  can  you  ftill,  ftill  figh,  and  weep  for  me  ? 
What  powerful  deity,  what  haliow'd  (brine, 
Can  fave  me  from  a  live,  a  faith  like  thine  .' 
Where  fiiall  1  fly,  when  not  this  awful  cave, 
Whofe  rugged  feet  the  furging  billows  lave  ; 
When  not  thefe  gloomy  cloifter's  folemn  walls, 
O'er  whofe  rough  fides  the  languid  ivy  crawls; 
Vv'hen  my  dread  vows,  in  vain,  their  force  oppofe, 
Oppo(jng  love,  alas!  how  vain  are  vows! 
In  fruitlefs  penance  here  I  wear  away 
Each  tedious  night,  each  fad  revolving  day : 

1  faft,  I  pray  ;  and  with  deceitful  art 

Veil  thy  dear  image  from  my  torrur'd  heart. 
My  tortur'd  heart  conflitSting  paftions  move, 
I  hope,  defpair,  repent,  but  tiill  I  lo:e. 
A  thoufand  jarring  thoughts  my  bofom  tear, 
For  thou,  not- God,  my  Eloife  art  there. 
To  the  falfe  world's  deluding  plcaJures  dead. 
No  longer  by  its  wand'ring  fires  mifled  ; 
In  learn'd  difputes,  harfli  precepts  I  infufe. 
And  give  that  counfcl,  I  want  power  to  ufe. 
The  rigid  maxims  of  the  grave,  and  wife, 
Have  quench'd  each  milder  fparkle  in  my  eyes ; 


Each  lovely  feature  of  this  well-known  face, 
By  grief  revcrs'd,  affumes  a  fterner  grace  : 

0  Eioiia  !  would  the  fates  once  mc;re 
(Indulgent  to  thy  wi(h)  this  form  reftore, 

How  wouldft  thou  from  thefe  arms  with  horror 

ftart, 
To  mifs  thole  charms,  familiar  to  thy  heart ! 
Nor  could  thy  quick,  thy  piercing  judgment  fee, 
To  fpeak  thy  Abelard,  but  love  of  thee  : 
Lean  abftinence,  pale  grief,  and  haggard  care, 
The  dire  attendants  of  forlorn  defpair  ; 
Have  Abelard  the  gay,  the  young  remov'd. 
And  in  the  hermit,  funk  the  man  you  lov'd. 

Wra[it  in  the  gloom  thefe  holy  manfions  (hed. 
The  thorny  paths  of  penitence  I  tread  ; 
Loft  to  the  world,  from  all  its  intereft  free. 
And  torn  from  all  my  foul  held  dear  in  thee ; 
Ambitidn,  with  its  train  of  frailties,  gone, 
All  loves,  all  forms  forgot,  but  thine  alone. 

Araidft  the  blaze  of  day,  and  dulk  of  night, 
My  Eloifa  rifes  to  my  fight ; 
Veil'd,  as  in  Paraclete's  fea-bath'd  tow^'rs, 
The  wretched  mourner  counts  the  lagging  hours; 

1  hear  the  figh, Tee  the  fwift-falling  tears, 
Weep  all  her  griefs,  and  pine  with  all  h -r  cares. 
O  vows !  O  converts  '  your  ftern  force  impart. 
And  frown  the  melting  phantom  from  my  heart  ; 
Let  other  fighs  a  worthier  forrow  (liow. 

Let  other  tears,  for  fin,  repentant  flow  ; 
Low  to  the  earth,  my  guilty  eyes  1  roll, 
And  humble  to  the  daii  my  contrite  foul. 
Forgiving  pi'w'rl  your  gracious  call  I  mtet. 
Who  firil  empower'd  this  rebel  heart  to  beat! 
Who  through  this  trembling,  this  offendiug  frame. 
For  nobler  ends  diflus'd  life's  aiSive  flame  : 
O  change  the  temper  of  this  throbbing  breaft, 
And  form  anew  each  beating  pulfe  to  reft  1 
Let  fpringing  grace,  fair  faith  and  hope  remove, 
The  fatal  traces  of  voluptuous  love ; 
Voluptuous  love  from  his  foft  manfion  tear, 
And  leave  no  tracks  ©f  Eloifa  there. 

Are  thefe  the  wiflies  of  thy  inmoft  foul  ? 
Would  I  itsfofteft  tend'reft  peace  controul  ? 
Wonld  I,  thus  touch'd,  this  gloomy  heart  refign 
To  the  cold  fubtlance  of  the  marble  flirine  ? 
Transform'd  like  thefe  pale  faints  that  round  me 

move, 
O  blefs'd  infenubles !  that  knew  not  love  1 
Ah  I  rather  let  me  keep  this  haplefs  flame. 
Adieu,  falfe  honour,  unavailing  fame  I 
Not  your  harfli  rules,  but  tender  love,  fupplies 
The  ftreams  that  gu(h  from  my  defpairing  eyes  : 
!  feel  the  traitor  melt  around  my  heart,        [dart ! 
And  through  my  veins  with  treach'rous  influence 

Infuire  me  heav'n  !  aflift  me,  grace  divine  1 
Aid  me  ye  faints  1-  unknown  to  crimes  like  mine  ! 
You,  while  on  earth,  all  pangs  fevere  could  prove. 
All  but  the  tort'ring  pangs  of  hopelefs  love. 
An  holier  rage  in  your  pure  bofoms  dwelt, 
Nor  can  you  pity  what  you  never  felt ; 
A  fympathizing  grief  alone  can  cure. 
The  hand  that  healrt,muft  feel,  what  I  endure. 
Thou  Eloife  I  alone,  canft  give  me  eafe. 
And  bid  my  (IruggUng  fuul  fubljdc  in  peace; 
N  n  ij 
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Reftore  me  to  my  long  loft  heav'n  of  reft, 
And  take  fhyfelf  from  my  reludlant  breaft: 
If  crimes,  like  mine,  could  an  allay  receive, 
That    blefs'd  allay,  thy  wond'rous  charms  mufl 

give. 
Thy  form,  which  firfl  my  heart  to  love  inclin'd. 
Still  wanders  in  my  loft,  my  guilty  mind  : 
I  faw  thee  as  the  new-blown  bloIToms  fair, 
Sprightly  as  light,  and  foft  as  fummer  air  ; 
Wit,  youth,  and  beauty,  in  each  feature  fhone, 
Blefs'd  by  my  fate,  [  gaz'd,  and  was  undone  1 
There  dy'd  the  gen'rous  fire,  whofe  vig'rous  flame, 
linlarg'd  my  foul,  and  led  me  on  to  fame  ; 
Nor  fame,  nor  wealth,  my  foften'd  heart  could 

move, 
3VTy  heart,  infenCble  to  all  but  love  1 
Snatch'd  from  myfelf,  my  learning  taftelefs  grew, 
And  vain  philofophy  oppos'd  to  you. 

A  train  of  woeswe  mourn ;  norlhouldwe  mourn, 
The  hours  that  cannot,  ought  not  to  return  ; 
As  once  to  love,  I  fway'd  thy  yielding  mind, 
Too  fond,  alas !  too  fatally  inclin'd  ! 
To  virtue  now  let  me  thy  breaft  infpire, 
And  fan,  with  zeal  divine,  the  holy  fire; 
Teach  you  to  injur'd  heav'n,  all  chang'd,  to  turn, 
And  bid  thy  foul  with  facred  raptures  burn. 

0  that  my  own  example  could  impart 

This  noble  warmth  to  thy  foft  trembling  heart  I 
That  mine,  with  pious  undifferabled  care, 
Might  aid  the  latent  virtue  ftruggling  there  ! 
Alas,  I  rave  '.  nor  grace,  nor  zeal  divine, 
Sums  in  a  breaft  o'eiwhelm'd  with  crimes,  like 

mine : 
Too  fure  I  find  (whiift  I  the  fortune  prove 
Of  feeble  piety,  confii(fling  love) 
Cn  black  defpair,  my  forc'd  devotion  built, 
Abfence,  to  me,  has  greater  pangs  than  guilt. 

Ah  '.  yet  my  Eloife,  thy  charms  I  view. 
Yet  my  fighs  break,  and  my  tears  flow  for  j'ou; 
Each  weak  reftftance  ftronger  knits  my  chain, 

1  figh,  weep,  love,  defpair,  repent  in  vain  ! 
Hafte  Eliofa,  hafte,  thy  lover  free, 
Amidft  thy  warmer  pray'rs,  O  think  of  me  ! 
Ving  with  thy  rifing  zeal  my  grov'ling  mind  : 
And  let  me  mine,  from  thy  repentance  find  : 
Ah  1  labour,  ftrive,  thy  love,  thyfelf  controul. 
The  change  will  fure  affedt  my  kindred  foul : 
In  bleft  concert  our  purer  fighs  (hall  grieve. 
And,  Heav'n  afSfting,  (hall  our  crimes  forgive. 
But  if  unhappy,  wretched,  loft  in  vain. 
Faintly  th'  unequal  combat  you  fuftain  : 

If  not  to  heaven  you  feel  your  bofom  rife, 
Nor  tears,  refin'd,  fall  contrite  from  your  eyes  : 
If  llill  thy  heart  thy  wonted  paflions  move, 
And  thy  tongue  prompts  thy  tender  foul  to  love; 
Deaf  to  the  weak  cfTiys  of  living  breath, 
Attend  the  ftronger  eloquence  of  death. 

When  that  kind  pow'er  this  captive  foul  fhall 
free, 
(Which,  only  then,  can  ceafe  to  doat  on  thee) 
When  gently  funk  to  my  eternal  fleep. 
The  Paraclete  my  peaceful  urn  fhall  keep; 
Then  £'oifa,  then,  thy  lover  view, 
Se»,  tbcle  (juencli'd  eyes,  no  longer  fix'd  on  you. 


From  their  dead  orbs  that  tender  uttVance  RowSy 
Which  firft  on  yours  my  heart'*-  foft  tales  made 

known. 
This  breath  no  more,  at  length,  to  eafe  confign'd. 
Pant,  like  light  afpine?  quiv'ring  with  the  wind; 
See,  all  my  wild  tumultuous  paflions  o'er. 
And  thou,  amazing  fcene  '.  belov'd  no  more  ; 
Behold  tiie  deftin'd  end  of  human  love, 
But  let  the  fight  thy  zeal  alone  improve ; 
Let  not  thy  confcious  foul,  with  forrow  mov'dj 
Recal  how  much,  how  tenderly  you  lov'd  ! 
With  pious  care  thy  fruitlefs  grief  reftrain. 
Nor  let  a  tear  thy  facred  veil  profane  ; 
Nor  e'en  a  figh  on  my  cold  urn  beftow, 
But  let  thy  breath  with  facred  rapture  glow; 
Let  love  divine,  frail  mortal  love,  dethrone, 
And  to  thy  mind  immortal  joys  make  known; 
Let  Heav'n,  relenting,  ftrike  thy  ravilh'd  view, 
And  ftill  the  bright,  the  bleft  purfuit,  renew  : 
So,  with  thy  crimes,  (hall  thy  misfortunes  ceafc. 
And  thy  wreck'd  foul  be  calmly  hufh'd  to  peace- 

TO  THE 

LAST  (KING  GEORGE'S)  GUINEA. 

Iiifcrihed  to  the  Right  Hunourable  Sir  Robert  IValpoh' 

WuAT   call,  bright    monarch  \    can   engage  thy 

breaft. 
To  leave  thy  loyal  fubjedl:  thus  diftreft  ?        [gone. 
Who  knows,    my -guardian-aid,   when  thou  art 
What  foreign  tyrant  will  ufurp  thy  throne  ? 
When  want,  rebellious,  arrogates  thy  reign. 
What  equal  power  fhall  fadHon's  rage  reftrain  ? 
Too  well,  alas  \  my  future  ftate  I  fee, 
I  can  but  figh,  and  only  think  of  thee  1 

So,  when  thy  bright  original  repairs 
To  foreign  realms,  with  equal  griefs  and  care*  : 
Britannia  mourns ;  and  anxious  for  her  fate, 
Implores  fume  favourite  to  protect  the  ftate  ; 
Wifely,  as  ftill,  the  monarch  makes  his  choice. 
And  for  his  Walpole  joins  the  general  voice. 

O  couldft  thou  there  advance  an  equal  claim, 
Repos'd  in  him,  our  fafety  were  the  fame  1 
Aufpicious  thought  1  and  with  what  eafe  may  he, 
Who  has  fccur'd  three  nations,  fuccour  me. 

TO  A  NEEDLE  THAT  PRICK'D  HIS  MIS- 
TRESS'S  FINGER. 

From  Bonefonius  *. 

Miracle  of  cruelty  ! 

ATuft  my  Laura  bleed  by  thee  ? 

Her  finger  too,  endure  the  fmart  ? 

That  tender,  inoffenfive  part! 

What  could  the  fweet  offender  do, 

Soft,  and  fair,  as  falling  fnow  ; 

To  fuffer  innocently  too  ! 

Was  it  not  envy  caus'd  this  hate, 

Bccaufe  thyfelf  were  found  lefs  ftrait  ? 

Did  not  this  thy  fury  move 

To  wound  the  brighter  queen  of  love  ? 


} 


*  All  the  love  paemt  of  this  celebrated  author,  are 
tranjlated  hy  feviral  bands.  Printed ftr  H.  Curll,  in 
the  Strands 


^^,  aK !  then  dreadful  foe,  forbear 
To  execute  thy  fury  here  ; 
Yet,  if  you  ftill  to  rage  incline. 
Revenge  at  once,  your  caufe,  and  mine : 
Let  her  obdurate  bofom  feel 
The  angry  fury  of  thy  fleel. 
Her  bofom,  foft  as  turtle's  down. 
Yet  harder  than  the  hardeft  ftone  ! 
Her  bofom  I   colder  than  the  fiiow,  ^ 

Burning  at  once,  and  freezing  too,  5- 

Will  brave  thy  fierceft,  deadlieft  blow.  J 

Here  infix  thy  piercing  dart, 
Deep  as  love  has  pierc'd  my  heart : 
Then,  if  thou  gain'ft  the  vidlory. 
How  wond'rous  will  the  conqueftbc? 
To  win  a  fortrefs  that  withftood 
The  utnioft  fury  of  a  god ; 
At  once  thy  fmall,  yet  glorious  dart 
Shall  conquer  love's,  and  Laura's  heart. 

ON  LAURINDA. 

WheJj  nature  fram'd  Laurinda,  heavenly  fair. 
With  each  attraiftive  charm,  and  winning  air, 
Minerva's  eloquence  refin'd  her  tongue, 
Charm'<i  in  her  fpeech,  and  warbled  in  her  fong ; 
Imperial  majefty  from  Juno  came, 
Sooth'd  with  the  foftnels  of  the  Cyprian  dame. 
O !  would  feme  other  powers  employ  their  care, 
To  make  her  kind,  as  thefe  have  made  her  fair  ; 
Thac  fingle  aft  fhould  all  the  reft  outlhine, 
And  make  the  fair  perfedion  all  divine. 

THE  BEE  AND  CUPID. 

FROM  THEOCRITUS. 

As  Cupid  in  a  flow'ry  valley  ftray'd, 
Where  bees  around  their  hives  in  clufters  play'd, 
The  honey's  fragrant  fcent  allur'd  his  nofe. 
And  to  the  hive  the  groping  archer  goes. 
Boldly  he  thrufts  his  roguiih  fingers  in — 
Nor  in  that  heaven  of  fweets  could  fear  a  fling — 
But  foon  he  merited,  and  met  his  fate, 
Repenting  of  his  roguery,  too  late ; 
And  now,  in  vain,  he  frets,  he  ftamps,  he  tears 
The  flowing  honours  of  his  waving  hairs; 
Deep  is  the  wound,  alas  !  what  can  he  do  I 
Revenge  he  vows,  but  then  he  fears  the  foe  ? 
Now  fwift  as  thought,  to  Ida's  grove  he  flies. 
And  thus  complaining,  to  his  mother  cries, 
Alas  1  mamma,  what  pain  my  hand  endures  I 
O  take  it,  kifs  it,  cool  it,  rub  't  with  yours. 
Searching  for  honey  I  this  torment  found, 
Small  was  the  author,  but,  O  !  deep  the  wound- 
To  whom  the  mother  goddefs  thus  reply'd, 
Unkindly  laughing,  while  poor  Cupid  cry'd. 

Fie,  fie,  is  this  your  courage,  mighty  Love  ! 
And  is  a  bee  a  ftronger  foe  than  Jove  ? 
Hence  child,  compaflionate  each  lover's  heart, 
Since  you  are  conquer'd  by  fo  I'mall  a  dart. 

TO  AN 

OLD  LADY  THAT  USED  TO  PAINT. 

Kneller  with  animated  art,  could  trace, 
irhc  magic  wonders  of  a  lovely  facei 
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His  nice  creating  fancy  could  itnpart, 
Fire  to  each  charm,  and  flames  to  ev'ry  heart.; 
Yet  all  this  Ikill  could  but  at  beft  command 
A  fancy'd  goddefs  at  the  fscond  hand. 

You  brighter  nymph,  can  greater  wonders  Ihow' 
And  all  this  fuperficial  art  out-do  ; 
Wliat  if  his  hand  a  feeming  life  could  give. 
Your  greater  wonder  more  than  feem»  to  live  1 
His  nymph,  at  beft,  could  only  raife  our  fire, 
13ut  you  create,  and  fatitfy  defire. 


TO  ONE  WHO  BLAMED  ME 

For  "writing  in  praife  of  a  very  undefer-ving  Lad^, 

I  OWN,  my  friend,  Olivia  is  not  fair, 

An  awkward  creature,  with  a  flattern  air; 

She's  nature's  error,  I  confefs  indeed. 

What  then  ?  the  fick  alone  the  do<5tor  need  : 

Thus  cunning  tradefmen  praife  their  paltry  ware^ 

And  cry,  the  very  bell  in  all  the  fair; 

But  let  the  diamonds  fparkle  into  fame, 

And  each  fpedator  with  their  worth  inflame. 

When  fancy's  in  her  infancy,  th-e  mufe 
Some  trivial  theme,  in  trifling  lays,  purfues. 
Till,  by  degrees,  ftie  takes  a  loftier  aini 
And  crowns  her  adlions  with  immortal  fame. 
Thus  th<:  keen  fword  that's  bath'd  in  heroes  blooj, 
Firft  to  be  temper'd,  drinks  the  filthly  flood. 

PRESENTING  WALLER'S  POEMS 

TO  A  LADY. 

Maham, 
Accept  the  fofteftfweeteftfl;rains. 
That  ever  breath'd  a  dying  lover's  pains  • 
That  ever  yet  could  unfuccefsful  prove. 
When  arm'd  with  all  the  eloquence  of  love  ; 
And  if  you  find  fome  tender  moving  part. 
Soften  your  foul,  and  Ileal  upon  your  heart; 
(For  fare  the  moft  obdurate  maid  mull  blame, 
The  rigid  coyncfs  of  the  cruel  dame)  : 
Then  lovely  Laura,  think,  you  faintly  feel 
The  fymptomsof  a  flame  I  dare  not  tell; 
Think,  then,  you  hear  your  fuppliant  lover  figh, 
But  generoufly,  more  than  fee  liim  die; 
And  if  you  kindly  liften  to  his  pain, 
Succefsful  Waller  has  not  fung  in  vain. 

TO  A  LADY 

AT  KINg's-COLLEGE  CHAPEt,  CAMBRIDGE. 

Unskill'd  in  love,  unpracflis'd  in  thofe  arts 
Of  gaining  niiftrelTes,  and  giving  hearts, 
Mix'd  v>?ith  the  gazing  crowd  I  hither  ccme. 
Nor  dreamt  deftrudlion  near  thisfacred  dome; 
Where  holy  hymns,  and  folemn  fongs  of  praife, 
A  venerable  adoration  raife  ; 
But  with  furprife,  at  once  I  hear  and  fee 
A  fpeaking,  and  a  filent  harmony  : 
Tranfporting  founds !  my  fainting  fenfes  rife, 
Wing'd  with  the  fweeter  mufic  of  your  eyes  : 
Your  eyes  that  fpeak  a  form  fo  bright,  fo  fair. 
You  feeni  the  objeifl  of  eacli  fervent  prayer. 
Our  fouls  the  fweet  divinity  adore-^- 
Afpiring  vanity  can  hope  no  mcre-.- 
N  iJ  iij 
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But  nh!   forbfar,  thou  holy  fair,  unknown, 
Our  happineft  to  liazard  by  your  own; 
Can  Heaven,  imp?r*ial,  to  your  hopes  comp'y, 
And  give  you  that,  which  you  to  all  deny. 
Miilaken  maid!  you  think  you  Mefliiiefs  gain, 
When  'tis  your  very  prayer^  r-re;  te  our  pain 
And  (ave  us,  hut  to  kill  ns,  with  difdain. 
Alas  !  1  feel  the  fatal  poifon  run, 
I  caze,  I  fi,;b,  I  love,  an<i  am  undone- 
Harmonious  charms,  in  vain,  my  mind  reprove, 
They  fynipafhizf,  and  melt,  with  me,  to  love  : 
Whilft  in  loft  founds,  my  foul,  tranfported,  flew, 
Miflook  her  heav'n,  but  found  a  heav'n  in  you. 

THE  FOP. 

Sir  Plume,  the  banker,  of  each  trading  lafs, 

(  rhat  neweft  French  edition  of  an  afs  ! 

Charm-'dby  dearfelf,  with  love  may  fafely  fport. 

As  thinors  inanimate  receive  no  hurt) 

On  his  own  beauteous  perfon,  deeply  read, 

No  love  e'er  reach'd  his  heart,  no  thought  his  head; 

Panglefs,  he  woos  fome  panglefs  dame  of  falhion. 

And  in  bad  French,  ferenely  lifps  his  paflion  ; 

Then,  as  the  fuit  he  makes  is  right  or  wrong, 

Triumphs  in  rigadoon,  or  dies  in  fong. 

THE  REFUSAL  OF  HER  HAND. 

That  with  an  eagle's  piercing  eye, 

Ned  look'd,  what  man  v/ith  eyes  can  doubt, 

When  from  the  feather'd  family, 
He  fingled  this  fair  chicken  out. 

A  lion's  heart,  the  gen'rous  boy 

Proudly  in  ev'ry  acSl  maintains, 
Bravely  attacks  the  nymph  when  coy, 

When  yielding  bravely  he  difdains. 
To  play  the  flcilful  furgeon's  part, 

Two  neceffary  points  are  gain'd; 
But  to  be  maRer  of  his  art, 

Poor  Ned  ftill  wants  the  lady's  hand. 

THE  MORNING  CONTEMPLATION. 

As  I  ranp:e  thefe  fpacious  fields, 
Feafl  on  all  that  nature  yields  ; 
Ev'ry  thing  confpircs  delight, 
Charms  my  fmcll,  my  tafle,  my  fight ; 
Ev'ry  rural  found  I  hear 
Soothes  my  foul,  and  tunes  my  ear. 

Yonder  azure  hills  arifing, 
Pcepii.'g  through  the  wide  horizon ; 
Strive  for  the  priority, 
Which  fhall  firft  falute  my  eye  ! 
Gentle  winds,  each  fweet  adorning, 
Breathe  the  wholefome  breath  of  morning; 
I3irds  on  bloflbm'd  hawthorns,  fmg 
Jocund  carols  to  the  fpring  ; 
Hopping  o'er  the  fragrant  lawn, 
Merrily  falute  the  dawn, 
And  with  their  mufic  fecm  tojtiudc 
Man's  ingratitude  and  pride. 

O  venerable  Solitude ! 
Beft  of  bleflinjs,  chicfeft  good  1 


Chiefeft  good  !  for  in  you  is 

Every  part  of  happinefs  : 

No  racking  paifioiKi  here  dim  contxouJ, 

T  he  peaceful  A^face  of  my  foul; 

Nothing  can  my  blifs  deftroy, 

Whilft  I  thus  myfelf  enjoy. 

Ere  the  heavens  or  earth  were  made. 

Or  their  vaft  foundations  laid  ; 

Ere  angels  yet  were, taught  to  fing. 

To  tune  the  lyre,  or  touch  the  firing  ; 

In  godlike  pomp  the  great  Three  One 

Reign'd  in  their  folitude  alone. 

lell  me,  all  ye  mighty  wife. 
Ye  governors  of  colleges  ; 
What  deeper  wifdom  can  you  know. 
Than  cafy  nature's  works  here  Ihow  ? 
All  the  lontfome  night  ye  pore, 
Philofophic  fages  o'er  : 
To  what  prodigious  vail  account 
Can  all  your  mighty  works  amount  ? 
The  wife  man  was  as  wife  as  you. 
And  yet  his  wifdom  was— he  nothing  knevy. 

Come,  ye  covetous  I  ye  proud  1 
Come,  ye  wife  fantailic  crowd  ! 
And  as  your  follies  ye  difcern. 
Nature's  plain  inftrudtions  learn. 

See,  this  river,  as  it  goes. 
With  what  eloquence  it  fiovi^s? 
How  clear  the  water,  and  how  fine  I 
How  deep,  how  rapidly  ferene  I 
But  fhould  it  fearful  of  decay, 
Stagnate,  and  flop  up  its  way  ; 
No  longer  would  its  ftreams  appear, 
Wholefome,  delicate,  or  dear  : 
But  bury'd  in  a  quagmire  fink. 
Or  in  a  choking  deluge  flink. 

Believe  me,  life's  the  very  fame. 
The  very  image  of  thi.-.  flream  : 
If  of  future  fortune  feailcfs, 
If  of  prefent  changes,  carelefs, 
It  uninterrupted  goes. 
How  fweet !   and  how  ferene  it  flows  I 
But  if  llopt  with  thefe  Veil raints, 
Prefent  ills,  and  iutuie  wants; 
If  anxious  doubts,  and  clogging  care, 
Betray  our  rcafon  todefpair; 
Life's  dull  enjoynicnr  only  cloys, 
And  painfully  itfclf  dtffroys. 

View  this  revential  fliade  1 
Sacred  to  retirement  made  1 
What  fUrprifing  fweets  furround  me  I 
What  varieties  confound  me  '. 
Blefs'd  in  this  obfciirc  abode, 
I  think  myfelf  alnioft  a  god  ! 
I  think  myfelf  fo  too  the  more, 
Becaufe  I'm  out  of  envy's  power  ! 
And  if  angels  envious  be. 
They  alone  dare  envy  me  ; 
And  doing  fo,  they  let  me  know 
I  am  happier  here  below. 

Where  is  felf-enamour'd  pride  I 
Tinfd  vanity  Jjefide  : 
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In  what  gilded  rooms  of  ftate 

Shaking  s-'ith  the.  ftorms  of  fate 

Do  they  now  hixiirious  lie, 

Bound  in  purple  flavery  '. 

Can  their  artificial  flowers 

Rival  thefe  deliyhtfu!  bowers  ? 

Compar'd  with  nature's  charms,  how  faint 

Is  their  mimic-c  ilour'd  paint? 

I,  the  iivir.g  forcft  have. 

They  the  empty  fiiadows  crave; 

Yet,  in  fpite  of  ail  their  theft, 

1  too  have  better  fivaiiows  ieft. 

Behold  this  little  fcrubby  thorn, 

Of  verdure  deflitute,  fo  lorn.  ' 

As  if  it  were  e'en  i)ature':rfcorn. 

Yet  this,  is  of  much  more  pojTefs'd, 

Than  any  tyrant  of  th';  taft  ; 

Is  richer;   nay,  is  happier  far 

'i  ban  oriental  monarchs  are  : 

Can,  with  equal  grandeur,  Ihovv, 

Its  brilliant  head  with  diamonds  glow  : 

Ard  contented,  knows,  nexr  day 

Doubly  wi!l  the  lofs  repay. 

If  fortune  fnatches  it  away. 

Princely  honours  thus  remain, 

And  thus  they  flee — but  ne'er  return  again— 

But  this  flow'ry  meadow  walking, 
To  this  prattling  echo  talking; 
As  al"ng  the  llream  J  pafs, 
Gazing  0.;  my  floating  face  ; 
Lo  !  the  ruffling  winds  artfe, 
To  fnatch  the  profped  from  my  eyes  : 
The  mimic  form  that  fury  braves, 
And  proudly  triumphs  o'er  the  waves; 
Yet  though  with  ev'ry  wave  'tis  toft. 
The  rcfledion  is  not  lufl. 

Virtue  wages  fuch  a  ftrife, 
In  this  turbulent  ftream  of  life; 
Rack'd  with  paflions,  tofl  with  fears, 
Vcx'd  with  jealoufies,  and  cares  : 
But  a  good  unfpotted  foul, 
Though  fubiedl,  yet  knows  no  controul, 
Whilft  it  turns  on  virtue's  pole. 

But,  lo  !   the  clouds  obfcure  the  fun, 
Swift  ftiadows  o'er  the  waters  run  1 
Trembling  too,  my  fnadow  flies? 
And  by  its  very  likenefs  dies. 

Hence  learn,  reflecting  Pattifon, 
How  filent  fate  I'VA  hurries  on. 
How  fuddenly  you  niuft  be  gone  ! 
And  as  you  now  can  tell  no  more. 
The  likenefs  that  your  vifage  wore, 
On  the  furface  of  the  flood, 
Where  but  now  you  gazing  flood  : 
So,  as  fopn  as  you  fhall  die. 
And  refign  mortality  ; 
The  delufive  breath  of  fame, 
Shall  forget  your  very  name. 

VERSES  ON  THE  FIFTH  OF  NOVEMBER. 

Mourn,  Rome  !  thy  baffled  arts,  thy  conquer'd 

arms. 
Tor  know  !  'tis  heav'n  thy  impious  zeal  difarms ; 
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i.ta-n  by  ;hy  fate,  and  oft  experienc'd  end, 
Our  temples     ill  the  true  Palladium  boaft  : 
With  fliame  review  that  dire  vindiilive  day. 
When  hoflile  rations  1  low'd  the  liquid  way; 
With  rebel  rage  infpir'w   but  ah  :   how  vain 
They  brav'd  the  Cynthia  of  our  Britilh  main  i 
Wng'd  with  falfe  hopes  their  floating  cities  flew. 
Like  Sodom,  do  m'd  t    flaming  vengeance  too  : 
Immortal  Drak^,  the  Biitilh  thunder  drove, 
Hw  -ft,  a',  the  b.lt,  hot-hifling  frmi  above  ; 
Wide  o'er^the  main,  the  bright  inftdion  flew, 
And  flying,  with  tempelluous  fury  grew  ; 
I  Refleding  billows  fliot  a  gleamy  glare, 
!   And  boil'd,  and  ilam'd,  with  elemental  war  ; 
From  the  deep  cavern  of  his  oozy  bed. 
Old  Ocean's  lire  emerg'd  his  azure  head  ; 
Like  fcorching  Xanthns,  felt  his  floods  retire, 
And  roar'd  in  anguifh  at  the  g"d  of  fire  : 
But  when  he  faw  Britannia's  peace  alarm'd. 
And  Heav'n,  and  Drake,  with  facred  vengeance 

a;  m'd  ; 
With  billowing  ftorms  he  urg'd  the  work  of  fate, 
And  heav'd  huge  mountains  at  the  burning  fleet; 
The  burning  fleet  deplore  their  impious  aim. 
And  dread  the  thund'rer,  now  they  feel  his  flame; 
With  (liame,  with  anguifh,  and  with  gudt,  expire. 
Or  fink  in  wat'iy  floods,  (.r  fl^-ods  of  fire. 

Calm  o'er  the  waves  great  Drake  triumphant 
rode. 
Safe  in  the  facred  f3n<51:ion  of  a  god ; 
His  ark,  like  Noah's,  faw  the  whelming  tide, 
Abforp  an  impious  world,  and  gorge  its  pride, 
Conqucft  fat  finiling  at  the  fcene  Heav'n  wrought. 
Aid.  like  the  dove,  the  peaceful  olive  brought : 
Like  Ifrael,  England,  on  ])er  fea-beat  fliore. 
Beheld  the  proud  Egyp'ians,  proud  no  more. 
But,  as  when  once,  the  rebel  Titans  ftrove. 
And  fell  fad  vi(ftinas  to  a  vengeful  Jove  ; 
Sprung  from  the  poifon  of  their  Hydra  gore, 
A  race  arofe,  as  impious  as  before  ; 
A  race,  that  durft  ufurp  the  blef^'d  abodes. 
Defy  the  thund'rer,  and  dethrone  the  gods  : 
So,  from  this  bafe  defeat,  with  impious  rage,) 
New  Titan~  dar'd  our  Britifli  gods  engage; 
Salmoneus  like,  with  mimic  power  they  flrovc, 
And  madly  arm'd  the  thunder  'gain'l  its  Jove. 

In  the  deep  bofcm  of  the  cavern'd  earth, 
Ciofe  plotting  treafon  laid  the  nitrous  birth; 
Old  midwife-night  with  dufky  pinions  fate, 
To  hatch  the  feeds,  and  brood  them  into  fate  : 
When  Britain's  genius  from  his  ruling  flar. 
Beheld  the  latent  ruin  from  afar; 
(Such,  once  in  heav'n,  he  faw  black  treafons  rage 
When  rebel  angels  durfl  their  God  engage) 
With  failing  wings  the  facred  pew'r  defcends, 
And  hov'ring  o'er  his  ifle  incumbent  bends; 
V/ith  tutelary  care,  the  guardian  fate. 
And  anxious,  watch'd  the  birth  of  future  fate. 
And  now  the  gloomy  wings  of  fable  night, 
Embrown'd  the  filver  empire  of  the  night; 
Nor  yet  the  choral  cock  proclaimed  the  day. 
But  all  in  filence,  all  in  horror  lay  ; 
No  breathing  breeze  the  dreary  foreft  (hakes, 
And  Heaven  alone  with  watchful  treafon  wakes :  ' 
N  n  iiij 
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Repos'd,  tlie  me(3itated  martvr  lay, 
Nor  flumb'riiig  dream'd  himfclf  a  future  prey  : 
A\''ell  might  he  reft  fecure  from  mortal  fear  ; 
Whofe  happiuefs  was  Heaven's  peculiar  care  ! 

Lo  !  through  the  ^loom,  a  dartiii;^  luftre  dreams, 
And,  like  a  comet,  flitd*  its  baleful  beams  ; 
Like  that,  each  baleful  beam  malignant  fprino's, 
Denouncing  fate  to  empires,  aud  to  kings  : 
For  lo!  black  treafon  lifts  her  Hydra  head,  -\ 

Struck  at  her  monfter  form  fhe  ftarts  afraid,  / 
Shrinks  in   the   deepeft  gloofti,  and  feeks  thef 

darkeft  fhade  '  '  \ 

But,  ah!  ihii  turns—  "  O  Britain  fee  thy  doom — 
"  Awake!  arife  !  'tis  hell  confpires!  'tis  Rome  !" 
Thanks,  Heaven  !   thy  beams  difpel  the  hideous 

fprite. 
She  flies,  fhe  links,  {he  feeks  th'  abyfs  of  night. 
Sink  fury  :   to  the  detrpcft  hell  of  pains. 
There,  curfe  thy  rage,  in  adamantine  chains! 
But,  hark  !  Britannia's  rovfir  jr  lion  roars. 
And  thunders  treafon  throt:^'i  her  concave  ftiores  ; 
But  Heaven  ]>rote61:s— -ye  echoes  !   waft  it  round, 
Ye  repercuiTive  rocks  !   repeat  the  founcj. 

Hence  learn,   O    trcach'rous  Rome  '.    repuls'd 

retire,  ■ \ 

-And  only  with  Britannia's  peace,  confpire; 
Oft  as  thy  plots,  and  ftratagems  engage,  ' 
As  often  {halt  thou  mourn  thy  bafil-d  rage  ; 
For  know,  we  dare  thy  poor  intending  hate, 
Whilft  Walpolc  {lands  the  bulwark  o{  our  flate  : 
Whilft  his  judicious  hands  our  vcfTcl  guide, 
Boldly  we'll  ilem  old  time's  tempeftucus  tide  ; 
Led  by  that  flar,  the  {lorms  of  fate  ddfy, 
And  launch  into  immenfe  eternity. 

Though  rocks,  and  feas  begird  Britannia's  ifle. 
Her  happy  fliades  with  fwcets  eternal  I'mile, 
Though  the  winds  rage,   and   the  rough  billows 

roar,     '  •    ;  •  ■ 

Soft  Halcyon  eafe  adorns  her  peaceful  {hore  ; 
Conipos'd,  {he  fees  the  fadlious  floods  cjigage, 
And  frniles  ioperior  to  their  empty  rage  ; 
The  breaking  waves  her  rocks  witii  fury  beat, 
And  mourn,  like  thee,  O  Rome  '.  in  tears  their 

bafe  defeat.  • 

ON  CRASSUS. 
Don  Crassus  pium'd  with  Bacularian  pride, 
A  cap,  a  gi.wn,  and  eke  a  robe  belide, 
Pedantically  faurrers  up  and  down  ") 

To  fatisfy'the  mlfbelicving  town,  C 

Proud  of  hlnifelf — but  prouder  of  liis  gown.       j 
Artd  well  he  may  fo ;  for  the  dapper  fellow 
Is  but  poor  Fuftiail,  though  his  gowji's  Pxunello  ! 

CHLOE  REPROIED. 
As  Cbloe,  confcious  of  her  pretty  face, 
l^'.fs'd  the  riiletScd  <toddefs  in  the  glafs; 
And  flialj  theic  charms,  Ihe  cries,  thefc  matchlefs 

chamis, 
To  night  be  luricd  in  an  hufband'-s  arms? 
No  '— -fince  tht  gods  indulgent  give  mc  power, 
rU  reign,  ^t  leafl,  t^ie  tyrant  of  an  hour  ! 


She  fald,  and  to  the  glitt'ring  toilet  ilew, 
Hclghtcn'd  each  charm,  and  ev'ii  diviner  ^eW; 
A  thoufand  arts,  a  thc^fand  airs  flie  tries. 
And  thus  ci^mputes  the  conque{ls  of  her  eye*. 

With  fcorn,  Hoiiorio's  pafTion  I  refign, 
BriUantis,  dear  Rriliantis!   fiiall  b^  mine; 
Conc]uei:'d  Sireno  fl:al!  thefe  charms  adore, 
Sylvandcr,  and  an  endlefs  thoufand  more. 

Thus  fpoke  the  proud  premeditated  bride. 
And  the  Cofmetic  oracle  reply'd. 

Beware,  fair  maid,  beware,  nor  ftrive  to  prov?, 
The  dangerous  varieties  of  love  ;  ' 

But  thinlt  how  brittle  3re  thcfe  charm?  you  hoa{b. 
And  thin'ic  how  foon  t>.t  beauty  may  bs  loft. 
For  this  (take  notice  what  I  lay) 

Depend  on,  to  your  forrow. 
That  if  you  change  your  mind  to-day, 
I'll  change  your  face  to-morrow. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE  AND  SHEPHERD, 

IMITATED  FROM   3TRADA. 

'TwAS  when  the  fun  diffus'd  a  milder  ray. 

And   Icngth'uing  {hades  ccnfclo'd  the  fhort'ning 

day  : 
To  Tiber's  banks  repair'd  an  am'r'us  fwaln, 
I  he  love,  and  envy,  of  the  neighb'ring  plain  ; 
To  cool  his  heat,  he  {ought  the  breezy  grove. 
To  cool  his  heat,  but  more,  the  heat  of  love  ; 
To  foothe  his  cares,  on  a  foft  lute  he  play'd. 
But  the  f.ift  lute  reviv'd  the  lovely  maid  ; 
Cunltiiring  elms  their  umjjrage  ihed  around, 
Wav'd  with  applaufe,  and  liilen'd  to  the  found  ;-■ 
W^hcn  Philomela,  gentle  bird  of  love, 
Poor,  pretty,  harmlafs  Syren  of  the  grove  ! 
Enchanted,  heard  the  {htphtrd  as  he  play'd. 
And  ftnle  attentive  to  the  tuneful  {hade, 
Perch'd  o'er  his  head,  the  charmer  feem'd  to  grow, 
And  to  tile  lyre,  in  {hadows  danc'd  below; 
With  fcornful  eyj;  elate,  inclm'd  to  hear. 
And  lent  her  foul  to  liflcn  in  her  ear ; 
As  his  iwift  fingers  tremble  o'er  the  lute. 
Softly  file  fings  refponfive  to  the  note; 
Each  air,  each  flowing  accent  of  the  fong. 
She  loothfs,  and  f\veetens,  with' her  fofter  tongue^ 
Gemly  refines  each  imitated  {Irain 
And  with  bis  mufic  charms  tl'.e  ravifh'd  fwain  : 
The  ravifn'd  fwain  admir'd  thejuft  replies. 
At  firff:  miflaken  for  the  echoing  breeze;  ' 
But  wheij  he  fovmd  his  little  riva!  near. 
Imbibing  ixiulicboth  at  eye  and  ear; 
Sublinier  notes  improv'd  each  lal)'ring  air, 
The  daring  pTJlv.de  to  the  tuneful  war  : 
O'erjoy'd,  the  cl.pnTier  heard  the  bold  defy. 
And  warbling,  aniwcr'd,  with  a  brilk  reply. 

Now  tend'refl  thou;i;hts  the  gentle  fwain  ia* 
ipire, 
.And  with  a  dying  foftne.Cs  rur.e  the  lyrs. 
Echo  the  mufic  of  the  vernal  V.  oods. 
Warble  the  murmurs  of  the  fai-iu^  floods. 
'ri-.us  fvveet  he  plays,  but  fweet  he  Tj]ays  ii;  vaio^ 
For  Philomda  IJnjjsa  fw?eter  iitaiaj^  «     ' 
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With  eafier  art  flie  modulates  each  note, 
Alore  na,t'fal  mufic  melting  in  her  throat. 

M'uch  hr  a<lmir'd  the  magic  of  her  tongue. 
But  more  to  fee  his  lute,  and  art  outdone  ; 
And  now,  to  loftier  airs,  he  tunes  the  firings, 
And  now,  to  loftier  airs,  his  echo  fings; 
Though   loud    as   thunder,    though    as  fwift   as 

thought, 
She  reach'd  the  fwelling,  caught  the  flying  note  ; 
In  trembling  treble  now  in  deeper  bafe, 
tJhe  fhow'd  how  nature  could  his  art  furpafs. 

Amaz'd,  at   length,  with    rage    the    fhepherd 
bHrn'd, 
His  admiration  into  anger  turn'd  ; 
Eiiflam'd  with  emulatirg  pride,  he  ftood. 
And  thus  defy'd  the  charmer  of  the  wood. 

And  wilt  thou  ftlll  my  mufic  imitate  ? 
Then  fee  thy  fully,  and  thy  talk  is  grcat--- 
For  knovif  more  pow'rful  lays  remaai  unfung. 
Lays!  far  fupcrior  to  that  mimic  tongue — 
If  not,  this  lute,  this  vanquiih'd  lute,  I  fwear, 
Shall  never  more  delight  the  ravifh'd  ear  ; 
But,  broke  in  fcatter'd  fragments  ft rew  the  plain, 
jf\nd  mourn  the  glory  which  it  could  not  gain- 
He  faid,  and  as  he  faid,  his  foul  on  fire. 
With  a  difdainful  air,  he  fwept  the  lyre  ; 
Quick  to  the  touch,  the  tides  of  mufic  flow, 
Swell  into  llrength,  or  melt  away  in  woe ; 
Now,  raife  the  fhrilling  trumpet's  clanging  jar, 
!Now,  roufe  the  raging  thunders  of  the  war; 
NoWjfoft'ning  founds,  and  fadly-pleafing  flrains, 
breathe  out  the  lover's  joys,  and  lover's  pains. 

He  fung,  and  ceas'd  his  rivals'  notes  to  hear, 
As  his  dy'd  hft'ning  in  the  ambiei.t  air. 

But  now,  too  late  '.  her  noble  folly  found, 
?ad  Philomela  flood  fubdu'd  by  found.  [fili'd, 

1'hcugh  vanquifh'd,  yet,   with    generous    ardour 
Ignobly  ftill  flie  fcorn'd  to  quit  the  field  ; 
£ach  emulated  air,  each  labour'd  note, 
Trills  on  her  tongue,  and  trembles  through  her 

throat. 
But  flowly  faint  her  penfive  accents  flow, 
Weaken'd  with  grief,  and  overcharg'd  with  woe: 
Again,  flie  tunes  her  voice,  again  ftie  digs. 
Strains  every  nerve,  aid  quivers  on  her  win^s; 
In  vain  !  her  finking  fpirits  fade  away, 
And  in  a  tuneful  agony  decay  ; 
Dying,  fhe  fL-11,  and  as  the  II  rains  expire, 
Ereath'd  out  her  foul  in  anguilh  on  the  lyre ; 
Piflolv  d  in  tranfport,  there,  rcfign'd  her  breath, 
^nd  gain'd  a  living  conijuelt  by  her  death. 

THE  COURT  OF  VENUS. 

FROM   CLAUDIAN. 

Where  the  fair  Paphim  goddefs  kept  her  court. 

Where  the  loves  wanton,  find  the  graces  /port; 

A  tow'ring  mountaiH  lifts  its  lofty  brow. 

And  bends  with  pleafure  o't-r  the  plains  below  ; 

O'er  diftant,  blue-retiring  hills  furveys 

its  fhadows  floating  in  Ionian  i'eas; 

'Ihe  top  impervious,  all  accefs  denies, 

■^jfes  tbf  hiut,  foot,  and  dims  the  di?2y  fyes : 
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No  fierce,  inclement  winter  fhivers  here. 
No  blafl:ing  feaf  ns  nip  the  blooming  year; 
No  fmoking  mifls,  nor  foggy  damps  arife. 
Hang  o'er  the  hills,  or  fail  along  the  ikies; 
But  an  untainted  j^ithcr  ftiines  ferene, 
And  (beds  its  influence  on  the  fmiling  fcencj 
Eternal  fweets  the  wafting  breezes  bring, 
And  whifper  out  an  everlafting  fpring. 

This  pleafurable  mountain  by  degrees, 
Sinks  in  a  level,  to  falute  your  eyes; 
Where  joy,  fucceeding  joy,  for  ever  new, 
For  ever  rifing  to  the  ravifli'd  view. 
The  wand'ring  fight  with  fweet  amufement  leadj 
Through  golden  groves,  and  ever-living  meads. 

I'hefe  were  the  gifts,  his  gratitude  to  prove, 
Vulcan  beftow'd  upon  the  queen  of  love; 
For  thefe,  the  queen  of  love,  refign'd  her  charms^ 
And  over-fold  the  Heaven  in  her  arms. 

Here,  a  foft  grove  its  coolly  fhade  aflFords, 
Fann'd  by  the  mufic  of  the  warbling  birds; 
To  this,  the  fylvan  chorifters  refort. 
Hop  on  the  houghs,  and  to  the  breezes  fport : 
The  queen  of  love,  amid  the  tuneful  throng, 
With  gracious  fmiles  rewards  the  fav'rite  fong; 
Eleiils  the  worthy  tenant  of  the  grove, 
And  dedicates  him  to  the  god  of  love. 

Emhow'ting  trees  the  mingled  fliade  compofcj 
That  imitates  the  fair,  for  whom  it  grows; 
With  complicating  poplars,  poplars  twine. 
With  fpreading  alders,  fpreading  alders  join  : 
Tvlajeftic  tlms  with  bending  foliage  flow. 
Float  in  green  waves,  and  fan  the  fliades  below; 
The  fiiades  below,  the  cooling  gale  receive. 
And  rjfing,  with  the  cooling  gale,  revive  : 
Two  diff'rent  rivers  murmur  through  the  grove. 
Two  fatal  contra: ieties  in  love  ' 
This,  Iwett  as  mutual  joy  in  youthful  veins. 
That,  bitter,  as  a  dying  lover's  pains  ; 
Confcious,  the  ftreams,  each  other  feem  to  fliun. 
But,  in  meanders  loft,  too  foon  arc  one  1 
Dipt  in  rhefe  fabled  waves,  love's  fatal  dart, 
btings  the  diftrafted  foul,  to  foothe  the  heart; 
To  thefe,  their  double  pow'r  his  arrows  owe, 
Soft-pleafing  joys,  and  fad  confuming  woe. 

Rang'd  on  the  banks,  the  little  loves  refort, 
Plight  fancy'd  oaths,  and  bend  their  bows  in  fport; 
Thefe,  tendtr  nymphs  produc'd,  a  blooming  race  ! 
And  left  their  virgin  image  on  their  face. 
Their  ruddy  cheeks  their  parents  charms  proclaim, 
Alike  their  habit,  and  their  look  the  fame  : 
O'er  all  thefe  troops,  prefides  the  god  of  love, 
A  god,  whom  all  the  gods  revere  above  ; 
Sprung  from  the  mother,  and  the  queen  of  charmSj 
He  fliines  dilUrgiiifh'd  in  fuperior  arms  ; 
His  cogent  power  e'en  deities  controuls. 
And  awes  the  thunderer  that  awes  the  poles; 
On  earth  he  triumphs  o'er  a  monarch's  cares. 
And  blafts  the  laurel  which  the  thunder  fpares: 
In  woods,  and  groves,  th'  inferior  archers  reigDj 
Contented  wiih  the  conquefts  of  the  plain. 

Clofe  by  the  ftreams,  in  fata!  pomp  array'd. 
l.&ve's  wild  rcniantic  eijuipage  is  laid  : 
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Here  lawlefs  liberty  for  ever  roves. 
For  ever  riots  in  excffs  of  loves; 
Inflam'd  with  wine,  diftradted  i  ao^e  appear?. 
But  fi^on  difiblves  in  felUacciifing  tears 
Here  warming  whifpers  propagate  replies, 
Sweet-melting  murmurs,  foft-conienting  fighs; 
With  all  the  eloquerce  that  hearts  confefs, 
Wifh  all  the  harmony  that  eyrr-  exprefs : 
There  young  defire  their  tafted  joys  purfue, 
Pleas'd  with  thepaft.  and  panting  for  the  new; 
When  ftrange  chimeras  on  a  fudden  rife, 
Shift  the  falfe  fcene,  and  intercept  their  eyes; 
Tormenting  jealoufies,  uneafy  cares, 
Diflembling  hopes  imaginary  fears; 
Accufing  crimes  of  lil-requitrcd  love, 
And  breaking  vows  re-echo  through  the  grove. 
Full  in  the  midft,  with  nice  becoming  grace, 
Stood  youth,  too  confcious  of  hi«  comely  face  ; 
Proud  of  his  nervous  ftrength,  and  vig'rous  veins, 
With  pain  his  blood  the  lufcious  tide  contains; 
With  haughty  frailes  he  mocks  declining  age, 
His  flarv'd  enjoyments,  and  diflVmbltd  rage  ; 
The  wither'd  crone  avoids  him  with  remorfe, 
And  ficken^  at  the  thought  of.  Once  he  was — 

Proud  o'er  the  groves  a  glitt'ring  dome  afcends, 
Rich  with  the  labour  of  Vulcanian  hands  ; 
Through  the  green  ranks,  the  dartingluftreftrcams, 
And  the  fliades  kindle  with  refleifted  flames; 
This'  mafterpiece  of  fkill,  the  Lemnian  god, 
On  hii  fair  fpoufe  a  worthy  gift  beflpw'd. 
Immortal  moHumencs  of  ^rt  fupport 
The  valr  foundations  of  each  avple  court, 
On  diamond  pillars,  diamond  pillars  rife  ; 
At  once  invadt,  and  emulate  the  fkies; 
Pelucid  cryftal  clarifies  each  {lone. 
And  by  excluding,  makes  a  double  fun; 
In    val  fteps  the  wavy  topaz  rcU'd, 
Gleams  by  reflexion  on  the  valvirg  gold  ; 
Each  ftone  confpires  it  emulating  rays. 
Glitters  the  beryls,  and  the  rubies  blaze  ; 
Carv'd  faphires  melt  in  undulating  flame. 
And    rink  the  lucid  amber's  fainter  flream. 

Herefpacious  greens,  reviving  areas  rife. 
And  with  a  milder  icene  refrtfli  the  eyes  ; 
Thr -ugh  Cafiia  groves  ambrofial  breezes  breathe, 
And  fleal  the  aromatic  fweet-  beneath  ; 
There,  foft,  inferior  fhades  of  myrtle  grow, 
And  lilies,  blufliing  as  the  rofes  glow  ; 
Difl"olv'd  with  joy,  the  trickling  balm  runs  o'er, 
And  the  fvveet  tears  dillil  at  every  pore. 

But  now,  his  journey  paft,  the  god  o{  love, 
With  joyful  fleps  approach'd  his  native  grove ; 
And  now  he  re-affumes  a  folcmn  pace, 
Hs  moves  with  majefty,  and  looks  with  grace. 

It  happen'd  then,  with  future  joys  elate, 
His  goddefs-mother  at  her  toilet  fate  ; 
On  either  fide,  th'  Idalian  Cidcis  Hand, 
Proud  of  the  fmiling  goddeffes  command  ; 
Thefe  fcatters  odours  o'er  the  fragrant  fair, 
Thofe  thread  the  mazy  tendrils  of  her  hair  ; 
Part  exsrcile  the  nice  correfting  comb, 
Smooth  the  foft  curls,  and  call  the  ftragkrshome, 
Tha  comely  fav'rites,  by  a  nice  defign, 
"They  leave  to  fport,  and  wan:on  with  the  wind, 


The  comely  fav'rites,  with  adornhig  grsee 

Wave  on  the  breeze,  and  flow  iipnn  ber  face, 

With  cooling  airs  create  an  eafy  pride. 

And,  but  increafu  the  charms,  tl'-y  iirive  to  hide  :. 

No  giafles  here,  deluding  lights  fupply. 

The  brilliant  diamond,  guides  the  judging  eye  ; 

For  as  the  goddefs  moves  new  mirrors  rife, 

And  catch  augmenting  fplendors  from  her  eyes; 

As  to  the  multiplying  ftones  fhe  turns, 

In  ail  fhe  dances,  and  in  all  flie  burns. 

But,  lo  !   a  fudden  frene  of  glory  fires 
Her  rifing  foul,  and  breathes  more  gay  defires ; 
Her  fon's  refletfled  image  flie  furveys, 
With  trembling  joys,  flic  turns  to  prove  the  rays, 
But  turning,  confcious  of  her  only  fon, 
Into  the  bloomy  b;v's  embraces  run. 
Receives  him  panting  at  unfolding  charms, 
And  hugs  the  little  darling  in  her  arms. 

ORPHEUS  AND  EURYDICE. 

FkOM  Virgil's  fourth  geobgic. 

iNCENs'd,  the  raging  prophet*  thus  replies, 

Gnafhes  his  teeth,  and  rolls  his  azure  eyes. 

No  common  vengeance  does  your  crimes  purfue, 

Your  crimes,  which  well  deferve  their  fatal  due  : 

But  humbly  fupplicate  immortal  hate, 

And  wifely  fhun  the  threat'ning  rage  of  fate; 

O  '.  think  on  Orpheus,  and  his  injur'd  fpoufe. 

And  mark  the  wicked  author  of  their  woes; 

When  lawlefs  luft  enflam'd  thy  boiling  blood, 

To  chafe  the  flying  fair  along  the  flood  : 

Think,  how  the  fnake,  in  verdant  ambufti  laid, 

Unwarily  f.-rpris'd  the  panting  maid  ; 

Shrieking,  fhe  fell,  refign'd  her  fainter  breath. 

And  fought  the  kinder  arms  of  icy  death  : 

The  nymphs, the  fwains,  the  dying  virgin  mourn'd, 

The  river  deities,  the  grief  return'd  ; 

The  winds,  with  fympathifing  forrnw,  figh'd. 

And  the  fad  fl;reams  their  trickling  tears  fupply*d4 

The  wretched  hufband,  hopelefs  of  relief. 
In  tuneful  anguifla  fought  to  foothe  his  grief; 
But  rifing  forrows  all  his  thoughts  controul. 
Flow  in  his  eyes,  and  melt  his  foft'ning  foul ; 
In  plaintive  flrains  he  mourns  his  confort  gone, 
Sighs  to  the  rifing,  and  the  fetting  fun  ;     ' 
Till  v.'ildly  loft  in  folitiide  and  woe, 
Raving,  he  fought,  the  dreary  fhades  below, 
Advent'rous  by  defpair,  and  dar'd  to  tread 
The  melancholy  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 
With  fongs  to  fupplicate  th'  infernal  power, 
And  foothe  the  god,  who  ne'er  was  footh'd  before. 

Lur'd  by  the  magic  of  the  facred  found. 
Swift-gliding  crowds  of  Ipedres  hover  round  ; 
Thick,  as  when  fouls  obfcurc  the  ev'ningair, 
And  to  their  grovts  in  feather'd  clouds  repair; 
Men,  matrons,  maids,  a  vifionary  throng, 
Surround  the  poet,  and  imbibe  his  long; 
With  all  thofe  multitudes  of  empty  ghofts, 
Where  Stygian  Area  ■  s  furround  thefquallid  eoalls; 
Heedlefs  their  own  unhappy  fates  to  mourn, 
Weeping,  they  make  his  mifery  their  own. 

•  Proftus, 
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E'en  hell  icfclf,  with  all  its  fiends,  was  sharm'd, 

Its  terrors  foften'd,  and  its  rage  difarm'd; 

The  grinning  guardian  loU'd  his  triple  tongue, 

And  fawning,  lick'd  the  poet,  as  he  fung; 

'I'he  very  furies  heav'd  away  their  chains, 

And  found  their  own  too  weak  forniufic's  flrains, 

Ixion  his  eternal  toil  forewent, 

And  lifl'ning,  on  his  rolling  labour,  leant. 

But  now  the  tuneful  barid,  his  bride  reflor'd. 
Back  to  the  realms  oi  day,  the  path  explor'd ; 
Slowly  {he  fo>!ow'd,  as  he  ltd  the  way. 
Obedient  to  Proferpina's  decree  : 
For  if,  before  the  gloomy  fhades  were  paft, 
He  turn'd  to  look,  the  look  muft  be  his  laft, 
A  fault  which  hell  might  pafs  in  filence  by, 
Could  hell  behold  it  with  a  lover's  eye : 
And  now  near  travers'd  o'er  the  realms  of  night, 
They  rofe  emergent  on  the  beams  of  light ; 
When  the  poor  youth  unfortunately  kind, 
Caft  a  too  fond-condu(Stivc  glance  behind: 
But,  as  he  turn'd,  three  peals  of  thunder  fpoke, 
The  dire  conditionary  promife  broke  ; 
While  thus  the  fadly  fweet,  reproving  maid, 
Befpoke  the  youth  by  too  much  love  betray'd. 

Unhappy  Orpheus  !  ah,  unhappy  boy  ! 
"What  mov'd  tiiee  thus  to  blafl  our  bloomy  joy  ? 
Alas  I  for  ever  loft,  I  leave  thee  now  1 

Tlfls  parting  kifs,  to  foothe  eternal  woe 

Farewell — dim  fhades  of  horror  round  me  rife, 
And  fudden  night  o'erwhelms  my  fwimming  eyes 

She  faid ;  and  as  fhe  faid,  in  fhades  withdrew, 
From  his  deluded  arms,  the  vifion  flew  ; 
With  ftridl  embrace,  in  vain  he  flops  her  flay, 
DilTolv'd  to  air,  unfelt,  fhe  glides  away  ; 
In  vain  he  fecks  her  with  inceffant  eyes, 
In  vain  invokes  her  with  imploring  cries; 
What  could  he  do?   All  efforts  are  too  late, 
Again  her  foul  is  fummon'd  down  by  fate; 
Th'  infernal  ferry-man  relents  no  more, 
And  e'en  his  mulic  now- forgets  its  power  1 

Seven  months,  by  fame's  report,  the  lonefome 
fwain, 
Devoted  to  his  melancholy  pain  : 
Where  Scythian  hills  are  bleak  with  drifted  fnow, 
And  fliiver  in  the  frigid  floods  below, 
Diilrafted,  with  indulgcncy  of  grief, 
111  foul-rc-ftcring  flrains  he  fought  relief; 
In  flrains  that  e'en  the  barren  mountains  charm'd. 
And  their  eternal  frofts  with  pity  warm'd  : 
The  lifl'ning  favages  his  power  confefs'd. 
Their  rage  he  focth'd,   but  could  not  foothe  his 
breaft. 

As  the  lamenting  nightingale  complains, 
Of  cruel  fpoilers,  and  deftruAive  fwains, 
"V.'hen  fad  '.  flie  fees  her  younglings  borne  away, 
Her  downy  darlings,  an  inhuman  pr^  ! 
Sunk  in  fome  gloom,  flie  darkling  pints  alone. 
Sighs  out  her  grief,  and  murmurs  out  her  moan. 
Thus  Orpheus  fought  to  calm  his  peacekfs  breaft, 
A  fltanger  to  the  quietude  of  reft  ; 
Now  wildly  tortur'd  by  defpair,  he  goes. 
O'er  freezing  mountains  of  eternal  fnows, 


Delighted  to  the  barren  rocks  to  tell, 

The  rigorous  benevolence  of  hell ; 

Averfe  to  Venus,  and  the  nuptial  joys. 

In  unavailing  jiricf  his  life  deflroys; 

Till  frantic  Bacchanals  tliat  madly  ftrove 

To  warm  his  bofoni  to  a  fecond  love, 

With  rage,  revenge,  and  brutal  fury  arm'd. 

More  favage,  than  thofe  favages  he  charm'd, 

Confpir'd  againft  his  life,  the  bard  they  flew. 

And  on  cold  Hebe's  ftreams  h;s  head  they  threw-* 

Yet,  e'en  in  dealij,  his  voice  bewails  his  woe. 

And  with  theflrcaais  his  flrains  in  anguifli  flow; 

Eurydice  !   his  dying  tongue  dephres, 

Eurydice  I  refounds  along  the  lcng!;h'ning  fliore^ 

UPON  A  NEEDLE. 

Occaftoned  by  feeing  a  Lady  Embroidering, 

This  little  inftrument  of  art, 
Methinks,  refemblcs  Cipid's  dartj 
As  the  filken  wound  it  gives. 
With  enliv'ning  beauty  livesj 
So  the  pointed  fliafts  of  love. 
On  my  heart,  their  power  prove; 
And,  as  the  vital  threads  they  pierce. 
Animate  a  fpring  of  verfe, 
Whilfl  the  flowers  of  poetry 
Arife,  thefe  brighter  flowers  to  fee. 

Yet,  though  thus  like,  both  darts  appear^     ♦ 
Tn  the  main  point,  they  differ  far; 
For,  but  conlider,  their  employs— 
This  creates,  but  that  deflroys! 

TO  MR.  TAYLOR,  A.  B.  OF  ST.  JOHN'S,  &c 

Upon  reading  fome  of  his  excellent  Poems. 
As  fuppliants  e'er  they  feek  the  facred  fhrine. 
Prefer  their  off" 'rings  to  the  power  within; 
Thus  let  me  fix  this  token  of  my  zeal,  [fleal; 

Here,   through   thefe  gates  of  fame,  a  pafs-port 
Purfue  the  paths  of  glory  where  you  run. 
And,  like  the  lark,  falute  the  rifing  fun. 

But  hark  1  what  fweet  enchanting  notes  I  hear^ 
Does  *  Horace,  or  does  Taylor  charm  mine  ear  J 
DeluQve  thought  1  the  Roman,  now  no  more. 
To  Latium  lofl,  delights  th'  Elyfium  fhore  ; 
There,  hap'ly  could  he  hear  thy  loftier  fliain. 
Thy  lyre  would  charm  him  into  life  again. 

t  Securely  may 'ft  thou  dare  the  darts  of  dcathj 
Defy  the  tyrant  with  thy  lateft  breath  ;  ■ 
For  this  life  loft,  eternal  life  receive. 
And  in  thy  own  Pindaric  ever  live. 

\  What  may  not  all  thy  lofty  numters  raife. 
When  light  receives  new  luflre  from  thy  lays? 
Amaz'd.I  view'd  thy  beams,  like  ancient  night. 
Silver  my  gloom,  and  cheer  my  foul  with  light  : 
Like  the  fair  orb  you  fing  with  equal  force. 
By  your  own  brightnefs  you  diredl  yourcourfc; 
To  us  below,  thy  genial  rays  difpcnle, 
The  glorious  beams  of  everlafting  fenfe; 

*   Alluding  to  his  odes, 

f  Alluding  to  a  poem  againjl  the  fear  of  dtstlh 

\   Alluding  to  an  «aV  on  liglit. 
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Ripen  each  thoBght,  recal  each  fancy  forth, 
And  warm  poetic  harvefls  into  birth. 
In  thee,  as  in  Apollo,  both  Hoite, 
Celeftial  luAre,  and  celedial  wit. 

*  Had  holy  David  heard  thee  weep  his  woe. 
The  Plalmift  had  refign'd  his  harp  to  you  ; 
Mufic.  like  yours,  would  all  his  griefs  controul. 
And  foothe  him,  as  he  footh'd  diftemper'd  Saul. 

But  whilft  1  thus  thy  pleafing  paths  purfue, 
What  fields  of  glory  open  to  my  view  i 
What  rifmg  raptures,  all  my  bread  infpire, 
How  my  foul  kindles  with  refle6led  fire  '. 
Still,  as  I  read,  with  rage  divine  I  glow, 
Dwell  on  each  thought,  and  ftrive  to  think  like 

ycu  : 
With  wonder  view  judicious  ardour  fhine, 
Bloom  in -each  thought,  and  ripen  ev'ry  line: 
Each  manly  verfe,  with  female  fweetnefs  flows. 
With  fruits,  and  bloflbms,  like  the  orange  glows. 

But,  oh  I  forgive  a  weak  officious  friend, 
And  let  thefe  lines  my  honeft  love  commend  : 
Whilft  to  fublimer  flights  your  wings  afpire, 
Thus  let  me  gaze  at  diftance,  thus  admire  ; 
Receive  a  fingle  portion  of  your  power, 
Nor,  like  EUflia,  could  I  wifh  for  mare. 

But,  when  time  fees  thy  future  laurels  grow 
For  fome  great  4iiad,  to  adorn  thy  brow, 
]ln4he  f&ft  fliade,  thus  let  me  chant  my  love, 
^d  live  the  linnet  of  thy  laurel  grove. 

TO  LAURA. 

When  Paris  faw  the  bright  celeftial  Three, 
And  view'd  thofe  beauties,  now  reviv'd  in  thee, 
Hadft  thou,  my  Laura,  feen  the  grand  difpute, 
Hadft  thou  contended  for  the  glitt'ring  fruit ; 
Heaven's  queen  had  found  her  princely  prefents 

vain, 
TJor  proffer'd  empires  you  alone  could  gain ; 
JPallas  abalh'd,  had  own'd  with  fweet  furprife, 
The  filent  eloquence  of  magic  eyes; 
Such  eyes  had  fmil'd  thee  faireft  of  the  fair. 
And  Venus  own'd  a  brighter  Venus  there. 
Though  Venusjfhone  with  each  alluring  grace, 
Her  charms  had  only  gain'd  a  fecond  place  : 
Thine  1  thine  had  won  the  (hcpherd's  noble  part, 
Though  hers  the  apple,  thine  had  been  his  heart. 

TO  THE  SAME.— WEEPING. 

If  Laura  weep  for  thofe  her  eyes  have  flain, 
Then  fmile,  my  fair,  and  we'll  revive  again. 

TO   THE    SAME. 

ON  UER   PATCHES. 

liACEA,  you  fay,  thefe  fable  fpots  impart. 
The  feemly  tokens  of  each  love -burnt  heart ; 
As  conquer'd  trophies  grace  fome  facrcd  flirine, 
So  they  adorn  a  power,  as  much  divine  : 
But  if,  among  thofe  conquefts  of  your  eyes. 
My  humble  heart  can  prove  a  worthy  prize; 

*  Alluding  to  a  pcem  on  David'' t  tammiation  ^ver 
Akfa'om, 


O  let  your  lip  the  faithful  token  wear, 
And  let  me  live  on  endlefs  kiffes  there  ! 

TO  HER  RING. 

Blest  ornament !  how  happy  is  thy  fnare. 

To  bind  the  fnowy  finger  of  my  fair  1 

O  could  I  learn  thy  nice  coerfive  art. 

And  as  thou  bind'ft  her  finger,  bind  her  heart  T 

Not  eaftern  diadems,  like  thee,  can  fhine. 
Fed  from  her  brighter  eyes  with  beams  divine  ; 
Nor  can  their  mightieft  monarch's  pow'r  com- 
mand 
So  large  an  empire,  as  thy  charmer's  hand. 

O  could  thy  form  thy  fond  admirer  wear, 
Thy  very  likenefs  fhould  in  all  appear  ; 
My  endlefs  love,  thy  endlefs  round  Ihould  fhotr. 
And  my  heart  flaming,  for  thy  diamond  glow. 

ON  A  LADY'S  NECKLACE. 

Ye  cryftal  orbs  that  on  her  bofom  lie. 
The  glitt'ring  planets  of  a  brighter  Iky, 
Like  ftars  illumin'd  by  the  lamp  of  day. 
From  my  Belinda's  eye  you  catch  your  ray; 
Well  may  thofe  eyes  of  light  like  yours  infpire. 
When  their  leaft  beam  can  fet  my  heart  on  fire. 

O  happy  chain  !  thy  artlefs  foldings  prove 
Superior  to  the  magic  charms  of  love  \ 
O  :  were  you,  by  a  juft  poffeffion,  mine. 
And  had  I  power  to  make  you  more  divine ; 
Could  art  increafe  each  globe,  as  large  as  this, 
Like  Anthony,  I'd  give  it  for  a  kifs : 
My  worlds, though  fwell'd  tothoufandsjl'dbeftow, 
To  circle  my  Selinda's  neck,  like  you. 

TO  A  LADY, 

Who  Is  mejl  beautiful  luhen  Angry. 

Cmlia,  methinks,  that  fweet  contraded  brow, 
Refcmbles  angry  Cupid's  bended  bow  ; 
Like,  that,  it  aims  a  ftroke  at  every  heart, 
Whilft  either  eye  fupplies  a  keener  dart. 

ON  WOMEN. 

Bright,  as  thofe  glittering  worlds  that  roll  above. 
Are  women,  when  in  virtue's  orb  they  move  ; 
But  then,  like  ftars,  once  fall'n,  their  light  thcj 

lofe. 
Unheeded  fade,  and  turn  to  flime,  like  thofe. 

TO  MRS.  WIGMORE, 

Upon  fceingher  at  the  Mountebank' s Jlage, 

Could  Smith's  mcdicinary  power  but  heal. 
With  half  that  eafe,your  fatal  glances  kill : 
How  might  we  blefs  the  love-relieving  art  I 
How  might  it  foothe  this  fad  afflitflcd  licart  I 
But  yet,  for  O  I  fo  pleafing  is  the  flame, 
.So  like  the  charming  fair,  from  whom  it  came  1 
Firft,  let  each  pang  diftrad  my  peaceful  reft. 
But  never,  never  1  leave  my  love-fick  breaft  • 
Still,  ftill,  let  hope  indulge  the  dear  defirc, 
And  with  the  lamp  cf  life  alone  expire  j 
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Sd  fiiall  my  death,  my  faithful  paflion  prove, 
And  my  hear^  die  a  martyr  to  my  love. 

TO  MR.  EUSDEN, 

De/iring  bis  CorreSlions  on  a  Poem*, 
Dear  Sjr, 
If  what  a  grateful  heart  can  give, 
May  meet  a  kind  reception,  this  receive  ; 
To  thefe  low,  humble  lines,  a  while  unbend, 
And  let  the  critic  foften  to  the  friend; 
Let  human  candor  aid  thy  judging  art, 
And  thy  head  ever  diiftate  from  thy  heart  I 

Fond  to  be  thought  a  candidate  for  fame, 
My  mufe,  ambitious,  takes  a  lofty  aim  ; 
But,  ah  !  too  bold  her  wilh,  too  large  her  view, 
Unlefs  approv'd,  unlefs  infpir'd  by  you  ; 
Unlefs  you  tune  her  notes.  In  vain  flie  fings, 
Unlefs  you  aid,  in  vain  fhe  fpreads  her  wings ; 
Aw'd  by  your  word,  flie'll,blu(hing  own  her  fault, 
Dlfclaiming  each  extravagance  of  thought ; 
Nature,  and  art,  at  once,  like  you,  difpenfe, 
And  ripen  fancy  into  ftrength  of  fenfe. 

Thus,  tender  trees,  with  flowers  luxuriant  fmile, 
Wafte  their  vain  fap,  ungrateful  to  their  foil ; 
Till  fome  wife  hand,  with  kind  corre(5tive  care, 
Prune  their  gay  pride,  and  bid  their  branches  bear : 
Then  fruits,  and  flowers,  promifcuoufly  abound. 
Teem  from  the  flroke,  and  bloffom  from  the  wound. 
Sidney -ColL'ge,  "Jun.  27.  I/aj-O- 

W.  Pattison. 

AN  APOLOGY  TO  MR.  BfiLL. 

Clurior  in  Unebris  fi  latiiijjet,  erat. 
Sir, 
Ir  I  my  tributary  lays  refufe, 
O  blame  not  me,  but  blame  the  confcious  mufe  I 
For  when  commanding  duty  bids  me  fing, 
She  Hops  my  voice,  and  breaks  the  jarring  firing; 
And  when  I  would  the  pleafing  taflc  renew. 
The  awful  Roman  rifcs  to  my  view, 
Let  thofe,  fays  he,  tvho  aim  in  all  they  write. 
At  once  to  mingle  profit,  and  delight ; 
Their  theme  exadtly  to  their  meafures  fit. 
Nor  vainly  hope  to  rife  above  their  wit : 
Who  looks  aloft,  will  furely  tread  awry. 
And  may  miftake  a  marl-pit  for  the  iky. 

Yet,  like  the  reft,  I  can  my  tribute  bring. 
Like  fome  perhaps  in  fpite  of  nature  fmg  : 
Ranfack  each  common  author,  and  from  thence 
Profane  good  ancient  phrafe  with  modern  fenfe. 
In  rapine  rich,  laborioufly  dull,  . 
Witty,  but  juft  enough  to  fliow  a  fool; 
How  could  I  languifh  in  a  rural  fong. 
And  tag  the  tadpole-paftoral  along  ? 
How  fweetiy  fhould  the  tuneful  murmurs  creep, 
And  lull  the  ravifh'd  reader  fall  afleep  ? 
The  blafted  oaks  fhould  then  more  juftiy  fear, 
My  rhyming  fury,  than  the  thunder's  fear. 

How  could  I,  wing'd  with  fplay-foot  lyrics  fly, 
Like  hag,  on  broomftick,  through  the  troubled 
fky  1 

•  RofamQnJ  to  Ilenrj. 


Rhyming,  I'd  mount,  like  Dennis,  heretofore, 
Bluller  as  loudly,  and  as  proudly  foar. 

Well  may  fuch  poets  rife  a  tow'ring  height. 
Who  have  no  thought  to  Intercept  their  flight ; 
Nor  need  they  fear  to  tumble  from  the  ikies, 
For  thofe  can  never  fall,  who  never  rife. 

But  fhall  I  with  collecfled  theft  profane 
The  great,  the  blefs'd,  the  venerable  name ! 
Shall  I  with  murd'rers  to  the  altar  fly,  "] 

Not  through  religious  zeal,  but  infamy,  j 

As  Btackmore  fought  in  Job  a  fanfluary  I  J 

Forbid  it,  Heav'n — I  choofe  an  humbler  fate, 
Nor  would  be  wicked,  to  be  vainly  great. 
Let  me  in  lowlier  fcenes  a  while  delight, 
With  cooling  judgment  meditate  the  flight ; 
Then,  worthy  Sir,  if  time  confirm  my  thought,' 
The  tribute,  if  'tis  worthy,  fhall  be  brought ; 
With  double  ardour  I'll  the  talk  purfue, 
To  fing  of  Heaven,  and  ling  to  you. 

TO  MR.  HEDGES, 

6n  Heading  bit  Latin  Ode  to  Dr.  Broxhdmt. 

Unskill'd  In  Greek  and  Roman  tongue, 
Which  words  are  fhort,  and  which  are  long. 
To  tliee  thefe  home-fpun  lines  I  fend, 
Not  as  a  fcholar,  but  a  friend. 

Here  I  might  fhow  from  wife  example^ 
In  work  elaborate  and  ample. 
That  Homer,  though  he  writ  in  Greek, 
Writ  what  his  mother  taughthim  fpeak  ; 
Horace  and  Virgil's  learned  Latin, 
Was  what,  when  boys,  they  us'd  to  prate  iQ,' 
That  all  fam'd  bards,  except  the  Dutch, 
(If  there  were  ever  any  fuch) 
Have  writ  the  poems,  they  excel  In, 
In  the  fame  tongue  they  learn'd  to  fpell  iBt 

To  thee  alone,  with  greatefl  eafe, 
'Tis  granted,  in  all  ways,  to  pleafe  ; 
And,  by  a  gift  from  heaven  miraculous. 
All  lingua's  are  to  thee  vernacula's  : 
That  Horace  felf  had  fcarcely  known. 
Thy  thoughts,  or  language  from  his  owB. 

Many  a  lad  returns  from  fchool, 
A  Latin,  Greek,  and  Hebrew  fool ; 
In  arts  and  knowledge  flill  a  block. 
Though  deeply  Ikill'd  in  hie,  hsc,  hoe. 
Heavy  they  tread  the  up-hill  way. 
O'er  craggy  rocks,  and  found'ring  clay. 
Till  weary  with  their  road,  they  flop 
Juft  at  the-  mountain's  lofty  top ; 
Still  poring  on  the  barren  ground. 
View  not  the  beauteous  profpedt  round  ; 
Which,  hid  beneath  the  fummit,  lies 
Conceal'd  from  low  and  vulgar  eyes. 
And  which  alone  can  amply  pay 
The  toil  and  drudgery  of  the  way  : 
From  hence  they  might  with  tranfport  view 
All  that  the  ancient  fages  knew  ; 
What  they  perform'd,  and  what  they  thought, 
How  TuUy  fpoke,  and  Cxfar  fought ; 
While  manners  of  a  world  unknown 
Should  guide  their  youth,  and  form  their  cwa ; 
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While  bright  examples  I§ad  to  fame, 
And  vicious  teach  to  fly  their  fhatne. 

.    Yet  we  might  fpare  the  mighty  pains 
In  fearching  ancient  dark  remains; 
Since  ai^eater  worthies  rife  at  home, 
And  Britain  fcorns  to  yield  to  Rome. 
Aujjfeftus'  reign,  renown'd  for  peace. 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wealth's  increafe  ; 
JTo  more  we  envy,  while  our  land 
Is  doubly  blefs'd  from  George's  hand. 
Ammon's  fucce,*!;,  and  Csefar's  mind, 
To  form  vicflorious  Marlbro'  join'd; 
Demoflhenes',  and  Tnlly's  fame, 
!Muil  yield  to  Walpole's  greater  name ; 
Facftion,  and  flrife,  to  hear  his  voice. 
Are  dumb,  and  ceafe  their  jarring  noife  : 
Whole  fenates  bow  their  yielding  minds, 
iiike  woods  before  the  fouthern  winds ; 
Free  from  deceit,  and  fervile  art, 
He  fpeaks  the  dieSates  of  his  heart ; 
His  tongue  enchants,  hiscounfel  leads; 
Peace  enters  firft,  then  wealth  fucceeds  : 
His  virtues  through  the  land  confef-s'd. 
While  thus  he  foothes  us  to  be  bleft. 

If  to  new  fcenes  we  turn  our  view, 
And  learning,  arts,  and  wit  purfue. 
Our  land  can  furnifh  men  of  fame. 
To  eclipfi^'the  Greek,  and  Roman  name, 
l.ocke  (hail  inftrudt,  and  form  our  youth, 
And  teach  their  underftandings  truth. 
Vice  fhall  look  pale,  and  virtue  thrive, 
Humanity,  and  friendfhip  live  ; 
While  Addifon  our  morals  rules. 
And  proves  all  villains  to  be  fools. 
Newton  (hall  lead  our  ravifh'd  fouls, 
Through  boundlefs  worlds  beyond  the  poles; 
From  ftar  to  ftar  dire<5l  our  way, 
As  certain,  and  asfix'd  as  they. 
Examples  were  but  vain  to  prove. 
Our  nation's  boaft,  our  country's  love, 
A  land  of  patriots  brave,  and  free, 
While  all  mankind  ars  flaves  but  we  ! 

To  what  a  height  true  wit  can  reach, 
Let  Waller,  and  let  Congreve  teach; 
And  if  we  needs  muft  write  by  rules. 
Without  th'  afliftance  of  the  fchools, 
In  flowing  verfe,  and  lines  well-wrought, 
What  Horace,  what  Quiniilian  thought, 
Join'd  with  a  little  mother  wit, 
Rofcommon,  and  our  Pope  have  vyrit. 

The  fair,  who  befl  the  mufe  infpire. 
Who  warm  the  heart,  and  tune  the  lyre, 
Superior  to  all  former  dames. 
Inhabit  nc>w  the  banks  of  Thames : 
Th'  Efjyptian  queen,  the  ancient's  boaft, 
For  whom  the  well-fought  world  was  loft, 
Tell  me,  dear  Hedges,  thou  canft  tell. 
Thou  know'il  the  dead,  and  living  well. 
Could  (he  her  haughty  charms  compaie 
With  her,  who  reprcfents  her  here  ? 
Old  Homer's  theme,  the  Grecian  dame, 
Who  fet  whole  nations  in  a  flame. 
No  more  had  been  the  beauteous  prize, 
Had  they  beheld  Lavioia's  eyes ; 


The  Greeks  for  her  alone  had  firove. 
And  Paris  had  been  falfe  to  love. 

Thus  taught,  and  thus  inffir'd,  1  write 
What  friendlhip,  and  what  love  indife; 
Free  from  each  modern  witling's  vice. 
Envy  and  flander,  flattery,  lies. 
To  pleafe  our  pride,  or  gain  our  end, 
Each  jeft  (hould  facrifice  a  friend  ; 
While  one's  ill-nature  joins  to  praife 
What  th'  other's  malice  dully  lays  ; 
In  peace  my  harmlefs  minutes  pals, 
'  Fwixt  bufmefs,  beauty,  and  a  glafs ; 
Nor  want  I  aught,  my  foul  to  cheer. 
But  thee,  to  join  in  pleafure  here  ; 
Thus  may  I  live,  till  life  fliail  end, 
And  love  my  niiftrefs,  country,  friend '. 

TO  A  FRIEND, 
Sljfuading  bim  from  lo-oing  a  certain  Lady. 

If  aught  a  kindly  caution  can  impart. 
Be  this,  not  love,  imprinted  on  thy  heart; 
Let  every  line  a  well-known  truth  commend. 
And,  where  you  doubt  the  poet,  truft  the  friend ; 
Let  vanquifh'd  reafon  re-aflume  the  field. 
And  to  the  true,  the  fidious  goddefs  yield. 

What  Homer  feigns, when  fierce  Tydides  ftrove» 
Infpir'd  by  Pallas,  with  the  queen  of  love  ; 
But  {hows  the  weaknefs  of  vain  beauty's  art, 
Whilft  wifdom's  facred  influence  arms  the  heart : 
Yet,  green  in  age,  unvers'd  in  female  wiles, 
Each  fpecious  ftiow  our  cafy  fight  beguiles; 
Gay  courting  fcenes  the  early  path  adorn, 
And  blooming  beauty  paints  our  youthful  morn; 
Our  heedlefs  pleafures  with  falfe  objedls  rife. 
Blind  to  the  black'ning  cloud,  and  gathering  Ikies, 
But,  ah  ;  methinks,  I  hear  thee,  fighing,  fay. 
Such  charms  invite  '■   fo  flowery  fmiles  the  way  I 
Refolv'd,  fair  beauty's  lovely  maze  I'll  tun — 
Who  might  not  thus?  who  would  not  be  undone  I— 
O  ftay,  rafh  youth  :   beware,  be  timely  wife, 
Lurk'd  in  that  labyrinth,  another  monller  lies  I 

How  weak  were  female  fnarcs,  how  vain  each 
wile. 
Did  not  our  eyes  our  hood-wink'd  minds  beguile  ? 
Like  grofs  idolaters,  we  form  tlie  power. 
Then,  the  dull  image,  as  a  god,  adore  ; 
Breath'd  in  fofc  fighs,  our  pleading  fouls  impart, 
And,  for  the  vitftim,  facrifice  our  heart  : 
Hence,  Celia  rules,  the  tyrant  of  thy  breaft. 
In  all  the  feeming  Deity  cnnfell ; 
Heni-e.vvhen  fhe  fpeaks,  there's  mufic  in  the  found. 
Hence,  when  (he  looks,  her   eyes  like  lightnings 

v.ound  : 
But,  to  thy  reafon's  eye,  the  fcene  difplay, 
And  the  proud  phantom-goddefs  fades  away; 
No  more  her  immortality  remains, 
Unlefs  preferv'd  in  thy  immortal  {trains. 

Grant  we,  thy  Celia's  charms  fuptrior  fliine, 
Or,  in  the  lover's  language,  look  divine ; 
Yet,  is  each  charm  to  her  alone  confin'd  .' 
Or  canft  thou  judge,  by  partial  paflion  blind  I 
Still,  will  each  faithful,  love-alluring  grace. 
Beam  in  her  eye,  and  brighten  up  her  face  I 
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So,  the  blue  fummit  of  fome  mountain's  height. 
Wrapt  in  gny  clouds,  deludes  the  diftait  fight  ; 
But,  as  with  gazing^  eyes  we  draw  more  near, 
Fades  the  falfe  fcenc,  and  the  n  agh  rocks  appear. 

Nor  outwarfd  form  thy  eafy  thought  controul, 
But  be  the  look  an  index  to  the  f  ul ; 
For,  when  old  nature  frain'd  tlie  faithlefs  fair, 
From  every  work  the  goddefs  cuil'd  a  (hare; 
In  hcav'nly  beauty  bade  her  face  excel. 
But  made  her  heart  the  treafury  of  hell  : 
Hence,  pride,  and  luft,  and  jealous  fury  grow, 
The  fprings  of  forrow,  and  the  feeds  of  woe  '. 
Thus  brothels  with  a  painted  angel  fhine, 
Whilft  latent  devils  enambuili'd,  lurk  within. 

Nor  think,  my  Damon,  that  [  raftly  blame 
Thy  too  good  nature,  thy  too  generous  flame  ; 
Like  chine,  my  viiftim'd  heart,  the  pangs  ha?  bore, 
But   (ah,  delightful  change  !)  endures  no  more  ; 
Yet,  O     for  oft  the  thought  difturhs  my  reft, 
'  .('is  hard  fo  heal  a  love-cnvenoin'd  breaft  ; 
So  fofteach  arrow  fteals  upon  our  heart, 
It  glides  a  feather,  but  it  grows  a  d^rt. 
Yet,  wouldft  thou  from  increafmg  ills  be  free, 
Ptirfue  my  precepts,  and  refolve  like  me. 
When  the  falfe  fyren  Angles  out  her  man, 
Tips,  the  lewd  leer,  or  flaps  the  flirting  fan  ; 
O  fhun  th'  infedlion  fwift,  vi(Slorious,  fly, 
She  fmiles  a  ruin,  and  fhe  looks  a  lie  : 
But,  mull  f  ime  lovely,  fome  divinely  fair. 
Sweeten  this  draught  of  life,  and  foo;he  thy  care  ; 
Let  the  gay  mufe  relieve  thy  fickening  pain. 
And  form  a  brighter  Venus  of  the  brain  ;  [grieve, 
Then  flialt  thou  fcorn  thofe  charms  that  made  thee 
And  by  the  fair  illufion  learn  to  live. 

So  lirael's  fons,  by  poifonous  ferpents  ftung, 
Aloft  in  air,  a  mimic  ferpent  hung  ; 
Fix'd  on  the  figh.t.the  fad  afflicfted  train 
Gaz'd  into  health,  and  look'd  away  their  pain, 
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ON  A  PAINTED  LADY. 

Cilia's  fair,  the  charming  toaft, 
May  of  each  perfeiSion  boaft  ; 
What  penurious  nature  owes, 
Art  more  liberal  bellows  : 
Bids  a  frefher  blufli  arife, 
Keener  lightning  arm  her  eyes; 
Adds,  or  animates  a  ^race. 
And  wakes  the  wonders  of  her  face  : 
The  blulhing  tindlures  fmiling  flow. 
To  fee  how  cunningly  they  grow  ;  • 
To  fee  how  all  the  beaus  adore 
Cslia,  mortal  now  no  more. 
New  created  by  their  power. 

Thus  the  faireft  fwecteft  place, 
Once  uncultivated  was; 
Where  parterres  their  flowers  difclofc, 
Bulbes,  brakes,  and  briars  rofe ; 
Thorns  with  pointed  horror  flood, 
And  arm'd  the  borders  of  the  wood; 
But  fince  the  workman's  j'ow'rful  hand 
Subdu'd,  and  civiliz'd  the  land  ; 
Tun'd  the  torrents  to  cafcades, 
And  foften'd  forefls  into  Ihades, 


} 


Surprifing  fcene«  attraA  our  fight, 
And  turn  difpleafure  to  delight; 
The  favages  forfake  their  place, 
And  yield  to  nobler  human  race. 

An  Natura  intendat  Monftrum  ?  ]^, 

Traiijlatedfiom  the  Carm.  ^uad. 

PREss'd  with  a  load  of  poverty  and  years, 
H  iw  ftrange  a  progidy  the  wretch  appears ; 
WhofetrembIingi.]imbs,  andfurrow'd  brows  reveal^ 
The  noxious  witch,  foe  to  the  public  weal ; 
Who  gathers  herbs  by  moon  light,  and  alarms 
The  neighb'ring  villages  with  magic  charms: 
To  her  imagin'd  fpells  dire  woes  fucceed. 
The  gen'r.ius  courfer  lothes  the  flow'rymead; 
Spurning  the  glebe  around  the  field  he  flies, 
Forfakes  his  dappled  mares,  repines,  and  dies. 

From  infants  tender  throat's  (what  nurfes  fay 
There  numbers  fiiall  to  wond'ring  ears  convey) 
Sharp  pins  and  needles  tear  their  bloody  way. 
From  heifers  ftubborn  teats  the  trickling  ftore 
Of  milky  nedar  now  defcends  no  more  ; 
Dame  Baucis  trudges  to  the  field?  in  vain, 
Few  drop*,  alas  1    her  ilinted  pails  contain. 

Oft  the  malicious  hag  is  feen  to  fly. 
Through  the  large  convex  of  the  nether  fky  j 
Upborn  by  magic  ftaff"  Ihe  rides  fecure, 
(Superior  to  the  giddy  whirlwinds  pov;er.) 
Advent'rous,  o'er  the  pathlefs  welkin  flrays. 
Mocks  the  rude  winds,  and  in  the  tempell  play?- 
Now  dwindled  to  an  hare,  flie  fcours  in  view. 
While  the  fu'l  cry  her  circling  maze  purfue  ; 
Now  tir'd,  the  beagle's  eager  fpeed  eludes. 
In  puzzling  thickets  loft,  or  tracklefs  woods  J 
The  baffled  hunters  for  the  witch  inquire. 
Now  fafely  feated  by  the  kitchen  fire; 
Hid  in  grimalkin's  form,  with  fullen  pride. 
Demure  ftie  fits,  and  licks  her  tabby  fide. 

Whence  knows  ftie  thus  to  vary  her  difgulfe. 
And  in  a  burrow'd  Ihape  deceive  our  eyes? 
She,  wliom  the  rei11cf>  courfe  of  time  made  old, 
(Time  tha-  diftorts  the  fairefl;  human  mould) 
Though  a  poor  finiple  foul  as  ever  liv'd. 
Is  by  the  vulgar  as  a  witch  receiv'd. 
Thus  monftcrs  in  our  mind  alone  exift. 
We  give  'em  birth,  and  Ihape  theui  as  we  lifti 

TO  MR.  ROCHE, 
Upon  his  trarjldiing  theforegoing  Piece. 

To  praife  unknown,  unknowing  to  commendi 
Diftinguifhes  the  critic  from  the  friend  : 
Such  was  my  juft  applaufc  when  public  fame 
Proclaim'd  your  nierit,  but  conceal'd  your  name.. 
Like  Egypt  we  ador'd  the  teeming  flood. 
And  blefs'd  the  latent  author  of  our  good. 

No  ajore  fliall  filly  tales  the  world  deceive, 
No  more  the  fillier  world  thofe  tales  believe  : 
Each  withcr'd  cror.e  fhall  live  and  die  unblani'd. 
And  be  no  more  a  witch  or  wizard  ham'd  : 
No  public  grievances  infeft  her  eafe, 
But  innocently  file  m::y  ftink  in  peace. 
The  only  prodigy  which  now  appears. 
Is  fuch  a  genius  fo  bej'ond  itsyearsi 
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TO  A  \a'UETCHED  POETASTER; 

7bai  'went  inia  mournhtg  to  counterfeit  Lisjijlers  dsath . 

In  vain,  poor  fuftian  fep,  you  drefs  and  write. 

Begot  in  nature's  fcorn,  and  wit's  defpite  ; 

For  fure  fhe  made  thee  only  for  a  rule, 

To  form  a  coxcomb,  and  a  canting  fool; 

In  vain  you  tag  duU  miferable  rhyme, 

And  make  it  with  your  fham'.'insT  legs  to  chime ; 

The  mufe  you  may  purfue  in  native's  fpite, 

But  never  overtake  her  tow'ring  flight ; 

In  this  you're  only  right,  fo  fmart  in  black, 

For  then,  yon  faow  your  foul,  upon  your  back. 

As  the  fly  peafant  hangs  a  breathlef^  crow, 
To  fcare  the  vermin*  from  the  corn  below  ; 
So  fortune  fets  thee  in  a  *  world  of  wit. 
To  keep  fools  like  thyfelf  from  tailing  it. 

Of  old,  we  read  AmphioB's  facred  fong, 
Gould  draw  dull  blocks  and  fenfelefs  flones  along; 
The  fame  effedl  among  thy  books  we  fee, 
Jor  they  draw  blocks,  as  dull,  in  drawing  thee. 

Thy  wit,  and  money,  both  are  of  a  length, 
Both  ftol'n,  dependant  on  each  other's  (Irength  ; 
But  foon  thy  fifter  fhall  refume  her  breath. 
And  to  thy  mufe,  and  thee  give  furer  death  ; 
Then,  thofe  black  enfigns  of  her  wifli'd-fDr  fate, 
May  mourn  thy  tranfient  wit,  and  loft  eflate. 

Wrote  at  Appleby  School,  I  723. 

SONG. 

•sTwAS  in  the  folemn  noon  of  night. 

As  I  lay  by  a  murmuring  ftream, 
Betray'd  by  fancy's  fweet  delight, 

Amus'd  by  an  amorous  dream. 

When  ftraight  I  heard,  or  feem'd  to  hear, 
From  an  ivy's  dark  reverend  fhade, 

A  fclemn  found  affault  mine  ear. 
And  heavily  pierce  the  thick  glade. 

But  fron  a  faint  pale  form  appear'd. 
Like  a  fiiade  on  <i  moon-f!iiny  wall ; 

To  it's  gor'd  bread  it's  hand  it  reat'd, 
And  utter'd  this  forrowful  call. 

O  pity  me  kind  hearted  fwain  1 

For  you  knew,  ah  too  well  I  the  fjlfe  maid  ; 
She  lov'd  me  firft.firft  footh'd  my  pain. 

She  footh'd  it,  but  then  {he  betray'd  ! 
Deprefs'd  with  anguilh,  rage, and  grief, 

1  fatally  fought  out  this  grove. 
Here  rafhly  cut  the  thread  of  life. 

And  ended  all  hopes  of  my  love  ! 

But  yet,  though  beauty  cannot  pleafe. 

And,  though  I'm  now  tzftelefs  of  charms, 

*Twill  rob  me  of  eternal  reft, 

To  think  her  enjoy'd  in  thy  arms. 

Yet  once,  I  think,  thou  wert  my  friend. 
Till  the  friend  in  the  rival  was  loft, 

O  kindly  let  the  rival  end. 

Nor  farther  torment  a  poor  ghoft  I 

*  Meaning  hit  betki. 


For  this  a  reftlefs  fliade  I  rove 

Be  warn'd  by  my  pitiful  fate  f 
Betimes,  betimes  renounce  your  lovcJ 

Nor  ponder  this  leffon  too  late  1 
So  may  good  angtls  guard  thy  fleep  — 

But  I  to  the  falfe-hearted  maid 
Will  glide,  and  through  the  curtains  peep; 

There  fhow  her  the  man  fhe  betray'd. 
She  cannot,  fure,  Ihe  cannot  fee 

So  wretched  an  objeifb  unmov'd  ! 
At  leaft,  f  think,  (he'll  pity  me. 

More  truly  than  ever  fhe  lov'd. 

Farewell — but,  go  to  yonder  cave, 

Where  my  bones  to  the  ravens  lie  bare  ; 

Inhume  them  kindly  in  a  grave, 

And  my  fame  from  afperfers,  O  clear  ! 

I  trembled  as  the  fpscftre  fpoke. 

And  ftarting,  awak'd  with  the  fright, 

While  the  hoarfe  night  bird's  hollow  croakj 
Prefented  the  fhivering  fp'rit. 

A  fudden  chillnefs  freez'd  my  hreaft. 

My  foul  in  a  terror  was  fled  ; 
Fainting,  I  funk,  benumb'd  opprefs'd, 

And  dreamt  that  Beliza  was  dead. 
When  foon,  for  now  the  dawning  light 

Be-jevk'eli'd  the  dew-drnpping  vale, 
A  youth  came  porting  thriugh  the  night  J 

To  tell  me  the  fore-boded  tale. 
The  maid  was  dead — my  fears  were  juft^ 

I  arofe,  and  foon  found  out  the  cave, 
Prepar'd  an  urn,  then  mix'd  their  duft. 

And  weeping  laid  both  in  a  grave. 

FROM  LONDON  TO  CAMBRIDGE. 

an  epistle  to  mr,  roche. 

Sir, 
Yours,  I  receiv'd,  with  mighty  pleafurej 
Attended  tvith  my  learned  *  treafure; 
And  had  I  Blirkett's  knack,  and  '.ime, 
I'd  fhoe  my  mufe's  feet  with  rhyme, 
I'd  fend  you  fuch  a  pack  of  news, 
Nay,  make  an  hackney  of  my  mufe  r 
Prove  logically  Pope  a  fool  +, 
Sagely  denounce  great  Shakfpeare  dull. 
To  both  prefer  good  Mafter  Fenton, 
Or,  in  a  moment's  time  invent  one ; 
But  for  necefiity  you  know. 
One's  fclf  might  ftand — wf.afu  quo. 

But  hang  it,  I've  no  turn  for  fa'irff, 
Befides,  'tis  quite  againft  my  nature; 

For  criticifms  '.   pihaw  tlie  bottle 

The  devil  take  your  Ari:totle  : 
Give  me  a  fparkiing  foaming  glafs. 
As  bright  and  clever  as  my  lafs  ; 
Thus  let  us  dance  an  endlefs  round. 
Till  one  or  t'other  throws  me  duwu. 

But  now  to  talk  a  little  ferious. 
Nor  vainly  light,  nor  yet  myfterious ; 

•   Books  received. 
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Pra/  tiow  do  CambriJge  matters  ftanJ  ? 
How  fare  the  brethren  of  the  band  ? 
For  now  I  think  on't  in  your  laft, 
Thofe  things  were  negligendy  pafs'd; 
But  in  your  nest,  pray  let  nn:  know, 
If  you  can  come  to  town  or  no  ; 
For  foiitary  here  I  ftay, 
Impatient  at  your  long  delay  ; 
Mod  indolently  fpend  my  time, 
Or  fleep,  or  drink,  or  idly  rhyme  ; 
Now  lay  new  models  for  a  poem, 
Then  in  a  moment's  time  undo  'em  ; 
For  faith  the  tuneful  tribe  negleft  me. 
While  you  are  abfent  to  diredl  me. 
But,  if  you'll  come,  then  in  a  trice, 
Aflifted  by  your  good  advice ; 
I'll  polifti  my  poetic  fl:ore,' 
And  fi(h  fortrouts  in  metaphor; 
To  Thames'  ferene  retreats  repair, 
And  finifti  ray  fix  cantos  there  *  ; 
Ji^Ty  plcafurable  labours  done, 
Subfcribe,  your  fervant  Pattifoa. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

While  you,  my  dear,  Qt  moap'd  in  college. 
And  lofe  your  wit  in  fearch  of  knowledge, 
Retlrain'd  by  tutors,  aw'd  by  doAors, 
And  v/atch'd  by  fupercillous  proilors; 
1  make  the  prefent  day  my  own. 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  town  : 
As  how  ?  why  thus;  here's  juft  a  piece 
And  this  is  all,  my  pleafure's  price  ; 
With  this  I'll  get  politely  drunk, 
With  this  I'll  get  fonie  courtly  punk. 
Not  one  of  your  daran'd  common  whores. 
That  ply  it  at  your  merchant's  doors  ; 
But  one,  ay,  fuch  a  one  !  fo  fine  ! 
You  bards  would  call  her  fome  divine--* 
Some — but  a  rapture  here  encroaches. 
Time  fpends — you  captain  of  the  coaches  ! 
Here  mailer — where  ?  wiiy  to  the  Rofe, 
(A  place  that  every  body  knows.) 

But  now  we've  got  a  moment's  talk, 
As  folks  tell  ftories  as  they  walk ; 
For  once  I'll  be  as  dull  and  fober, 
As  if  I'd  guzzled  fat  Odober. 

I  know  you,  and  twenty  more. 
If  once  poetically — poor ;  ' 

Would  fit  and  frown,  be  hipp'd,  and  fnivel, 
And  curfe  your  fortune  to  the  devil; 
Whilft  1,  all  gay,  and  debonair. 
Till  I  muft  feel,  would  nothing  fear. 
Riches  are  joys  indeed — I  want  'em, 
And  I'll  thank  fortune  if  fhe'll  grant  'em; 
If  not — why  I'm  the  richer  fliil— 
No,  no,  you  mean  the  poorer  Will— 
The  richer,  Sir,  I  fay  again. 
And  thus  the  matter  I'll  explain. 

Thofe  mortals,  happy,  you'll  allow. 
Who  jjothing  borrow,  nothing  owe  ? 

*  He  bad  a  defign  of  ivtiting  a  [oem  upon  angling, 
injtx  cantos. 
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But  fearch  the  world  :  and  i^  you  can 
In  town  or  country  find  that  man. 
To  your  opinion  I'll  defcend, 
If  not,  I  hope,  you'll  hear  your  friend. 

Well,  for  that's  neareft,  go  to  court, 
Begin  your  fearch,  I  wifli  you  fport  : 
His  Honour,  Lordfliip,  and  his  Grace, 
All  mighty  men  :   in  mighty  place  ! 
But  how  are  all  thofe  honours  gain'd  ? 
Thofe  mighty  places,  how  obtain'd  ? 
How  ?  why  by  intcreft  and  favour, 
Then  let  me  note,  Sir,  by  your  leave  here  j 
Thofe  dignities  'tis  plainly  fhown, 
Are  but  another's,  not  their  own  ; 
Soon  got,  they  may  as  foon  be  loft, 
While  whim  and  fancy  rule  the  road  ; 
And  very  plainly,  by  the  bye, 
Belong  as  much  to  you  or  I. 

But  if  they're  bob'd  by  church  or  ftatCj 
You  fay  they've  got  a  great  ellate  : 
A  great  eft,ate  !  by  whom  ?  or  how  ? 
Lord,  Sir!  you're  too  inquis'tive  now— 
Job's  father's  dead,  he's  eldefl  fon, 
Juft  come  to  age,  fo  all's  his  own  ; 
What  would  you  more  ?  but  lend  your  ear, 
And  in  a  moment  you  (ball  hear  ; 
Your  'fquire  has  wealth,  and  therefore  parts  \ 
Is  great  at  court,  deep  vers'd  in  arts  : 
Yet  whilft  his  ftock  of  wealth  and  fenfe, 
Is  due  to  men  or  providence ; 
He  lives ! — but  on  another's  pence  I 
And  while  he  grows  the  richer,  yet 
He  only  runs  the  more  in  debt ; 
Hence  logically  I  could  Ihow, 
The  more  we  have,  the  more  we  owe ; 
But  time's  too  precious  thus  to  fpend. 
And  fee  we're  at  our  journey's  end- 
Here,  O  delicious  !  take  the  glafs — 
O  fill  it  higher!   name  the  lafs-  -   . 
Now  make  a  fool,  as  tale  fhall  blefs  us, 
Of  Ariftotle,  and  of  Croefus. 

TO  MR.  MITCHELL, 

Upon  bis  poetical  petition  to  tbe  Honourable  Sir  Robert 
li'alpole. 

Back,  fcribbler,  to  thy  Caledonian  plains, 
Cold  as  thy  genius,  barren  as  thy  brains ; 
To  thofe  inhofpitable  mountains  fliow, 
A  curfed  rhyming  itch  they  never  knew;- 
Nor  think  to  read  thy  leiSlures  here;  for  know, 
We  never  take  dictators  from  the  plough  : 
Then  peaceably  betimes  refign  thy  quill, 
Scotland  to  Britifli  power  is  fubjedt  ftill ; 

While  Congreve  with  a  juft  politenefs  warms, 
While  eafy  Fope  with  flowing muCc  charms; 
While  witty  Swift  (hall  every  mufe  adorn, 
And  Dennis  fcourge  the  fools  he  does  not  fcom ; 
While  Philips'  verfe  delights  the  lift'ning  fwalnij 
And  Steele  declines  the  praife  his  merit  gains; 
While  Fenton's  fadly-pleafing  numbers  movCj 
And  Granville  kindles  up  a  nobler  love. 
While  happy  we  thefe  tuneful  bards  can  heafj' 
No  foreign  jargon  fhall  debauch  onr  ear- 
Oo 
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Yet  warm'd  by  Brltifli  heat,  and  Britini  lays, 
Thou  ftriv'ft  to  turn  thy  libel  into  praife  ; 
Thus  Egypt's  dreams  in  muddy  currents  run, 
And  ripen  into  monfters  by  the  fun. 
In  vain  thou'rt  fancSify'd  with  Milton's  name, 
Not  even  Homer  fliould  prote<fl  thy  fliame  ; 
In  Pope,  that  mighty  Greek  thy  bafenefs  knows, 
And  Zoilus  and  Homer  ftill  were  foes. 
Murderers  like  thee  to  an  afylum  fly, 
Not  to  Ihow  zeal,  but  hide  their  infamy  : 
And  with  conviiiled  villains  may'ft  thou  go, 
Guilty  of  robbery,  and  murder  too ; 
For  trace  thy  ftcps,  and  prefently  we  find 
The  hand  that  robb'd  Pack's  garden  of  the  mind ; 
JVIurdering  each  fweet,  difguifing  it  for  thine, 
And  making  mortal  what  he  made  divine. 

ON  HIS  MISTRESS'S  FAVOURS. 

L.IKE  Alexander,  Caelia  fprcads  her  power, 
Like  him,  Ihe  makes  the  vafTal  world  adore; 
But,  ah  !  like  him,  to  foothe  a  proud  defire, 
f  irft  conquers  towns,  then  fets  thofe  towns  on  fire. 

TO  MR.  POPE. 

Dear  Sir, 
And  fure  that  fond,  familiar  name, 
Alay  hint,  that  friendfhip  ismy  gen'rous  aim; 

0  then  thisfranknefs  of  my  heart  excufe. 
And  with  a  fmile  confirm  the  blufhing  mufe; 
Ambitious  hope  1  yet  fay,  to  blefs  our  eyes, 
Thy  mighty  Hnmer  fhould  again  arife, 
Wouldft  thou  not  pant,  the  wondrous  man  to  fee  ? 
Speak  from  thy  inmoft  foul ! — then  cenfure  me  ! 
And  as  aloft  in  laurell'd  ftatc  you  fit, 

And  view  below  the  fubjed:  fons  of  wit ; 

O,  teach  thofe  arduous  ways  through  which  you 

came, 
And  lead  her  through  the  flowery  paths  of  fame. 
A  child,  as  yet,  no  certain  fteps  file  takes, 
But  now  and  then  a  wild  excurfion  makes ; 
Mocks  the  grave  dictates  of  her  guardian  art. 
Steals  from  her  fight,  and  plays  a  wanton's  part. 
Though  crof&'d  myfelf  in  every  glorious  aim, 
i'l'ishope,  at  leafi,to  be  ally'd  to  fame. 
And  whilft  the  witty  and  the  fair  commend. 
It  hints  fome  merit  to  be  call'd  thy  friend. 
Tir'dat  that  word.againft  my  fate  I'll  ftrive. 
And  dare  to  emulate  that  praife  I'd  give. 
"What  though  I  fail  the  bold  attempt  to  gain, 
Mean  were  the  thought  to  think  it  made  in  vain. 
The  richeft  ore  fliines  ufelefs  unreveal'd. 
And  fmalleft  talents  fliould  not  be  conceal'd. 
Tor,  fure  the  mufe  that  gen'rous  verfe  infpires. 
Which  friendlhip  didtates,  and  affedlion  fires; 
Warm'd  by  a  faint  reflexion  of  thy  flame. 
My  bofom  kindles  at  immortal  fame; 
But  well  I  know  the  raflinefs  of  my  youth. 
Perhaps  thefc  lines  confirm  the  fatal  truth  '. 
No  fordid  views  could  ever  yet  feduce, 
The  virgin-chaftenefs  of  my  youthful  mufe  ; 
1-et  venal  hards  in  ftate-promotion  play. 
There  fport  like  atoms  in  the  ftream  of  day. 

1  never  made  a  wealthy  idiot  laugh, 
Or  Ifracl-like  adur'd  a  goidtn  ci^lf ; 


But  when  I  fee  true  worth  confplcuons  Shiae, 
I  burn  to  make  the  bright  alliance  mine. 
Superior  to  the  formal  world's  controul. 
Pride  in  its  charms,  and  claim  a  kindred  foul; 

0  !  then  this  token  of  my  zeal  receive, 
For  next  to  merit  praifes,  is  to  give. 

UPON  SEEING  A  LADY 
At  the  Mufic- Booth  at  Sturbridge  Fair.   By  J.  Taylor. 

Could  thefe  faint  numbers  glow  with  equal 
fire. 
To  that  which  in  his  bread  the  writer  feels  : 
Could  Phoebus  like  the  fair  unknown  infpirc. 
And  verfe,  but  emulate  the  flame  it  tells, 
The  lover  fome  fuccefs  had  found,  and  file 
Been  known  to  fame,  though  loft  to  love  and  me. 

Wound  not  that  love  with  too  fevere  a  name. 

Which  was  not  chance,  but  paflion  in  excefs, 
Conceal'd  the   fliaft  from  whence  the  arrow 
came, 
My  hopes  may  be,  but  not  my  anguifii  lefs  ; 
Strikes  not  the  lightning  with  a  fate  as  true. 
Though  baffled  rcafon  wonder'd  whence  it  flevr. 

If  not  in  pity  to  your  lover's  woes. 

For  your  own  fake,  at  leaft,  yourfelf  reveal, 
Lefi;  when  I  die,  and  thou  the  latent  caufe. 
You  lofe  a  triumph  you  deferve  fo  well ; 
Nay,  cv'n  repaid  v.rith  all  my  fuff'rings  be, 
And  cnvy'd  by  my  fall — if  known,  I  fall  by  thee. 

Yet  more — a  thoufand  loves  may  lurk  behind, 

And  half  the  courfe  of  glory  yet  to  run  ; 
A  flowing  wit,  difcreet,  and  beauteous  mind. 
May  crown  the  cunqucft  which  your  eyes 
begun ; 
Nor  bid  me  dread  the  thoufand  deaths  in  ftore, 

1  look'd,  I  figh'd,  and  lov'd — and  was  undone  be- 

fore ! 

In  vain  I,  midnight-anchorite,  mufl  boaft 
Of  rugged  maxims,  and  pedantic  rules. 
For  what  is  life,  if  bed  enjoyment  loft 
In  the  dull  mazes  of  infipid  fchools .' 
Love,  muft  refine  what  fcience  fcarce  began. 
And  mould  the  letter'd  favage  into  man. 

Let  lazy  hermits  dream  in  college-cells 
Severely  great,  and  indolently  good, 
Whofe  frozen  breafts  fucb  glimm'ring  rapture 
fells, 
As  lifelefs,dull  platonicsunderftood. 
Go,  tell  that  doating  fage,  who  looks  on  thee 
With  Plato's  eyes,  may  queftion  if  he  fee. 
Judge  now  my  paflion  by  fevered  truth, 

And  read  what  rig'rousjudice  cannot  blame 
If  I  have  err'd,  inform  a  willing  youth, 
At  led,  miftaken  only  was  my  flame. 
Was  love  a  crime  .'  then  teach  me  to  adore, 
And  zeal  fliall  be  what  paflion  was  before. 

TO  A  LADY, 

THAT   SENT  ME  A  FLOWERED  CAP. 

What  flowers  of  rhet'ric  can  1  ufe 
Thefe  brighter  fiowers  to  commend  ? 
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\^}iat  gift,  or  prefent,  can  I  choofe. 
Equivalent  to  fend  ? 

I've  fearch'd  the  mufes  fertile  fi^ld, 
But  feaiching  no  where  can  find  fuch, 

Nor  even  nature's  felf  can  yield. 
What  1  admire  fo  much. 

This  token,  o'er  my  temples  fpread, 

A  double  power  does  impart; 
For  as  it  gently  warms  my  head, 

It  fires  my  bleeding  heart. 
But  let  the  b'uft'ring  ftorms  engage, 

The  ruffling  winds  blow  high  ; 
Thus  arm'd  I'll  mock  their  empty  rage. 

And  every  blaft  defy. 

Like  the  bold  Grecian  chief  I  (land, 

In  arms  fuperior  fhine  ; 
Like  his,  they  boaft  an  heavenly  handj 

But  flcili,  much  more  divine  ! 

He  did  not  fear  a  vsround,  'tis  true, 

From  none,  except  the  deities: 
And  I'm  invulnerable  too, 

To  all — except  my  Laura's  eyes. 

TO  MRS.  MARY  FREWEN, 

BPON   HER  HAVING  THE   SMALL-POX. 

Let  others  penfive  o'er  their  mirrors  trace, 
The  beauteous  ruins  of  a  former  face; 
Nor  for  thy  beauties,  lovely  maid  repine. 
Thy  beauties  mingled  in  a  mould  divine, 
Can  but  endure  a  momentary  pain. 
And  like  all  heavenly  fubftance  heal  again. 

And  fee  thy  Hangers,  and  our  fears  are  o'er, 
Hearts  pant,  lighs  heave,  and  forrow  flreams  no 

more  ! 
As  goU  by  purging  flame  flill  clearer  glows, 
As  virtue  from  afflidlion  brighter  grows, 
Sweet  e'en  in  griefs,  and  e'en  in  pangs  ferene, 
Dfiwn  the  dear  gl.iries  of  Euphrenia's  mien  ; 
Dear  to  the  mufe,   who  trembling  fpreads  her 

wings, 
To  Oirowd  the  lover,  as  her  poet  fings ; 
But  as  he  loves,  alas !  he  fmgs  in  vain, 
■When  beauty's  in  afflidlion,  every  drain. 
When  every  charm  a  thoufand  charms  refumes, 
And  fair  as  Eden,  from  confufion  blooms, 
Raptur'd  he  ftands,  and  boldly  dares  divine. 
How  to  an  angel  thou  mufl:  once  refine. 

TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  HERTFORD, 

Madam, 
If  the  following  lines,  the  refult  of  my  misfor- 
tunes this  morning,  can  engage  your  ladyfliip's  en- 
couragement to  the  poems  I  propofe  afterwards,  it 
•will  be  no  fmall  recommendation  to  their  publigap- 
pearance ;  and,  a  very  great  favour  to  their  author. 
Your  Ladylhip's  moft  devoted, 

and  moft  humble  fervant, 

William  Pattison, 

Fair  patronefs  of  gentle  arts  excufe, 
This  rude  addrefs  of  an  unhappy  mufe ; 
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A  mufe,  bereft  of  every  worlJIy  vicv?  '... 
Unknown  Ihc  comes— but  then  (he  comes  to  youl 
And,  if  a  (Granger's  foul  diftrtftful,  figh, 
Tun'd  by  kind  fympathy,  our  fouls  reply  ; 
Explore  the  caufc  through  a  long  trail  of  ills, 
And,  pitying  fijare  thofe  woes  tlic  fu.TL-rer  feels  : 
The  lofs  of  fortune,  friends,  or  fame  divint,— - 

0  grievous  lofi !  and  mud  I  call  it  mine  : 
And  muft  I  IVM  refleA  thofe  happier  hours. 
When,  peaceably  retir'd,in  Granta's  bowers 

1  lay,  the  pleafing  paths  to  learning  plann'd. 
And,  Mofes-like,  juft  faw  the  promis'd  land. 
Juft  faw — but,  O  my  foul !   I  live  to  mourn 
The  joyous  fcenc,  that  can  no  more  return  ! 
Diftrefs  ! — and  have  my  boundlefs  griefs  reveal'tj 
The  thought — ambiiion  labouring  had  conceal'd ! 
In  vain,  for  when  we  didate  from  the  heart. 
Nature  will  fpeak  at  every  piufe  of  art  ; 

And  like  a  baihful  virgin,  half  expreft, 
In  fpite  of  all  the  woman,  lihifh  the  re(l — 
Though  psngful-martyrsfmile  upon  their  grief 
To  man,  yet  ligh  to  him,  who  fends  relief. 
Whence  then,  my  mufe,  thy  blulh,  and  why  thy 

tears, 
'Tifi  not  the  world — alleviate  thy  fears  ; 
Remember  well,  that  virtue  ftill  the  fame, 
Sounds  the  foft  earneft  of  immortal  fame  ! 
Though  want  itfelf  might  feed  her  fami(h'd  eye, 
And  furrow  fweeten  into  harmony  ? 

0  how  I  long  te  change  this  mournful  ftrain, 
But  when  fate  fr^j'.vns,  the  mufes  fmile  in  vain  J 
Dooin'd  by  the  fadfeverity  of  fate. 

And  mufl:  I  bound  my  glory  with  my  hate  I 
It  muft  be  fo — like  Ncah's  dove  dillreft, 
In  vain  I  wander  up  and  down  for  reft. 
From  fpray  to  fpray  I  traverfe  every  tree. 
And  otfcr  up  iny  greeneft  branch  to  thee  ? 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
THE    LORD    CARTERET. 
With  an  indulgent  fmile,  my  Lord,  excufe 
This  fadly  true  predidtion  of  the  mufe; 
And  may  this  fingle  fpecimen  of  woe  • 
Speak  for  the  reif ,  and  all  its  author  ibow  ; 
Nor  blulhing  let  me  mourn  my  youthful  hours, 
As  vainly  fpent  in  the  Parnaflian  bowers. 
By  nature  prompted  and  a  (lave  to  fate, 

1  ftrove  to  plcafe  the  witty  and  the  great  ; 
Prtfumptuous  hence,  nor  without  hepes  I  come 
To  you,  and  from  your  tafte  await  my  doom  ; 
From  thence  implore  the  famSion  of  your  name, 
To  be  my  paffport  through  the  gates  of  fame. 
So,  miners,  firft  the  bullion  ore  reline, 

Then  beg  their  monarch's  (lamp,  to  make  it  cur- 
rent coin. 

A  HARVEST  SCENE. 

Behold 

1  he  green  fields  yellowing  into  corny  gold  I 
White  o'er  their  ranks,  an  old  man  half  appears. 
How  hale  he  looks,  though  hoar'd  with  fevcuty 
years; 

*    Tie  lour  gla/s ,/uljoined  to  bit  prppofalfi 
O  0  ij  ■ 
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His  profpedt  mounts,  flow-pac'd,  he   ftrives   >o 

climb, 
And  fcemsfome  ancient  monument  of  time; 
Propt  o'er  his  ftafF  the  reverend  father  ftands, 
And  views  heaven's  bleflings  with  uplifted  bands; 
Gleeful  in  heart  computes  the  year's  increafe, 
And  portions  out,  in  thought,  his  homely  race. 
His  homely  race  before,  his  hopes  improve, 
And  labour  in  obedience  for  his  love; 
Sweepy  they  cut,  then  bind  the  Gieafy-grain, 
A.nd  bend  beneath  the  burthen  of  the  plain  ; 
His  cheerful  eyes,  with  lilentpraifes  crown 
Their  toils,  and  Imile  at  vigour  once  his  own; 
Till  the  mid-fun  to  fecond  nature's  call, 
Noon-mark«  the  diftant  fteeple's  ivy'd  wall, 
Thence  warn'd,  he  waves  his  arms,  with  giddy 

hade, 
The  circling  fummons  to  acoolrepafle. 

EFFIGIES  AUTHORIS. 
Oppress'd  with  griefs,  with  poverty,  and  fcorn, 
Of  all  forfaken,  and  of  all  forlorn, 
AVhat  ihall  I  do  ?  or  whither  Ihali  I  flie  ? 
Or  what  kind  ear  will  hear  the  mufe's  cry  ? 
With  reftlefs  heart  froni  place  to  place  I  roam, 
A  wretched  vagrant  deflitute  of  home  ; 
Driv'nfrom  f.iir  Granta'sfiiade  by  fortune's  frown, 
I  came  to  court  the  flatt'rer  in  the  town. 
Three  tedious  daysdetain'd  me  on  the  road, 
Whilft  the  winds  whiftled,and  the  torrents  llow'd, 
On  my  devoted  head  the  gufty  breeze, 
•Shook  the  collcded  tempeft,  from  the  trees ; 
For  fhelter  to  the  fliades,  I  ran  in  vain, 
The  faades  deceitful  delug'd  me  with  rain  ; 
Thus  when  fate  frowns  upon  our  happier  days. 
Our  friend,  perhaps,  our  bofom  friend  betrays  : 
But  as  viciffitudes  controul  our  fate, 
And  griefs  and  joys  maintain  a  doubtful  (late. 
So  now  the  fun's  emerging  orb  appears. 
And  with  the  fpongy  clouds  difpels  my  fears. 
In  tears  the  tranfient  tcnipcfts  flits  away, 
And  all  the  blue  expanfion  flames  with  day. 
]\Iy  gazing  eyes  o'er  pleafing  profpedls  roll, 
And  look  uway  the  forrows  of  my  foul, 
Pleas'd  at  each  view,  fome  rueful  thought  to  draw, 
And  moralize  on  every  fcene  I  faw ; 
Here,  with  inviting  pride  blue  mountains  rife, 
JLike  joys  more  pleafaiit  to  our  diflant  eyes  ; 
In  golden  waves,  there  tides  of  harveft  liow,      ") 
Whilft  idle  poppies  intermingling  grow,  > 

How  like  their  brother  fops  an  empty  ftiow  '.      J 
In  every  bufh  the  warbling  birds  advance. 
Sing  to  the  fun,  and  on  the  branches  dance ; 
No  grief,  no  cares  perplex  their  fouls  with  flrife, 
Like  bards  they  live  a  poor  but  merry  life  ; 
In  every  place  alike  their  fortunes  lie. 
Both  live  in  want,  and  unregarded  die. 
"With  like  concern  they  meet  approaching  death. 
In  prifon,  or  in  fields,  refign  their  breath; 
Mufing,  I  faw  the  fate  I  could  not  fliun, 
Shook  my  grave  head,  and  penfive  travell'd  on : 
But  as  Augufta's  wifli'd-for  domes  arife. 
Peep  o'er  the  clouds,  and  dance  before  my  eyes. 
What  thoughts,  what  tumults  fill'd  my  lab'ring 
To  be  conceiv'd  alone,  but  not  exprefs'd  ;  [breaft, 


What  intenningled  multitudes  arofc, 
Lords  parfons,  lawyers,  baronets,  and  beaux, 
Fops,  coxcombs,  cits,  and  knaves  of  ev'ry  clafs, 
While  fome  the  better  half,  fome  wholly  afs, 
On  either  fide  bewailing  fuppliants  ftand,     [hand. 
Speak  with  their  looks,  and  ftretch  their  wither'd 
In  feeble  accents  fupplicate  relief. 
And  by  their  forrows  multiply  my  grief, 
Mov'd  by  their  wants,  my  fortune  I  deplore, 
And  deal  a  tribute  from  my  flender  (lore. 
With  joy,  the  favour  they  receive,  and  pray. 
That  God,  the  bounteous  blefling,  may  repay  • 
Thus  pro-idently  wife,  the  lab'ring  fwain 
O'er  the  ploiigh'd  furrows  ftrews  the  fertile  grain; 
The  grateful  plain  o'er-pays  his  bounteous  care. 
With  tenfold  bleffings,  and  a  golden  year. 

Now  loft  in  thought,  I  wander  up  and  down 
Of  all  unknowing,  and  to  all  unknown  ; 
Try  in  each  place,  and  ranfack  ev'ry  news, 
To  find  fome  friend,  fome  patron  of  the  mufe  : 
B-it  where?  or  whom?  alas!  I  fearch  in  vain, 
The  fruitlefs  labour  only  gives  me  pain  ; 
But  foon  each  pleafing  profpedl  fades  away, 
And  with  my  money  all  my  hopes  decay.  ^ 

But  now  the  fun  diffus'd  a  fainter  ray. 
And  falling  dews  bewail'd  the  falling  day. 
When  to  St.  James's  park  my  way  I  took, 
Solemn  in  pace,  and  fadden'd  in  my  look  : 
On  the  firft  bench  my  wearied  bones  I  laid, 
For  gnawing  hunger  on  my  vitals  prey'd  ; 
There  faint  in  melancholy  mood  I  fate. 
And  meditated  on  my  future  fate. 
Nights  fable  vapours  now  the  trees  invade, 
And  gloomy  darknefs  deepen'd  ev'ry  fhade  ; 
And  now,  ah  I  whither  fhall  the  helplefs  fly, 
From  the  no6lurnal  horrors  of  the  Iky  ; 
With  empty  rage  my  cruel  fate  I  curfe, 
While  falling  tears  bedew  my  meagre  purfc  ; 
What  Ihall  1  do  ?  or  whither  (hall  I  run  ? 
Hiiw  'fcape  the  threat'ning  fate  I  cannot  fliun  ; 
There,  trembling  cold,  and  rnotionlefs  I  lay, 
Til!  fleep  beguil'd  the  tumults  of  the  day. 
"   Yet  though  this  mortal  body  wasrefign'd, 
"  Tormenting  obje<5ls  terrified  my  mind, 
"  Defpairing  forms  too  dreadful  for  the  light, 
"  Danc'd  on  my  eyes,  and  play'd  before  my  fight;- 
"  Here  worn  with  forrow,  poverty  appear'd, 
"   In  ev'ry  ghaftly  form  by  mortals  fear'd  : 
"  And  now  to  make  my  wants  the  more  deplor'd, 
"   Prepar'd  a  plenteous  table  richly  flor'd. 
"   My  hand  1  flretch'd  impatient  of  delay, 
"  When  lo  !  the  fidious  treat  diffolv'd  away, 
"  Defpair  arofe,  and  fhook  a  deadly  dart, 
"  Then  aim'd  the  thirfty  arrow  at  my  heart  ; 
"   Inly  I  quiver'd,  trembled  for  my  life, 
"  Loft  in  tumultuous  agony  and  grief. 

"  But  now  a  kind,  though  vifionary  fliade 
"  Gleam'd  through  the  gloom,  and  brighten'd  all 

"  the  glade, 
"  On  its  fair  head  a  branching  laurel  grew, 
"  And  though  before  unfcen,  the  form  I  knew; 
"  While  thus  it  fpoke — poor  youth,  thy  fate  I 

"  mourn, 
•'  And  weeping  make  thy  miferies  my  own ; 
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••  But  patiently  refign — 1  bring  relief, 

*'  For  as  I  caiis'd,  'tis  juft,  I  cure  thy  grief. 

*«  Then  hear — when  morning's  beamy  rays  arife, 

"  And  flioot  refulgent  glories  through  the  Ikies; 

«'  To  Chifvvick's  pleafurable  bowers  repair, 

"  To  guide  your  wand'ring  path  beThames's  care ; 

"  In  thofe  fair  hofpitable  fliades  you'll  find, 

"  Great  Burlington,  the  mufe's  furefl  friend  : 

•'  Fani'd  Burlington,  as  humble  as  he's  great, 

'•  Pride  of  the  court,  and  bulwark  of  the  ftate  ; 

"  To  him  this  vifionary  tale  difclofe, 

"  His  foul  will  melt  in  pity  at  your  woe?. 

•'  To  him  return  your  long  negleded  lyre, 

"  And  let  his  virtues  every  line  infpire  ;'* 

Farewell  it  faid — when  as  the  morn  appear'd, 

To  the  warm  rays  my  dewy  head  I  rear'd, 

Amaz'd,  half  drowfy,  waken'd  in  a  fright, 

I  ponder'd  on  ihe  vifion  of  the  night ; 

When  thoughtlefs  in  my  pocket  I  reveal'd, 

A  latent  fixpence  happily  conceal'd, 

Surpris'd  with  tranfport  flood  my  briftled  hair, 

On  wings  I  feem'd  to  fly,  and  tread  in  air  : 

To  the  firft  houfe  I  took  my  fpeedy  flight, 

I'here  wrote  this  recent  vifion  of  the  night; 

The  wond'rous  tale  in  fnowy  foldings  bound. 

Then  feal'd  the  paffport  with  a  waxen  wound. 

When  prompted  by  my  genius,  fwifc  as  thought. 

To  Chifwick's  bowers  my  rueful  ftory  brought ; 

Where  now  with  doubtful  hopes,  and  fears,  I  wait 

Your  bounteous  lordfliip's  pleafure  at  your  gate. 

W.  Pattison. 

ON  A  GENTLEMAN'S  PICTURE. 

Poets  and  painters  rival  glories  claim. 
Alike  their  labours,  and  alike  their  fame  ; 
Appelles  by  a  Homer's  thoughts  defign'd, 
And  Homer  was  the  pidure  of  his  mind  : 
From  both  the  fame  immortal  wonders  rife, 
At  once  in  fpeaking  to  our  ears,  and  eyes; 
The  pencil's  art,  a  feeming  likenefs  gives, 
But  by  the  pen  alone,  that  likenefs  lives; 
For  time,  that  makes  thofe  colours  fainter  fliow. 
Gives  life  to  thefe,  and  makes  them  brighter  grow^ 

But  your's,  bold  artifl;  *,  claim  a  longer  date, 
The  great  original  preferves  their  fate  ; 
To  future  fame  tranfmit  the  finifh'd  piece, 
And  boaft  a  perfed:  parallel  with  Greece ; 
Mor  boaft  too  much— for  though  the  face  we  find, 
We'lofe  the  noble  image  of  the  mind : 
'  f  IS  ours  to  draw  the  manners,  yours  the  men, 
And  painting's  but  the  ftiadow  of  the  pen  : 
Yet  happy  in  your  art,  O,  blefs  your  fate ! 
'Tis  honour  here  enough  to  imitate  ; 
Whilft  we,  confounded  by  your  fkilful  hand, 
Think  the  draught  lives,  and  fix'd  like  pidures 
Aaad. 

VERSES 

,5y  tvayo/MntraJl  to  the  ftregelng  Copy,  and  ivrote  up  ■ 

on  the  fame  occajion. 

CRAS3UI,  the  duUeft,  moft  pedantic  fool, 
That  ever  humm'd  o'er  jargon  in  a  fchool, 

•  To  the  paintir. 


Ambitious  of  attaining  endkfs  fame. 
At  firft,  by  ftudy  thought  to  raile  his  name; 
For  this,  by  day,  the  plodding  pedant  por'd  ; 
For  this,  by  night,  o'er  facred  I'agesfnor'd  ; 
But  when  he  found  liis  dull  attempts  were  vain, 
And  nature  gave  him  too  much  tongue  for  brain  : 
Thinks  he  the  painter  fliall  tliefe  honours  give. 
And  make  this  face,  at  leaft,  in  colours  live. 
Quick  as  hi^  word,  the  feeds  of  fame  arife, 
And  lo  !  the  mimic  monfler  ftrikes  our  eyes ! 
So  like  '   fo  juft  the  living  copy  too, 
For  both  were  made  for  nothing  but  for  ftiow  ! 
O  may  their  fates  to  the  fame  end  be  turn'd. 
May  both  be  hang'd,  and  when   decay'd,  both 
burn'd  1 

ON  CRASSUS. 

Dull  magifterial  fool,  forbear 

To  fpit  thy  pointlefs  venom  here  ; 

To  more  exalted  glories  born. 

Thy  mean  indignities  I  fcorn  ; 

Secure  of  fame,  I  boaft  my  lays; 

While  Pope,  while  Pack,  or  Congreve  pralfe  ; 

Let  thefe  but  fr\vour*what  I  write, 

And  damn'd  like  thee,  be  all  thy  fpite  : 

No  more  (hall  duty  force  my  lays,  i 

To  gild  thy  vanities  with  praift" ; 

If  e'er  again  my  colours  ftrive. 

To  make  thy  painter's  daubings  live; 

May  fate,  and  ev'ry  mufe  combine, 

To  blaft  me,  and  the  vile  defign; 

In  fliort,  may  heav'n,  and  all  agree, 

To  make  me  fuch  an  afs  as  thee. 

WOMEN  AND  WINE: 

AN   EPIGRAM. 

'TwAS  a  doubt  in  debate  among  fages  of  yore, 
Whcrher  women  or  wine  had  more  abfojute  power; 
Now  had  I  been  the  judge  when  the  matter  was 

done, 
Not  one  had  been  wifer  than  when  it  begun ; 
For  how  can  man  tell  which  the  ftrongeft  to  call, 
When  with  the  fame  eafe  both  can  give  him  a  fall  ? 

AD  CiELUM. 
Good  Heaven  !  this  myftery  of  life  explain, 
Nc.r  let  me  think  I  bear  the  load  in  vain ; 
Left  with  the  tedious  paffage  cheerlefs  grown, 
Urg'd  by  defpair  1  throw  the  burden  down. 

FESTUM    LUSTRALE, 

SJVE   BAPTIZATIO  RUSTICA. 

SoLENNEs  ritus  puerumq.  afpergine  lymphas 
Sacratum  fuperis,  obftetricemq.  facetam,  ^ 
Hinc  canere  incipimus,  faveat  Diana  canenti, 
Tuq.  harum  adjutrix  curarum,  et  confcia  Juno. 

Jam  decima  humentes  Aurora  fugaverat Umbras 
Ex  quo  maternis  infans  vagiflet  in  ulms,   _ 
Nee  mora  vicini  coeunt,iam  debita  ventn 
Pars  puerum  faera  properant  confpergere  lympha^ 
Interea  pendent  opera  interrupta,  ligoq. 
Stat  medio  dcCxusagro,  fpinofaq.  fepes 
Semiputata  manus  Agreftis  pofcit,  at  lUe 
0  0  iij 
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Jam  parat  iit  focus  ciiltus  crnviva  co'ouis 
interfit,  juvat  hiiic  difponere  in  ordine  crines. 
Compofitum  toiijux  aptat  collare  marito  ; 
Kcc  minus  ipfa  fibi  curat  fua  fponfa  tumentes 
Conftringit  vinclis  coftas,  Cngitq.  premendo, 
Chianiq.  fuis  nevit  manibus  circundata  lana  eft. 
Componit  velles,  tremulumq.  in  vertice  conum 
ErSgit,  et  farris  confrergit  pulvere  crines. 
Pars  pedes  ire  parat  campis,  pars  altera  lentls 
fertur  equis,  unaq.  armati  calce  fatigant 
Quadrupedes,  [umbos  onerat  pinguiffima  conjiix, 
Poll  equitem  cura  atra  fedens,  fimilifq.  cadenti 
£a;pe  premit  tutum  tremebunda  ad  pcdtora  fpon- 

fum. 
Ille  ilbi  pondus  commiflum  reddere  terrs 
Gaudet,  et  optatas  tandem  contingere  portas. 
Jsm  fubeunt  thalamum,  fociafq.  puerpera  niatres 
i,xcipit,  ilia  humeris  albo  velamine  cindla  elV, 
Et  fedet  in  mo:'!  plumis  fuffulca  fedili  : 
Jvlatrons  fpeclant  pueruin.  juvat  ora  tueri 
Et  verfare  manu,  nafumq.  agnofcerc  patris, 
jVIajorumq.  genas,  et  blandos  matris  oceHos. 

Tunc  avia  has  rumpit  placido  de  pe(5lore"voce5, 
Si  patrcm  mtmini  puerum,  fic  ora  ferebat, 
Ec  fic  ridei)at  teneris  iiutricis  in  ulnis, 
iMtera  fpes  avias  furgas,  meliora  parente 
Arva  colas,  mediaq.  olira  luclator  arena, 
Siibvertas  juvenes,  tum  parto  indute  galero 
Ibis  ovan?,  tacitafq.  accendes  Phyllidis  igncs  ; 
At  C  larga  meis  flavefcit  meflis  in  arvis, 
Noftraq.  longsvo  placeat  fententia  iponfo 
Tu  nunquam  attrito  profcindes  arva  ligone, 
Uec  fubiges  tauros,  fed  graodior  aldermanus 
Urbani  incedes  tardus  pofl  pondera  fceptri. 

Exudant  pfopofitum  matres,  et  provida  mopfa 
Deftinat  xqusvx  jam  nuncconnubia  natE, 
1'andum  procedunt  matres,  quas  inter  euntes, 
Infantcm  manibus  geftat  Lucina  tenellum, 
Queni  circumfufonutrix  oneraverat  oftro, 
Demiffiq.  ftola  fedibus  qua  Battus  et  omnes 
A  Batto  foliti  natos  decorare  recentes. 
Tum  fubeunt  templum,  facrurn  ex  ordine  fontem 
Supplicibus  cingunt  genibus,  gelidaroq.  facerdos 
Spargit  aquam,  puero  nomenq.  imponit  avitum ; 
Flet  puer  et  vetul«  gaudentes  omine  faufto 
Kon  dubitant  long'am  ex  flttupraedicere  vitam. 

At  domus  iuterea  luxu  decoratur  agrefti, 
Difponunt  famuli  lances,  luteafq.  patellas 
Oniduienti  abaci  veteris,  qui  mole  fua  flat 
Eigne  compofitus  fculpto,  tum  lintca  mcnfx, 
I^intca  nculnis  imponit  Candida  quadris; 
Pendula  detergunt,qua2  fixitaranea  fila, 
iJibiiq  e  nitidis  tollunt  antiqua  feneftris, 
Durfsiq.  modos,  quos  rolerat  efuriens  mus. 

Idem  afdorfcrvos  ftimulat.queia  cura  culinx, 
Afcendunt  ignfm,  verubulq.  affigere  longis 
Ttrgabovis  properant,manibufq.  calentia  verfant. 
Parte  alia  tepidum,  fumos  emittit,  ahenum, 
ij  genti  aiituuni  lux  exitiofa  '.   Columba 
AmilTos  queritur,te(ftorum  in  culniinc,  fcetus, 
3olaq   neglecflos  errat  galliua  per  hortos. 
■    liii  cura  penum  ftruere,  et  fpt<Slat)jle  pruno 
Hasc  laf  tum  niifcet,  f;:rrirq.  hac  mcnia  condit, 
Et  cercale  folum  pomis  flagrantibus  impkt; 
Ilia  parte  pacr  cultros  in  limine  primo 


E'cacu-t,  raulta  abfiftit  frinfilla  metallo, 
Fcrvet  opus  fuavi  redolct  nidore  culina. 
Hxc  inter  famuli  varie  properantur,  et  omnis 
Jam  redit  a  temple  conviva,  epulifq.  paratis 
Accumbit  tacitus,  primdq.  in  fede  locatur 
Matrona,  infolito  gerr;uit  fub  pondere  fella, 
(Pkna  ipla)  tunc  ilia  bovis  fumantia  terga 
In  partefq.  fecat  varias,  menfamq.  per  omnem 
Mittit,  et  agreftes  epulis  Istantur  opimis, 
Vinaq.  de  pleno  ducunt  pnmacea  cornu 
Ridentes,  et  fspe  calix  redit  acftis  in  orbem, 
Exhiiarans  animos,  et  cordia  oblita  laborum. 

Jam  Lucina  tul  glifcUnt  incendia  nafi 
Et  lingui  inceflis  tardos  mordace  marites, 
Ultra  annos  vultumq.  gerens  aniniumq.  facetuni, 

O  pecus  ignavum  fponC!  quels  nuUus  in  aula 
Filiolus  ludit,  nee  dulcis  filia,  pattern 
Qua;  recreet  placidis  redeuntem  vefpere  nugU. 
Miftaq.  collnquiis  puerilibus  ofcula  figat, 
Vos  multi  pueri,  miiltx  fprevere  puellse  ; 
Dum  luget  vacuos  prudens  matrona  penatcs, 
O  utinam  fegnes  lex  puniat  jequa  maritos  ! 
Floreat  ille  pater  qui  natis  computat  annos. 

Finierat,  calicemq.  arenti  gutture  plenum 
Siccat,  et  hoc  hauftu  nondum  fatiata  recedic 
Interiore  domo,  matrefq.  oble<5tat  hiantes 
Sccreta  obfcurispaudens  myfteria  verbis, 
Et  fteriles  damnans  campos,  procul  ite  puellie 
Fasnulli  innupts  Lucina:  audire  labores; 
Non  pudet  opprobriis  fponfas  illudere,  culpas 
Vicinie  arcanas  alio  fub  nomine  celat, 
Faemineamq.  jubet  prseftare  filentia  turbam. 

Exuit  intcrea  veftes,  cunifq.  reponit 
Infantem  nutrix,  en  parvum  machina  lecflum 
Efncit  objeflu  laterum,  mirabere  coftas 
Vimine  candenti  textas,  et  penfile  tegmen 
Obdudtum  capiti  (Ixdat  ne  pulvis  ocellos) 
Subjeftafq.  pede«,  quels  machina  inobilis  una 
Itq.  reditq.  via,  fomnumq.  invitat  eundo. 

Flet  puer  interea  cantat  blandiflima  nutrix, 
Atq.  imperfedlis  lallat  cunale  loquelis  ; 
Nee  potis  eft  melli  fietum  compefcere  cantu ; 
Quin  puerum  e  cunis  tollat,  mammafq.  miniftratj 
buppeditatq.  cidum,  proprio  aucm  verfat  in  ore 
Ipfaprius  guftuq.  alieno  impafcitur  infans  ; 
Haud  aliter  fruges  difperfas  colligit  arvis 
Ales,  et  ore  refert  pullis  crepitantibus,  illi 
Efcam  avide  captunt,  et  hianti  gutture  condunt. 

At  juvenes,  puero  dederant  qui  noniina,  libant 
Ofcula  virginibus,  repetita  eftftanima  medullas 
Mollis,  et  incaftos  Ixti  meditantur  amores. 
Agricelae  niulta  traberent  convivia  noiSe, 
Ni  jam  luaderent  fulgentia  fidera  fomnos  : 
Surgunt  conviva:,  Cisrydon  tamen  ipfe  moratur, 
Continuatq.  fcyphos,  fcdet  asternuniq.  fedtbit, 
Ni  moveat  folitas  conjux  fidifiima  lites. 
DifceduHt  hilares,  haculo  hie  veftigia  firmat, 
Sobrius  hunc  portat  bene  nota  ad  tedla  caballuSj 
Conjugis  impljcitanj  tenet  ille  ^xonus  ulnam. 

I'uiii  pater  exultans  di<3iscompcllat  euntes : 
Ite,  valete  omnes,  tandem  rcdeunte  Deccmbre, 
Ni  talior,  pulchram  pariet  mea  Lydia  natam; 
Vofq.  reverfuro  feftum  renovabitis  anno. 
Rideiit  matronae,  votilq.  his  omnia  firmant, 
gtet  domus,  et  fimili  frundefcat  prcle  (juu;anA>»! 
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Perhaps  ev'n  Genius  pours  a  flighted  lay ; 

Perhaps  ev'n  Friendfhip  flieds  a  fruitlefs  teat ; 
Ev'n  Ly ttleton  but  vainly  trims  the  bay. 

And  fondly  graces  Hammond's  mournful  bier. 
Though  weeping  virgins  haunt  his  favour'd  urn, 

Renew  their  chaplets,  and  repeat  their  fighs; 
Though  near  his  tomb  Sabean  odours  burn, 

The  loitering  fragrance,  will  it  reach  the  fkies  ? 
No,  fhould  his  Delia  votive  wreaths  prepare, 

Delia  might  place  the  votive  wreaths  in  vain  : 
Yet  the  dear  hope  of  Delia's  future  care. 

Once  crown'd  his  pleafures,  and  difpell'd  his  pain. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HAMMOND. 


Of  James  Hammond,  though  he  be  generally  known  as  an  elegiac  poet,  and  well  remembered 
as  a  man  efteemed  and  careffed  by  the  elegant  and  the  great,  few  memorials  are  to  be  found. 

The  accounts  of  his  biographers  are  difcordant  and  unfatibfadory.  According  to  Shiels,  he  was 
the  fon  of  a  Turkey  merchant  in  the  city  of  London,  and  had  fome  office  at  the  Prince  of 
Wales's  Court,  till  the  love  of  a  lady,  whofe  name  was  Daftiwood,  for  a  time  difordered  his  under- 
ftanding.  The  lady  either  could  not  return  his  paffion  with  a  reciprocal  fondnefs,  or  entertained 
too  ambitious  views  to  fettle  her  affedlions  upon  him.  "  He  was  inextinguilhably  amorous,  and  his 
miftrefs  inexorably  cruel." 

"  Of  this  narrative,"  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  "  part  is  true,  and  part  falfe.  He  was  the  fecond  fon  of 
Anthony  Hammond,  a  man  of  note  among  the  wits,  poets,  and  parliamentary  orators,  in  the  begin- 
ning of  this  century,  who  was  allied  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  by  marrying  his  fifter." 

This  account  is  ftill  erroneous.  He  was  of  a  different  family ;  the  fecond  fon  of  Anthony  Ham-^ 
mond,  Efq.  of  Somerlham-place,  in  the  county  of  Huntingdon,  member  of  Parliament  for  Shore- 
ham  in  Suflex.  He  vacated  his  feat,  December  7.  X708,  upon  being  made  a  Commiflioner  of  the 
Navy,  and  died  about  1728. 

Anthony  Hammond,  Efq,  who  had  the  name  of  "  the  filver-tongued  Hammond,"  given  him  by 
Eolingbroke,  was  of  Wotton  in  the  county  of  Norfolk.  He  married  Sufannah,  a  fifter  of  Sir  Ro- 
bert Walpole.  A  volume  of  mifcellany  poems  was  infcribed  to  him,  in  1694,  by  his  friend  Hopkins { 
and  in  1720,  he  was  himfelf  the  editor  of  "  A  New  Mifcellany  of  Original  Poems,"  in  which  he 
had  no  fmall  fhare.  He  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Moyle;  and  wrote  the  "  Account  of  his 
Life  and  Writings,"  prefixed  to  his  works  in  1727. 

He  was  born  about  1710,  and  educated  at  Weftminfter-fchool ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  he 
was  of  any  univerfity. 

He  feems  to  have  come  very  early  into  public  notice,  and  to  have  been  dlftinguiflied  by  thofe 
whofe  friendfiiip  prejudiced  manldnd  at  that  time  in  favour  of  the  man  on  whom  they  were  beftow- 
ed ;  for  he  was  the  companion  of  Cobham,  Lyttleton,  and  Chefterfidd,  by  whofe  intereft  he  ob- 
tained the  place  of  Equerry  to  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

He  was  alfo  much  efteemed  by  Nicholas  Hammond,  Efq. ;  who,  at  his  death,  which  happened 
0(St.  13. 1733,  left  him  an  cftate  worth  400 1.  a-year,  befidcs  leaving  500 1.  for  crcdlng  a  fchool- 
houfe,  and  500 1,  for  endowing  it. 

In  1740,  he  wrote  the  Prologue  to  "  Elmeric,"  a  pofthumous  tragedy,  written  by  Lillo ;  in  which  it 
is  faid,  that  when  he  wrote  that  play,  he  -was  dijirejfed  by  viant,  and  affefted  bydifeafe.  But  in  the 
former  particular  there  appears  to  be  a  miflake,  as  he  died  poffeffed  of  an  eftate  of  60 1,  a-ycar,  be- 
fides  other  efFefts  to  a  confiderable  value.     The  Epilogue  has  alfo  beep  afcribcd  to  Hammond. 

In  1 741,  he  was  chofen  into  Parliament  for  Tniro  in  Cornwall ;  probably  one  of  thofe  who  were 
elecfted  by  the  Prince's  influence. 

He  died  at  Stowe,  the  famous  feat  of  Lord  Cobham,  June  7.  174a,  in  the  thirty-fecond  year  of 
Ms  age.  Mifs  Dafliwood  long  furvived  him,  and  died  unmarried,  bed-chamber-woman  to  the 
Queen,  in  1779. 

The  character  which  her  lover  bequeathed  her,  was  not  likely  to  attrad  courtfliip ;  yet  it  was 
\Ltx  9wn  fault  that  ihc  remained  fingle,  having  had  another  very  honourable  offer. 
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The  charafter  of  Hammond  feems  to  have  been  highly  amiable  and  refpeftable.  He  is  faid  f 
have  divided  his  life  between  pleafure  and  books ;  in  his  retirement  forgetting  the  town,  and  in  hi» 
gaiety  loCng  the  ftudent.  Of  bis  literary  hour?,  all  the  efforts  are  here  exhibited,  except  a  SallaJ 
fung  at  Vauxhall  forty  years  age,  beginning,  0  bo-w  could  I  venture  to  love  one  like  thee  !  and  the  Epi- 
Ugue  to  "  Elmeric,"  which  have  been  given  to  him. 

His  Love  Elegiet,  written  "  before  he  was  twenty-two  years  old,"  were  publlflied  foon  after  hi« 
death,  with  a  recommendatory  preface  by  the  editor,  who  was, then  believed,  and  is  now  affirmed 
by  Dr  Maty,  to  be  the  Earl  of  Cheflerfield. 

"  Of  the  prefacer,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon, "  whoever  he  was  it  may  be  reafcnably  fufpefted,  that  he  ne- 
ver read  the  poems ;  for  he  profeffes  to  value  them  for  a  very  high  fpecies  of  excellence,  and  recom- 
mends them  as  the  genuine  effuflons  of  the  mind,  which  exprefles  a  real  paffion  in  the  language  of  na- 
ture. But  the  truth  is,  thefe  elegies  have  neither  pafiion,  nature,  nor  manners.  Where  there  is  fidlion, 
there  is  no  paffion  ;  he  that  defcribes  himfelf  as  a  fhepherd,  and  his  Neara  or  Delia  as  a  fliepherdefs,  and 
tilks  of  goats  and  lambs,  feels  no  paffion.  He  that  courts  his  miftrefs  with  Roman  imagery,  deferves 
to  lofe  her ;  for  fhe  may  with  good  grace  fufpeft  his  fincerity.  Hammond  has  few  fentiments  drawn 
from  nature,  and  few  images  from  modern  life.  He  produces  nothing  but  frigid  pedantry.  It  would 
be  hard  to  find  in  all  his  produAions  three  ftanzas  that  deferve  to  be  remembered.  His  verfcs  arc 
not  rugged  :  but  they  have  no  fweetnefs ;  they  never  glide  in  a  ftream  of  melody.  Why  Ham- 
mond and  other  writers  have  thought  the  quatrain  of  ten  fyllables  elegiac,  it  is  difficult  to  tell.  The 
chara(5ter  of  the  elegy  is  gentlenefs  and  tenuity  ;  but  this  flanza  has  been  pronounced  by  Dryden, 
whofe  knowledge  of  Englifh  metre  was  not  inconfiderable,  to  be  the  mofl  magnificent  of  all  the 
Baeafures  which  our  language  affords." 

The  critical  deciCons  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  it  is  not,  in  general,  very  fafe  to  contraditS ;  except  when 
they  may  be  attributed,  as  in  the  prefent  inflance,  to  the  force  of  prejudice,  or  to  vitiated  and  de-n 
fccftive  feelings,  refpeifting  poetical  beauty. 

Confidering  Dr.  Johnfon's  peculiar  turn  of  mind,  there  is  no  wonder  that  he  ffiould  deny  nature 
to  Hammond,  and  find  no  melody  in  his  verfe.  The  general  opinion  is  much  more  favourable. 
That  he  has  been  much  read,  and  greatly  admired,  ferves  to  contradicfl  the  affertion  of  that  too-ri- 
gid critic,  and  eftablifbes  his  claim  to  fome  portion  of  tenderaefs  and  harmony  ;  for  by  the  judg- 
ment of  the  common,  unprejudiced,  unpedaatic  reader,  the  merit  of  every  poetical  compofition  mud 
be  ultimately  determined. 

The  popular  decifions  upon  the  charafter  of  Hammond,  have  been  exceedingly  favourable  :  By 
fome,  perhaps,  he  has  been  extolled  too  high.  He  certainly  poffeffed  an  elegant  and  cultivated 
mind.  He  is  not  deficient  either  in  feeling,  or  melody  of  verfe.  He  has  generally  expreffi^d  himfelf 
vith  fenfibility,  and  in  meafures  fufficiently  harmonious. 

The  fpecific  charafter  of  his  elegies,  and  his  pretenfions  to  originality,  have  by  no  means  beea 
diftinguifhed  or  afcertained  with  fufficient  accuracy. 

Dr.  Johnfon  indeed  fpeaks,  but  only  to  disapprove  of  his  "  Roman  imagery ;"  and  Lord  Chefter- 
field,  in  his  preface  to  the  elegies,  informs  us,  that  Hammond  feems  to  have  judicioufly  taken  Ti- 
iullus  for  his  model,  rather  than  Ovid. 

After  reading  Tibullus  and  Hammond,  with  the  moft  candid  attention,  the  prefent  writer  is 
obliged  to  obferve,  that  Hammond  appears  not  merely  to  have  taken  the  Roman  poet  for  his  model, 
but  to  have  taken  from  him  fome  of  the  moft  beautiful  paffages  in  his  elegies. 

The  parallel  paffages  appear  almoft  in  every  page  of  both  poets ;  yet  Dr.  Johnfon  is  filent  on  the 
fubjed  ;  and  Lord  Chefterfield  paffiss  it  over,  as  if  he  had  no  fufpicion  of  Hammond's  obligations  to 
Tibullus. 

The  following  inftances,  which  immediately  occur,  will  fpecify  what  can  by  no  means  be  called 
imitations,  being  almoft  literal  tranflations. 

Compare  Tibullus,  Lib.  i.  Eleg.  I.,  with  the  thirteenth  elegy  of  Hammond.  The  thought  o( 
pin  affifling  flumber,  is  finely  tran2atcd. 

Quam  juvat  immites  ventos  audire  cubantem,  ^ 

^C  domicam  tcaero  conunuiiTe  finu  : 
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Aut,  gelidashibernus  aquas  cum  fuderit  auftcr, 
Securum  fomnos  inibre  juvante  fequi ! 

What  joy  to  hear  the  tempeft  howl  in  vain, 

And  clafp  a  fearful  millrefs  to  my  breaft, 
Or,  lull'd  to  flumber  by  the  beating  raJH, 

Secure  and  happy,  fink  at  laft  to  reft ! 

Compare  TIbulIus,  Lib,  i.  Eleg.  5.,  with  the  thirteenth  elegy  of  Hammond, 

Hue  veniet  Meffala  meus,  cui  dulcia  poma 

Delia  felecftis  detrahct  arboribus ; 
Et  tantutn  venerata  virum  hunc  fedula  curet, 

Huic  paret,  atque  epulas  ipfa  miniftra  gerat. 

Hammond  has  applied  this  delicate  compliment  to  Lord  Chefterfield,  with  admirable  felicity  of 
cxpreflion.  Strokes  of  this  exquifite  nature  are  only  to  be  expeded  from  thofe  who  have  accefi  M 
the  great,  but  whom  the  great  have  not  infedcd  with  felfifhnefs. 

Stanhope  (hall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend  j 

Delia  {hall  wonder  at  her  noble  gueft ; 
With  bluftiing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend. 

And  for  her  hufband's  patron  cull  the  bcft. 

Ag«iln, 

Te  fpeftem,  fuprema  mlhi  cum  veneris  hora, 
Te  tcneam  moriens  deiiciente  manu. 


Again, 


On  her  I'll  gaze,  when  other  loves  are  o'er, 
And,  dying,  prefs  her  with  rny  clay-cold  hand, 

Parce  folutis  . 
Crinibus,  et  teneris,  Delia,  parce  genis. 


Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair. 

Compare  TibuUus,  Lib.  i.  Eleg.  5.,  with  the  fourteenth  elegy  of  Hammond, 

At  mihi  felicem  vitam,  fi  falva  fuiffes 
Fingebam  demens . 

What  fcenes  of  bllfs  my  raptur'd  fancy  fram'd  I 
Hammond  has  Improved  upon  Tibullus,  Lib.  %.,  Eleg.  vi.  in  his  fecond  elegy, 

Adieu,  ye  walls !  &c. 
Compare  Tibullus,  Lib.  iii.  Eleg.  a.,  with  the  ninth  elegy  of  Hammond^ 

Qui  primus  caram  juveni,  carumque  puellje 

Eripuit  juveneni,  ferreus  ille  fuit. 
Durus  et  ille  fuit,  qui  tantum  ferre  dolorenx 

Vivere  et  erepta  conjuge  qui  potuit. 

I'hefe  fentiments  are  finely  expreffed  by  Hammond. 

He  who  could  firft  two  gentle  hearts  unblpd, 
And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeping  fair  : 

Hard  was  the  man  ;  but  harder,  in  my  mind, 
The  lover  ftill  vvho  died  not  of  defpair. 

Ergo  quum  tenuem  fuero  mutatus  in  umbranL 
Candidaque  olTa  fuper  nigra  favilla  tegit. 

Ante  meum  veniat  longosincompta  capillos, 
Lt,  £[eat  ante  meum  miefta  Neeera  rogunV) 
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This  rite,  which  is  altogether  foreign  to  Englilh  manners,  Hammond  has  rather  injudidoafly 
transferred  into  his  ninth  elegy. 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corfc  attend, 

With  eyes  averted  light  the  folemn  fire, 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  afcend  ; 

Then,  llowly  linking,  by  degrees  expire  ? 

It  is  nnneceffary  to  tranfcrlbe  more  parallel  paffages,  to  (how  that  Hammond,  not  fatisfied  with 
taking  Tibullus  for  his  model,  has  transfufed  into  his  elegies  the  fentiments  and  the  imagery  of  the 
Roman  poet.  Yet  it  ought  to  be  obferved,  that  he  has  very  often  taken  the  liberty  to  tranfpofe, 
and  fometimes  paraphraftically  to  enlarge  the  thoughts,  and  to  give  the  imagery  a  more  modern 
polifli.  In  the  paffages  he  has  tranflated,  he  has  generally  improved  on  Tibullus,  and  given  his  ver- 
Con  of  the  moft  exaft,  elegant,  and  harmonious  of  the  Roman  elegiac  poets,  the  eafy  air  of  a  modem 
orJ<^inal.  As  he  felt  the  diftrefs  which  gave  rife  to  moft  of  the  elegies  of  Tibullus,  he  is  not  inferior 
to  him  in  amorous  tendernefs  and  poetical  fancy.  His  elegies  have  thofe  fallies  and  tranCtions  of 
paffion,  that  frantic  and  defpondiug  air,  fo  obferveable  in  the  Roman  poet ;  for  thefe  are  the  natural 
emanations  of  a  heated  fancy,  and  a  diftraSed  heart. 

His  greateft  fault  is,  an  injudicious  adoption  of  the  mythology,  and  too  fervile  an  adherence  to 
the  manners  of  the  Roman  poet ;  which  detra«a:  from  his  merit  as  an  imitator,  more  than  as  a  tranf- 
lator  of  Tibullus.  Amorous  elegy  is  lefs  local  than  many  other  of  the  minor  kinds  of  poetry;  the 
paffion  of  love  operating  nearly  the  fame  upon  the  human  mind  in  all  ages  :  yet  as  the  modes  of 
expreffing  that  paffion  differ  much  in  different  countries,  fo  thefe  modes  muft  not  be  confounded; 
a  Roman  ought  not  to  make  love  like  a  Grecian,  nor  an  Englilhman  like  a  Roman. 

Although  the  elegies  of  Hammond  warrant,  in  fome  degree,  this  cenfure,  yet  it  ought  to  be  con- 
Cdercd  that  he  has  both  nature  and  originality  in  many  parts ;  and  the  Elegies  to  Mr.  Gren-niUe 
and  AJi/s  Dajhivood,  ought  to  have  been  exempted  from  the  cenfure  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  has  fpo- 
ken  of  him  with  too  great  afperity.  They  are  written  in  the  heroic  meafure,  the  fentiments  are 
cxquifitely  delicate,  and  the  numbers  flow  with  an  eafy  corrednefs.  An  "  Anfwer  to  the  Elegy  to 
Mifs  Dafliwood,"  was  written  by  Lord  Hervey,  and  is  a  fuitable  companion  to  it. 

The  meafure  which  he  has  adopted  in  his  other  elegies,  is  the  quatrain,  or  alternate  rhyme,  which, 
like  the  Latin  hexameter  and  pentameter,  is  thought  to  he  peculiarly  fuited  to  plaintive  fubjefts ; 
and  it  muft  be  confeffed,  that  he  has  happily  fucceeded.  The  quatrain  has,  indeed,  a  difagreeable 
famenefs  in  its  (Iruiflure,  every  fucceeding  ftanza  being  a  faithful  echo  to  the  laft ;  yet  is  there 
fomething  plaintive  in  it— fome  pathetic  foftnefs  in  the  defcending  melody,  that  feems  fitted  to  ex- 
prefs  the  tender  paffions.  It  is  the  peculiar  language  of  love  and  melancholy,  when  they  foothe 
their  forrows  with  the  penfive  mufe.  It  is  nov/  appropriated  to  the  complaining  tone  of  the  Eng- 
lilh elegy,  by  Gray,  Shenftone,  Mafon,  Whitehead,  Grsme,  and  other  elegiac  poets. 

On  the  charadter  of  Hammond  it  is  unneceflary  to  enlarge,  as  it  is  given  in  the  preface  to  his 
elegies,  by  Lord  Chefterfield,  with  a  mmutenefs,  elegance,  and  tendernefs,  which,  making  due 
allowance  for  the  partiality  of  friendlhip,  and  the  extravagajice  of  erroneous  criticifm,  leave  nothing 
to  be  fupplicd  by  a  cafual  hand.  6 


PR  E  F  A  C  E: 


[BY    LORD    CHESTERFIELD.] 


Thr  following  elegies  were  wrote  by  a  young 
gentleman  lately  dead,  and  juftly  lamented. 

As  he  had  never  declared  his  intentions  con- 
cerning their  publication,  a  friend  of  his,  into 
whofe  hands  they  fell,  determined  to  publifli  them, 
in  the  perfuafion  that  they  would  neither  be  un- 
welcome to  the  public,  nor  injurious  to  the  me- 
mory of  their  author.  The  reader  muft  decide, 
whether  tliis  determination  was  the  refult  of  juft 
judgment,  or  partial  friendlbip ;  for  the  editor  feels, 
and  avows  fo  much  of  the  latter,  that  he  gives  up 
all  pretenficns  to  the  former. 

The  author  conipofed  them  ten  years  ago,  be- 
fore he  was  two  and  twenty  years  old ;  an  age 
when  fancy  and  imagination  commonly  riot,  at  the 
«xpence  of  judgment  and  corre<5l:nefs,  neither  of 
which  feem  wanting  here.  But  fincere  in  his  love 
as  in  his  friendfliip,  he  wrote  to  his  miftrefles,  as 
he  fpoke  to  his  friends,  nothing  but  the  true  ge- 
nuine fentiments  of  his  heart;  he  fate  down  to  write 
what  he  thought,  not  to  think  what  he  fliould 
write ;  it  was  nature  and  fentiment  only  that 
dictated  to  a  real  miftrefs,  not  youthful  and  poetic 
fancy,to  an  imaginaryone.  Elegy,  therefore, (peaks 
here  her  own,  proper,  native  language,  the  unaf- 
fedled  plaintive  language  of  the  tender  paflions ; 
the  true  elegiac  dignity  and  fimplicity  are  preferv- 
ed,  and  united ,  the  one  without  pride,  the  other 
without  meanacfs.    TibuUus  feems  to  have  been 


the  model  ©ur  author  judicloully  preferred  tO 
Ovid ;  the  former  writing  diredlly  from  the  heart, 
to  the  heart ;  the  latter  too  often  yielding  and  ad- 
drefling  himfelf  to  the  imagination. 

The  undifiipated  youth  of  the  author,  allowed 
him  time  to  apply  himfelf  to  the  beft  maflcrs,  the 
ancients,  and  his  parts  enabled  him  to  make  the 
beft  ufe  of  them ;  for  upon  thofe  great  models  of 
folid  fenfe  and  virtue,  he  formed  not  only  his  ge- 
nius, but  his  heart,  both  well  prepared  by  nature 
to  adopt,  and  adorn  the  refemblance.  He  admired 
that  juftnefs,  that  noble  fimplicity  of  thought  and 
expreflion,  which  have  diftinguifhed,  and  preferved 
their  writings  to  this  day;  but  he  revered  that  love 
of  their  country,  that  contempt  of  riches,  that  fa- 
crcdnefs  of  friendfhip,  and  all  thofe  heroic  and  fo- 
cial  virtues,  which  marked  them  out  as  the  objecSs 
of  the  veneration,  though  not  the  imitation,  of  fuc- 
ceeding  ages ;  and  he  looked  back  with  a  kind  of 
religious  awe  and  delight,  upon  thofe  glorious,  and 
happy  times  of  Greece  and  Rome,  when  wifdom, 
virtue,  and  liberty  formed  the  only  triumvirates, 
ere  luxury  invited  corruption  to  taint,  or  corrup- 
tion introduced  flavery  to  deftroy,  all  public  and 
private  virtues.  In  thefe  fentiments  he  lived,  and 
would  have  lived,  even  in  thefe  times ;  in  thefe 
fentiments  he  died — but  in  thefe  times  too — Ut 
non  erepta  a  diis  Immortallbus  vita,  fed  donata  mtrs  e£e 
vldeatur. 
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"  Virginibus  puerlfque  canto." 

FIRST  PRINTID  IN  I743. 


ELEGYJ. 

fin  his  falling  in  Love  ivitb  Neara. 

I^AREWELL  that  liberty  our  fathers  give. 
In  vain  they  gave,  their  i"on«  receiv'd  in  vain  : 
1  faw  Nexra,  and  her  inftant  flave, 
Though  born  a  Briton,  hugg'd  the  fervile  chain. 
Her  ufage  well  repays  my  coward  heart, 
Meanly  flie  triumphs  in  her  lover's  fbame, 
No  healing  joy  relieves  his  conftant  fmart, 
No  fmile  of  love  rewards  the  lofs  of  fame. 
Oh,  that  to  feel  thefe  killing  pangs  no  more, 
On  Scythian  hills  I  lay  a  fenfelefs  ftone, 
Was  fix'd  a  rock  amidll  the  watery  roar, 
And  in  the  vaft  Atlantic  flood  alone. 
Adieu,  ye  mufes,  or  my  paflion  aid, 
Why  (hould  I  loiter  by  your  idle  fpring  ? 
My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maid, 
And  {he  contemns  the  trifles  which  I  fmg. 
I  do  not  afk  the  lofty  Epic  drain, 
Nor  flrive  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  fphere; 
I  only  fing  one  cruel  maid  to  gain. 
Adieu,  ye  raufes,  if  fhe  will  not  hear. 
No  more  in  ufelefs  innocence  I'll  pine. 
Since  guilty  prefents  win  the  greedy  fair, 
I'll  tear  its  honours  from  the  broken  ftrine, 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Venus !  will  1  tear. 
Deceiv'd  by  thee,  I  lov'd  a  beauteous  maid, 
Who  bends  on  fordid  gold  her  low  defires  : 
Nor  worth  nor  pafilon  can  her  heart  perfuade, 
But  love  mufl  ad  what  avaiice  requires. 
XJnwife  who  firft,  the  charm  of  nature  loft. 
With  Tyrian  purple  foil'd  the  fnowy  fheep  ; 
Unwifer  ftill  who  feas  and  mountains  croft. 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  fearch  the  pearly  deep  : 
Thefe  coftly  toys  our  filly  fair  furprife. 
The  fhining  follies  cheat  their  feeble  fight. 
Their  hearts  fecure  in  trifles,  love  defpife, 
'Tis  vain  to  court  them,  but  more  vain  to  write. 
Why  did  the  gods  conceal  the  little  mind, 
And  earthly  thoughts  beneath  a  heavenly  face  ; 
Forget  the  worth  that  dignifies  mankind. 
Yet  fmooth  and  polifti  fo  each  outward  grace  \ 


Hence  all  the  blame  that  Love  and  Venus  bear, 
Hence  pleafurc  ftiort,  and  anguifli  ever  long, 
Hence  tears  and  fighs,  and  hence  the  peevifti  fair, 
The  froward  lover — hence  this  angry  fong. 

ELEGY  II. 

Unable  ta  fatisf^  the  covetous  temper  of  Nemra,  he  in- 
tends to  make  a  Campaign,  and  <rj,  ifpojjible,  tt  for- 
get her. 

Adieu,  ye  walls,  that  guard  m.y  cruel  fair, 

No  more  I'll  fit  in  ro!"y  fetters  hound, 

My  limbs  have  learnt  the  weight  of  arms  to  bear, 

My  roufing  fpirits  feel  the  trumpet's  found. 

Few  are  the  maids  that  now  on  merit  fmile. 
On  fpoil  and  war  is  bent  this  iron  age : 
Yet  pain  and  death  attend  on  war  and  fpoil, 
Unfated  vengeance  and  iemorft:lefs  rage. 

To  purchafe  fpoil.  even  love  itfelf  is  fold. 
Her  lover's  heart  is  Icaft  Neara's  care. 
And  I  through  war  muft  feek  detefted  gold, 
Not  for  myfelf,  but  for  my  venal  fair  : 

That  while    fbe  bends   beneath   the  v.-eight   of 

drefs. 
The  fliffen'd  robe  may  fpoil  her  eafy  mien  ; 
And  art  miftaken  make  her  beauty  lef^s. 
While  ftill  it  hides  fonie  graces  better  feen. 
But  if  fuch  toys  can  win  her  lovely  fmile. 
Hers  be  the  wealth  of  Tagus'  golden  fand, 
Hers  the  bright  gems  that  glow  in  India's  foil. 
Hers  the  black  Ions  of  Afric's  I'ultry  land. 
To  pleafe  her  eye  let  every  loom  contend, 
For  her  be  rifled  ocean's  pearly  bed. 
But  wheie,  alas  !  would  idle  fancy  tend. 
And  foothe  with  dreams  a  youthful  poet's  head  ? 
Let  others  buy  the  cold  unloving  maid, 
In  forc'd  embraces  ad  the  tyrant's  part. 
While  I  their  fclfifli  luxury  upbraid. 
And  fcorn  the  perfon  where  1  doubt  the  heart. 
Thus  warm'd  by  pride,  I  think  I  love  no  more, 
And  hide  in  threa^.s  the  weakiiefs  of  my  mind  : 
In  vain, — though  reafon  fly  the  hated  door. 
Yet  Love,  the  coward  Love,  fiUl  lags  behind. 


Love  elegies. 
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tlLEGY  IIT. 


He  upbraids  and  threatens  the  avarice  of  Neara,  and 
refolves  to  quit  her. 

Should  Jove  defccnd  in  floods  of  liquid  ore, 
And  golden  torrents  ftream  from  every  part, 
That  craving  bofom  ftill  would  heave  for  more, 
Not  all  the  gods  could  fatitfy  thy  heart  : 
But  may  thy  folly,  which  can  thus  difdain 
My  honeft  love,  the  mighty  wrong  repay, 
May  midnight  fire  involve  thy  fordid  gain, 
And  on  the  fliining  heaps  of  rapine  prey  : 
May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  deceiv'd, 
Kot  quench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom: 
And, when  thou  dy'ft,  maynot  oneheart  begriev'd. 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  the  lonely  tomb. 

But  the  deferving,  tender,  generous  maid, 
Whofe  only  care  is  her  poor  lover's  mind. 
Though  ruthlefs  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade. 
In  every  friend  to  love,  a  friend  fhall  find  : 
And,  when  the  lamp  of  life  will  burn  no  more, 
When  dead  fhe  feems  as  in  a  gentle  flcep, 
The  pitying  neighbour  fliall  her  lofs  deplore, 
And  round  the  bier  aflembled  lovers  weep  : 

With  flowery  garlands,  each  revolving  year. 
Shall  ftrow  the  grave  where  truth  and  foftnefs  reft, 
Then  home  returning,  drop  the  pious  tear, 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  her  bread. 

ELEGY  IV. 

•Tff  bis  friend,  •written  under  the  confinement  of  a  long 
indifpoftiun. 

While  calm  you  fit  beneath  your  fecret  fliade. 
And  lofc  in  pleafing  thought  the  fummer-day. 
Or  tempt  the  wlfii  of  feme  unpradiis'd  maid, 
Whofe  heart  at  once  inclines  and  fears  to  ftray  : 
The  fprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled, 
Lonely  and  fick,  ©n  death  is  all  my  thought, 
Oh,  fpare,  Perfephone,  this  guiltlcfs  head. 
Love,  too  much  love,  is  all  thy  fuppliant's  fault. 
No  virgin's  eafy  faith  I  e'er  betray'd. 
My  tongue  ne'er  boafted  of  a  feign'd  embrace; 
No  poifons  in  the  cup  have  I  convey'd. 
Nor  veil'd  deftrudlion  with  a  friendly  face  : 

No  fecret  horrors  gnaw  this  quiet  breaft. 
This  pious  hand  ne'er  robb'd  the  far  red  fane, 
1  ne'er  diflurb'd  the  gods  eternal  reft 
With  curfes  loud, — but  oft  have  pray'd  in  vain. 

No  ftealth  of  time  has  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair. 
Nor  age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  hand  : 
Ah  !  why  fo  foon  the  tender  blofi'om  tear! 
Ere  autumn  yet  the  ripen'd  fruit  demand  ? 
Ye  gods,  whoe'er  in  gloomy  (hades  below. 
Now  flowly  tread  your  melancholy  round  ; 
Now  wandering  view  the  paleful  rivers  flow. 
And  mufing  hearken  to  their  folemn  found  ; 
Oh,  let  me  flill  enjoy  the  cheerful  day. 
Till,  many  years  uulieeded  o'er  me  icli'J, 


Pleas'd  in  my  age,  I  trifle  life  away. 

And  tell  how  much  he  lov'd,  ere  1  grew  old. 

But  you,  who  now,  with  feftive  garlands  crown'd, 
In  chafe  of  pleafure  the  gay  moments  fpend. 
By  quick  enjoyment  heal  love's  pleafing  wound, 
And  grieve  for  nothing  but  your  abfent  friend. 

ELEGY  V. 

The  Lover  is  atfrji  introduced fpealing  to  his  Servant, 
he  afterivards  aJdreJps  himfelf  to  his  Mijlrefs,  and 
at  lafl  there  is  afuppofcd  Interview  between  them. 

With  wine,  more  wine,  deceive  thy  mafter's  care, 
Till  creeping  flumber  foothe  his  troubled  breaft. 
Let  not  a  whifper  ftir  the  filent  air. 
If  haplefs  love  a  while  confent  to  reft. 
Untoward  guards  befet  my  Cynthia's  doors. 
And  cruel  locks  th'  iniprifon'd  fair  conceal. 
May  lightnings  blaft  whom  love  in  vain  implorcj, 
And  Jove's  own  thunder  rive  thofe  bolts  of  flee!. 
Ah,  gentle  door,  attend  my  humble  call, 
Nor  let  thy  founding  hinge  or  thefts  betray, 
So  all  my  curies  far  from  thee  fliall  fall, 
We  angry  lovers  mean  not  half  we  fay. 

Remember  now  the  flowery  wreathes  I  gave 
When  firft  I  told  thee  of  my  bold  defires, 
Nor  thou,  O  Cynthia,  fear  the  watchful  flave, 
Venus  will  favour  what  herfelf  infpires. 
She  guides  the  youth  who  fee  not  where  they  tread^ 
She  fliows  the  virgin  how  to  turn  the  door, 
Softly  to  fteal  from  olThcr  filent  bed. 
And  not  a  ftep  betray  her  on  the  floor. 
The  fearlefs  lover  wants  no  beam  of  light, 
The  robber  knows  him,  nor  obftruifts  his  way, 
Sacred  he  wanders  through  the  pathlefs  night, 
Belongs  to  Venus,  and  can  never  ftray. 

I  fcorn  the  chilling  wind,  and  beating  rain. 
Nor  heed  cold  watchings  on  the  dewy  ground- 
If  all  the  hardfhips  I  for  love  fuftain. 
With  love's  viiSlorious  joys  at  laft  be  crown'd  j 

With  fudden  ftep  let  none  our  blifs  furprife. 

Or  check  the  freedom  of  fecure  delight 

Rafti  man  beware,  and  ftiut  thy  curious  eyes. 
Left  angry  Venus  fnatch  their  guilty  fight. 
But  fliouldft  thou  fee,  th'  important  fecret  hide. 
Though  queftion'd  by  the  powers  of  earth  ani 

heaven. 
The  prating  tongue  fliall  love's  revenge  abide. 
Still  fne  for  grace,  and  never  be  forgiven. 
A  wizard  dame,  the  lover's  ancient  friend, 
With  magic  charm  has  deaft  thy  hufoand's  ear, 
At  her  command  I  faw  the  liars  defcend. 
And  winged  lightnings  ftop  in  mid  career. 
I  faw  her  ftamp,  and  cleave  the  folid  ground 
While  ghaftly  fpe61:res  round  us  wildly  roam; 
I  faw  them  hearken  to  her  potent  found, 
Till.fcar'datday,  they  fought  their  dreary  home. 
At  her  command  the  vigorous  fummcr  pines. 
And  wintery  clouds  obfcurc  the  hopeful  year; 
At  her  ftrong  bidding,  gloomy  winter  fliines. 
And  vernal  rofcs  oa  the  fnows  appear. 
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She  gave  thefc  charms,  which  I  on  thee  beftow, 
They  dim  the  eye,  and  dull  the  jealous  mind, 
Tor  me  they  malce  a  hufband  nothing  know. 
For  me,  and  only  me,  they  make  him  blind  : 
But  what  did  moft  this  faithful  heart  furprife, 
She  boafted  that  her  fkill  could  fet  it  fret ; 
This  faithful  heart  the  boafted  freedom  flies; 
How  could  it  TCDture  to  abandon  thee.' 

ELEGY  VI. 

Ee  adjures  Delia  to piiy  bim,  by  their  FriemJJh'rp  -juUh 

Calia,  ivbo  ivas  lately  dead. 
Thousands  would  feek  the  lafting  peace  of  death, 
And  in  that  harbour  fhun  the  ftorm  of  care, 
Officious  hope  ftill  holds  the  fleeting  breathy 
She  tells  them  ftill, — To-morrow  will  be  fair. 

She  tells  me,  Delia,  I  fliall  thee  obtain. 

But  can  I  liften  to  her  fyren  fong,  [chain, 

"Who  feven  flow  months  have  dragg'd  my  painful 

So  long  thy  lover,  and  defpis'd  fo  long  ? 

By  all  the  joys  thy  deareft  Caella  gave. 

Let  not  her  once-lov'd  friend  unpitied  burn  ; 

So  may  her  aflies  find  a  peaceful  grave, 

And  fleep  uninjur'd  in  their  facred  urn. 

To  her  I  firft  avow'd  my  timorous  flame, 
She  nurs'd  my  hopes,  and  taught  me  how  tn  fue. 
She  ftill  would  pity  whjtt  the  wife  might  blame, 
And  feel  for  weaknefs  which  ilie  never  knew  :     • 
Ah,  do  not  grieve  the  dear  lamented  fliade. 
That  hovering  round  us  all  my  fuffarings  hears. 
She  is  my  faint;   to  her  my  prayers  are  made. 
With  oft  repeated  gifts  of  flowers  and  tears : 
To  her  fad  tomb  at  midnight  I  retire. 
And  lonely  fitting  by  the  filent  ftone, 
1  tell  it  all  the  griefs  my  wrongs  infpirc, 
The  marble  image  fcems  to  hear  my  moan  : 
The  friend's  pale  ghoft  fliall  vex  thy  flecplefs  bed, 
And  ftand  before  thee  all  in  virgin  white  ; 
That  ruthlefs  bofom  will  difturb  the  dead, 
And  call  forth  pity  from  eternal  night : 
Ceafe.  cruel  man,  the  mournful  theme  forbear, 
Though  much  thou  fuffer,  to  thyfelf  complain  ; 
Ah,  to  recal  the  fad  remembrance  fpare, 
One  tear  from  her,  is  more  than  all  thy  pain. 

ELEGY    VII. 

Qn  Del'ta^s  being  In  the  Country ^  "where  he  fufpofes  fr:>e 

flays  to  fee  the  Harvejl. 
Now  Delia  breathes  in  woods  the  fragrant  air. 
Dull  are  the  hearts  that  ftill  in  town  remain, 
Venus  herfclf  attends  on  Delia  there, 
And  Cupid  fports  amid  the  fylvan  train. 
Oh,  with  what  joy,  my  Delia  to  behold  '. 
I'd  prefs  the  fpade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong. 
Guide  the  flow  plough-fhare  through  the  ftubborn 

mold, 
And  patient  goad  the  loitering  ox  along : 

The  fcorching  heats  I'd  carelefsly  defpife. 
Nor  heed  the  bhfters  on  my  tender  hand ; 
'j'he  great  Apollo  wore  the  fame  difguife, 
Like  me  fubdued  to  love's  fuprerae  command. 


No  healing  herbs  could  foothe  their  mafter's  pairf, 
The  art  of  phyfic  loft,  and  ufelefs  lay, 
To  Peneus'  ftream,  and  Tempe's  fliady  plain, 
He  drove  his  herds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray  : 

Oft  with  a  bleating  lamb  in  either  arm. 
His  blufhing  fifter  faw  him  pace  along  ; 
Oft  would  his  voice  the  filent  valley  charm, 
Till  lowing  oxen  broke  the  tender  fong. 

Where  are  his  triumphs  ?  where  his  warlike  toil  I 
Where  by  liis  darts  the  crcfted  Pithon  flain  ? 
Where  are  his  Delphi  ?  his  delightful  ifle  ? 
The  god  himfelf  is  grown  a  cottage  fwain. 

0  Ceres  I  in  your  golden  fields  no  more, 

With  harveft's  cheerful  pomp,  my  fair  detain,— 
Think  what  for  loft  Proferpina  you  bore, 
And  in  a  mother's  anguifh  feel  my  pain. 

Our  wifer  fathers  left  their  fields  unfown. 
Their  food  was  acorns,  love  their  fole  employ, 
They  met,  they  lik'd,  they  ftaid  but  till  alone. 
And  in  each  valley  fnatch'd  the  honeft  joy. 

No  wakeful  guard,  no  doors  to  ftop  defire. 
Thrice  happy  times ! — But  oh,  I  fondly  rave  f 
Lead  me  to  Delia,  all  her  eyes  infpire 
I'll  do. — I'll  plough,  or  dig,  as  Delia's  flave. 

ELEGY   VIII. 

He  deffa'irs  that  he  Jhall  ever  pojfsfs  Delia, 

Ah,  what  avails  thy  lover's  pious  care  ?  , 

His  lavifli  incenfe  clouds  the  iky  in  vain, 
Nor  wealth  nor  greatnefs  was  his  idle  prayer, 
F  jT  thee  alone  he  pray'd,  thee  hop'd  to  gain  : 

With  thee  I  hop'd  to  wafte  the  pleafing  day. 
Till  in  thy  arms  an  age  of  joy  was  paft, 
Then,  old  with  love,  infenlibly  decay. 
And  on  thy  bofom  gently  breathe  my  laft, 

1  fcorn  the  Lydian  river's  golden  wave, 
And  all  the  vulgar  charms  of  human  life, 
I  only  aflc  to  live  my  Delia's  flave. 

And,  when  !  long  have  ferv'd  her,  call  her  wife  :' 

I  only  alk,  of  her  I  love  poffeft. 
To  fink,  o'ercome  with  blifs,  in  fafe  repofe. 
To  ftrain  her  yielding  beauties  to  my  breaft. 
And  kifs  her  wearied  eye-Uds  till  they  clofc. 

Attend,  O  J'.ino  !  with  thy  fober  ear, 
Attend,  gay  Venus,  parent  of  defire  ; 
This  one  fond  wifli,  if  you  refufe  to  hear. 
Oh,  let  me  with  this  figh  of  love  expire ! 

ELEGY     IX. 

He  ha,  loji  Delia. 

He  who  could  firft  two  gentle  hearts  unbind. 
And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeping  fair, 
Hard  was  the  man,  but  harder,  in  my  mind, 
The  lover  ftill,  who  dy'd  not  of  defpair : 

With  mean  difguife  let  others  nature  hide. 
And  mimic  virtue  with  the  paint  of  art, 
I  fcorn  the  cheat  of  reafcn's  foolifti  pride, 
And  boaft  the  graceful  weaknefs  of  my  heart. 

The  more  I  think,  the  more  I  feel  my  pain, 
And  learn  the  more  each  heavenly  charm  to  priae ; 
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While  fools,  too  light  for  pafiion,  fafe  remain, 
And  dull  fenfation  keeps  the  ftupid  wife. 

Sad  is  my  day,  and  fad  my  lingering  night, 
When,  wrapt  in  (ilent  grief,  I  weep  alciie, 
Delia  is  loft,  and  all  my  paft  delight 
Is  now  the  fource  of  unavailing  moan. 

Where  is  the  wit  that  hcighten'd  beauty's  charms  ? 
Where  is  the  face  that  fed  my  longing  eyes  ? 
Where  isthe  (hape  that  might  have  bleft  my  arms  ? 
Where  are  thofe  hopes  relentlefs  fate  denies  ? 

When  fpent  with  endlefs  grief  I  die  aflaft, 
Delia  may  come,  and  fee  my  poor  rernains,-(- 
Oh,  Delia  1  after  fuch  an  abfence  part, 
Cinft  thou  ftill  love,  and  not  forget  my  pains  ? 

Wilt  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corfe  attend, 
With  eyes  averted  light  the  folemn  pyre, 
Till  all  around  the  doleful  flames  afcend. 
Then,  flowly  finking,  by  degrees  expire  i 

To  foothe  the  hovering  foul,  be  thine  the  care, 
With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  mournful  band. 
In  fable  weeds  the  golden  vafe  to  bear, 
And  cull  my  aftieswith  thy  trembling  hand! 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  coftly  feaft. 
And  all  the  pride  of  Afia's  fragrant  year ; 
Give  tham  the  treafures  of  the  fartheft  call. 
And,  what  is  ftill  more  precious,  give  thj^  tear. 

Dying  for  thee,  there  is  in  death  a  pride. 
Let  all  the  world  thy  haplefs  lover  know, 
No  fjlent  urn  the  noble  paflion  hide, 
But  deeply  graven  thus  my  fufferings  flip.w : 

Here  lies  a  yo^th,  borne  down  with  love  and  cara. 
He  could  not  long  his  Delia's  lofs  abide, 
Joy  left  his  bofom  with  the  parting  fair, 
^i^d  when  he  di^ril  no  longer  hope,  he  dy'd. 

ELEGY  X. 

Cn  Delia's  Birth-day. 

This  day,  which  faw  my  Delia's  beauty  rlie. 
Shall  more  than  all  our  facred  days  be  bleft, 
The  world  enamour'd  of  her  lovely  eyes, 
Shall  grow  as  good  and  gentle  as  her  bread. 

By  all  our  guarded  fighs,  and  hid  defires. 
Oh,  may  our  guiltlefs  love  be  ftill  thefoms! 
I  burn,  and  glory  in  the  pleafing  fires, 
If  Delia's  bofom  (hare  the  mutual  flame. 

Thou  happy  genius  of  her  natal  hour. 
Accept  her  incenfe,  if  her  thoughts  be  kind  ; 
But  let  her  court  in  vain  thy  angry  power. 
If  all  our  vows  arc  blotted  from  her  mind. 

And  thou,  O  Venus !  hear  my  righteous  prayer, 
Qr  bind  the  Ihepherdefs,  or  loofe  the  fwain. 
Yet  rather  guard  them  both  with  equal  care, 
And  let  them  die  together  in  thy  chain  : 

What  I  demand,  perhaps  her  heart  deOres, 
But  virgin  fears  her  nicer  tongue  reftrain ; 
The  fecret  thought,  which  blufliing  love  infpircV 
The  confcious  eye  can  full  as  vv^U  exolajn. 
Vot.  VIIL 
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Agaiiijl  Lovers  going  to  IVar,  in  which  hi  phikfophi- 
cally  prefers  Lo-ve  and  Delia  to  the  more  ferious  Va- 
u\ties  of  the  World. 

The  man  who  Iharpen'd  firft  the  warlike  fteel. 
How  fell  and  deadly  was  his  iron  heart, 
He  gave  the  wound  encountering  nations  fe:l, 
And  death  grew  ftronger  by  his  fatal  art : 
Yet  not  from  fteel  debate  and  battle  rofe, 
'  ris  gold  o'erturns  the  even  fcale  of  life. 
Nature  is  free  to  all,  and  none  were  foes, 
Till  partial  luxury  began  the  ftrife. 
Let  fpoil  and  vIAory  adorn  the  bold. 
While  I  inglorious  neither  hope  nor  fear, 
Perilh  the  thirft  of  honour,  thirft  of  gold, 
Ere  for  my  abfence  Delia  lofe  a  tear  : 
Why  ftiould  the  lover  quit  his  pleafing  home. 
In  learch  of  danger  on  fome  foreigr.  ground  ; 
Far  from  his  weeping  fair  ungrateful  roam. 
And  rilk  in  every  ftroks  a  double  wound? 
Ah,  better  far,  beneath  the  fpreading  fiiade. 
With  cheerful  friends  to  drain  the  fprightly  bowl, 
To  fing  the  beauties  of  my  darhng  maid. 
And  on  the  fweet  idea  feaft  my  foul : 
Then  full  of  love  to  all  her  charms  retire, 
And  fold  her  blulhing  to  my  eager  breaft, 
Till,  quite  o'ercome  with  foftncfs,  with  defire, 
Like  me  Ihc  pants,  fhe  faints,  and  finks  to  reft, 

ELEGY  Xlf. 

-J 

Ta  Dtlia. 

No  fecond  love  (hall  e'er  my  heart  fiirprife. 
This  folemn  league  did  firft  our  paftion  bind  • 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  pleafe  thy  lover'*  eyes, 
rhy  voice  alone  can  foothe  his  troubled  miud. 
Oh,  that  thy  charms  were  only  fair  to  me, 
Difpleale  all  others,  and  fecure  my  reft. 
No  need  of  envy, — let  me  happy  be, 
I  little  care  that  others  know  me  bleft. 
With  thee  in  gloomy  deferts  let  me  dwell. 
Where  never  human  footftep  mark'd  the  ground ; 
Thou,  light  of  life,  all  darknefs  canft  expel, 
And  feem  a  world  with  fohtude  around. 
I  fay  too  much — my  heedlefs  words  reftore. 
My  tongue  undoes  me  in  this  loving  hour; 
Thou  know'ft  thy  llrength,  and  thence  infulting; 

more. 
Will  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  all  thy  power: 
Whate'er  I  feel,  thy  flave  I  will  remain. 
Nor  fly  the  burden  I  am  form'd  to  bear. 
In  chains  I'll  fit  me  down  at  Venus'  fane. 
She  knows  my  wrongs,  and  will  regard  my  prayer. 

ELEGY  XIII. 
He    imtgines    bimfelf  married    to    Delia,    and  that 
content  ivith  each  other,    they   are  retired  into   the 
Country, 

Let  others  boaft  their  heaps  of  flaining  gold, 
And  view  their  fields,  with  waving  plenty  crown'd. 
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Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  conftant  terror  hold. 
And  trumpets  break  their  flutnbers,  never  found  : 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away, 
Enjoy  fweet  leifure  by  my  cheerful  fire, 
No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  fliall  betray, 
But,  cheaply  bleft,  I'll  fcorn  each  vain  defire. 
With  timely  care  I'll  fow  my  little  field, 
And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  mailer's  hand, 
IMor  biufii  fo  fpread  the  hay,  the  hook  to  wield, 
Or  range  my  flieaves  along  the  lunny  land. 

If  late  at  dulk,  while  carelefsly  I  roam, 
I  meet  a  lirolling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb, 
Under  my  arm  I'll  brinpj  the  wanderer  home. 
And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtlefs  dam. 
What  joy  to  hear  the  tcmpeft  howl  in  vain, 
And  claip  a  fearful  miftrefs  fa  my  bread  ? 
Or,  luUM  to  flumber  by  the  beating  rain. 
Secure  and  happy,  fink  at  laft  to  reft  i 
Or,  if  the  fun  in  flaming  Leo  ride, 
By  (hady  rivers  indolently  ftray, 
And  with  my  Delia,  walking  fide  by  fide. 
Hear  how  they  murmur,  as  they  glide  away  ? 

"What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool  retreat, 
To  flop,  and  gaze  on  Delia  as  I  go  ? 
To  mingle  fweet  difcourfe  with  kiiTes  fweet, 
And  teach  my  lovely  fcholar  all  I  know  ? 

Thus  pleas'd  at  heart,  and  not  with  fancy's  dream, 

In  filent  happinefs  I  reft  unknown ; 

Consent  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I  feem, 

1  live  for  Delia  and  myfelf  alone. 

Ah,  foolifh  man,  who  thus  of  her  pofl'eft. 

Could  float  and  wander  with  ambition's  wind. 

And  if  his  outward  trappings  fpoke  him  blell, 

JJot  heed  the  ficknefs  of  his  confcious  mind  '. 

With  her  I  fcorn  the  idle  breath  of  praife, 

J^or  truft  to  happinefs  that's  not  our  own  ; 

The  fmile  of  fortune  might  fufpicion  raife. 

But  here  I  know  that  I  am  lov'd  alone. 

Stanhope,  in  wifdom  as  in  wit  divine, 

Jflay  rife,  and  plead  Britannia's  glorious  caufe, 

Wiih  fteady  rein  hjs  eager  wit  confine, 

"While  manly  fenfe  the  deep  attention  draws. 

Let  Stanhope  fpeak  his  liftcning  country's  wrongs' 

My  humble  voice  fliall  pleafe  one  partial  maid; 

For  her  alone  I  pen  my  tender  fo'igT, 

Securely  fitting  in  his  friendly  ftiade. 

Stanhope  fliall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend, 

Delia  fliall  wonder  at  her  noble  gueft, 

With  bliifliing  awe  the  riper  ftuit  commend. 

And  for  her  hufband's  patron  cull  the  beft. 

Hers  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train. 

While  1  with  tender  indolence  am  bleft, 

"i'hc  favourite  fuhjed  of  her  gentle  reign. 

By  li'Ve  alone  diftiriguifli'd  from  the  reft. 

For  her  I'll  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough. 

In  gloomy  forefts  tend  my  lonely  flock ; 

For  her  a  gnat-herd  climb  tiic  mountain's  brow, 

And  fieep  extended  on  the  naked  rock  : 

Ah,  what  avails  to  prefs  the  ftately  bed. 

Arid  far  fipm  her  'aiidft  taftejefs  grandeur  weep. 


By  marble  fountains  lay  the  penfive  head, 

And,  while  they  murmur,  ftrive  in  vain  to  flcep  ? 

Delia  alone  can  pleafe,  and  never  tire, 

Exceed  the  paint  of  thought  in  true  delight ; 

With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  defire, 

And  equal  rapture  glows  through  every  night ; 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 

lo  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind  ; 

Iq  her,  my  wife,  my  miftrefs,  and  my  friend, 

I  tafte  the  joys  of  fenfc  and  reafon  join'd. 

On  her  I'll  gaze,  when  others  loves  are  o'er. 

And  dying  prefs  her  with  my  clay-cold  hand-— 

Thou  weep'ft  already,  as  I  were  no  more, 

Nor  can  that  gentle  breaft  the  thought  withftand. 

Oh,  when  1  die,  my  lateft  moments  fpare, 

Nor  let  thy  grief  with  {harper  torments  kill. 

Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair, 

Though  I  am  dead,  my  foul  fliall  love  thee  ftill ; 

Oh,  quit  the  room,  oh,  quit  the  dcathful  bed. 
Or  thou  wilt  die,  fo  tender  is  thy  heart ; 
Oh,  leave  me,  Delia,  ere  thou  fee  me  dead, 
1  hefe  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  part  3 
Let  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier. 
Convey  the  corfe  in  melancholy  ftate. 
Through  all  the  village  fpread  the  tender  tear. 
While  Bityij:3g  maids  our  wondrous  loves  relate. 

ELEGY  XIV. 
2'o  Delia. 

What  fcencs  of  blifs  my  rcpt";r'd  fancy  fram'd. 
In  louie  lone  fpot  with  peace  and  thee  retir'd  '. 
Though  reafon  then  my  fanguine  fondnefs  blam'd, 
I  iliJl  belicv'd  what  flattering  love  irifp.f'd  : 
But  now  my  wrongs  have  taught  my  humbled 

mind, 
To  dangerous  blifs  no  longer  to  pretend. 
In  books  a  calm,  but  fix'd  content  to  find. 
Safe  joys,  that  on  ourfelves  alone  depend  ; 

With  them  the  g?ntle  moments  I  beguile, 
In  learned  eaie,  and  elegant  delight ; 
Compare  the  beauties  of  each  difitrent  ftyle. 
Each  various  ray  of  wit's  diffufive  light : 

Now  mark  theftrength  of  Milton's  facred  lincSj 

Senfe  rais'd  by  genius,  fancy  rul'd  by  art, 

Where  all  the  glory  of  the  Godhead  fhines. 

And  earlieft  innocence  enchants  the  heart. 

Now,  fir'd  by  Pope  and  virtue,  leave  the  age 

In  low  pui'fuit  of  felf-undoing  wrong, 

And  trace  the  author  through  his  mora!  page, 

Whofe  blamelefs  life  ftill  anfwcrs  tw  his  long. 

If  time  and  books  my  lingering  pain  can  heal. 

And  reafon  fix  its  em.pire  o'er  my  heart, 

My  patriot  breaft  a  noble  warmth  fliall  feel,  [part„ 

And    glow  with  lovi^,    where  weakncfs   has   no 

Thy  heart,  O  Lyttleton,  fhall  be  my  guide, 

Its  fire  fliill  warm  me,  and  its  worth  improve ;    . 

Thy  heart,  above  all  envy,  and  all  pride, 

Finn  as  man's  Icnfe,  and  foft  as  woman's  love. 

And  you,  O  Weft,  with  her  your  partner  dear. 
Whom  fecial  piirth  and  ufeful  fenie  commcndj 
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With  learning's  feaft    my  drooping  mind   fhall 

cheer, 
Giad  to  efcapefrom  love  to  fuch  a  friend. 

But  why,fo  long  my  weaker  heart  deceive  ? 
Ah,  dill  1  love,  in  pride  and  realon'.s  fpitc. 
No  books,  alas  !  my  painful  thoughts  relieve, 
And  while  I  threat,  this  elegy  1  write. 

ELEGY  XV. 

Ta  Mr.  George  Grenville, 

Oh,  form'd  alike  to  ferve  uii,  and  to  pleafe ; 
Polite  with  honefty.  and  learn'd  with  eafe  ; 
With  heart  to  aiSl,  with  genius  to  retire  ; 
Open,  yet  wife  ;  though  gentle,  full  of  fire  : 
With  thee  I  fcorn  the  low  conftraint  of  art, 
Nor  fear  to  truft  the  follies  of  my  heart ; 
Hear  then  from  what  my  Iftng  defpair  arofe, 
The  faithful  ftory  of  a  lover's  woes. 
When,  in  a  fober  melancholy  hour, 
Reduc'd  by  ficknefs  under  reafon's  power, 
I  view'd  my  flate,  too  little  weigh'd  before. 
And  love  himfelf  could  flatter  me  no  more. 
My  Delia's  hopes  I  would  no  more  deceive,  [leave; 
But  whom  my  paflion  hurt,  through  friendfhip 
I  chofe  the  coldeft  words  my  heart  to  hide, 
And  cure  her  fex's  weaknefs  through  its  pride  : 
The  prudence  which  I  taught,  I  ill  piirfu'd. 
The  charm  my  reafon  broke,  my  heart  leucw'd  : 
Again  fubmifTive  to  her  feet  1  came, 
And  prov'd  too  well  my  paflion  by  my  fhame ; 
While  fhe,  fecure  in  coldnefs,  or  difdain, 
Forgot  my  love,  or  triumph 'd  in  its  pain, 
Began  with  higher  views  her  thoughts  ti>  ralfe, 
And  fcorn'd  the  humble  poet  of  her  praifc  : 
She  let  each  little  lie  o'er  truth  prevail, 
And  ftrengthen'd  by  her  faith  each  grcundlefs  tale, 
Believ'd  the  grofTeft  arts  that  malice  try'd, 
Nor  once  in  thought  was  on  her  lover's  fide  : 
Oh,  where  were  then  the  fcenes  of  fancied  life  ? 
Oh,  where  the  friend,  the  miftrefs,  and  the  wife  ? 
Her  years  of  promis'dlove  were  quickly  pafl, 
Not  two  revolving  moons  could  fee  them  laft,— 
To  Stow's  delightful  fcenes  I  now  repair, 
In  Cobham's  fmile  to  lofc  the  gloom  of  care  ! 
Nor  fear  that  he  my  weaknefs  fliould  defpife, 
In  nature  learned,  and  humanely  wife  : 
There  Pitt,  in  manners  foft,  in  friciidfhip  warm. 
With  mild  advice  my  liftening  grief  fhall  charm, 
With  fenfe  to  counlel,  and  with  wit  to  pleafe, 
A  Roman's  virtue  with  a  courtier's  eale. 
Nor  you,  my  friend,  whofe  heart  is  flill  at  reft, 
Contemn  the  human  weaknefs  of  my  breafl- 
Reafon  may  chide  the  faults  fhe  cannot  cure, 
And  pains,  which  long  we  fcorn'd,  we  oft  endure; 
Though  wifer  cares  employ  your  iludious  mind, 
Form'd  with  a  foul  fo  elegantly  kind, 
Your  breaft  may  lofe  the  calm  it  long  has  known, 
And  learn  n»y  wots  to  pity,  by  its  own. 

ELEGY  XVr. 

To    Mifs   Dajhiusod. 

O  SAV,  thou  dear  pofTpffor  of  my  breaft, 
■\\''here's  now  my  boaftcd  liberty  and  reft  ! 


Where  the  gay  motaents  which  I  once  have  known! 
O,  where  that  heart  1  fondly  thought  my  own  '. 
From  place  to  place  I  folitary  roam, 
Abroad  uneafy,  not  content  at  home. 
1  fcorn  the  beauties  common  eyes  adore ; 
The  more  I  view  them,  feel  thy  worth  the  more ; 
Unmov'd  I  hear  them  fpeak,  or  fee  theni  fair, 
And  only  think  on  thee,  who  art  not  there. 
In  vain  would  books  their  formal  fuccour  lend, 
Nor  wit  nor  wifdom  can  relieve  their  friend  ; 
Wit  can't  deceive  the  pain  I  now  endure. 
And  wifdom  (hows  the  ill  without  the  cure. 
When  from  thy  fight  I  wafte  the  tedious  day, 
A  thoufand  fchemer,  I  form,  and  things  to  fay  ; 
But  when  thyprefence  gives  the  time  I  feck. 
My  heart's  fo  full,  I  wiih,  but  cannot  fpeak. 

And  could  I  fpeak  with  eloquence  and  eafe, 
Till  now  not  ftudious  of  the  art  to  pleafe. 
Could  I,  at  woman  who  fo  oft  exclaim, 
Expofe  (nor  blulh)  thy  triumph  and  my  fhame. 
Abjure  thofe  maxims  I  fo  lately  priz'd. 
And  court  that  fex  I  fooHihly  defpis'd. 
Own  thou  haft  fofcen'd  my  obdurate  mind. 
And  thus  reveng'd  the  wrongs  of  womankind;   •" 
Loft  were  my  words,  and  fruitlefs  all  my  pain. 
In  vain  to  tell  thee,  all  I  write  in  vain  ; 
My  humble  fighs  fliall  only  reach  thy  ears. 
And  all  my  eloquence  fh:*ll  be  my  tears. 

And  now  (for  more  I  never  muft  pretend) 
Hear  mc  not  as  thy  lover,  but  thy  friend  ; 
Thoufands  will  fain  thy  little  heart  enfnare. 
For  without  danger  none  like  thee  are  fair  ; 
But  wifely  choofe  who  heft  deferves  thy  flame. 
So  fliall  the  choice  itfelf  become  thy  fame; 
Nor  yet  defpife,  though  void  of  winning  art. 
The  plain  and  honcft  courtfhip  of  the  heart : 
The  fkiiful  tongue  in  love';*  perfuafive  lore. 
Though  lefs  it  feels,  will  pleafe  and  flatter  more, 
And,  meanly  learned  in  that  guilty  trade. 
Can  long  abufe  a  fqnd,  unthinking  maid. 
And  fince  their  lips,  fo  knowing  to  deceive, 
Thy  unexperienc'd  youth  might  icon  believe; 
And  fince  their  tears,  in  falfe  fuhmiflion  dreft. 
Might  thaw  the  icy  coldnefs  of  thy  breaft ; 
O  !  fliut  thine  eyes  to  fuch  deceitful  woe  : 
Caught  by  the  beauty  of  thy  outward  fliow. 
Like  me  they  do  not  love,  whate'er  they  feem. 
Like  me— ^with  pafTion  founded  on  efteem. 

ANSWER  TO  THE  FOREGOING  LINES. 

BY   THE    tATE    LORD    HERVEV. 

Too  well  thefe  lines  that  fatal  truth  declare. 
Which  long  I've  known,  yet  now  I  blufn  to  hear. 
But  fay,  what  hopes  thy  fond  ill-fated  love, 
What  can  it  hope,  though  mutual  it  (hould  prove? 
This  Httle  form  is  fair  in  vain  for  you, 
In  vain  for  mc  thy  hoiieft  heart  is  true  ; 
For  wouldft  thiu  fix  difhonoar  on  my  name, 
And  give  me  up  to  penitence  and  fhame  ; 
Or  gild  my  ruin  with  the  name  of  wif«, 
And  make  mc  a  poor  virtuous  wretch  for  life: 
Could'ft  thou  fiibmit  to  wear  the  marriage  chaia , 
(Too  fure  a  cure  for  all  thy  prefent  pain) 
No  fuffron  robe  for  us  the  godhead  wears, 
Hib  torch  invertedj  and  his  face  in  t;ars. 
i'pij 
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Though  ev'ry  fofter  wifh  were  amply  crown'd, 

liOve  foon  would  ceafe  to  fmile  where  fortune 
frown'd ; 

Then  would  thy  foul  my  fond  confent  deplore, 

And  blame  what  it  folicited  before ; 

Thy  own  exhaufted  would  reproach  my  truth, 

And  fay  I  had  undone  thy  blinded  youth; 

That  f  had  damp'd  ambition's  nobler  flame, 

Eclips'd  thy  talents,  and  obfcur'd  thy  fame ; 

To  madrigals  and  odes  that  wit  confign'd, 

That  would  in  fenates  orin  courts  have  fliin'd, 
Glorioufly  adlive  in  thy  country's  caufe, 

Afferting  freedom,  and  enading  laws. 
Or  fay,  at  beft,  that  negatively  kind 

You  only  mourn'd,  and  filently  repin'd ; 

The  jealous  demons  in  my  own  fond  brcaft 
Would  all  thefe  thoughts  inceffantly  fuggeft. 
And  all  that  fenfe  rauft  feel,  though  pity  had 

fuppreft- 
Yet  added  grief  my  apprehenfion  fills 
(If  there  can  be  addition  to  thofe  ills) 
When  they  (hall    cry,  whofe  harfh   reproof  I 

dread, 
«  'Twas  thy  own  deed,  thy  folly  on  thy  head  '. 
Age  Jcnows  not  to  allow  for  thoughtlefs  youth, 
Nor  pities  tendernefs, nor  honours  truth; 
Holds  it  romantic  to  confefs  a  heart. 
And  fay  thofe  virgins  aft  a  wifer  part 
Who  hofpitals  and  bedlams  would  explore 
To  find  the  rich,  and  only  dread  the  poof; 
Who,  legal  proftitutes  for  int'reft  fake, 
Clodios  and  Timons  to  their  bofoms  take, 
And,  if  avenging  heav'n  permit  increafe. 
People  the  world  with  folly  and  difeafe. 
Tkofe  titles,  deeds,  and  rent-rolls  only  wed, 
Whilft  the  beft  bidder  mounts  the  venal  bed, 
And  the  grave  aunt  and  formal  fire  approve 
This  nuptial  fale,  this  audion  of  their  love. 
!But  if  regard  to  worth  or  fenfe  be  fliown. 
That  poor  degen'jrate  child  her  friends  difown, 


Who  dares  to  deviate  by  a  virtuous;  choice 
^rom  her  great  name's  hereditary  voice. 

Thefe  fcenes  my  prudence  ufhers  to  my  mind. 
Of  all  the  (lorms  and  quickfands  1  muft  find, 
If  I  embark  upon  this  fummer  fca, 
Where  flatt'ry  fmooths,  and  pleafure  gilds  the  way . 
Mad  our  111  fate  ne'er  blown  thy  dang'^rous  flame 
Beyond  the  limits  of  a  friend's  cold  name, 
I  might  upon  that  fc ore  thy  heart  receive. 
And  with  that  guiltlefs  name  my  own  deceive; 
That  commerce  now  in  vain  you  recommend, 
I  dread  the  latent  lover  in  the  friend  ; 
Of  ignorance  I  want  the  poor  excufe. 
And  know,  I  both  muft  take,  or  both  refufe. 

Hear  then  the  fafe,  the  firm  refolve  1  make, 
Ne'er  to  encourage  one  1  muft  forfake. 
Whilft  other  niaids  a  ftiamelefs  path  purfue. 
Neither  to  int'reft  nof  to  honour  true, 
And  proud  to  fwell  the  triumph  of  their  eyes, 
Exult  in  love  from  lovers  they  defpife ; 
Their  maxims  all  revcrs'd  I  mean  to  prove. 
And  though  I  like  the  lover,  quit  the  love. 

PROLOGUE 

TO  LILLO'S  ELMERIC. 

No  labour'd  fcenes  to-night  adorn  our  ftage, 
Lillo's  plain  fenfe  would  here  the  heart  engage. 
He  knew  no  art,  no  rule ;  but  warmly  thought 
From  paffion's  force,  and,  as  he  felt,  he  wrote. 
His  Barnwell  once  ho  critic's  teft  could  bear. 
Yet  from  each  eye  ftill  draws  the  natural  tear.    " 
With  generous  candour  hear  his  lateft  ftrains. 
And  let  k»nd  pity  (helter  his  remains. 
Depreft  by  want,  afflifted  by  difeafe, 
Dying  he  wrote,  and  dying  wilh'd  to  pleafe. 
Oh,  may  that  wifh  be  now  humanely  paid. 
And  no  harfh  critic  vex  his  gentle  fliade. 
'Tis  yours  his  unfupportcd  fame  to  fave, 
And  bid  one  laurel  grace  his  humble  grave. 
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7  hee,  Savage,  thefe  (the  juftly  great)  admire, 
Thee,  quick'ning  judgment's  phkgm  with  fancy's  fire  ; 
Thee,  flow  to  cenfure,  earneft  to  commend, 
Ac  able  critic,  but  a  willing  friend. 

dyer's  epistle  to  savage. 
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For  the  life  of  SaVage,  the  "  lovers  of  truth  and  wit"  are  obliged  to  I>r.  Johnfon,  who  "  was  fs- 
Vourtd  with  his  confidence,  and  received  from  himfelf  an  acccount  of  moll  of  the  tranfikdtrons  which 
he  relates." 

The  faiSs  flated  in  the  prefent  account  are  chiefly  taken  from  Dr.  Johnfon's  larger  narrative, 
which  is  written  in  fo  clear  and  animated  a  manner,  enriched  with  fuch  variety  of  anecdotes,  and  illu- 
minated throughout  with  fo  much  philofophy  and  knowledge  of  human  life,  that  it  is  one  of  the 
moft  interefting  biographical  difquifitions  in  the  Englifli  language. 

Richard  Sarage  was  born  in  Fox-court,  Holborn,  "on  the  loth  of  January  1697-8.  He  was  the 
Ton  of  Anne,  Countefs  of  Macclesfield,  adulteroufly  begotten  by  Richard  Savage,  Earl  of  Rivers, 
who,  it  is  alleged  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  gave  him  his  own  name,  and  had  it  duly  recorded  in  the  regifter 
of  St.  Andrew's,  Holborn  ;  but  that  regifter  has  been  carefully  infpedled,  and  no  fuch  entry  is  to 
be  found.  According  to  Mr.  Reed,  he  was  chriftened  by  the  name  of  Richard  Smith ;  but  of  this 
there  is  no  evidence. 

Dr.  Johnfon  dates,  that  "  Lady  Macclesfield  having  lived  for  fome  time  upon  very  uneafy  terms 
with  her  hufband,  thought  a  pubhc  confefllon  of  adultery  the  mofl  obvious  and  expeditious  method 
of  obtaining  her  liberty,"  and  afTuming  this  te  be  true,  ftigmatizes  her  with  indignation,  as  "  thfe 
wretch  who  had,  without  fcruplc,  proclaimed  herfelf  an  adultercfs." 

That  Lady  Macclesfield  was  convi&ed  of  the  crime  of  adultery,  and  feparated  from  her  hufband 
by  an  aft  of  parliament,  cannot  be  denied ;  but  there  is  not  fufficicnt  evidence  of  her  voluntarily 
fubmitting  to  the  ignominious  charge  of  adultery. 

♦'  1  have  perufed,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  the  lively  and  agreeable  biographer  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  the 
Journals  of  both  Houfesof  Parliament,  at  the  period  of  her  divorce,  and  there  find  it  authentically 
afcertained,  that  fhe  made  a  moft  ftrenuous  defence  by  her  counfel;  the  bill  having  been-firft  moved 
ifth  January  1697,  and  proceeded  on  at  intervals  till  the  3d  of  March,  when  it  paffcd.  It  was 
brought  to  the  Commons  the  5th  of  March,  proceeded  on  the  7th,  loth,  Ilth,  14th,  and  ijth;  on 
Which  day,  after  a  full  examination  of  witneffes  on  both  fides,  and  hearing  of  counfel,  it  was  re- 
ported without  amendment,  paiTcd,  and  carried  to  the  Lords."  Yet,  on  the  other  hand,  it  ought 
to  he  obferved,  that  it  belonged  to  Lady  Macclesfield  to  oppofe  the  divorce,  to  prevent  a  fufpicion 
of  collufion  ;  and  therefore  her  oppofition,  under  fuch  circumflances,  is  not  fufficicnt  to  overbalance 
the  general  repute  as  to  her  voluntary  confeflion. 

As  to  the  trudi  of  the  facfl,  there  was  no  doubt  made  of  it;  for  Lord  Rivers  acquiefced  in  her  decla- 
ration, and  appeared  by  the  meafures  he  took  to  provide  for  him,  to  confider  the  child  as  his  own. 
Lord  Rivers  unfortunately  left  him  to  the  care  of  his  mother,  who,  after  having  forfeited  the  title 
of  Lady  Macclesfield  by  divorce,  retained  her  fortune,  and  was  married  to  Colonel  Henry  Brett, 
whom  ihe  furvived  many  years.     She  died  Odtober  ll.  1753,  aged  above  fourfcore. 

Strange  as  it  may  appear,  his  mother,  from  the  moment  of  his  birth,  looked  upon  him  with  a 
kind  of  refentment  and  abhorrence ;  and,  inftead  of  fupporting,  affifting,  and  defending  him,  refolv- 
ed  to  difown  him ;  and  in  a  very  ihort  time  removed  him  from  her  fight,  by  committing  him  to  the 
care  of  a  fhoemaker's  wife,  whom  fhe  direded  to  educate  him  as  her  own,  enjoining  her  never  to 
inform  him  of  his  true  parents. 

The  haplefs  infant  was  not,  however,  wholly  abandoned.  Her  mother,  Lady  Mafon,  whether 
in  approbation  of  her  defign.  or  to  prevent  more  criminal  praftices,  took  fome  charge  of  his  educa- 
tion,  and  placed  him  at  a  fmall  grammar-fchool  near  St.  Aiban's,  where  he  was  called  by  the  name 

6f  his  nurfe.  /.  «•  t 

Here  he  vvas  initiated  in  literature,  and  paffed  through  fcveral  of  the  clalTes,  with  what  rapidity 

cr  applaufe  cannot  now  be  known. 

While  he  was  cultivating  his  genius,  his  father  Lord  Rivers  was  feized  with  a  diftcnjpcr  which 
threatened  his  life  ;  and  as  he  lay  on  his  death-bed,  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  provide  for  him  among 
his  other  natural  children.  Accordingly,  he  fent  to  his  mother  to  inquire  after  him.  andjhe  had 
the  cruelty  to  cut  him  off  for  ever  from  that  happinefs  which  competence  affords,  by  declaring  that  he 
wasdead.  The  Esrl  did  not  imagine  that  there  could  exift  a  mother  that  would  ruin  her  fon  without 

Pp  iij 
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enriching  hcrfelf;  and  therefore  beftowed  upon  fome  other  perfon  fix  thoufand  pounds,  which  lii 
had,  in  his  will,  bequeathed  to  Savage.     He  died  Augiifl:  i8.  ijiz. 

Mr.  Bofwell,  for  the  honour  of  human  nature,  is  inclined  to  think  the  fliocking  tale  not  tru^; 
and  fuppofes  that  the  perfon  who  then  affumed  the  name  of  Richard  Savage,  was  an  impoflor,  being 
in  reality  the  fon  of  the  fiioemakcr,  and  that,  after  the  death  of  the  real  Richard  Savage,  he  attempt- 
ed to  perfonate  him ;  and  that  the  fraud  being  known  to  Lady  iVIacclesfield,  he  was  therefore  re- 
pulfed  by  her,  with  juft  refentment. 

Mr.  Bofwell  fupports  his  fuppofition  by  a  circumftance  that  has  been  mentioned  as  an  aggravatioa 
of  Lady  Macclesfield's  unnatural  condud  ;  and  that  is,  her  having  prevented  him  from  obtaining 
the  benefit  of  a  legacy  left  to  him  by  Mrs.  Lloyd,  his  god-mother  :  "  For  if  there  was  fuch  a  le- 
gacy left,"  fays  he,"  his  not  being  able  to  obtain  payment  of  it,  muft  be  imputed  to  hisconfcioufnefe 
that  he  was  not  the  real  perfon.  The  juft  inference  Ihould  be,  that  by  the  death  of  Lady  Maccles- 
f.eld's  child  before  its  god-mother,  the  legacy  became  lapfed ;  and  therefore,  that  Johnfon's  Ri- 
chard Savage  was  an  impoftor." 

A  very  little  refledion  might  have  fati.^fied  Mr.  Bofwell,  that  executors  ading  under  the  influ- 
ence of  Lady  Macclesfield,  might  have  laid  Savage,  with  a  very  good  title,  under  confiderable  dif- 
ficulties in  recovering  the  legacy. 

Befides,  we  muft  allow  the  weight  of  general  repute  as  to  his  parentage,  though  illicit,  and  It 
Jnuft  ever  appear  very  fufpicious,  that  three  different  accounts  of  the  Life  of  Savage,  one  publiflied 
hy  Hill,  in  the  "The  Plain  Dealer,"  in  1724,  another  by  Mr.  Beckingham,  in  1727,  and  another  by 
the  powerful  pen  of  Dr.  Jchnfon  in  1749,  and  all  of  them  while  Lady  Macclesfield  was  alive, 
Ihould,  notwithftanding  the  fevere  attacks  upon  her,  have  bien  fuffered  to  pafs  without  any  public 
and  effedual  contradidiion. 

The  fame  cruelty  which  Incited  his  mother  to  intercept  this  provifion  which  had  been  intended 
nim,  prompted  her,  on  his  leaving  fchool,  to  rid  herfelf  from  the  danger  of  being  at  any  time 
made  known  to  him,  by  fending  him  fecretly  to  the  American  plantations ;  but  this  contrivance  was 
by  fome  accident  defeated. 

Being  hindered,  by  whatever  means,  from  banlfliing  him  into  another  country,  flie  formed,  foon 
after,  a  fcheme  of  burying  him  in  poverty  and  obfcurity  for  the  remainder  of  his  days,  and  had 
him  placed  with  a  flioemaker  in  Holborn. 

In  this  ftation,  however,  he  did  not  long  continue  ;  for  his  nurfc  dying,  he  went  to  take  care  of 
the  effeds  of  his  fuppofed  mother,  and  found  in  her  boxes  fome  of  Lady  Mafon's  letters  to  her, 
•which  informed  him  of  his  birth,  and  the  caufe  of  its  concealment. 

He  was  now  no  longer  fatisfied  with  the  employment  which  had  been  allotted  him,  and  thought 
he  had  a  right  to  fliarc  in  the  affluence  of  his  mother;  and  therefore,  without  fcruple,  applied  to 
her  as  her  fon,  and  made  ufe  of  every  art  to  awaken  her  tendernefs,  and  attradl  her  regard.  But 
fhe  ftillrefolved  to  negledl,  though  fhe  could  no  longer  difov.'n  him,  and  took  meafures  to  prevent 
his  ever  entering  her  houfe  on  any  pretence  whatever. 

Savage  was,  at  the  fame  time,  fo  touched  with  the  difcovery  of  his  real  mother,  that  it  was  his 
frequent  pradice  to  walk  in  the  dark  evenings  before  her  door,  in  hopes  of  feeing  her,  as  flie  might 
come  by  accident  to  the  window,  or  crofs  her  apartment  with  a  candle  in  her  hand. 

One  evening,  walking  in  the  ftreet  that  flie  inhabited,  he  faw  the  door  of  her  houfe  by  accident 
©pen.  He  entered  it,  and  went  up  flairs  to  falute  her.  She  difcovered  him  before  he  could  enter  her 
chamber,  alarmed  the  family,  and  ordered  them  to  drive  out  of  the  houfe  that  villain  who  had  en- 
deavoured to  murder  her.  Savage,  who  had  attempted  by  the  moft  fubmiflive  tendernefs  to  foften  her 
rage,  hearing  her  utter  fo  deteftable  an  accufation,  thought  it  prudent  to  retire ;  and  never  attempt- 
ed afterwards  to  fpeak  to  her. 

While  he  was  afliduoufly  endeavouring  to  awaken  the  tendernefs  of  a  mother,  in  whom  all  na- 
tural affcdion  was  extind,  he  wasdeftitute  of  the  means  of  fupport,  and  having  no  profefTion,  and  a 
ilrong  inclination  to  literary  purfuits,  efpecially  poetry,  he  became  by  neceffity  an  author. 

The  fubjed  he  made  choice  of  for  his  firft  attempt  was  the  Bangorian  controvcrfy,  in  which  he 
jnconfiderately  engaged  in  oppofition  to  Hoadly,  the  able  defender  of  civil  and  religious  liberty, 
and  publiflied  a  poem  againft  the  Eifliop,  th?  fujcffa  of  whigh  is  not  known,  but  of  which  he  was 
afterwards  much  afliaipcd, 
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Me  then  attempte<l  a  more  gainful  hind  of  writing  ;  and,  in  1717.  offered  a  comedy  to  the  ftage, 
fatituled,  lVo..ns  a  R-Mle,  >vhich  was  refufed  by  the  player,.  It  was  not,  however  ^h  own  per. 
formance,  but  a  tranflation  of  a  Spanifli  comedy  called  La  Dan,.  Dn.nde,  executed  by  Mrs^Pr.ce. 
hdy  of  Baron  Price,  who  gave  him  the  copy,  and,  through  inadvertency,  another  copy  to  Mr.  Bul- 
bck  the  player,  who  made  fome  alterations  in  the  MS.,  and  brought  it  on  the  ftage  at  Lmcoln  s- 

i'nn-fields,  the  fame  year.  ,  ,,   - 

in  1719,  he  produced  Lo..  in  a  Veil,  a  comedy.  tranOated  likewife  from  a   Span.lh  play,  called 

Peor  efa  ,ua  ./.a.a,  and  was  aded  at  Lincoln's-inn-fidds  but  fo   late  in  the  year    that  he  received 

fcarce  any  other  advantage  from  it.  than  the  acquaintance  of  Steele,  and  Mr.  W.lks  the  comed.an. 

by  whom  he  was  pitied,  careffed,  and  relieved.  A  .  ,r,^ 

Steele  efooufed  his  interefl  with  all  the  ardour  of  benevolence  wh.ch  conft,tuted  h.s  chara<fter,  and 

afferted.  that  «  the  n.humanity  of  his  mother  had  g.ven  him  a  right  to  find  every  good  man  his 

^' The  klndnefs  of  Steele  did  not  end  in  common  favours.  He  propofed  to  have  eftablifted  him  in 
fome  fettled  fcheme  of  life,  and  to  have  married  him  to  a  natural  daughter  of  his  on  y^^om  he  m- 
t^nded  to  beftow  a  thovXand  pounds  ;  but  as  he  was  never  able  to  taile  the  fum  which  he  had  offer- 

cd,  the  man-iage  was  delayed.  ,  .  ,    ,.  r  v 

In  the  mean  time,  he  was  informed  that  Savage  had  ridiculed  him  ;  by  which  he  was  fo  much  ex- 
sfperated.  that  he  withdrew  the  allowance  which  he  had  paid  him.  and  never  afterwards  admitted 

him  to  his  houfe.  .         r ,  •    ,    ..       „j  u„  u:. 

Mr  Wilks  however,  continued  an  equal  and  fleady  kindnefs  to  the  time  of  his  death ;  and  by  his 
interpofuion,  according  to  Mr.  Beckingham.  he  once  obtained  from  his  mother  fifty  pounds,  and 
fi  promife  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  more,  which  was  never  performed. 

Being  thus  obliged  to  depend  on  Mr.  Wilks,  he  became  an  affiduous  frequenter  of  the  theatre; 
and  this  conflant  attendance,  naturally  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  Mrs.  Oldfi.ld  who,  ac 
cording  to  Dr.  Johnfon,  was  fo  much  pleafed  with  his  converfation,  and  touched  with  his  m.sfor- 
t  nes  'hat  (lie  flowed  him  an  annuity,  during  her  life,  of  fifty  pounds.  But  Sh.elsafferts  tha 
«  ike  fo  much  difliked  Savage,  and  difapproved  of  his  condu^.  that  fhe  never  admitted  him  to  r 
converfation.  nor  fuffered  him  to  enter  her  houfe ;"  and  that  «  (he  indeed  often  relieved  him  wrth 
Th  donatio^  as  fpoke  her  generous  difpofition:  but  this  was  at  the  fo licitation  of  friends;  and  from  a 
principle  of  humanity,  (he  became  not  a  little  inQrumcntal  in  favmg  his  life. 

It  is  certain,  that  at  her  death,  he  went  into  mourningas  for  a  mother;  .nd  though  D  .  Johnfon 
fjs  he  d!d  no:  celebrate  her  in  el.gies,  Chctwood  has  printed  a  poem  on  her  death,  which  he  af- 

"  He'  haHXime.  by  the  kindnefs  of  Mr.  Will.,  the  advantage  of  a  benefit ;  on  which  occa. 
Js  he  often  receiv:d  uncommon  marks  of  regard  and  compafTion.  though  the  mtere^  of  hi.  mother 
was  emoloved  to  fruftrate  his  applications. 

T  e  kindnefs  of  hi.  friends  not  affording  him  any  conflant  fupply,  he  found  ^-eceffary  to  en- 
de  Jvour  once  more  at  dramatic  poetry  ;  and  having  been  unfuccefsful  in  comedy,  he  refolved  to  try 

j:;::z  .. ... .  wh..  he  was  -w^;p;^^. -;^-- ^ 

-::X:Z  ^^CLT^ "-Xr  ir^s  aep  mto  a  .o,  b.  .r  a  mo^. 
letfeofpenandink.  and  write  down  what  he  had  compofed.  upon  paper  which  he  had  picked 

up  by  accident.  „  t^   t-ii    and  adled  only  three  nights.     It 

It  was  brought  on  the   f^age   at   Drury-lane,  June  I4.  1/13.^"^  a-^         J  Odober  a. 

was  once  more  performed  for  his  benefit,  when  the  houfe  op-ed  for  the  J'"^"  ^"^"'^°^  °  ^^.^ 
.. as  correaeJand  fitted  for  the  (.age  by  Hill,  an  -^-^[^;^':rZ2!::::^ 
friendfiiip  he  received  great  affiftance  on  many  occafions,  and  -^^<^2l'J^  ^^  ,^^^,^,  ,„ 

the  utmoft  tendernefs  and  regard.     Hill  wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue     n  whic 
^bc  circumftances  of  Savage  with  great  tendernefs      He  '-  f^P^f  ^^^J^   ^L  tfk  when 
O^ertury.  but  with  fo  Uttle  reputation,  that  he  always  blotted  out  his  namelrom 
a  copy  of  his  tragedy  was  to  be  ftiown  to  his  friends.  ^     .„. 
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For  the  dedication,  to  Herbert  Try  ft,  Efq,  of  Herefordftiirc,  he  received  ten  pounds.  The 
iccummulated  profits  of  a(5ling,  printing,  and  dedication,  wete  a  hundred  pounds,  which  he 
thought  a  very  large  fum,  having  never  been  mafter  of  fo  much  before. 

When  his  neceflities  returned,  Hill  encouraged  a  fubfcription  to  a  Mifcdlany  of  Poems,  by  pti- 
bHfliing  his  ftory  in  the  "  Plain  Dealer,"  with  fome  affeding  verfes,  which  had  a  very  powerful 
clTecft  upon  all,  but  his  mother,  whom,  by  making  her  cruelty  mote  public,  they  only  hardened  in 
her  averfion. 

To  this  Mijlellany,  the  greater  part  of  which  was  furnifhed  by  Hil],  he  wrote  a  Preface,  in  which 
he  gives  an  account  of  his  mother's  cruelty,  in  a  very  tincoinmon  flrain  of  humour,  with  a  dedica- 
tion to  Lady  Mary  Wortley-Montague,  whom  he  flatters  without  referve,  and  with  very  little  art. 

Soon  afterwards,  the  death  of  George  I.  furnifhed  a  general  fubjed  for  poetical  condolence,  in 
which  Savage  engaged,  without  obtaining  any  other  advantage,  than  the  increafc  of  his  repu- 
tation. 

He  was  now  advancing  in  credit,  and  appeared  to  bd  gaining  upon  mankind,  when  a  misfortune 
befel  him,  by  which  not  only  his  reputation,  but  his  life  was  endangered. 

On  the  20th  of  November,  1727,  Savage  came  from  Richmond,  whither  he  had  for  fome  time 
retired,  in  order  to  purfue  his  ftudies  without  interruption  ;  and  accidentally  meeting  two  acquain- 
tances,whofe  names  were  Mat  chant  and  Gregory,  he  went  in  with  them  to  a  coffee-houfe,  where  they 
fat  drinking  till  it  was  late.  He  would  willingly  have  gone  to  bed  in  the  fame  houfe,  but  there 
was  not  room  for  the  whole  company,  and  therefore  they  agreed  to  ramble  about  the  ftreets  tilt 
the  morning.  Happening  to  difcover  a  light  in  a  coffee-houfe  near  Charing-crofs,  they  went  in, 
and  demanded  a  room.  They  were  told  the  next  parlour  would  be  empty  prefently,  as  a  company 
were  about  to  leave  it,  being  then  paying  their  reckoning.  Marchant,  not  fatisfied  with  this  anfwer, 
rufhed  into  the  room,  and  behaved  very  rudely.  This  produced  a  quarrel ;  fwords  were  drawn ; 
and,  in  the  confufion,  one  Mr.  James  Sinclair  was  killed.  A  woman  fervant  was  Lkewife  accident- 
ally wounded  by  Savage,  as  fhe  was  endeavouring  to  hold  hira. 

Savage  and  his  companions  being  taken  into  cuftody,  were  tried  for  this  offence;  andbbth  he  and 
Gregory  were  captitally  convided,  by  the  evidence  of  a  common  ftrumpet,  a  woman  by  whom 
fuch  wretches  were  entertained,  and  a  man  by  whom  they  were  fuppor:ed.  Sav?ge  pleaded  his  own 
caufe,  and  behaved  with  great  refolution ;  but  it  vras  proved  that  he  gave  Sinclair  his  death's  wound^ 
while  Gregory  commanded  the  fword  of  the  deceafcd. 

Had  his  audience  been  his  judges,  he  had  undoubtedly  been  acquitted ;  but  Mr.  Page,  then  en  the 
bench,  treated  him  with  his  ufual  infolence  and  fevciity,  exafperated  the  jury  againft  him,  and  mif- 
reprefented  his  defence. 

The  convidts,  reccndui5led  to  prifon,  had  no  hopes  of  life  but  from  the  mercy  of  the  Crown,  which 
was  earneftly  folicited  by  his  friends,  and  only  obflruAed  by  his  mother,  who  had  prejudiced  the 
Queen  againft  him,  by  relating  the  atrocious  calumny  of  his  foicing  himfelf  in  upon  her,  with  an 
hitent  to  murder  her. 

At  length  a  friend  arofe,  whofe  cT^arafter  and  rank  were  too  eminent  to  fail  of  fuccefs,  the  amiable 
Countefs  of  Hertford,  by  wKofc  intcrpofition  he  was  admitted  to  bail,  and,  on  the  9th  March  IjiS, 
pleaded  the  royal  pardon  ;  to  which  alfo  the  petition  delivered  to  his  Majefty  by  Lord  Tyrconncl, 
his  mother's  nephew,  and  the  folicitations  made  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole  by  Mrs.  Oldfield,  were  not  3 
little  conducive. 

He  had  now  recovered  his  liberty,  but  he  had  no  means  of  fubfiftence.  He  refolved,  therefore,  to 
tompel  his  mother  to  do  fomething  for  him,  and  threatened  that  he  would  fcverely  expofe  her 
cruelty.  The  expedient  proved  fuccefsful.  Lord  Tyrconnel,  whatever  were  his  motives,  upon  his 
promife  to  lay  afide  his  defign,  received  him  into  his  family,  treated  him  as  his  equal,  and  allowed 
him  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

Mr.  Bof«irell  reprefents  his  being  received  as  a  companion  by  Lord  Tyrconnel,  as  if  prior  to  his 
convidion  and  pardon  ;  but  Dr.  Johnfon's  account,  which  is  followed  here,  is  confirmed  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  T/'*  IVanderei;  in  1 729,  addrcffed  to  that  nobleman,  not  only  in  the  firft  lines,  but 
in  a  formal  dedication  filled  with  the  higheil  firains  of  panegyric,  and  the'warmell  profeffions  of  gra^ 
titude.  No  allufion  indeed  to  the  murder  is  cbfervabk  in  The  IVandirer,  which  is  a  cifcumftaao© 
jfatJicr  jivouri^l?  to  Mr.  Bofwdl's  accouo;. 
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Fot  fon'e  time  he  bad  no  reafon  to  con;pkin  of  fortune  :  his  Appearance  was  fplendid,  his  expences 
large,  and  his  acquaintance  cxtenfive.  He  was  courted  by  all  vlfho  eideavoured  to  be  thought  raea 
of  genius,  and  carefTcd  by  all  who  valued  thenifelves  upon  a  refined  tafte.  This  interval  of  pro- 
fperity  furnifhed  him  with  opportunities  of  enlarging  his  knowledge  of  human  nature,  by  contem- 
plating life  from  its  higheft  gradation  to  its  loweft.  Of  his  cxadl  obfervations  on  human  life,  he  has 
left  a  proof  in  The  Author  to  be  Let,  publiflied  about  this  time,  and  afterwards  inferted  in  a  coUedion 
of  pieces  relating  to  the  Ounciad,  which  were  addfeffed  to  the  Earl  of  Middkfex,  in  a  dedication 
written  by  Pope,  but  figned  by  Savage. 

After  the  publication  of  this  piece,  he  was  confidered  by  thofe  who  were  attacked  by  Pope,  as  a 
kind  of  confederate,  and  was  fufpefted  of  fupplying  him  with  private  intelligence  and  fecret  inci- 
dents ;  fo  that  the  ignominy  of  an  informer  was  added  to  the  terror  of  a  fatirift. 

About  this  time  he  wrote  a  panegyrical  EftJiU  to  Sir  Robert  IVa!/>ole,  and  Tie  Triumph  of  Health 
and  Mirth,  on  the  recovery  of  Lady  Tyrconnel,  from  a  languifhing  illnefs. 

While  the  world  feemed  to  fmilc  upon  him,  his  condud  was  fuch  as  made  Lord  Tyrconnel  grow 
Weary  of  him,  and  even  forced  him  to  withdraw  his  voluntary  bounty,  and  to  banifb  him  from  his 
table. 

The  caufe  afligned  by  his  Lordfhip  ior  difmifling  him,  was,  his  introducing  company  into  his  houfe^ 
With  whom  he  pradlifed  the  moft  licentious  frolics,  and  committed  all  the  outrages  of  drunkennefs; 
and  felling  or  pawning  the  books  of  which  he  had  made  him  a  prefent,  {lamped  with  his  own  arms; 
Both  thefe  accufations  were  eafily  credited. 

On  the  other  hand.  Savage  declared,  that  Lord  Tyrconnel  quarrelled  with  him  bccaufe  he  would 
not  fubtraft  from  his  own  luxury  and  extravagance  what  he  had  promifed  to  allow  him  :  but  this 
is  by  no  means  probable. 

Thefe  mutual  accufations  were  retorted  on  both  fides,  for  many  years,  with  the  utmoft  degree  o£ 
virulence  and  rage.  Savage  felt  every  day  the  confequences  of  the  quarrel ;  and  feems  to  have  pcr- 
fuaded  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  that  his  fpirit  never  fuffered  him  to  folicit  a  reconciliation  :"  but  Mr.  Bofwell 
has  Ihown,  that  he  once  folicited  a  reconciliation,  "  in  the  humbleft  manner,"  by  the  interpofition 
,of  Mr.  Gilbert,  his  Lordfhip's  chaplain. 

Henow  thought  himfelf  again  at  liberty  to  take  his  revenge  on  his  mother ;  and  publifhed  about  thi« 
time,  The  Bafard,  infcribed  with  "  due  reverence,"  to  Mrs.  Brett,  which  had  an  extraordinary  fale. 

His  mother,  who  happened  then  to  be  at  Bath,  was  not  able  to  bear  the  reprefentatJon  of  her 
ewn  condudl,  but  fled  from  reproach,  and  took  fhelter  in  London. 

On  the  death  of  Eufden,  in  1730,  he  ineffcsftually  exerted  all  the  intereft  which  his  v/it,  or  his 
birth,  or  his  misfortunes  could  procure,  to  obtain  the  place  of  poet-laureat,  which  Was  given  to 
Cibber. 

Being  difappointed  of  the  laureat's  place,  he  took  a  ref  ilutien  of  applying  to  the  Queen,  and  pub- 
lifhed a  poem  on  her  birth-day,  which  he  intituled,  The  Folunteer  Lauteat.  The  Queen,  a  few  days 
after  publicarion,  fent  him  fifty  pounds,  and  her  "  permiflion  to  write  annually  on  the  fame  fub- 
je<Sl ;"  and  a  promife  cf  "  the  like  prefent,  till  foniething  better  could  be  done  for  him." 

When  the  Princefs  Anne  was  married  to  the  Prince  cf  Orange,  he  wrote  a  poem  upon  her  depar- 
ture, only,  as  he  declared,  "  becaufe  it  was  expedled  from  him." 

About  this  time,  he  was  accufed  in  "  The  Daily  Courant,"  of  influencing  eledions  agatnft  the 
eourt,  by  appearing  at  the  head  of  a  Tory  mob  ;  but  he  fufficlently  cleared  his  innocence,  and  found 
iio  ill  effedls  from  the  accufation. 

In  the  difpute  between  the  Bifhop  of  London  and  the  Chancellor,  relating  to  Dr.  Rundle,  he  en« 
gaged  v/ith  great  zeal  againft  the  Bifhop ;  and  wrote  a  poem,  called,  The  Progrefs  ofrt  Diiine,  in  which 
he  painted  the  charadler  of  a  profligate  prieft,  in  fuch  odious  colours,  as  drew  upon  him  the  refentment 
cf  the  clergy.  The  Court  of  King's  Bench  was  moved  againft  him  for  obfcenity;  but  Lord  Chie£ 
Juftice  York  difmKTed  the  information,  with  encomiums  upon  the  purity  and  excellence  of  his  writings. 

He  once  intended  to  make  a  reparation  for  the  folly  or  injuftice  with  which  he  might  be  charged,, 
by  writing  another  poem,  called,  Th:  Progrefs  of  a  Freethinker ;  but  this  plan  was,  like  others,  formed, 
and  laid  allde. 

He  was  ftill  in  his  ufual  exigencies,  having  no  certain  fupport  but  the  penfion  from  the  Queen; 
which,  when  he  received,  he  regularly  difappeared,  and  rj[cnt,  anj  returned  to  hk  accjuaintance  w 
Jennykfj  as  befcrei 
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His  friends  folicited  Sir  Robert  Wa'pole  in  his  favour,  with  fo  much  earneftnefs,  that  they  oh* 
tained  aprorr.ife  of  the  next  place  that  fliould  become  vacant,  not  exceeding  200  I.  a-year  ;  but,  no- 
thing more  than  promifes  were  obtained  from  that  celebrated  ftatefman. 

Defpair  was  not,  however,  the  charaiSer  of  Savage ;  when  one  patronage  failed,  he  had  recourfe 
to  another.  The  Prince  of  Wales  had  very  liberally  rewarded  the  merit  of  Thomfon  and  Mallet ; 
and,  therefore,  he  refolved  to  addrefs  to  him,  his  Poem  on  Public  Spirit,  •with  regard  to  Public  Works  ; 
but  he  received  no  reward  from  his  patron,  however  generous  on  other  occafions ;  a  difappointment 
which  he  never  mentioned  without  indignation. 

His  poverty  ftill  prefling,  he  lodged  as  much  by  accident  as  he  dined;  for  he  generally  lived  by 
chance,  eating  only  when  he  was  invited  to  the  tables  of  his  acquaintance,  from  which  the  meannefs 
of  his  drefs  often  excluded  him.  He  often  pafied  his  niglus  in  thofe  mean  houfes  which  are  fet  open 
for  cafual  wanderers;  fometimes  in  cellars,  amidft  the  riot  and  filth  of  the  moft  profligate  of  the 
rabble ;  and  not  feldom  would  he  walk  the  ftreets  till  he  was  weary,  and  then  lie  down,  in  fummer, 
on  a  bulk,  and  in  winter,  among  the  afhes  of  a  glafs-houfe. 

His  neceflities  as  a  writer  for  bread,  brought  him  acquainted  with  Mr.  Cave,  the  editor  of  "  The 
Gentleman's  Magazine;"  and  his  vilitsat  St.  John's  Gate,  naturally  brought  Dr.  Johnfon  and  him 
together. 

It  is  melancholy  to  refleiSb,  that  Dr.  Johnfon  and  Savage  have  fometimes  wandered  together  whole 
nights  in  the  ftreets  for  want  of  a  lodging.  Yet,  in  thofe  fcencs  of  diilrefs,  it  is  probable  that 
Savage  mentioned  many  of  thofe  anecdotes,  with  which  Dr.  Johnfon  afterwards  enriched  the  life  of 
his  unfortunate  companion,  and  thofe  of  other  poets. 

His  diflreiTes,  however  afllidlive,  never  deje6ted  him  :  In  his  loweft  ftate  he  wanted  not  fpirit 
to  affert  the  natural  dignity  of  wit,  and  to  reprefs,  with  contempt,  the  infolence  which  the  fupsri- 
ority  of  fortune  incited;  of  which  Dr.  Johnfon  records  an  inftance,  in  his  refufmg  to  wait  upon  one 
of  his  friends,  when  he  was  without  meat,  lodging,  or  clothes,  only  becaufe  the  meffage  fignitied 
that  he  defired  to  fee  him  about  nine  in  the  morning. 

It  was  one  of  his  favourite  amufements  to  form  fchemes  for  publifhing  his  works  by  fubfcription  ; 
for  which,  at  length,  he  printed  propofals;  and  as  they  grew  obfoletc,  new  ones  were  printed 
with  frefher  dates  ;  but  the  money  which  his  fubfcriptions  afforded  him,  was  not  lefs  volatile  than 
that  which  he  received  from  his  other  fchemes. 

The  dea^  of  the  Queen,  in  1 738,  deprived  him  of  all  hopes  at  Court :  hispenfion  was  difcontinu- 
sd;  and  he  was  now  abandoned  again  to  fortune. 

On  the  return  of  the  Queen's  birth-day  next  year,  he  addreffcd  to  his  Majefty,  A  Poem,  facred  to 
the  memory  of  the  late  <^ueen,  which  may  be  juflly  ranked  among  the  beil  pieces  which  the  death  of 
princes  has  produced.  He  expe(5led  by  this  addrefs  to  recover  his  penfion,  and  demanded  of  Sir 
Robert  Walpole  to  hive  it  reftored,  with  a  degree  of  roughnefs,  which,  perhaps,  determined  him  to 
withdraw  what  had  been  only  delayed. 

His  diftrefs  was  now  publicly  known  ;  and  a  fcheme  was  at  length  concerted  for  procuring  him  a 
permanent  relief.  It  was  propofed  that  he  fliould  retire  to  Wales,  and  receive  an  allowance  of 
fifty  pounds  a-year,  to  be  raifed  by  fubfcription,  on  which  he  was  to  live  privately  in  a  cheap  place, 
without  afpiring  any  more  to  affluence,  or  having  any  farther  care  of  reputation.  Pope  fubfcribed 
twenty  pounds. 

This  offer  he  feemed  gladly  to  accept;  but  his  intentions  were  only  to  deceive  his  friends,  by  re. 
tiring  for  a  while  to  write  another  tragedy  on  the  flory  of  Sir  Thomas  Overhury,  and  then  to  return, 
with  it  to  London,  to  bring  it  upon  the  ftage. 

He  left  London  in  the  Briflol  flage-coach,  in  July  1739,  having  taken  leave  of  his  friends  with 
great  tendernefs,  aiid  parted  from  Dr.  Johnfon  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

After  fome  flay  at  Briflol,  where  he  was  treated  with  a  regard  that  highly  gratified  his  vanity, 
he  proceeded  to  Swanfea,  the  place  originally  propofed  for  his  refidence,  where  he  lived  about  a 
year,  very  much  diffatisfied  with  the  diminution  of  his  falary  ;  for  he  had  in  his  letters  treated  his 
contributors  l"o  infolently,  that  moft  of  them  withdrew  their  fubfcription. 

At  this  place  he  became  acquainted  with  Mr.  Powell,  and  Mrs.  Jones,  whom  he  has  celebrated 
in  his  poems;  and  completed  his  tragedy,  with  which  he  refolved  to  return  to  London.  Pope  op- 
pofed  his  return,  aodadvifed  hiiu  to  put  his  play  into  the  hands  of  Thomfon  and  Mallet,  that  thcf 
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might  fit  it  for  the  ftage,  and  receive  the  profits  on  his  account.  This  propofal  he  rejefted  with  the 
Utmoft  contempt ;  and  foon  after  returned  to  Briftol,  on  his  way  to  London  :  but,  meeting  with  a 
repetition  of  the  fame  kind  treatment  he  had  before  found  there,  he  was  tempted  to  ftay,  till  he 
tired  out  the  generofity  of  his  friends  ;  and  his  irregular  behaviour  grew  troublefome.  Diftrcfs  ftolc 
upon  him  by  imperceptible  degrees.  To  complete  his  mifery,  on  the  loth  of  January  1742-3,  he 
•was  arretted  for  a  debt  of  about  eight  pounds,  which  he  owed  at  a  coffeehoufe  ;  and  condudled  to 
the  houfe  of  a  {heriff's  officer,  where  he  remained  for  fome  time  *'  at  an  immenfe  expence,"  in  hope* 
of  procuring  bail ;  and,  at  length,  was  removed  to  Newgate. 

The  expence  of  living  at  the  officer's  houfe  he  was  enabled  to  fupport,  by  the  generofity  of  Mr. 
Na(h  at  Bath,  who,  upon  hearing  of  his  misfortune,  fent  him  five  guineas. 

He  was  treated  by  Mr.  Dagge,  the  keeper  of  the  prifon,  with  "great  humanity;  was  fupported 
by  him  at  his  own  table,  had  a  room  to  himfelf,  was  allowed  to  fland  at  the  door  of  the  prifon,  and 
fometimes  taken  out  into  the  fields. 

He  employed  himfelf  in  this  hofpitable  prifon,  in  writing  a  fatirical  poem,  called  London  and  Brif- 
tol Delineated ;  which  he  left  unfinifhed. 

When  he  had  been  about  fix  months  in  prifon,  he  received  a  letter  from  Pope,  who  yet  con* 
tinued  to  remit  him  his  fubfcription,  containing  a  charge  of  very  atrocious  ingratitude,  founded  on  a 
complaint  which  he  was  fuppofed  to  have  made  to  Henley.  He  returned  a  very  folemn  protcfbation 
of  his  innocence  ;  but,  however,  appeared  much  difturbed  at  the  accufation. 

In  a  few  days  after,  he  was  feized  with  a  diforder,  which  at  firft  was  not  fufpeded  to  be  danger- 
ous; but  growing  daily  more  languid  and  deje<fted,  at  laft  a  fever  feized  his  fpirits,  and  he  expired 
on  the  ift  of  Auguft  I743i  in  the  46th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  church-yard  of  St. 
Peter,  at  the  expence  of  the  keeper. 

Thus  lived,  and  thus  died  this  unfortunate  poet ;  leaving  behind  him  an  example  of  the  moft  re- 
tnarkable  combination  of  virtues  and  vices,  weakneffes  and  abilities,  that  is  to  be  found  in  the  records 
of  biography. 

The  infelicity  of  his  fate  has  been  a  frequent  fubjecSl  of  lamentation  with  fucceeding  poets ;  and 
very  lately  by  William  Prefton,  Efq.,  an  eminent  poet  of  a  neighbouring  kingdom,  in  an  elegant 
and  pathetic  '•  Epiftle  to  a  Young  Gentleman,  on  his  having  addided  himfelf  to  the  ftudy  of  Poetry." 

He,  too,  that  gloried  in  a  Bajlard's  name. 

The  patient  pupil  of  reproach  and  Ihame — 

Nor  father's  fmile,  nor  mother's  tender  tears, 

Cheer'd  the  fad  cradle  of  his  tender  years  ! 

L.0  !  time  for  him  prepares  the  fcorns  and  whips, 

And  deeps  in  poverty  beyond  the  lips — 

Oh  Savage  I   doubly  born  of  noble  kind, 

And  tenfold  noble  in  th'  exalted  mind  : 

Want,  fear,  and  calumny,  for  thee  combin'd, 

And  blood  oppreflive  clings  around  thy  mind  : 

Oft  to  themfelves  their  pangs  the  wretched  owe, 

But  Savage  !   thine  from  crimes  of  others  flow. 

What  demons  flecl  a  fhamelefs  woman's  breafl  I 

Maternal  fury,  wilt  thou  never  reft  .' 

With  vileftfalfehoods,  every  fiend-like  art, 

The  human  harpy  rends  bis  bleeding  heart. 

Unwearied  hate  the  curfe  of  being  gave, 

Purfued  through  life,  and  funk  him  to  the  grave. 

Oh,  Savage  !  curt'd  with  elegant  defires, 

Th'  ennobled  nature,  the  poetic  fires; 

Thy  roving  wifhes  fpread  th'  unwearied  wing. 

Their  fad  returns  of  mifery  to  bring. 

No  peaceful  olive  proves  their  wand'rings  paft  ; 

But  noxious  herbs  and  fruits  of  bitter  tafte. 

In  dreary  profpeeSl,  dire  exiflcnce  lies 

Where  crowding  forrows,  woes  on  woes  arife ; 

The  murder'd  hopes,  departed  faith  of  friends ; 

And  mildeft  death,  the  long  perfpeAive  ends. 

Alas  1  what  joy  thy  parting  moment  fmooth'd, 

By  Pope  embitter'd,  by  a  jailor  footh'd. 

Strange  comforter  I  he  cheer'd  thy  prifon 's  gloom. 

He  gave  thy  relics  to  the  decent  tomb.*" 
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Savsge  was  of  a  middle  ftature,  of  a  thin  habit  of  body,  a  long  vifage,  coarfc  feattires,  and  mc- 
Jancholy  afpeA,  of  a  grave  and  manly  deportment,  a  folemn  dignity  of  mien,  but  which,  upon  a 
nearer  acquaintance,  foftcned  into  an  engaging  eafinefs  of  manners.  His  walk  was  flow,  and  his  voic9 
tremulous  and  mournful.     He  was  eafily  excited  to  fmilcs,  but  very  feldom  provoked  to  laughter. 

Of  his  charadter,  the  moft  flriking  peculiarities  have  been  difplayed  in  the  relation  of  his  life. 
He  was  undoubtedly  a  man  of  excellent  parts  ;  and  had  he  received  the  advantages  of  a  liberal  edu- 
cation, and  had  his  natural  talents  been  cultivated  to  the  heft  advantage,  he  might  have  made  a  re- 
fpedablc  figure  in  life.  He  was  happy  in  an  agreeable  temper,  and  a  lively  flow  of  wit,  whicli 
made  his  company  much  coveted:  rior  was  his  judgment  both  of  writings  and  of  men  inferior  to 
his  wit ;  but  he  was  too  much  a  flave  to  his  paflions,  and  his  paflions  were  too  eafily  excited. 

He  was  warm  in  his  friendfhips,  but  implacable  in  his  enmity ;  and  his  greateft  fault,  which  is 
indeed  the  greateft  of  all  faults,  was  ingratitude.  Vanity,  the  mofl  innocent  fpecies  of  pride,  was 
moft  frequently  predominant  ;  and  his  veracity  was  often  queftioned,  and  not  without  reafon. 

His  poetical  works,  difperfed  in  magazines  and  fugitive  publications,  were  collcded  and  publifli- 
edby  T.Evans,  bookfeller,  in  a  vols.,  8vo,  1771.  His  fecond  tragedy,  on  the  fubjedt  of  the  firft, 
was  found  among  Mr.  Cave's  papers,  many  years  after  his  degth,  and  fitted  for  the  ftage  by  Mr. 
William  Woodfall,  with  the  afliftance  of  Mr.  Garrick  and  Mr.  Colman,  and  exhibited  at  Co- 
▼cnt-garden,  in  1777,  with applaufe. 

As  a  poet,  the  compofitions  of  Savage  amfly  eftablifh  his  fame.  The  Wanderer^  the  greateft  efibrt 
ki  his  poetical  genius,  is  a  work  of  uncommon  merit.  It  abounds  with  ftrong  reprefeutations  of 
nature,  and  juft  obfervations  upon  life.  Moft  of  the  pidures  have  an  evident  tendency  to  illuftratc 
lys  firft  great  pofition,  "  That  good  is  the  confcquence  of  evil,"  which  verges  towards  the  latitudi- 
iarianifm  of  Mandeville.  The  terrific  portrait  of  Suicide  deferves  particular  commendation.  It  has 
lecn  obje(ftcd  to  The  Wanderer,  with  fome  degree  of  juftice,  that  the  difpofition  of  the  parts  is  irre- 
gular; that  the  defign  isobfcure,  and  the  plan  perplexed;  that  the  images,  however  beautiful,  fuc- 
cccd  each  other  without  order  ;  and  that  the  whole  performance  is  not  fo  much  a  regular  fabric,  as 
a.  heap  of  ftiining  materials  thrown  together  by  accident,  which  ftrike  rather  with  the  folemn  mag- 
^ficence  of  a  ftupenduous  ruin,  than  the  elegant  grandeur  of  a  finifhed  pile. 

The  Bajlard  is  a  vigorous  and  fpirited  performance  :  The  vivacious  fallies  of  thought  in  the  be- 
ginning, when  he  makes  a  pompous  enumeration  of  the  imaginary  advantages  of  bafe  birth,  and 
the  pathetic  fentiments  at  the  end,  whSre  he  recounts  the  real  calamities  which  he  fuffered  by  the 
crime  of  his  parents,  are  chiefly  remarkable. 

The  poem  ofPublii  Spirit  is  rot  fo  diligently  laboured,  nor  fo  fuccefsfully  finifiied  as  The  Wanderer, 
The  plan  is  very  extenfive,  and  comprifcs  a  multitude  of  topics;  but  he  pafl"es  negligently  over  maby 
public  works,  which  deferved  to  be  more  elaborately  treated. 

The  fettlement  of  colonies  in  uninhabited  countries,  is  recommended  with  all  the  ornaments  of 
•»erfe,  and  all  the  tendernefs  of  humanity  and  benevolence.  He  afTerts  the  natural  equality  of  man- 
Jiind,  and  endeavours  to  fupprefs  that  pride  which  inclines  men  to  fnppofe,  that  right  is  the  cori' 
ftquence  of  power. 

The  Triumph  of  Mirth  and  Health,  is  remarkable  not  only  for  the  gaiety  of  the  ideas,  and  the  me- 
lody of  the  numbers,  but  for  the  agreeable  fidion  upon  which  it  is  formed.  Among  his  frtaller 
pieces,  The  Employment  of  Beauty,  The  Friend,  The  Genius  of  Liberty,  ralentlne'*  D<iy,aad  fbe  Potmf acred 
U  the  memory  of  her  late  Majejly,  deferve  particular  commendation. 

"  As  an  author,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  «'  if  one  piece,  which  he  had  refolved  to  fupprefs,  be  excepted, 
Savage  has  very  little  to  fear  from  the  flriaeft  moral  or  religious  cenfure.  And  though  he  may 
not  be  altogether  fecure  againft  the  objedions  of  the  critic,  it  muft  however  be  acknowledged, 
that  his  works  are  the  produdlion  of  a  genius  truly  poetical,  and  what  many  writers,  who  have 
been  more  lavifhly  applauded,  cannot  boaft,  that  they  have  an  original  air,  which  has  no  re- 
femblance  of  any  foregoing  writer;  that  the  verfification  and  fentiments  have  a  caft  peculiar 
to  themfelves,  which  no  man  can  imitate  with  fuccefs;  becaufe,  what  was  nature  in  Savage, 
would  be  in  another  afteftation.  It  muft  be  confeffed  that  his  defcripUons  are  ftriking,  his 
images  animated,  his  fi^ions  truly  Imagined,  and  his  allegories  artfully  purfued;  that  his  diaion 
is  elevated,  though  fometlmes  forced  ;  and  his  numbers  fonorous  and  majeftice,  though  frequently 
fluggilh  and  encumbered.  Of  his  ftyle,  the  general  fault  is  harftmefs,  and  its  general  excellence  ii 
dignity  :  of  his  fentimcms,  the  prevailing  beavt7  is  CmpUcIty,  and  vniforniity  the  prcvaUing  defe^,'* 


POEMS    OF    SAVAGE. 


THE    WANDERER:    A    VISION, 

IN    FIVE     CANTOS, 

"  Nmlla  mail  nova  mi  facies  inopinave  furglt." 

ViRC, 


TO  TH«  RIGHT  HONQ'JRABLE 

JOHN  LORD  VISCOUNT  TYRCONNEL, 

Baron  charlkville,  and  lord  brownlowe, 
knight  of  the  bath. 

M7  LORD, 

Jr  ART  of  this  poem  had  the  honour  of  your  Lord- 
fliip's  perufal  when  in  manufcript ;  and  it  was  no 
fmall  pride  to  me,  when  it  met  with  approbation 
from  fo  diftinguifhing  a  judge :  fliould  the  reft 
find  the  like  indulgence,  I  fhall  have  no  occafion 
(whatever  its  fucceft  may  be  in  the  world)  to  re- 
pent the  labour  it  has  coft  me — But  my  intention 
is  not  to  purfue  a  difcourfe  on  my  own  perform- 
ence  ;  no,  my  Lord,  it  is  to  embrace  this  oppor- 
tunity of  throwing  out  fentiments  that  relate  to 
your  Lordfhip's  goodnefs,  the  generofity  of  which, 
give  me  leave  to  fay,  I  have  greatly  experienced. 

I  offer  it  not  a'  a  new  remark,  that  dependence 
on  the  great,  in  former  times,  generally  terminated 
in  difappointrpent ;  nay,  even  their  bounty  (if  it 
could  be  called  fuch)  was,  in  its  very  nature,  un- 
generous. It  was,  perhaps,  with-held,  through  an 
indolent  or  wilful  negledl,  till  thofe  who  lingered 
in  the  want  of  it,  grew  almoft  paft  the  fenfe  of 
comfort.  At  length  it  came,  too  often,  in  a  man- 
ner that  half  cancelled  the  obligation,  and,  per- 
chance, muft  have  been  acquired  too  by  fome  pre- 
vious aiS  of  guilt  in  the  receiver,  the  confcquence 
of  which  was  remorfe  and  infamy. 

But  that  I  live,  my  Lord,  is  a  proof  that  de- 
pendancc  on  your  Lordfhip,  and  the  prcfent  mi- 
niftry,  is  an  affurance  of  fuccefs.  I  am  perfuaded, 
diftrefs,  in  many  other  inftances,  affeds  your  foul 
with  a  compaJBop,  that  alv^ays  Ihows  itfelf  in  a 


manner  moft  humane  and  adllve ;  that  to  forgi*^ 
injuries,  and  confer  benefits,  is  your  delight ;  an4 
that  to  deferve  your  friendfliip  is  to  dcferve  the 
countenance  of  the  beft  of  men.  To  be  admitted 
into  the  honour  of  your  Lordfhip's  converfation 
(permit  me  to  fpeak  but  jufticc)  is  to  be  elegantly 
introduced  into  the  moft  inftrucSive,  as  well  as  en- 
tertaining, parts  of  literature ;  it  is  to  be  furnifheJ 
with  the  finefl  obfervations  upon  human  nature, 
and  to  receive,  from  the  moft  unafTuming,  fwcet, 
and  winning  candour,  the  worthieft  and  moft  po- 
lite maxims — fuch  as  are  always  enforced  by  the 
adbions  of  your  own  life,  I  could  alfo  take  notice 
of  your  many  puhlic-fpiritcd  fervices  to  your  coun- 
try in  Parliament,  and  your  conftant  attachment 
to  liberty,  and  the  royal,  illuflrious  houfe  of  our 
moft  gracious  fovereign;  but,  my  Lord,  believe  me, 
your  own  deeds  are  the  nobleft  and  fitteft  orators 
to  fpeak  your  praife,  and  will  elevate  it  far  beyond 
the  power  of  a  much  abler  writer  than  I  am. 

I  will  therefore  turn  my  view  from  your  Lord- 
fhip's virtues  to  the  kind  infiuenca  of  them,  which 
has  been  fo  lately  Ihed  upon  me ;  and  then,  if  my 
future  morals  and  writings  fhall  gain  any  appro- 
bation from  men  of  parts  and  probity,  I  muft  ac- 
knowledge all  to  be  the  produdt  of  your  Lord- 
faip's  goodnefs  to  me.  I  muft,  in  fine,  fay  with 
Horace, 
"  Quod  fpiro,  et  placco,  (et  placeo)  tuum  eft." 
I  am,  with  the  higheft  gratitude  and  adoration, 

My   LORD, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  dutiful 
and  devoted  fervan^ 

Richard  S^tage* 


^0& 
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CANTO  I. 


r  AIM  would  my  verfe,  Tyrconnel,  boaft  thy  name, 
Brownlovvc,  at  once  my  fubjetft  and  my  fame  '. 
Oh  1  could  that  fpirit,  which  thy  bofom  warms, 
Whofe   ftrength   furprifes,   and    whofe   goodnefs 

charms ! 
That  various  worth  '.   could  that  infpire  my  lays, 
Envy  (hould  fmile,  and  cenfure  learn  to  praife : 
Yet  though  unequal  to  a  foul  like  thine, 
A  generous  foul,  approaching  to  divine. 
When  blefs'd  beneath  fuch  patronage  I  write, 
Great  my  attempt,  though  hazardous  my  flight. 

O'er  ample  nature  I  extend  my  views; 
Nature  to  rural  fcenes  invites  the  mufe  : 
She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  ftrife, 
To  try  the  ftiil,  compar'd  with  aftive  life  ; 
To  prove,  by  thefe  the  fons  of  men  may  owe 
The  fruits  of  blifs  to  burfting  clouds  of  woe  ; 
That  ev'n  calamity,  by  thought  refin'd, 
Infpirits  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind. 

Come,  contemplation,  whofe  unbounded  gaze, 
Swift  in  a  glance,  the  courfe  of  things  furveys; 
Who  in  thyfelf  the  various  view  canft  find 
Of  fea,  land,  air,  and  heaven,  and  human-kind; 
What  tides  of  paflion  in  the  bofom  roll ; 
What  thoughts  debafc,  and  what  exalt  the  foul, 
Whofe  pencil  paints,  obfequious  to  thy  will. 
All  thou  furvey'ft,  with  a  creative  flcill  ! 
Oh,  leave  awhile  thy  lov'd,  fequefter'd  fliade  '. 
Awhile  in  wintery  wilds  vouchfafe  thy  aid  '. 
Then  waft  me  to  fome  olive,  bowery  green. 
Where,   cloth'd  in  white,  thou  ftiow'fl;  a  mind 

ferene ; 
Where  kind  content  from  noife  and  court  retires. 
And  fmiling  fits,  while  mufestune  their  lyres: 
Where  zephyrs  gently  breathe, while  fleep  profound 
To  their  foft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown'd ; 
Sleep,  on  a  treafure  of  bright  dreams  reclines. 
By  thee  beftow'd;  whence  fancy  colour'd  fhines, 
And  flutters  round  his  brow  a  hovering  flight, 
Varying  her  plumes  in  vifionary  light. 

Though  folar  fires  now  faint  and  watery  burn, 
Tuft  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn  ! 
If  thaw'd  forth  ifl"ue,  from  its  mouth  fevere. 
Raw  clouds,  that  faddcn  all  th"  inverted  year. 

When  froft  and  fire  with  martial  powers  en- 
gag'd, 
Froft,  northward  fled  the  war,  unequal  wag'd  ! 
Beneath  the  pole  his  legions  urg'd  their  flight. 
And  gain'd  a  cave  profound  and  wide  as  night. 
O'er  cheerlefs  fcenes  by  defolation  own'd. 
High  on  an  Alp  of  ice  he  fits  enthron'd! 
One  clay- cold  hand,  his  cryrtal  beard  fuftains. 
And  fccpter'd  one,  o'er  wind  and  tcmpeft  reigns; 
O'er  ftony  magazines  of  hail,  that  ftorm 
The  blofl'om'd  fruit,  and  flowery  fpring  deform. 
His  languid  eyes  like  frozen  lakes  appear, 
i)im  gleaming  all  the  light  that  wanders  here. 
His  xobe   fnow-wrought,   and  hoar'<l  with  age  ; 

his  breath 
A  nitrous  damp,  that  flrikes  petrific  death. 

Far  hence  lies,  ever-freez'd,  tht,  northern  main, 
l^iiii  checks,  and  renders  naviguiion  vajn, 


That,  fhut  againft  the  fun's  dilToIving  ray. 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquilh'd  day. 
And  ftretching  eaftward  half  the  world  fccure«, 
Defies  difcovery,  and  like  time  endures  ! 

Now  froft  fent  boreal  blafts  to  fcourge  the  air, 
To  bind  the  ftreams,  and  leave  the  landfcape  bare  ; 
Yet  when,  far  weft,  his  violence  declines,     [fines; 
Though  here  the  brook,  or  lake,  his  power  con- 
To  rocky  pools,  to  cataratSs  are  unknown 
His  chains  !— to  rivers,  rapid  like  the  Rhone! 

The  falling  moon  caft,  cold,  a  quivering  light, 
Juft  filver'd  o'er  the  fnow,  and  funk  !— pale  night 
Retir'd.     The  dawn  in  light-gray  mifts  arofe! 
Shrill  chants  the  cock  ! — the  hungry  heifer  lows! 
Slow  blulh  yon  breaking  clouds; — the  fun's  up- 

roll'd! 
Th'  expanfive  gray  turns  azure,  chas'd  with  gold; 
White-glittering  ice, chang'd  like  the  topaz,gleams, 
Refledling  faffron  luftre  from  his  beams. 

O  contemplation,  teach  me  to  explore. 
From  Britain  far  remote,  fome  diftant  (hore  I 
From  fleep  a  dream  dillind;  and  hvely  claim; 
Clear  let  the  vifion  ftrike  the  moral's  aim ! 
It  comes !  I  feel  it  o'er  my  foul  ferene  ! 
Still  morn  begins,  and  froft  retains  the  fcene  I 

Hark! — the  loud  horn's  enlivening  note's  begun? 
From  rock  to  vale  fweet-wandering  echoes  run  ! 
Still  fl'iats  the  found  ftirili-winding  from  afar  1 
Wild  beafts  aftonifti'd  dread  the  fylvan  war  ! 
Spears  to  the  fun  in  files  embattled  play, 
March  on,  charge  briikly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  ! 

Swans,  ducks,  and  gecle,  and  the  wing'd  winter-, 
brood. 
Chatter  difcordant  on  yon  echoing  flood ! 
At  Babel  thus,  when  heaven  the  tongue  confounds, 
Sudden  a  thoufand  different  jargon-fcunds, 
J^ike  jangling  bells,  harfli  mingling  grate  the  ear ! 
All  ftare  !  all  talk  !  all  mean;  but  none  cohere  ! 
Mark  !  wiley  fowlers  meditate  their  doom. 
And  fmoky  fate  fpeeds  thundering  through  the 

gloom ! 
Stop'd  fhort,  they  ceafe  in  airy  rings  to  fly, 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  fluttering,  fall  and  dl^ 

Still  fancy  wafts  me  on  !  dereiv'd  T  ftand, 
Eftrang'd,  adventurous  on  a  foreign  land  ! 
Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  fcene  unknown ! 
Where  ihall  I  turn,  a  wanderer,  and  alone  .' 

From  hilly  wilds,  and  deeps  where  fnows  re- 
main. 
My  winding  fteps  up  a  fteep  mountain  ftxain  I 
Emmers'd  a-top,  I  mark,  the  hills  fubfide. 
And  towers  afpire,  but  with  inferior  pride  ! 
On   this  bleak   height   tall   firs,    with  ice-work 

crown'd, 
Bend,  while  their  flacky  winter  ftiades  the  ground  ! 
Hoarfe,  and  dired,  a  bluftering  north-wind  blows  ! 
On  boughs,  thick  ruftling,  crack  the  crifped fnows! 
Tangles  of  froft  half-fright  the  vvilder'd  eye, 
By  heat  oft-blacken'd  like  a  lowering  flcy  1 
Hence  down  ths  fide  two  turbid  rivulefc  pour, 
And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  cataracft  roar! 
While  plcas'd  the  watery  proijrefs  I  purfue. 
Yon  rocks  in  rough  affemblage  rufti  in  view;  '. 
[n  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rife  ; 
.  And  a  dark  gulf  in  ihcir  b/oid  centre  lies. 
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There  the  dimM  fight  with  dizzy  weaknefs  fails, 
And  horror  o'er  the  firmeft  brain  prevails  ! 
Thither  thefe  mountain  ftreams  their  paflage  take, 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadful  lake! 
The  lake,  high-fwelling,  fo  redundant  grows, 
From  the  heap'd  ftore  deriv'd,  a  river  flows ; 
Which,  deepening,  travels  through  a  diftant  wood, 
And  thence  emerging,  meets  a  fifter-flood  ; 
Mingled  they  flafn  on  a  wide-opening  plain. 
And  pafs  yon  city  to  the  far-feen  main. 

So  blend  two  fouls  by  heaven  for  union  made. 
And  ftrengthening  forward,  lend  a  mutual  aid. 
And  prove  in  every  tranfient  turn  their  aim, 
Through  finite  life  to  infinite  the  fame. 

Nor  ends  the  landfcape— ocean,  to  my  fight. 
Points  a  blue  arm,  where  failing  fhips  delight, 
In   profpedl   Isflen'd  ! — Now  new   rocks,    rear'd 

high. 
Stretch  a  crofs-ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye; 
"jTherc  lies  obfcur'd  the  ripening  diamond's  ray. 
And  thence  red-branching  coral's  rent  away. 
In  conic  form  there  gelid  cryftal  grows  ; 
Through  fuch  the  palace-lamp,  gay  luftre  throws  1 
Luftre,  which,  through  dim  night,  as  various  plays, 
As  play  from  yonder  fnows  the  changeful  rays! 
For  nobler  ufe  the  cryftal's  worth  may  life, 
If  tubes  pcrfpedtive  hem  the  fpotlefs  prize  ; 
Through  thefe  the  beams  of  the  far-lengthcn'd  eye 
Meafure  known  ftars,  and  new  remoter  fpy. 
Hence  commerce  many  a  ftiorten'd  voyage  fteers, 
Shorten'd  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  years; 
Hence  Bailey's  foul  etherial  fliglit  effays  ; 
Inftrudlive  there  from  orb  to  orb  file  ftrays; 
Sees,  round  new  countlefs  funs,  new  fyfterns  roll! 
Sees  God  in  all  I   and  magnifies  the  whole  ! 
Yon  rocky  fide  enrich'd  the  fummer  fccne, 
And  pealants  fearch  for  herbs  of  healthful  green  ; 
Kow  naked,  pale,  and  cemfortlefs  it  l;s, 
Like  youth  extended  cold  in  death's  difguife. 
There,  while  without  the  founding  tempeft  fwells, 
Incav'd  fecure  th'  exulting  eagle  dwells ; 
And  there,  when  nature  owns  prolific  fpring. 
Spreads  o'er  her  young  a  fondling  mother's  wing. 
Swains  on  the  coall  the  far-fam'd  filh  defcry. 
That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tyrian  dye ; 
While  {hells,  a  fcatter'd  ornament  beflow. 
The  tintftur'd  rivals  of  the  fhowery  bow. 
Yon  limelefs  fands,  loofe-driving  with  the  wind. 
In  future  cauldrons  uftful  texture  find. 
Till,  o;i  the  furnace  thrown,  the  glowing  mafs 
Brightens,  and  brightening  hardens  into  giafs. 
When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  wave, 
Tune  their  complaints,  yon  fea  forgets  to  rave  ; 
Though  laih'd  by  Itorms,  which  naval  pride  o'er- 

turn. 
The  foaming  deep  in  fparkles  feems  to  burn, 
Loud  winds  turn  zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes. 
And  each  fafe  neft  on  a  calm  furface  floats. 

Now  veers  the  wind  full  eaft ;  and  keen,  and 
' ■      fore, 
Its  cutting  irfiuence  aches  in  every  pore  ! 
How  weak  thy  fabric,  man  .' — A  uufT,  thus  blov^n, 
Staggers  tliy  ftrength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groan. 
A  tooth's  mifiutcft  nerve  let  anguilh  feizc, 
Swift  Inndred  libiei  catch  !(fo'  frail  our  tafs  !) 


Pinch'd,  pie'c'd,    and  torn,  enflam'd,   and  nnaf- 
fwag'd,  [rag'd! 

They  fmart,  and  fwell,  and  throb,  and  fhoot  en- 
From  nerve  to  nerve  fierce  flies  th'  exulting  pain  i 
— And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabric  vain  ? [glides! 
Now  my  blood  chills !  fcarce  through  my  veins  it 
Sure  on  each  blaft  a  fliivering-  ague  rides  I 
Warn'd  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forfake. 
And  to  the  vale  a  different  winding  take  1 

Half  I  defcend  :   my  fpirits  fall  decay  ; 
A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 
Clofe  with  this  ftage  a  precipice  combines  ; 
Whence  /fill  the  fpacious  country  far  declines  ! 
The  herds  feem  infeifts  in  the  diftant  glades. 
And  men  diminifli'd,  as,  at  noon,  their  Ihades ! 
Thick  on  this  top,  o'ergrown  for  walks,  are  feen 
Gray  leaflefs  wood,  and  winter-greens  between  '. 
The  reddening  berry,  deep-ting'd  holly  fliows. 
And  matted  mifletoe,  the  white,  beftows  1 
Though  loft  the  banquet  of  autumnal  fruits, 
Though  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  fhoots? 
Thefe  boughs,  the  filenc'd  fhivering  fongfters  feek  I 
Thefe  foodful  berries  fill  the  hungry  beak. 

Beneath  appears  a  place,  all  outward  bare. 
Inward  the  dreary  manfion  of  defpair  I 
The  water  of  the  mountain  road,  half  ftray'd. 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  and  falls  a  brown  cafcade. 

Has  nature  this  rough,  naked  piece  defign'd. 
To  hold  inhabitants  of  mortal  kind  ? 
She  has.    Approach'd,  appears  a  deep  defcent, 
WJiich  opens  in  a  rock  a  large  extent  I 
And  hark  ! — its  hollow  entrance  reach'd,  I  hear 
A  trampling  found  of  footfteps  haftening  near! 
A  death-like  chillnefs  thwarts  my  panting  breafl: : 
Soft !  the  wifli'd  objeft  fiands  at  length  confefs'd '. 
Of  youth  his  form  . — Eut  why  with  anguifli  bent  i 
Why  pjn'd  with  fallow  marks  of  difcontent  ? 
Yet  patience,  labouring  to  beguile  his  care, 
Seems  to  raife  hope,  and  fmiles  away  defpair. 
Companion,  in  his  eye,  furveys  my  grief. 
And  in  his  voice  invites  me  to  relief. 
Preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  hafte, 
(He  fays)  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  fpirits  waftc  I 

All  fear  forget Each  portal  I  pollefs. 

Duty  wide-opens  to  receive  dif^refs. 
Oblig'd,  I  f  illow,  by  his  guidance  led  ; 
The  vaulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  tread! 
And  now,  in  fquar'd  divifions,  I  furvey 
Chambers  fequefter'd  from  the  glare  of  day  ; 
Yet  needful  lights  arc  taught  to  intetvene. 
Through  rifts;  each  forming  a  perfpedlive  fcenc. 

In  front  a  parlour  meets  my  entering  view ; 
Oppos'd,  a  room  to  fweet  refciflion  due. 
Here  my  chill'd  veins  are  warm'd  by  chippy  fires, 
Through  the  bor'd  rock  above,  the  fmoke  expires; 
Neat,  o'er  a  homely  board,  a, napkin's  fpread, 
Crown'd  with  a  heapy  canifter  of  bread. 
A  maple  cup  is  next  difpatch'd  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  faiutary  fpring  : 
Ncr  mourn  we  abfent  hleflings  of  the  vine. 
Here  laughs  a  frugal  bov'l  of  rofy  wine; 
And  favoury  cates,  upon  clear  embers  caft, 
l,ie  hiifing,  till  fnatch'd  off;   a  rich  repaft  1 
Soon  leap  my  fpirits  with  enlivcn'd  power. 
And  in  gay  ccnverfe  glides  the  feallfui  hcur^ 
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The  hermit,  thus :  Thcu  wonc'er'ft  at  thy  fare : 
Ob  me,  yon  city,  kind,  beftows  her  care  : 
Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  generous  juice, 
That  warms  chill'd  hfe,  her  charities  produce  : 
Accept  without  reward  ;  unafk'd  'twas  mine ; 
Here  what  thy  health  requires,  as  free  be  thine. 
Hence  learn  that  God,  (who,  in  the  time  of  need, 
In  frozen  deferts  can  the  raven  feed) 
Well-fought,  will  delegate  fome  pitying  breaft. 
His  fecond  rneans,  to  fuccour  man  diftrefs'd. 
He  paus'd.  Deep  thought  upon  his  afped  gloom'd ; 
Then  he,  with  fmile  humase,  his  voice  rcfum'd. 
I'm  juft  inform'd,  (and  laugh  me  not  to  fcorn) 
By  one  unfeen  by  thee,  thou'rt  Englifb-born. 
Of  England  I— to  me  the  Britifh  ftate 
Rifes,  in  dear  memorial,  ever  great ! 
Here  ftand  we  confcious : — Diffidence  fufpend  ! 
Free  flew  our  words ! — Did  ne'er  thy  mufc  extend 
To  grots,  where  contemplation  fmiles  ferene, 
"Where  angels  vifit,  and  where  joys  convene  ? 
To  groves,  where  more  than  rriortal  voices  rife, 
Catch  the  rapt  foul,  and  waft  it  to  the  Ocies  ? 
This  cave  ! — Yon  walks!— But,  ere  I  more  unfold, 
What  artful  fcenes  thy  eyes  Ihall  here  behold. 
Think  fubjefts  of  my  toil :  nor  wondering  gaze  ! 
What  cannot  induftry  completely  raife  ? 
Be  the  whole  earth  in  one  great  landfcape  found. 
By  induftry  is  all  with  beauty  crown'd  : 
He,  he  alone,  explores  the  mine  for  gain. 
Hews  the  hard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plain ; 
He   forms  the   fword  to  fmitc  ;  he  flieaths  t^e 

fteel. 
Draws  health  from  herbs,  and  fhows  the  balm  to 

heal ; 
Or  with  loom'd  wool  the  native  robe  fnpplies ; 
Or  bids  young  plants  in  future  forefts  rife ; 
Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away, 
Shall,  with  new  grace,  the  diftant  ocean  fway; 
Hence  golden  commerce   views  her  W(;alth  in- 

creafe. 
The  biifsful  child  of  liberty  and  peace. 
He  fcoops  the  ftubborn  Alps,  and,  ftill  employ 'd, 
Fills,  with  foft  fertile  mould,  the  fteril  void  ; 
Slop'd  up  white    rocks,    fmall,    yellow  harvefts 

grow, 
And,  green  on  terrac'd  ftages,  vineyards  blow  1 
By  him  fall  mountains  to  a  level  fpace. 
An  ifthmus  finks,  and  funder'd  feas  embrace  ! 
He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  fhore. 
And  defolation  ftarves  the  traft  no  more. 
From  the  wild  waves  he  won  the  Belgic  land  : 
Where  wide  they  foam'd,  her  towns  and  traffics 

(land ; 
He  clear'd,  manur'd,  enlarg'd  the  furtive  ground. 
And  firms  the  conqucft  with  his  fenccful  mound. 
Zv'n  mid  the  watery  world  his  Venice  rofe, 
Each  fabric  there,  as  pleafure's  feat  he  fnov/s  ! 
There  marts,  fports,  councils,  are  for  adion  fought, 
I.andfcapes  for  health,  and  folitude  for  thought. 
What  wonder  then  I,  by  his  potent  aid, 
A  manGon  in  a  barren  mountain  made  f 
Part  thou  haft  view'd ! — If  further  we  explore. 
Let  induftry  defervc  applaufe  the  more. 

No  frowning  care  yon  bleft  apartment  fees, 
There  Heep  retires,  r.nd  finds  ^  couch  of  eafs. 
'  6 


Kind   dreams,  that  fly   renaorfe,  and  pampcr'ij 

w«.alth, 
There  Ihsd  the  ihiiles  of  innocence  and  health. 

Mark  '. — Here  defcends  a  grot,  delightful  feat ! 
Which  warms  ev'n  winter,  tempers  fummer  heat  I 
See  ! — GurgUng  from  a  top,  a  fpring  diftills  : 
In  mournful  meafures  wind  the  dripping  rills  ; 
Soft  coos  of  diftant  doves,  recciv'd  around. 
In  foothing  mixture,  fwell  the  watery  found  ; 
And  hence  the  ftreamlets  feck  the  terrace'  fliade, 
Within,  without,  alike  to  all  couvey'd. 
Pafs  on — New  fcenes,  by  my  creative  power, 
Invite  refleiftion's  fweet  and  folemn  hour. 

We  enter'd,  where,  in  well-rang'd  order,  ftooi 
Th'  inftrudive  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good, 
rhefe  friends  (faid  he)  though  I  defert  mankind, 
Good  angels  never  would  permit  behind. 
Each  genius,  youth  conceals,  or  time  difplays, 
I  know ;  each  work  fome  feraph  here  conveys, 
Retirement  thus  prefents  my  fearchfuj  thought. 
What   heaven  infpir'd,  and  what   the   mufe  has 

taught ; 
What  young  fatiric  and  fublime  has  writ, 
Whofe  life  is  virtue,  and  whofe  mufe  is  wit. 
Rap'd  F  forefee  thy  Mallet's  *  early  aim 
Shine  in  full  worth,  and  flioot  at  length  to  famf. 
Sweet  fancy's  bloom  in  Fcnton's  lay  ajipears, 
And  the  ripe  judgment  of  inftrudive  years. 
In  Hill  is  all  that  generous  foals  revere. 
To  virtue  and  the  mufe  for  ever  dear  : 
And  Thbmfon,  in  this  praife,  thy  merit  fee. 
The  tengue  that  praifes  merit,  praifes  thee. 

Thefe  fcorn  (faid  I)  the  verfe-wright  of  their 
age. 
Vain  of  a  labour'd,  languid,  ufelefs  page ; 
To  whofe  dim  faculty  the  meaning  fong 
Is  glaring,  or  obfcure,  when  clear,  and  ftrong ; 
Who,  in  cant  phrafes,  gives  a  work  difgrace  ; 
His  wit,  and  oddnefs  of  his  tone  and  face ; 
Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs'd  to  an  effay. 
In  fome  low  libel  a  mean  heart  difplay  ; 
Thofe,  who  once  prais'd,  now  undeceiv'd,  defpif^^' 
It  lives  conten^n'd  a  day,  then  harmlefs  dies. 
Or  ftiould  fvime  nobler  bard,  their  worth,  unpraife, 
Deferting  morals,  that  adorn  his  lays, 
Alas !  too  oft  each  fcience  ftiows  the  fame. 
The  great  grow  jealous  of  a  greater  name  : 
Ye  bard«,  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  ihock  ; 
Has  not  a  Stillingfleet  oppos'd  a  ^ocke  ? 
Oh,  ftill  proceed,  with  facred  rapture  fir'd ! 
Unenvy'd  had  he  liv'd,  if  unadmir'd. 

Let  envy,  he  replied,  all  ireful  rife, 
Envy  purfues  alone  the  brave  and  wife  ; 
Maro  and  Socrates  infpire  her  pain, 
And  Pope,  the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 
To  whom  be  nature's,  and  Britannia's  f  raife '. 
Ail  their  bright  honours  rufti  into  his  lays  1 
And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal, 
Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots  feel ! 
Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  fedate. 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate  ; 
Profound  as  reafon,  and  as  juftice  clear ; 
SoQi  as  compaflion,  yet  as  truth  feverc  ; 

•  He  hid  thcnjujl  ivritten  the  Exfurjtgrt, 


A-sW'nty  copious,  a»  pCrfuafion  fweet, 
Like  nature  various,  au'l  like  art  complete  ; 
So  fiiie  her  morals,  fo  fubiime  her  views, 
His  life  is  almoft  equall'd  by  his  mufe. 

O  Pope  ! — 'Since  envy  is  decreed  by  fate. 
Since  fhe  piirfues  alone  the  wife  and  <;reat ; 
la  one  fmall,  emblematic  landfcape  fee. 
How  vaft  a  diftance  'twixt  thy  foe  and  thee  1 
Truth  from  an  eminence  furveys  our  fcene 
(A  hill,  where  all  is  clear,  and  all  ferene). 
Rude  earth-bred  ftorms  o'er  meatier  valleys  blow, 
And  wandering  mifts  roll,  blackening  tar  below  ; 
Dark,  ajid  debas'd,  like  them,  is  envy's  aim, 
And  clear,  and  eminent,  like  truth,  thy  fame. 

Thus  I.  From  what  dire  caufe  can  envy  fpiing  ? 
Or  why  emhofom  we  a  viper's  iling  ? 
'Xis  envy  flings  our  darling  palllon,  pride. 
Alas!  (the  man  of  mighty  foul  replied) 
"Why  choofe  we  miferies  ?   Mofl  derive  their  birth 
From  one  bad  fource — we  dread  fuperior  worth  ; 
Prefer'd,  it  feems  a  fatire  on  our  own ; 
Then  heedlefs  to  excel  we  meanly  ni^'sn  ; 
Then  we  abftrai5l  our  viev/s,  and  envy  fliow. 
Whence  fprings  the   mii'cry,  pride  is  doom'd  to 

know. 
Thus  folly  pain  creates  :   By  wifdom's  power, 
yVt  fhun  the  weight  of  many  a  relllefs  hour — 
Lo  '.  I  meet  wrong  ;   perhaps  the  wrong  I  feel 
Tends,  by  the  fcheme  of  things,  to  public  weal. 
I,  of  the  whole,  am  part — the  joy  men  fee, 
Muft  circiilate,  and  fo  revolve  to  me. 
Why  Ihould  (  then  of  private  lofs  complain  ? 
Of  lofs;  that  proves, ^t'/-  chance,  a  brother's  gain  ? 
The  wind,  that  binds  one  bai  k  within  the  bay, 
May  waft  a  richer  freight  its  wifli'd-for  way. 
If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abjed  ground. 
Mountains   are    but    fupplied,    when    vales    are 

,drown'd  ; 
If, with  foft  moifture  fwell'd,  the  vale  looks  gay. 
The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 
Shall  clouds,  but  at  my  welfare's  call  defcend  ? 
Shall  gravity  for  me  her  laws  fulpend  ? 
For  me  (liall  funs  their  noon-tide  courfe  forbear  .' 
Or  motion  not  fubfill  to  influence  air  ? 
i-et  the  means  vary,  be  they  frail;,  or  flame, 
Thy  end,  O  nature  1   fliil  remains  the  fame ! 
Be  this  the  motive  of  a  wife  man's  care, — 
To  fliun  deferving  ills,  and  learn  to  bear. 


CANTO  il. 

While  thus  a  mind  humane,  and  wife,  he  fhows. 
All  eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows,     [pears! 
Youth,  though  deprefs'd,  through  all  his  form  ap- 
Through  all  his  fentiments  the  depth  of  years. 
"I'hus  he— Yet  farther  induflry  behold, 
Which  confcious  waits  new  wonders  to  unfold, 
Enter  ray  chapel  next — Lo  :  here  begin 
The  hallow'd  rites,  that  check  the  growth  of  fin. 
"VVhe!!  firft  we  met,  how  foon  you  I'eem'd  to  know 
My  bofom,  labouring  with  the  throbs  of  woe  ! 
Such  racking  throbs !— Soft !   when  I  roufe  thofe 

cares. 
On  my  chill'd  mind  pale  recolleiflion  glare* ! 
You  VIII. 


THE   WANDERER.  609 

I  When  moping  frenzy  ftrove  my  thoughts  to  fway. 
Here  prudent  labours  chas'd  her  power  away. 
Full,  and  rough-rifing  from  yon  fculptur'd  wall. 
Bold  prophets  nations  to  repentance  call ! 
Meek   martyrs  Imile  inflames!   gor'd  champion* 

groan  ! 
And  mufe-like  cherubs  tune  their  harps  in'  (lone  ! 
Next  (hadow'd  light  a  rounding  force  bellows. 
Swells  into  life,  and  fpealdng  atiion  groWil 
Here  pleafing,  melancholy  lubjedls  find, 
'lo  calm,  amufe,  exalt  the  penfive  mind  ! 
'J'his  figure  tender  grief,  like  mine,  implies. 
And  ftmblanc  thoughts,  that  earthly  pomp  defpiffl. 
Such  penitential  Magdalene  reveals  ; 
Loofe-vtil'd,  in  negligence  of  charms  fhe  kneels, 
gh  drefs,  near-flor'd,  its  Tanity  fupplies. 


The 

Trie  vanity  of  drefs  unheeded  lies. 

The  finful  world  in  forrowing  eye  fhe  keeps, 

As  o'er  Jerufalem  Mefliih  weeps. 

One  hand  her  bofom  fmites  ;  in  one  appears 

'I'he  lifted  l3^vn,  th.^^t  drinks  her  falling  tears. 

Since  evil  outweighs  good,  and  fvvays  mankind, 
True  fortitude  affumes  the  patient  mind  : 
Such  prov'd  Meffiah's,  though  to  fulTering  born, 
To  penury,  repulfe,  reproach,  and  fcorn. 
Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  Right  defign'd  ; 
1  he  weary'd  virgin  by  a  ftream  reclin'd. 
Who  feeds  the  child.  Her  looks  a  charm  exprefs, 
A  moJeft  charm,  that  dignifies  diftrefs. 
Boughso'cr  their  heads  with  blufhing  fruits  depend, 
Which  angels  to  hi"  buued  confort  bend. 
Hence  by  the  fmiling  infant  feems  difccrn'd,     . 
Trifles,  concerning  H:m,  all  heaven  conccrn'd. 

Here  the  transfigur'd  Son  from  earth  retires  : 
See  1  the  white  form  in  a  bright  cloud  afpircs! 
Full  on  his  followers  fcurfts  a  flood  of  rays, 
Froftrate  they  fall  beneath  th'  o'erwhelming  blaze  I 
Like  roon-tide  fu;imier-funs  the  rays  appear, 
UnluiFerable,  magnificent,  and  near  ! 

What  fcene  of  agony  the  garden  brings  ; 
The  cup  of  gall ;  tlie  fuppliant  King  of  kings  ! 
The  crown  of  th.  rns;  the  crofs,  tliat  felt  him  die^ 
Thcfe,  languid  in  the  fl<etch,  unfinifh'd  lie. 

ihere,  from  the  dead,  centurions  fee  him  rife, 
See  '.  but  ilruck  dowa  with  horrible  furprifc  ! 
A<  the  firft  glory  feem'd  a  fun  at  noon, 
This  calls  the  filver  fplend.  ur  of  the  moon. 

Here  peopled  day,  th'afcending  God  furveysl 
The  glory  varies,  as  the  myriads  gazel 
Now  foften'd,  like  a  fun  at  diftance  feen, 
When  through  a  cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  ferene! 
Now  fad  cncreafing  to  the  crowd  amaz'd, 
Like  fume  va{^  meteor  high  in  jether  rais'd  ! 

My  la'ucur,  yon  high  vatdted  altar  ftains 
With  dyes,  that  emulate  asthtrial  plains. 
The  convex  glafs,  which  in  that  opening  glows, 
Mid  circling  rays  a  piilur'd  Saviour  fhows  ! 
Bright  i:  colleifts  the  beams,  which,  trembling  all, 
Back  from  the  God,  a  fhowery  radiance  fall. 
Lighiening  the  fcene  beneath  !  a  fcen^  divme  I 
Where  faints,  clouds,  feraphs,  intermingled  (hine  ! 

Here  water- falls,  that  play  melodious  roui.d, 
Like  a  fweet  organ,  fv/ell  a  lofty  found  ! 
The  folemn  notes  bid  earthly  pafliors  fly. 
Lull  all  my  cares,  and  lift  my  foul  on  high  J 
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This  monumental  marble — this  I  rear 
To  one — Oh  !  ever  moum'd  ! — Oh  !  ever  dear  ! 
He  ftopt — pathetic  Cghs  the  paufe  fupply, 
And  the  prompt  tear  ilarts,  quivering,  on  his  eye  ! 

I  look'd — two  columns  near  the  wall  were  fccn, 
An  imag'd  beauty  ftretch'd  at  length  between. 
Near  the  wept  fair,  her  harp  Cecilia  ftrung ; 
Leaning,  from  high,  a  liftening  angel  hung  '. 
Friendlhip,  whofe  figure  at  the  feet  remains, 
A  phoenix,  with  irradiate  creft,  fuftains : 
This  grac'd  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t'  impart 
Two  foreign  hands,  that  clafp  a  burning  heart. 
A  pendent  veil  two  hovering  feraphs  raife, 
Which  opening  heaven  upon  the  roof  difplays  ! 
And  two,  benevolent,  lefs  diftant,  hold 
A  vafe,  colledlive  of  perfumes  uproU'd  I 
Thefe  from  the  heart,  by  friendlhip  held,  arife. 
Odorous  as  incenfe  gathering  in  the  Jkies. 
In  the  fond  pelican  is  love  expreft, 
"Who  opens  to  her  young  her  tender  breaft. 
Two  mated  turtles  hovering  hang  in  air. 
One  by  a  faulcon  ftruck  ! — in  wild  defpair. 
The  hermit  cries — So  death,  alas  !   deftroys 
The  tender  confort  of  my  cares  and  joys  ! 
Again  foft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung, 
Again   check'd   founds   dy'd,  fluttering,   on   his 

tongue. 
Too  well  his  pining  inmoft  thought  I  know  ! 
Too  well  ev'n  filence  tells  the  ftory'd  woe  ! 
To  his  my  fighs,  to  his  my  tears^reply  ! 
J  ftray  o'er  all  the  tomb  a  watery  eye ! 

Next,  on  the  wall,  her  fcenes  of  life  1  gaz'd, 
The  form  back-leaning,  by  a  globe  half-rais'd  ! 
Cherubs  a  proffer'd  crown  of  glory  fliow, 
Ey'd  wiftful  by  th'  admiring  fair  below. 
In  adion  eloquent  difpos'd  her  hands. 
One  fliows  her  brcall,  in  rapture  one  expands ! 
This  the  fond  hermit  feiz'd  ! — o'er  all  his  foul, 
The  foft,  wild,  wailing,  amorous  paflion  dole  ! 
In  lledfaft  gaze  his  eyes  her  afpeft  keep, 
Then  turn  away,  a  while  dejedlcd  weep ; 
Then  he  reverts  them  ;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
Dimm'd  with  the  fwelling  grief  that  ftreams  again. 
Where  now  is  my  phiiofophy  ?  (he  cries) 
My  joy,  hope,  reafon,  my  Olympia  dies  1 
Why  did  I  e'er  that  prime  of  bleffings  know  ? 
Was  it,  ye  cruel  fates,  t'  embitter  woe  ? 
Why  would  your  bolts  not  level  firft  my  head  ? 
'>l''hy  niuft  I  live  to  weep  Olympia  dead  ? 
— Sir,  I  had  once  a  wife  I  Fair  bloom'd  her  youth, 
Her  form  was  beauty,  and  her  foul  was  truth  I 
Oh,  (he  was  dear  '.  How  dear,  what  words  can  fay  ? 
She  dies! — my  heaven  at  once  is  fnatch'd  away  ! 
Ah  !  what  avails,  that,  by  a  father's  care, 
I  rofe  a  wealthy  and  illuftrious  heir  ? 
That  early  in  my  youth  I  learn'd  to  prove 
Th'  inftruiftive,  pleafing,  academic  grove  ? 
That  in  the  fenate  eloquence  was  mine  ? 
That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  fhine  ?        [all 
That  love  fliower'd  bleffings  too — far  mere  than 
High  rapt  ambition  e'er  could  happy  call  ? 
Ah  ! — What  are  thefe,  which  ev'n  the  wife  adore? 
Loft  is  my  pride  ! — Olympia  is  no  more  ! 
Had  I,  ye  perfecuting  powers  !  been  born 
The  world's  cold  pity,  or,  at  beft,  its  fcovB ; 


Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindred  warmth  bereft; 
To  want,  to  (hame,  to  ruthlefs  cenfure  left ! 
Patience,  or  pride,  to  this,  relief  fupplies  ! 
But  a  loft  wife  ! — there  !  there  diftradlion  lies! 

Now  three  fad  years  1  yield  me  all  to  grief, 
And  fly  the  hated  comfort  of  relief ! 
Though  rich,  great,  young,  I  leave  a  pompous  feat, 
fMy  brother's  now)  to  feek  fomc  dark  retreat : 
Mid  cloifter'd  folitary  tombs  I  ftray, 
Defpair  and  horror  lead  the  cheerlefs  way  ! 
My  forrow  grows  to  fuch  a  wild  excefs, 
Life,  injur'd  life,  muft  wifti  the  paffion  lefs! 
Olympia  ! — my  Olympia's  loft  I  (I  cry) 
Olynipia's  loft,  the  hollow  vaults  reply! 
Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan  ; 
The  fwelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan  ; 
The  ghofts  to  fcream,  as  through  lone  aifles  they 

fweep ; 
The  (brines  to  (hudder,  and  the  faints  to  weep  ! 

Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gathering  Cghs  fuppreft. 
Swell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  labouring  breaft ! 
With  ftruggling  ftarts,  each  vital  ftring  they  ftrain. 
And  ftrike  the  tottering  fabric  of  my  brain  ! 
O'er  my  funk  fpirits  frowns  a  vapoury  fcene, 
Woe's  dark  retreat !   the  madding  maze  of  fpleen  ! 
A  deep  damp  gloom  o'erfpreads  the  murky  cell ; 
Here  pining  thoughts  and  fecret  terrors  dwell ! 
Here  learn  the  great  unreal  wants  to  feign  I 
Unpleafmg  truths  here  mortify  the  vain  ! 
Here  learning,  blinded  firft,  and  then  beguil'd, 
Looks  dark  as  ignorance,  as  frenzy  wild  ! 
Here  firft  credulity  on  reafon  won  1 
And  here  falfe  zeal  myfterious  rants  begun  ! 
Here  love  impearls  each  moment  with  a  tear. 
And  fuperftition  owes  to  fpleen  her  fear  ! 

Fantaftic  lightnings,  through  the  dreary  wayi 
In  fwift  fhcrt  fignals  flafli  the  burfting  day  ! 
Above,  beneath,  acrofs,  around,  they  fly! 
A  dire  deception  ftrikes  the  mental  eye  ! 
By  the  blue  fires,  pale  phantoms  grin  fevere  f 
shrill,  fancy'd  echoes  wound  th'  affrighted  ear  I 
Air-bunifb'd  fpirits  flag  in  fogs  profound. 
And,  all  obfcene,  fhed  baneful  damps  around  ! 
Now  whifpers,  trembling  in  fome  feeble  wind, 
Sigh  out  prophetic  fears,  and  freeze  the  mind  I 

Loud  laughs  the  hag  I — She  mocks  complaint 
away. 
Unroofs  the  den,  and  lefs  in  more  than  day. 
Swarms  of  wild  fancies,  wing'd  in  various  flight. 
Seek  emblematic  (hades,  and  myftic  light  !  . 

Some  drive  with  rapid  fteeds  the  (hining  car! 
Thefe  nod  from  thrones !  Thofe    thunder  in  the 

war  I 
Till,  tir'd,  they  turn  from  the  delufive  (how, 
Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  ftupid  woe. 

Here  the  lone  hour  a  blank  of  life  difplays. 
Till  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  more  acftive  raifc-j 
A  fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh  ! 
Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye  ! 
Her  eye  all  red,  and  funk  I — A  robe  (he  wotff, 
With  life's  calamities  embroider'd  o'er. 
A  mirror  in  one  hand  colledtive  (hows, 
Vary'd  and  muhiply'd,  that  group  of  woes. 
This  endlefs  foe  to  generous  toil  and  pain 
Lolls  on  a  couch  for  eafe  -,  but  lolh  in  vain ; 
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She  mufes  o'er  her  woe  embroiderM  veft, 
And  fclf-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breaft. 
To  fhun  her  care,  the  force  of  fleep  (lie  tries, 
Still  wakes  her  mind,  though  flumbers  doze  her 

eyes : 
8hc  dreams,  ftarts,  rifes,  ftalks  from  place  to  place, 
With  reftlefs,  thoughtful,  interrupted  pace  ; 
Now  eyes  the  J'un,  and  curfes  every  ray. 
Now  the  green  ground,  where  colour  fddes  away. 
r)im  fpeftres  dance.     Again  her  eye  {he  rears  ; 
Then  from  the  blood-fhot  ball  wipes  purpled  tears ; 
Then  prefTcs  hard  her  brow,  with  mifchief  fraught, 
Her  brow  half  burfts  with  agony  of  thought  ; 
From  me    (ilie  cries)   pale  wretch,  thy  comfort 

claim, 
Born  of  dcfpair,  and  fuicide  my  nam.e  I 
VVhv  fliould  thy  life  a  moment's  pain  endure  ! 
Here  every  objecft  proffers  grief  a  cure. 
She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  blackening 

flioot ! 
Fear  not !  pluck  !  eat  (faid  fhe)  the  fovereign  root ! 
Then  death,  revers'd,  fhall  bear  hi'^  ebon  lance  ! 
Soft  o'er  thy  fight  ihall  fwini  the  fhadowy  trance  ! 
Or  leap  yon  rock,  pofTsfs  a  watery  grave, 
And  leave  wild  fo.'-row  to  tlie  wind  and  wave  ! 
Or  mark — this  poniard  thus  from  mifcry  frees ! 
She  wounds  her  bieaft  ! — the  guilty  fteel  I  feize  ! 
Straight,  where  fne  ftruck,  a  fmoking  fpring  of 

gore  [floor. 

Wells  from  the  wound,  and  Hoats  the  crimfon'd 
She  faints!   fhe  fades! — Calm  thoughts  the  deed 

revolve, 
And  now,  unftartling,  fix  the  dire  refolve ; 
Death  drops  his  terrors,  and,  with  charming  wiles, 
Winning,  and  kind,  like  my  Olympia  fmiles  ! 
He  points  the  paiTjge  to  the  feats  divine. 
Where  poets,  heroes,  fainted  lovers  fhine  I 
I  come,  Olympia  ! — my  rear'd  arm  extends; 
Half  to  my  breaft  the  threatening  point  defcends; 
Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land!  new  lightnings 

play  : 
When,  lo  I  a  voice  refounds--- Arife  I   away  ! 
Away  !  nor  murmur  at  th'  afflidlve  rod.' 
Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God  ! 
Hy'ft  tliou  from  providence  for  vain  relief  ? 
Such  ill-fought  eafe  flaall  draw  avenging  grief. 
Honour,  the  more  obilrudled,  ftrongcr  ibines, 
And  zeal  by  perfecution's  rage  refines. 
By  woe,  the  foul  to  daring  aJlion  fwells ; 
By  woe,  in  paintlefs  patience  it  excels; 
From  patient,  prudent  dear  experience  fprings, 
And  traces  knowledge  through  the  courfe  of  things  I 
Thence  hope  is  form'd,  thence  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
Renown  :— -whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs. 

The  vaniCli'd  fiend  thus  fent  a  hollow  voice, 
Would'ft  thou  be  happy  ?  ftraight  be  death  thy 

choice. 
How  mean  are  thofe,  v/ho  paffively  complain  ; 
While  adlive  fouls,  more  free,  their  fetters  ftrain  I 
Though  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
Renown  :--- whate'er  men  covet  and  carefs; 
On  earth  fuccefs  muft  in  its  turn  give  way. 
And  cv'n  peifetflion  introduce  decay. 
Never  the  world  of  fpiiits  thus--  their  reft 
Uniouch'd  !  entire '--once  happy,  evcrblsft! 


Earneft  the  heavenly  voice  refponfive  cries, 
Oh,  lifton  not  to  fubtiity  unwife  ! 
Thy  guardian  faint,  who  mourns  thy  haplefs  fate, 
Heaven  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue,  ere  too  late. 
Know,  if  thou  wilt  thy  dear  lov'd  wife  deplore, 
Olympia  waits  thee  on  a  foreign  fnore  ; 
There  in  a  cell  thy  lafl.  remains  be  fpent ; 
Away  !  deceive  defpair,  and  find  content  I 

I  heard,  obey'd  ;  nor  more  of  fate  complain'd  ; 
Long  feas  t  meafur'd,  and  this  mountain  galn'd 
Soon  to  a  yawning  rift,  chance  turn'd  my  way  ; 
A  den  it  prov'd,  where  a  huge  ferpent  lay  I 
Flame-ey'd  he  lay  ! — he  rages  now  for  food, 
Me^jts  my  firft  glance,  and  meditates  my  blood  ! 
His  bulk,  in  many  a  gather'd  orb  uproU'd, 
Rears   fpire  on  fpire  !  His  fcales,    be-dropt  with 

gold, 
Shine  burnilh'd  in  the  fun  1  fuch  height  they  gain, 
They  dart  green  lullre  on  the  dillant  main  ! 
Now  writh'd  in  dreadful  fiope,  he  fl;oops  his  creft, 
Furious  to  fix  on  my  unfhieldcd  breaft ' 
Juft  as  he  fprings,  my  fabre  fmites  the  foe  ! 
Headlefs  he  fall-,  beiiest.h  th'  unerring  blow  ! 
Wrath   yet    remains,   though   Itrength  his  fabric 

leaves. 
And  the  mesnt  hifs  the  gafping  mouth  deceives; 
The  lengthening  trunk  flow-loofens  every  fold, 
Lingers  in  life:   then  flretches  flif)',  and  cold. 
Juii  as  th'  inveterate  fon  of  mifchief  ends, 
Comes  a  white  dove,  and  near  the  fpot  defcends  ( 
1  hail  this  om.en  !  all  bad  paffions  ceafe, 
Like  the  flain  fnake,  and  all  within  is  peace* 

Next,  to  religion  this  plain  roof  I  raife  1 
In  duteous  rites  my  hallow'd  tapers  blaze; 
I  bid  due  incenfe  on  my  altars  fmoke  ! 
Then,  at  this  tomb,  my  promis'd  love  invoke  ! 
She  hears!  fhe  comes  !— My  heart  what  rapturoi 

warm  ? 
All  my  Olympia  fparklcs  in  the  form  ! 
No  pale,  wan,  livid  mark  of  death  fhe  bears  ! 
Jiacii  rcfeate  look  a  quickening  tranfport  wears  ! 
A  robe  of  light,  high-wrought,  her  Ihape  invefts  ; 
Unzon'd  the  fwelling  beauty  of  her  breafts  ! 
Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  refumes, 
In  her  fair  hand,  love's  branch  of  myrtle  blooms  ! 
Silent, awhile, each  well-known  charm  I  trace; 
Then,  thus,  (while  nearer  fhe  avoids  th'  embrace) 
Thou  dear  deceit  I— muft  I  a  (hade  purfue  ? 
Dazzled  1  gaze  1— thou  fwim'ft  before  my  view  ! 
Dip'd  in  etherial  dews,  her  bough  divine 
Sprinkles  my  eyes,  which,  ftrengthen'd,  bear  th« 

fhine : 
Still  thus  I  urge  (for  ftill  the  fhadowy  blifs 
Shuns  the  warm  grafp,  nor  yields  the  tender  kifs) 
Oh,  fly  not ! — fade  not  !  liilcn  to  love's  call ! 
She  lives  !  no  more  I'm  man  !   I'm  fpirit  all ! 
Then  let  me  friatch  thee  ! — prefs  thee  !--take  m^ 

whole  ! 
Oh,  clofe  ! — yet  clofer  ! — clofer  to  my  foul ! 
Twice,  round  her  waiti,  my  eager  arms  entwin'd. 
And,  twice  deceiv'd,  my  frenzy  dafp'd  the  wind  { 
Then  thus  1  rav'd — Behold  thy  hulband  kneel, 
And  judge  !  O  judge  what  agonies  I  feel ! 
Oh  !  be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fair; 
Take  horror's  &ape,  and  fright  nie  to  defpair  ! 
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Rather  than  thus,  unpitying,  fee  my  moan, 
Far  rather  frown,  and  fix  me  here  in  ftone  ! 
But  mock  not  tluis ! — Alas  (the  charmer  faid, 
Smiling,  and  in  herfmile  foft  radiance  play'd) 
Alas  !  no  more  eluded  f.rength  employ. 
To  clafp  a  fhade  !— What  more  is  mortal  joy  ? 
Man's  lilifs  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  furmis'd  ; 
Or,e  ignorance,  the  other  pain  difguis'd  ! 
I'hou  wert  (had  all  thy  wilh  been  Hill  psiffcft) 
Supremely  curs'd  from  being  greatly  bleft, ; 
For  oh  !  fo  fair,  fo  dear  was  I  to  thee. 
Thou  hadft  forgot  thy  God  to  worftiip  me  ; 
This  he  forefawf,  and  fnatch'd  me  to  the  tomb; 
Above  I  llourifli  in  unfading  bloom. 
Think  me  not  loft  ;  for  thee  I  heaven  implore  ! 
Thy  guardian  angel,  though  a  wife  no  more ! 
I,  when  abllraded  from  this  world  you  feem, 
liint  the  pure  thought,  and  frame  the   heavenly 

dream ! 
Clofe  at  thy  fide,  when  morning  ftreaks  the  air, 
In  mufic's  voice  I  wake  thy  mind  to  prayer  ! 
By  me,  thy  hymns,  like  purcft  incenfe,  rife, 
Fragrant  witli  grace,  and  pleafing  to  the  Ikies  I 
And  when  that  form  fliall  from  its  clay  refine, 
(That  only  bar  betwixt  my  foul  and  thine  !) 
\Vhen  thy  lov'd  fpirit  mounts  to  realms  of  light, 
Then  fhall  Olympia  aid  thy  earlieft  flight  : 
Mingled  we'll  flame  in  raptures  that  afpire 
Beyond  all  youth,  all  fenle,  and  all  dcfire. 
She  ended.     Still  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells  behind, 
Th'  inchanting  voice  dill  warbles  in  my  mind  : 
But  lo !  til'  unbodied  vifion  fleets  away  ! — 
— Stay,  my  Olyxmpia  !— I  conjure  thee,  flay  ! 
Yet  flay — for  thee  my  memory  leans  to  fmart ! 
Sure  every  vein  contains  a  bleeding  heart ! 
Sooner  fhall  fplendor  leave  the  blaze  of  day, 
Than  love,  fo  pure,  fo  vafi  as  mine,  decay  ! 
From  the  fame  heavenly  fource  its  luflre  came, 
And  glows,  immortal,  with  congenial  flame  ! 
Ah  ! — let  me  not  with  fires  negleJled  burn  ; 
Sweet  miflrefs  of  my  foul,  return,  return  1 

Alas  !--fhe's  fled— I  traverfe  now  the  place. 
Where  my  enamour'd  thoughts  her  footuejjs  trace. 
Now,  o'er  the  tomb,  I  bend  my  drooping  head. 
There  tears,  the  eloquence  of  forrow,  ihed. 
Sighs  choke  my  words,  unable  to  exprefs 
The  piinics  the  throbs  of  fpeechlefs  tendernefs! 
iJct  with  more  ardent,  more  tranfparent  flame, 
Call  dying  faints  on  their  Creator's  name, 
Than    I   on    her's; — but   through   yon   yielding 

door. 
Glides  a  new  phantom  o'er  the  illumin'd  floor  ! 
The  roof  fv/ift  kindles  from  the  beaming  ground. 
And  floods  of  living  luftre  flame  around  ! 
In  all  the  majelty  of  light  array'd, 
Awful  it  fliines  I — 'ti»  Cato's  honour'd  fliade  ! 
As  I  the  heavenly  vifitant  purfue, 
Sublimer  glory  opens  to  my  view  ! 
lie  fpeaks -— But,oh!  what  words  fhall  dare  repeat 
His  thoughts!— They  leave  me  fir'd  with  patriot 

heat ! 
More  than  poetic  raptures  now  I  feel. 
And  own  that  godlike  pafljon,  public  zeal ! 
^jtfrom  my  frailty,  it  receives  a  flain, 
i  grow,  unlike  my  great  infpirer,  vain; 


And  burn,  once  more,  the  bufy  v?oiId  to  Itno?)^, 
And  would,  in  fcenes  of  adtion  foreniofl  glow  ! 
Where  proud  ambition  points  her  dazzling  rays! 
Where  coronets  and  crowns,  attraftive,  blazq  ! 
When  my  Olympia  leaves  the  realms  above. 
And  lures  me  back  to  folitary  love. 
She  tells  me  truth,  prefers  an  humble  {late. 
That  genuine  greatnefs  fhuns  the  being  great! 
That  mean  are  thofc,  who  falfe-term'd  honour 

prize; 
Whofe  fabrics  from  their  country's  ruin  rife; 
Who  look  the  traitor,  like  the  patriot,  fair  ; 
Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir. 
1  hear  I — through  all  my  veins  new  tranlport" 
roll ! 
I  gaze  '---warm  love  comes  rufhing  on  my  foul : 
Ravifh'd  I  gaze  !— again  her  charms  decay  ! 
Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way  ! 
Cato  returns :— -Zeal  takes  her  courfe  to  reign ! 
But  zeal  is  in  ambition  lofl  again  ! 
I'm  new  the  flave  of  fondnefs  !---now  of  pride! 
—  By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  fubfide  { 
Thefe  balanc'd  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean. 
Betwixt  them  found,  gives  happinefs  ferene; 
Ihis  I'll  enjoy  !— -He  ended!— -I  reply 'd, 
O  hermit!  thou  art  worth  feverely  tiy'd! 
But  had  not  inr;ate  grief  prodiic'd  thy  woes. 
Men,  barbarous  men,  had  prey'd  on  thy  repofe. 
When  feeking  joy,  we  feldom  forrow  mifs, 
And  often  mifery  points  the  path  to  blifs. 
The  foil,  moll;  worthy  of  the  thrifty  fwain, 
Is  wounded  thus,  ere  trufted  with  the  grain ; 
The  flruggling  grain  muft  work  obfcure  its  way, 
Ere  the  firfl  green  fi  rings  upward  to  the  day  ; 
Up-fprung,  fuch  weed-like  coarfenefs  it  betrays, 
Flocks  on  th'  abandcn'd  blade  permiflive  graze ; 
Then  flioots  the  wealth,  from  imperfection  clear. 
And  thus  a  grateful  harveft  crowns  the  year. 


CANTO  in. 

Thus  free  our  focial  time  from  morning  flows 
Till  riling  fhades  attempt  the  day  to  clofe. 
Thus  my  new  friend  :   behold  the  light's  decay: 
Back  to  yon  city  let  me  point  thy  way. 
South-weft,  behind  yon  hill,  the  floping  fun. 
To  ocean's  verge  his  fluent  courfe  has  run : 
His  parting  eyes  a  watery  radiance  fhed, 
Glarjce  through  the  vale,  and  tip  the  mountain's 

head  : 
To  which  oppos'd  the  fliadowy  gulfs,  below, 
Beauteous,  reflei^:  the  party-colour'd  fnow. 

Now  dance  the  flars,  where  Vefper  leads  the 

way; 
Yet  all  faint-glimmefing  with  remains  of  day. 
Orient,  the  queen  of  night  emits  her  dawn. 
And  throws,  unfeen,  her  mantle  o'er  the  lawn. 
Up  the  blue  lUep,  her  crimfon  orb  now  fhines; 
Now  on  the  mountain-top  her  arm  reclines, 
In  a  red  crcfcent  fecn  :  Her  zone  now  gleams, 
Jvike  Venus,  quivering  in  refledlingflrcams. 
Yet  reddening,  yet  round-burning  up  the  air, 
Frcn;  the  white  cliff,  her  feet  flaw-riling  glare 
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Sec  !  fiames,  condens'd  now  vary  her  attire ; 
Her  face,  a  broad  circumference  of  fire. 
Dark  firs  feein  kindled  in  no6lurnal  blaze  ; 
Through  ranks  of  pines,  her  broken  luftre  plays. 
Here  glares,    there    brown-projecling   fliade  bc- 

Irows, 
And,  glittering,  fpcrts  upon  the  fpane;Ied  fnows. 

Now  filver  turn  her  beams  !---yon  den  they  gain; 
The  big,  rous'd  Jioa  /hakes  his  brindled  main. 
Fierce,  fleet,  gaunt  monflcrs,  all  prcpar'd  for  gore, 
Rend  woods,  vales,  rocks,  with  wide  refounding 

roar. 
O  dire  prefige  ! — But  fear  not  thou,  my  friend. 
Our  fieps  the  guardians  of  the  juft  attend. 
H'jmcwardril  wait  thee  on---and  now  furvey. 
How  men  and  fpirits  chafe  the  night  away  ! 
Yon  nymphs  and  fwains  in  amorous  mirth  ad- 
vance ; 
To  breathing  mufic  moves  the  circling  dance. 
Here  the  bold  youth  in  deeds  adventurous  glow, 
Skimming  in  rapid  fleds  the  crackling  fuow. 
Hot  when  Tyd'des  won  the  funeral  race,. 
Shot  his  light  car  along  in  I'wifter  pace. 
Here  the  glaz'd  way  with  iron  feet  they  dare, 
And  glide,  well-poi.s'd,  like  Mercuries  in  air. 
There  crowds,  with  liable  tread,  and  icvel'd  eye, 
Lift,  and  difmifs  the  quoits,  ti^at  whirling  fly. 
With  force  fuperior,  not  with  fkill  fo  true. 
The  ponderous  difiC  from  Roman  fuiews  flew. 
Where    neighbouring    hills    Tome    cloudy    flieet 

fuflain, 
Freez'd  o'er  the  nether  vale  a  penfile  plain, 
Crofs  the  roof'd  hollow  rolis  the  niaffy  round, 
The  crack'd  ice  rattles,  and  the  rocks  rcfound  ! 
Cenfiiies,  difputes,  and  Ir.ughs,  alternate,  rii'e  ; 
And  deafening  clangor  thunders  up  the  fkies. 

Thus,  amid  crowded  images,  ferene, 
From  hour  to  hour  we  pafs'd,  from  feene  to  fcene  : 
Faft  wore  the  night.     Full  long  we  pac'd  our  way  ; 
Vain  fteps  I  the  city  yet  far  diilant  lay. 
While  thus  the  hermit,  ere  my  woric'er  fpoke, 
Methought,  with  new  amufement,  filence  broke  : 
Yon  amber-hued  cafcade,  which  fleecy  flies 
Through   rocks,   and  ftrays   along   the    tracklefs 

fkies, 
To  frolic  fairies  marks  the  mazy  ring ; 
Forth  to  the  dance  from  little  cells  they  fpring, 
Meafur'd  to  pipe  or  harp  ! — and  next  they  Hand, 
Marfhal'd  beneath  the  moon,  a  radiant  band  1 
In  frofl-work  now  delight  the  fportive  kind  : 
Now  court  wild  fancy  in  the  whiftling  wind. 

Hark  !   the  funeral  bell's  deep-founding  toll. 
To  blifs,  from  mifery,  calls  fome  righteous  foul ! 
Jufl  freed  from  life,  life  fwift-afcending  fire. 
Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  fpire  ! 
Light  clafps  its  wings  ! — it  views,   with  pitying 

fjght. 
The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite; 
The  plume   high   wrought,  that  blackening  Dods 

in  air ; 
Theflow-pac'd  weeping  pomp;  the folemn  prayer; 
The  decent  tomb  ;  the  verfe,  that  forrow  gives, 
Where,  to  remembrance  fvveet,  fair  virtue  lives. 

Now  to  mid-heaven  the  whitcn'd  moon  inclines. 
And  fliades  contraiSl,  mark'd  out  in  clearer  lines ; 
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With  noifelefs  gloom  the  plains  are  delug'd  o'er  : 
See  1 — from    the  north,  what  ilreaming  meteors 

pour  1 
Beneath  Bootes  fprlngs  the  radiant  train. 
And  quiver  through  the  axle  6f  his  wain. 
O'er  altars  thus,  impainted,  we  behold 
Half-circling  glories  fhoot  in  rays  of  gold. 
Crofs  sether  fwift  elance  the  vivid  fires  ! 
As  fwift  again  each  pointed  flame  retires  ! 
In  Fancy's  eye  encountering  armies  glare. 
And  fanguine  enfigns  wave  unfurl'd  in  air  I 
Kence  the  weak  vulgar  deem  impending  fate,^ 
A  monarch  ruin'd,  or  unpeopled  llate. 
Thus  comets,  dreadful  vifitants!  arife 
To  them  wild  omens  I  fcience  to  the  wife  I 
Thefe  mark  the  comet  to  the  fun  incline, 
While  deep-red  flames  around  its  centre  fliine! 
While  its  tierce  rear  a  winding  trail  difplays. 
And  lights  a!!  xther  with  the  fweepy  blaze  ! 
Or  v.'hen,  compell'd,  it  flies  the  torrid  zone, 
And  ihoots  by  worlds  unnumber'd  and  unknown  j 
By  worlds,  whofe  people,  all  aghaft  with  fear, 
May  view  that  miniRer  of  vengeance  near  ! 
Till  now,  the  tranCent  glow,  remote  and  Icfl:, 
Decays,  and  darkens  'mid  involving  froft  ! 
Or  when  it,  lunward,  drinks  rich  beams  again, 
And  burns  imperious  on  th'  setherial  plain  ! 
The  learn'd-one,  curious,  eyes  it  from  afar, 
Sparkling  through  night,  a  new  illuilrious  flar  ! 

The  moon,  defcending,  faw  us  now  purfue 
The  various  talk  : — the  city  near  in  view  ! 
Here  from  ftill-life  (he  cries)  avert  thy  fight. 
And  mark  what  deeds  adorn,  or  fliame  the  night! 
But,  heedful,  each  immodeft  profpedl  fly; 
Where  decency  forbids  inquiry's  eye. 
Man,  were  not  man,  without  love's  wanton  fire, 
But  reafon's  glory  is  to  quell  defire. 
What  are  thy  fruits,  O  luit  ?  Short  bleflings  bought 
With  long  remorfe,  the  feed  of  bitter  thought; 
Perhaps  fome  babe  to  dire  difeafes  born,  [mourn; 
Doom'd    for    another's  crimes,    through    life,    to 
Or  murder'd,  to  preferve  a  mother's  fame  ; 
Or  caft  obfcure  ;  the  child  of  want  and  (hame  ! 
Falfe  pride  !    What  vices  on  our  condudl  ileal, 
From  the  world's  eye  one  frnilty  to  conceal ! 
Ye  cruel  mothers  !— Soft  I  thole  words  commandj 
So  near  fliall  cruelty,  and  mother  ftand  ? 
Can  the  dove's  bofom  fnalccy  venom  draw  ? 
Can  its  foot  fliarpen,  like  the  vulture's  claw  ? 
Can  the  fond  goat,  or  tender,  fleecy  dam 
Howl  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid  or  lamb  ? 
Yes,  there  arc  mothers— There  I  fear'd  his  aim. 
And,  confcious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name; 
Then,  with  a  figh,  his  ilfuing  words  oppos'd  1 
Straight  with  a  falling  tear  the  fpeech  he  clos'd  I 
That  tenderncfs,  which  ties  of  blood  deny, 
Nature  repaid  me  from  a  flranger's  eye. 
Pale  grew  my  cheeks  !-— But  now  to  general  views 
Our  eonverfe  turns,  which  thus  my  friend  renews. 

Yon  manfion,  made  by  beaming  tapers  gay, 
Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  counterfeits  the  day^ 
From  lumin'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 
Around,  athwart,  the  frilking  fhadows  fly. 
There  midnight  riotfprcads  illufive  joys, 
And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time  dtutovs. 
Qjl  ''i 
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Soon  death's  dark  agent  to  luxuriant  eafe, 
Shall  wake  {harp  warnings  in  fome  fierce  difeafe. 

0  man  !  thy  fabric's  like  a  well-form'd  ftate ; 
Thy  thoughts,  firit  rank'd,  were  fure  defign'd  the 

great ; 
PaRioDs  plebians  are,  which  fatflion  raife; 
■^'ine,  like  pour'd  oil,  escites  the  raging  blaze  ; 
Then  giddy  anarchy's  rude  triumphs  rife  : 
Then  fovereign  reafon  from  her  empire  flies  : 
That  ruler  once  depos'd,  wjfdom  and  wit, 
To  noife  and  folly,  place  and  power  fubaiit ; 
Like  a  frail  bark  thy  weaken'd  mind  is  toft, 
Unfteer'd,  unbalanc'd,  till  its  wcahh  is  lofl. 

The  mifer-fpirit  eyes  the  fpendthrift  heir, 
And  mourns,  too  late,  effedls  of  fordid  care.   . 
His  treafures  fly  to  cloy  each  fawning  flave ; 
Yet  grudge  a  ftone  to  dignify  his  grave. 
For  this,  low-thoughted  craft  his  life  employ'd  ; 
Jor  this,  though  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy'd ; 
For  this,  he  grip'd  the  poor,  and  alms  deny'd. 
Unfriended  liv'd  and  unlamented  died. 
Yet  fmile,  griev'd  fliade !    when   that  unprofpe- 

rous  flora 
Faft-lefiens,  when  gay  hours  return  no  more  ; 
Smile  at  thy  heir,  beholding,  in  his  fall, 
Men  once  oblig'd,  like  him,  ungrateful  all ! 
Then  thought-infpiring  woe  his  heart  fhall  mend, 
And  prove  his  only  wife,  unflattering  friend. 

Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  fport. 
While  plotting  mifchief  keeps  referv'd  her  court. 
L.O  1  from  that  mount,  in  blafting  fulphur  broke, 
Stream  flames  voluminous,  enwrapp'd  with  Imoke ! 
In  chariot-lhape  they  whirl  up  yonder  tower, 
Lean  on  its  brow,  and  like  deflruvStion  lower  ! 
From  the  black  depth,  a  fiery  legion  fprings; 
£ach  bold,  bad  fpeiflre  claps  her  founding  wings  : 
And  ftraight  beneath  a  fummon'd,  traiteroiis  band, 
On  horrcr  bent,  in  dark  convention  fland  : 
From  each  fiend's  mouth  a  ruddy  vapour  flows, 
Glides  through  the  roof,  and  o'er  the  council  glows : 
The  villains,  clofe  beneath  th'  infection  pent, 
Feel,  all-polTefs'd,  their  riling  galls  ferment  ; 
And  burn  with  fatftion,  hate,  and  vengeful  ire. 
For  rapine,  blood,  and  devaftation  dire  ! 
But  juftice  marks  their  ways:  fhe  waves  in  air, 
The  fword,  high-threatening,  like  a  ccniet's  glare. 

While  here  dark,  vijlany  hcrfelf  deceives, 
There  ftudious  honefly  our  view  relieves. 
A  feeble  taper,  from  yon  lonefome  room, 
Scattering  thin  rays,  juil  glimmers  through  the 

gloom. 
There  fiis  the  fapient  bard  in  mufeful  mood. 
And  glows  impafiion'd  for  his  country's  good  ! 
All  the  bright  fpi'-its  of  the  jufl;  combin'd, 
Inform,  refine,  and  prompt  his  towering  mind  1 
He  takes  the  gifted  quill  from  ha.ids  divine. 
Around  his  temples  rays  refulgent  fliine  ! 
Now  rapt  I  now-more  than  man! — I  fee  him  climb, 
To  view  this  fpeck  of  earth  from  worlds  fublime  '. 

1  fee  him  now  o'er  nature's  works  prefide  I 
How  clear  the  vifion  !  and  the  fceue  how  wide  I 
Let  fome  a  name  by  adulation  raife, 

Or  fcandal,  meaner  than  a  vena!  pr.iife  ! 
My  mufc  (he  cries)  a  nobler  profpcdl  view  I 
Through  fancy's  wilds  fome  morai'spoint  piirfue! 
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From  dark  deception  dear  drawn  truth  difplay, 
As  from  black  chaos  rofe  refplendcnr  day  ! 
Awake  compaflion,  and  bid  terror  rife  ! 
Bid  humble  forrows  flrike  fuperior  eyes ! 
So  pamper'd  power,  unconfcious  of  dillrefs, 
May  fee,  be  mov'd,  and,  being  mov'd,  rcdrefs. 

Ye  traitors,  tyrants,  fear  his  flinging  lay  ! 
Ye  powers  unlov'd,  unpity'd  in  decay! 
But  know,  to  you  fweet-blofiom'd  fame  he  bringj. 
Ye  heroes,  patriots,  and  paternal  kings! 

O  Thou,  who  form'd,   who  rais'd  the  poet's 
art. 
(Voice  of  thy  will  1)  unerring  force  impart  1 
If  wailing  worth  can  generous  warmth  excite  ! 
If  verfe  can  gild  inllruAion  with  delight, 
Infpire  his  honefl  mufe  with  orient  flame, 
To  rife,  to  dare,  to  reach  the  nobleft  aim  I 

But,  O  my  friend  1  myflerious  is  our  fate  ! 
How  mean  his  forrtune,  though  his  mind  elate! 
.^neas-like  hepalTes  through  the  crowd. 
Unfought,  urfeen  beneath  misfortune's  cloud; 
Or  feen  with  flight  regard  :   Unprais'd  his  name  : 
His  after-honour,  and  our  after-fliame. 
The  doom'd  defert,  to  avarice  ftands  confefs'd  j 
Her  eyes  averted  are,  and  fteel'd  her  breaft. 
Envy  afquint  the  future  wonder  eyes: 
Bold  infult,  pointing,  hoots  him  as  he  flies; 
While  coward  ceni'urc,  Ikill'd  in  darker  ways. 
Hints  fure  detradtion  in  dilTemblcd  praife! 
Hunger,  thirft,  nakednef^,  there  grievous  fall  1 
Unjuil  deriiion  too! — that  tongue  of  gall  '. 
Slow  comes  relief,  with  no  mild  charms  endued, 
Ufher'd  by  pride,  and  by  reproach  purfued. 
Forc'd  pity  meets  him  with  a  cold  rtfpeiS, 
Unkind  a*:"fcorn,  ungenerous  as  negletSt. 

Yet,  fuffering  worth  I   thy  fortitude  will  fbinc  : 
Thy  foes  are  virtue's,  and  her  friends  are  thine  1 
Patience  is  thine,  and  peace  thy  days  fhall  crown  j 
Thy  treafure  prudence,  and  thy  claim  renown  : 
Myriads,  unborn,  fhall  mourn  thy  haplefs  fate. 
And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  great  1 

Hark  !    from  the  watch-tower  rolls  the  trum- 
pet's/ourd, 
Sweet  through  IHll  night,  proclaiming  fafcty  round! 
Yon  flrade  illuflrious  quits  the  realnis  of  reft, 
To  aid  fome  orphan  of  its  race  dillreft, 
Safe  winds  him  through  the  fubterraneous  way. 
That  mines  yon  manfion,  grown  with  ruin  gray, 
And  marks  the  wealthy,  uufLif]'e(5ted  ground, 
Where,  green    with  ruft,    long-buried  coins,    a- 

bound. 
This  plaintive  ghoft,  from  earth  when  newly  fled. 
Saw  thofe,  the  living  trufttd,  wrong  the  dead  ; 
He  faw,  by  fraud  abus'd,  the  lifelefs  hand 
.'^ign  the  faife  deed  that  alienates  his  land  ; 
Heard,  on  his  fame,  injurious  cenfure  thrown. 
And  mourn'd  the  beggar'd  orphan's  bitter  groan, 
ConmiifTion'd  now  the  falfchood  he  reveals, 
To  juftice  foon  th^  enabled  heir  appeals  ; 
Soon,  by  his  wealth,  are  coftly  pleas  maintain'd, 
And,  by  difcover'd  truth,  lo!t  right  regain'd. 

But  why  (fome  rr.ay  inquire)  why  kind  fuccefj. 
Since  myftic  heaven  gives  raifery  oft  to  blefs  i 
Though  miicry  leads  to  happinefs  and  truth. 
Unequal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth. 
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tTnftrengthenM  virtue  fcarce  hisbofom  fir'd, 

And  fearful  from  his  growing  wants  retir'd. 

Oh,  let  not  cenfure,  if  (untry'd  by  grief, 

If,  amidft  woe,  untempted  by  relief,) 

He  ftoop'd  relu<9:ant  to  low  arts  of  fhame. 

Which  then,  ev'n  then  he  fcorn'd,  and  blufh'd  to 

name. 
Heaven  fees,  and  makes  th'imperfe<Si  worth  itscare, 
And  cheers  the  trembling  heart,  uuform'd  to  bear, 
Now  rifing  fortune  elevates  his  mind, 
He  ftiines  unclouded,  and  adorns  mankind. 

So  in  fome  engine,  that  denies  a  vent, 
If  unrefpiring  is  fome  creature  pent, 
It  fickens,  droops,  and  pants,  and  gafps  for  breath, 
8ad  o'er  the  fight  fwim  fhadowy  mifts  of  death  ; 
If  then  kind  air  pours  powerful  in  again, 
New  heats,  new  pulfes  quicken  every  vein  ; 
From  the  clear'd,  lifted,  life-rekindled  eye, 
Difpers'd,  the  dark  and  dampy  vapours  fly.    [rife. 

From  trembling  tombs  the  ghofls  of  greatnefs 
And  o'er  their  bodies  hang  with  wiftful  eyes; 
Or  difcontented  flalk,  and  mix  their  howls 
With  hov/ling  wolves,  their  fcreams  with  fcream- 

ing  owls. 
The  interval  'twixt  night  and  morn  is  nigh. 
Winter  more  nitrous  chills  the  ftiadow'd  Iky. 
Springs  with  foft  heats  no  more  give  borders  green, 
Nor  fmoking  breathe  along  the  whiten'd  fcene  ; 
While  fteaniy  currents,  fwect  in  profpedl,  charm 
Like  veins  blue-winding  in  a  fair  one's  arm. 

Now  flecp  to  fancy  parts  with  half  his  power 
And  broken  fl umbers  drag  the  reftlefs  hour. 
The  murder'd  feems  alive,  and  ghaftly  glares, 
Aud  in  dire  dreams  the  confcious  murderer  fcares, 
Shows  the  yet-fpouting  wound,  th'   enfanguiu'd 

floor, 
The  walls  yet-fmoking  with  the  fpatter'd  gore; 
Or  flirieks  to  dozing  juflice,  and  reveals 
The  deed,  which  fraudful  art  from  day  conceals ; 
The  delve  obfcene,  where  no  fufpicion  pries, 
Where  the  disfigur'd  corfe  unftirouded  hes ; 
The  fure,  the  ftriking  proof,  fo  ftrong  maintain'^, 
Pale  guilt  ftarts  felf-convided,  when  arraign'd. 

Thefe  fpirits  treafon  of  its  power  diveft, 
And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patriot's  bread. 
Thofe  folemn  thought  infpire,  or  bright  defcend 
To  fnatch  in  vifion  fweet  the  dying  friend. 

.But  we  deceive  the  gloom,  the  matin  bell 
Summons  co  prayer '. — Now  breaks  th'  enchanter's 

fpell ! 
And  now — But  yon  fair  fpirit's  form  furvey  '. 
•  Tis  Ihe  .' — Olympia  beckons  me  away  1 
I  hafte  ! — I  fly  : — adieu  '. — and  when  you  fee 
The  youth  who  bleeds  with  fondnefs,  think  on  me: 
Tell  him  my  tale,  and  be  his  pain  careil ; 
By  love  I  tortur'd  was,  by  love  I'm  bleft. 
When  worftiipp'd  woman  we  cntranc'd  behold. 
We  praife  the  Maker  in  his  faireft  mould ; 
The  pride  of  nature,  harmony  combin'd. 
And  light  immortal  to  the  foul  refin'dl 
Pepriv'd  of  charming  women,  foon  we  mifs 
The  prize  of  friendfhip,  and  the  life  of  blifs  '. 

Stillthroughthe  fliadesOlympiadawning  breaks', 
^hat  bloom,   what  brightneft  lufters  o'er  her 
cheeks  I 


Again  flie  calls !—!  dare  no  longer  ftay  '. 
A  kind  farewell — Olympia,  I  obey. 

He  turn'd,  no  longer  in  my  fight  remain'd  ; 
The  mountain  he,  I  fafe  the  city  gain'd. 


CANTO  IV. 

Still  o'er  my  mind  wild  fancy  holds  her  fway. 
Still  on  ftrange  vifionary  land  I  ftray. 
Now  fcenes  crowd  thick  !  now  indiflindl  appear  I 
Swift  glide  the  months,    and  turn  the  varying 
year  ! 
Near  the  bull's  horn  light's  rifingmonarch  draws; 
Now  on  its  back  the  Pleiades  he  thaws  ! 
Froii  venial  heat  pale  winter  forc'd  to  fly, 
Northward  retires,  yet  turns  a  watery  eye  ; 
Then  with  an  anguifh  breath  nips  infant  bloomSj 
Deprives  unfolding  fpring  of  rich  perfumes, 
Shakes  the  flow-circling  blood  of  human  race, 
And  in  fharp,  livid  looks  contrads  the  face. 
Now  o'er  Norwegian  hills  he  flrides  away  : 
Such  flippery  paths  ambition's  fteps  betray. 
Turning,  with  fighs,  far  fpiral  firs  he  fees, 
Wkich  bow  obedient  to  the  fouthern  breeze  : 
Now  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  creft  he  flirouds. 
Like  fame's,  obfcur'd  amid  the  whitening  clouds  j 
Thence  his  loft  empire  is  with  tears  deplor'd  : 
Such  tyrants  fhed  o'er  liberty  reftor'd. 
Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light 
Ten  times  the  meafur'd  round  of  mortal  light) 
A  wafle,  pale   glimmering,   like   a  moon,  that 

wanes 
A  wild  expanfe  of  frozen  fea  contains. 
It  crarks  I — vaft  floating  mountains  beat  the  fhore  I 
Far  off  he  hears  thofe  icy  ruins  roar. 
And  from  the  hideous  ctalh  diftradled  flies, 
Like  one,  who  feels  his  dying  infant's  cries. 
Near,  and  more  near  therufliing  torrents  found. 
And  one  great  rift  runs  through  the  vafl  profound, 
Swift  as  a  ftiooting  meteor ;  groaning  loud, 
Like  deep-roU'd  thunder  through  a  rending  cloud. 
The  late  dark  pole  now  feels  unfetting  day; 
fn  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way  ; 
O'er  many  a  polar  Alp  to  froft  he  goes, 
O'ercracklingvalesimbrown'dwithmeltingfnows: 
Here  bears  ftalk  tenants  of  the  barren  fpace. 
Few  men,  unfocial  thofe  1 — a  barbarous  race ! 
At  length  the  cave  appears  !  the  race  is  run  : 
How  he  recounts  the  conquefts  loft  and  won, 
And  taleful  in  th'  embrace  of  froft  remains, 
Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chains. 

Meanwhile  the  fun  his  beams  on  Cancer  throws, 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmeft  influence  glows. 
From  glowing  Cancer  fallen,  the  king  of  day. 
Red  through  the  kindling  Lion  fiioots  his  ray. 
The  tawny  harveft  pays  the  earlier  plough. 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough, 
'Tis  day-fpring.  Now  green  labyrinths  I  frequent. 
Where  wifdom  oft  retires  to  meet  content. 

The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lends, 
From  note  to  note  the  ravifh'dfoul  afcends; 
As  thus  it  would  the  patriarch's  ladder  climb. 
By  fome  good  angel  led  to  worlds  fublime  : 

9ji  "'i 
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Oft  (legends  fay)  thf  fjialte  with  waken'd  ire, 

Like  envy  rears  in  many  a  fcaly  fpire  ; 

Theti  longOers  droop,  then  yield  their  vital  gore,    . 

And  innocence  and  mufic  are  no  more. 

Mild  rides  the  morn  in  orient  beauty  dreft, 

Atiazare  mantle,  and  a  f-uiple  vtft. 

Vhich,  blown  by  gales,  her  gemmy  feet  difplay, 

Her  amber  treiTes  negligently  gay. 

Colledted  now  her  rofy  hand  they  fill, 

And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  liews  diftil. 

The  fongful  zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  hours, 

33re3the  fwect ;  and  I'trow  her  opening  way  with 
flowers. 
The  chattering  fwallows  leave  theirnefted  care, 

tach  promifing  return  with  plenteous  fare. 

So  the  fond  fwain,  who  to  the" market  hies. 

Stills,  with  big  hopes,  his  infant's  tender  cries. 
Yonder  two  turtles,  o'er  their  callow  brood. 

Hang  hovering,  ere  they  fetk  their  guiltltfs  food. 
Fondly  they  bill.     Now  to  their  morning  care. 
Like  our  lirft  parents,  p^irt  the  amorous  pair  : 
Uut  ah  ! — a  pair  no  more  ! — With  fpreading  wings, 
From  the  high-founding  cliff  a  vulture  fprings;- 
Steady  he  fails  along  th'  aerial  gray, 
.Swoops  down,  and  bears  yon  timorous  dove  away. 
Start  vi-e,  v\ho  worfe  than  vultures,  Nimrods  find, 
tMen  meditating  prey  on  human  kind  i 

Wild  hcafts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  their  way. 
Where  their  couch'd  young  demand  the  flaugh- 
tei'd  prey.  [fly. 

Rooks,  from  iheir  nodding  nefts,  black-fwarming 
And,  in  hoarfe  uproar,  tell  the  fowler  nigh, 

Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rous'd,  the  fuo 
1^  warn'd  the  blue  atherial  fleep  to  run. 
Whde  on  his  couch  of  floating  jafper  laid, 
From  Ins  bright  eye  fleep  calls  the  dewy  (hade. 
The  cryftal  dome  tranfparent  pillars  raifc, 
"Whence,    beam'd    from    fapphires,   living    azure 

plays : 
The  liquid  floor,  in-wrought  with  pearls  divine, 
"Where  all  his  labours  in  mofaic  fhine. 
His  coroi;et,  a  cloud  of  filver-white  ; 
"His  robe  with  uncor.fuming  crimf(;n  bright. 
Varied  with  gems,  all  heaven's  collei3,ed  (lore  ! 
AVhile  hisloofe  locks  defcend,  a  golden  Ihower. 
Xi  to  his  ilcps  compar'd,  we  tardy  find 
The  Grecian  racers,  who  outflrip  the  wind. 
Fleet  to  the  glowing  race  behold  him  flartl 
Jfis  quickening  eyes  a  qnivering  radiance  dart, 
And,  while  this  lail  no(Jl.urnal  flag  is  furl'd, 
Swift  into  life  and  motion  lock  ti;e  world. 
'I'he  fun-flower  now  averts  her  blooming  cheek 
From  vvefi,  to  view  his  caftcrn  lultre  break. 
AV'hat  gay,  creative,  power  his  prefence  brings  ! 
Hills,  lawn?,  lake'^,  villages  ! — the  face  of  things, 
All  night  beneath  fucccffive  fhadovvs  niifs'd, 
Inftant  begins  in  colours  to  exift  : 
^ut.abfcnc  thcfc  from  Tons  of  riot  keep. 
Loft  in  impure,  unmeditating  fleep. 
T'  unlock  his  fence,  the  new-rifcn  fwain  prepares, 
And  ere  forth-driven  recounts  his  fleecy  cares; 
'"When,  lo  !   an  ambufii'd  wolf,  with  hunger  b«ld, 
Spiir)j;s  at  the  prey,  and  fierce  invades  tiie  fold  ! 
But  by  the  paftor  rot  in  vain  defied,  .    . 

Like  our  ai  ch  foe  by  ioiuc  cclcllial  g'.iide. 


Spread  on  yon  rock  the  fea-calf  I  fnrvey  s 
Bafic'd  in  the  fun,  hi^  flcin  refle61:s  the  day. 
He  fees  yon  tower-like  fhip  the  waves  divide. 
And  flips  again  beneath  the  glaffy  tide. 

The  vyatery  herbs,  and  flirubs,  and  vines,  and 

flowers,  [(bowers. 

Rear  their   bent  heads,  o'ercharg'd  with  nightly 

Hail,  glorious  fun  !   to  whofe  attractive  fires, 
The  weaken'd,  vegetative  life  afpires  !  I 

The  juices,  wrought  by  thy  directive  force. 
Through  plants,  and   trees,  perform  their  genial 

cnurfe,  , 

Extend  in  root,  with  bark  unyielding  bind  1 

The  hcArted  trunk;  or  weave  the  branching  rind;       1 
Expand  in  leaves,  in  flowery  bloffoms  ftioot, 
Bleed  in  rich  gums,  and  fwell  in  ripen'd  fruit. 
From  Thee,  bright,  univcrfal  Power  !  began 
luftindl  ia  brute,  and  generous  love  in  man. 
Talk'd  I  of  love  i" — Von  fwain,  with  amorous 
air. 
Soft  Kvells  his  pipe,  to  charm  the  rural  fair. 
She  milks  the  flocks:  then,  liftening  as  he  plays. 
Steals,  in  the  running  brook,  a  confcious  gaze. 

1  he  trout,  that  deep,  in  winter,  ooz'd  remains, 
Up-fprings,  and  funward  turns  its  crimfon  ftains» 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chas'd  ; 
Now  lur'd  to  a.T.bient  fields  for  green  repaft, 
Ssc'k  their  fmall  vaulted  labyrinths  in  vain  ; 
Entangling  nets  betray  the  Ikif  ping  train  ; 
Red  malYacres  through  their  republic  fli', 
And  heaps  on  heaps  by  ruthlels  fpaniels  die. 

The  fiiher,  who  the  lonely  beech  has  ftray'd. 
And  all  the  live-long  night  his  net-work  fpread. 
Drags  ill,  and  bears  the  loaded  Inare  away  ; 
Wliere  flounce,  deceiv'd,  tii' expiring  finny  prey. 
Near    Neptune's   ten;pic    ^Neptune's   now    no 
more), 
Whofe  flatue  p'ants  a  trident  on  the  fliore. 
In  fportive  rings  the  generouv  dolphins  wind. 
And  eye,  and  think  the  image  human-kind  ; 
Dear,  pleafing   Iriendfiiip  !— -See !    the  pile  com- 
mands 
The  vale,  and  grim  at  fupenlition  fands ! 
Time's  hand  there  leaves  its  print  of  ir.offy  green, 
With  hollows,  carv'd  forfnakes,  and  birds  obfcene. 

O  Gibbs,  whofe  art  the  lolemn  fane  can  raife. 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praife ; 
When  mculder'd  thus  the  column  falls  away, 
Like  fomc  great  prince  majellic  in  decay; 
When  ignorance  and  fcorn  the  ground  fliall  tread. 
Where  wiidom  tutor'd,  and  devotion  pray'd  ; 
V\''here  all  thy  pompous  work  our  wondtr  claim  ; 
What,  but  the  mule  alone,  preftrvc  thy  name  ? 
The  fun  fhiiies,  broken,  through  yon  arch  that 
rears 
This  once  round  fabric,  half  depriv'd  by  years, 
Which  rofe  a  ftately  colonnade,  and  crown'd 
Encircling  pillars  now  unfaithful  found; 
In  fragments,  thefc  the  fall  of  rhofe  forebode, 
Which,  nodding,  jull   up-heave  their  crumbling 

load. 
High,  on  yon  column,  which  hasbatter'd  flood. 
Like  fome  flripp'd  oak,  the  grandeur  of  the  wood, 
The  ftork  iiiliabite  her  aerial  nefl: ;  ^.  .  ./■, 

Ey  her  are  liberty  and  pec;cc  tarelt  j 
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She  flies  the  realms  that  own  ^efpotic  kings, 
And  only  fpreads  o'er  free  born  ilates  her  wings. 
The  rooiF  is  now  the  daw's,  «r  raven's  haunt. 
And  loathfome  toads  in  the  dark  entrance  pant ; 
Or  fnakes,  that  lurk  to  fnap  the  heedlefs  fly, 
And  fated  bird,  that  oft  comes  fluttering  by. 

An  aquedu6h  acrofs  yon  vale  is  laid, 
Its  channel  through  a  ruin'd  arch  betray'd ; 
Whirl'd  down  a  fteep,  it  flies  with  torrent  force, 
Flafhes,  and  roars,  and  plows  a  devious  courfe. 

Attra<51;ed  milts  a  golden  cloud  commence. 
While  through  high-colour'd  air  flrike  rays  intenfe. 
Betwixt  two  points,  which  yon   fleep  mountains 

ftiow, 
Lies  a  mild  bay,  to  which  kind  breezes  flow. 
Beneath  a  grotto,  arch'd  for  calm  retreat. 
Leads  lengthening  in  the  rock — Be  this  my  feat. 
Heat  never  enters  here  ;  but  coolncfs  re'gns 
O'er  zephyrs,  and  diftilling,  watery  veins. 
Secluded  ix-v,'  I  trace  th'  inilruftive  page, 
And  live  o'er  fcencs  of  hiany  a  backward  age ; 
Through    day=,   months,    years,    through    time's 

whole  courfe  I  run, 
And  prefent  Hand  where  time  itfelf  begun. 

Ye  mighty  dead,  of  jufl,  diftinguifli'd  fame, 
Ygur  thoughts,  (ye  bright  inurudlors!)   here  I 

claim. 
Here  ancient  knowledge  opens  nature's  fprings; 
Here  truths  hilloric  give  the  hearts  of  kings. 
Hence  contemplation  learns  white  hours  tu  find, 
And  labours  virtue  on  th'  attentive  mind  : 
O  lov'd  retreat  !    thy  joys  content  beflow, 
Nor  guilt,  nor  ftiame,  nor  fliarp  repentance  know. 
What  the  fifth  Charles  long  aim'd  in  power  to  fee, 
That  happinefs  he  found  referv'd  in  thee,  [weeps, 
Now    let    me    change  the   page — Here    Tully 
While  in  death's  icy  arms  his  Tullia  fleeps, 
His  daughter  dear  ! — Retir'd  I  fee  him  mourn, 
By  all  the  frenzy  now  of  anguifti  torn. 
Wild  his  complaint  I  Nor  iwteter  forrow's  fiirain?, 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  lolt  complains. 
£ach  friend  condoles,  expoftulates,  reproves; 
JVIore  than  a  father  raving  Tully  loves ; 
Or  Salluft  cenfures  thus ' — Unheeding  blame, 
He  fchemes  a  temple  to  his  Tuliia's  name. 
Thus  o'er  my  hermit  once  did  grief  prevail, 
Thus  rofe  Olympia's  tomb,  his  moving  tale. 
The  fighs,  tears,  frantic  flarts,  that  banifh  reft, 
And  all  the  burflipg  forrows  of  his  breafl;. 

But  hark  !  a  fudden  power  attunes  the  air  ! 
Th'  enchanting  found  enamour'd  breezes  bear; 
Now  low,  now  high,  they  fink,  or  lift  the  fong, 
Which  the  cave  echoes  fweet,  and  fvveet  the  creeks 
prolong. 
1  lifien'd,  gaz'd,  when,  wondrous  to  behold  1 
From  ocean  fleam'd,  a  vapour  gathering  roU'd  : 
A  blue,  round  fpot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came. 
Spread  broad,  and  redden'd  into  dazzling  flame. 
JE^ull  orb'd  it  ihone,  and  dimm'd  the  fwimming 

fight. 
While  (Icubhng  objecls  danc'd  with  darkling  light. 
Aniaz'd  1  flood  1 — amaz'd  I  ftili  remain  ! 
y^hat  earthly  power  this  wonder  can  explain  ? 
Gradual,  at  length,  the  luftre  dies  away  : 
|i/Iy  eyes  rcllor'd,  a  mortal  form  furvey. 


My  hermit  friend  !  'Tis  he. — All  hail  I  (he  cries) 
I  fee,  and  would  alleviate,  thy  furpriie. 
The  vanifti'd  meteor  was  heaven's  mefl'age  meant. 
To  warn  thee  hence  :   I  knew  the  high  intent. 
Hear  then  !   in  this  fequefter'd  cave  retir'd. 
Departed  faints  converfe  with  men  infpir'd. 
'Tis  facred  ground  ;  nor  can  thy  mind  endure. 
Yet  unprepar'd,  an  intercourfe  fo  pure. 

Quick  let  us  hence And  now  extend  thy  views 

O'er   yonder    lawn ;  there  find  the   heaven-bom 

mufe  ! 
Or  feek  her,  where  flie  trufts  her  tuneful  tale 
To  the  mid,  filent  wood,  or  vocal  vale;       [fliades,' 
Where  trees  half  check  the   light  with  trembling 
Clofe  in  deep  glooms,  or  open  clear  in  glades; 
Or  where  furrounding  viftas  far  defcend, 
The  landfcape  varied  at  each  leflening  end; 
She,  only  flie  can  mortal  thought  refine. 
And  raife  thy  voice  to  vifitants  divine. 


CANTO  V. 

We  left  the  cave.     Be  fear  (faid  I)  defy'd  I 
Virtue  (for  thou  art  virtue)  is  my  guide. 

By  time-worn  fteps  a  fleep  afcent  we  gain, 
Wliofe  fummit  yields  a  profpedt  o'er  the  plain. 
There,  bench'd  with  turf,  an  oak  our  feat  extends, 
Whole  top  a  verdant,  branch'd  pavilion  bends. 
Villas,  with  leaves,  diverfify  the  fcene, 
Some  pale,  fome  brown,  and  fome  of  lively  green. 

Now,  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  fhower 
Gleams  on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  glofly  flower. 
Gay  infedls  fparkle  in  the  genial  blaze. 
Various  as  light,  and  countlefs  as  its  rays  : 
They  dance  on  every  ftr earn,  and  pidlur'd  play. 
Till,  by  the  watery  racer,  fnatch'd  away. 

Now,  from  yon  range  of  rocks,  ftrong  rays  re.« 
bound, 
Doubling  the  day  on  flowery  plains  around  : 
King-cups  beneath  far-ftriking  colours  glar.cc. 
Bright  as  th'  etherial  glows  the  green  expanfe. 
Gems  of  the  field  ! — the  topaz  charms  the  fight, 
Like  thefe,  efl"ulging  yellow  flreams  of  light. 
From  the  fame  rocks,  fall  rills  with  foften'd  force, 
Meet  in  yon  mead,  and  well  a  river's  fourcc. 
Through  her  clear  channel  fliine  her  finny  flioals, 
O'er  fands,  like  gold,  the  liquid  cryftal  rolls. 
Dimm'd  in  yon  coarfer  moor,  her  charms  decay. 
And  fliape,  through  ruftling  reeds,  a  ruffled  way. 
Near  willows  fiiort  and  bulhy  fiiadows  throve  : 
Now  loft,  {he  feems  through  nether  tradts  to  flow; 
Yet,  at  yon  point,  winds  out  in  filver  ftate, 
Like  virtue  fiom  a  labyrinth  of  fate.  [run 

In  lengthening  rows,  prone  from  the  mountains. 
The  flocks  :.--their  fleeces  gliflening  in  the  fun  ; 
H^r  ftreams  they  feek,  and,  'twixt  her  neighbour- 
ing trees. 
Recline  in  various  attitudes  of  eafe. 
Where  the  herds  fip,  the  little  fcaly  fry, 
Swift  from  the  fhore,  in  fcattering  myriads  fly. 

Each   livery'd  cloud,   that    round    th'  horizoa 
glows. 
Shifts  in  odd  fcenes,  like  earthj  from  whence  ic  role* 
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The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jafmine  bower, 
And  circling  fettle.',  and  defpoils  the  flower. 
Melodious  there  the  plumy  fongfters  meet, 
And  all  charni'd  echo  from  her  arch'd  retreat. 
Neat  polifh'd  manfions  rife  in  profpedt  gay; 
Time-batter'd  towers  frown  awful  in  decay  ; 
The  fun  plays  glittering  on  the  rocks  and  fpires, 
And  the  lawn  lightens  with  reflected  fires. 

Here  mirth,  and  fancy's  wanton  train  advance 
And  to  light  nieafures  turn  the  fwimming  dance, 
Sweet,  flow-pac'd  melancholy  next  appears, 
Pompous  in  grief,  and  eloquent  of  tears. 
Here  meditation  fhines,  in  azure  dreft, 
AH  ftarr'd  with  gems;  a  fun  adorns  her  crefl. 
Religion,  to  whf.fc  lifted,  raptur'd  eyes 
Seraphic  hofts  defcend  from  opening  ficies ; 
Beauty,  who  fways  the  heart,  and  charms  the  fight ; 
Whofe  tongue  is  mufic,  and  whofe  fmile  delight ; 
Whofe  brow  is  majefty ;  whofe  bofoni  peace ; 
Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  ceafe  ;  [vine 

Whofe  breath  perfumes  the  fpring ;  whofe  eye  di- 
Kindled  the  fun,  and  gave  its  light  to  fliine. 
Here,  in  thy  likenefs  fair  Ophelia  *,  feen. 
She  throws  kind  lufl:re  o'er  th'  enliven'd  green. 
Next  her  defcription,  rob'd  in  various  hues, 
Invites  attension  from  the  penfive  mufe  ! 
The  mufe  !— flle  comes  !  refin'd  the  pafiions  wait. 
And  precept,  ever  winning,  wife,  and  great. 
The  mufe  !  a  thoufand  fpirits  wing  the  air 
(Once  men,  who  made  like  her  mankind  their 

care) : 
Enamour'd  round  her  prcfs  th'  infpiring  throng. 
And  fwell  to  ecftacy  her  folemn  fong. 

Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find, 
Fair  Wortlcy's  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind. 
Whether  her  fight  the  dew-bright  dawn  furveys, 
The  noon's  dry  heat,  or  evening's  temper'd  rays, 
The  hours  of  ftorm,  or  calm,  the  glcby  ground, 
The  coral'd  fea,  gem'd  rock,  or  flcy  profound, 
A  Raphael's  fancy  animates  each  line. 
Each  image  ftrikes  with  energy  divine  ; 
Bacon  and  Newton  in  her  thoughts  confpire  ; 
Nor  fweeter  than  her  voice  is  Handel's  lyre. 

My  hermit  thus.     She  beckons  us  away  : 
Oh,  let  us  fwift  the  high  beheft  obey  !  [croft, 

Now  through  a  lane,  which  ihingling  tracSls  have 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landfcape  loft, 
We  rove.     The  warblers  lively  tunes  eflay, 
The  lark  on  wing,  the  linnet  on  the  fpray. 
While  mufic  trembles  in  their  fongful  throats, 
The  bullfinch  whiftles  foft  his  flute-like  notes. 
The  bolder  blackbird  fwells  fonorous  lays; 
The  varying  thrufli  commands  a  tuneful  maze; 
Each  a  wild  length  of  melody  purfues;  [coos. 

While  the  ibft  murmuring,  amorous  wood-dove 
And,  when  in  fpring  thefe  melting  mixtures  flow, 
1'he  cuckoo  fends  her  unifon  of  woe. 

But  as  fmooth  feas  are  furrow'd  by  a  ftorm  ; 
As  troubles  all  our  tranquil  joys  deform  ; 
So,  loud  through  air,  unwelcome  noifes  found, 
And  harmony's  at  once,  in  difcord,  drown'd. 
Frum  yon  dark  cyprefs,  croaks  the  raven's  cry ; 
As  dilTonant  the  daw,  jay,  chattering  pie  : 


The  clamorous  crows  abandon'd  carnage  feek, 
And  the  harfti  owl  flirills  out  a  ftiarpening  Ihricfc. 
At  the  lane's  end  a  high-lath'd  gate's  prefer'd, 
To  bar  the  trefpafs  of  a  vagrant  herd. 
Faft  by,  a  meagre  mendicant  we  find, 
Whofe  ruflet  rags  hang  fluttering  in  the  wind  ; 
Years  bow  his  back,  a  ftaff"  fupports  his  tread. 
And  foft  white  hairs  fliade  thin  his  palfy'd  head. 
Poor  wretch  1 — Is  this  for  charity  his  haunt  ? 
He  meets  the  frequent  flight,  and  ruthlefs  taunt. 
On  flaves  of  guilt  oft  fmiles  the  fquandering  peer- 
But  pafllng  knows  not  common  bounty  here. 
Vain  thing  :  in  what  doft  thou  fuperior  fliine .' 
His  our  firft  fire  :  what  race  more  ancient  thine? 
Lefs  backward  trac'd,  he  may  his  lineage  draw 
From  men,  whofe  influence  kept  the  world  in  awe : 
Whofe  worthlefs  fons,  like  thee,  perchance  con- 

fum'd 
Their  ample  ftore,  their  line  to  want  was  doom'd. 
So  thine  may  perifli,  by  the  courfe  of  things. 
While  his,  from  beggars,  re-afcend  to  kings. 
Now,  lazar,  as  thy  hardfliips  I  perufe, 
On  my  own  ftate  inftruifted  would  I  mufe. 
When  I  view  greatnefs,  I  my  lot  lament ; 
Compar'd  to  thee,  I  fnatch  fupreme  content. 
I  might  have  felt,  did  heaven  not  gracious  deal, 
A  fate,  which  I  muft  mourn  to  fee  thee  feel. 
But  foft !  the  cripple  our  approach  defcrie?, 
And  to  the  gate,  though  weak,  oflicious  hies. 
I  fpring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way, 
Then,  turning,  with  a  fmile  of  pity,  fay, 
Here,  friend!-— this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
Inftance  of  will,  without  the  power  to  give. 
Hermit,  if  here  with  pity  we  refle<ft,  [glefl  } 

How  muft  we  grieve,  when   learning  meets  nc- 
When  god-like  fouls  endure  a  mean  reilraint ; 
When  generous  will  is  curb'd  by  tyrant  want  ? 
He  truly  feels  what  to  diftrefs  belongs, 
Who  to  his  private,  adds  a  people's  wrongs; 
Merit's  a  mark,  at  which  difgrace  is  thrown, 
And  every  i.ijur'd  virtue  is  his  own. 
Such  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure. 
Yet  there  weep  wounds,  they  are  denied  to  cure ; 
Thus  rich  in  poverty,  thus  humbly  great. 
And,  though  deprefs'd,  fuperior  to  their  fate. 
Minions  in  power,  and  mifers,  'mid  their  ftore, 
Are  mean  in  greatnefs,  and  in  plenty  poor. 
What's  power,  or  wealth  ?  Were  they  not  form'd 

for  aid, 
A  fpring  for  virtue,  and  from  wrongs  a  ftiadc  ? 
In  power  we  favage  tyranny  beliold, 
And  wily  avarice  owns  polluted  gold. 
From  golden  fands  her  pride  could  Libya  raife. 
Could  file,    who  fpreads  no  pafture,   claim  our 

praife  ?  [breed ; 

Loath'd  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  monfter* 
Where  ferpents,  pamper'd  on  her  venom,  feed. 
No  fticltery  trees  invite  the  wanderer's  eye. 
No  fruits,  no  grain,  no  gums,  her  tracSts  fupply  ; 
On  her  vaft  wilds  no  lovely  profpe<5ts  run  ; 
But  all  lies  barren,  though  beneath  the  fun. 

My  hermit  thus.     I  know  thy  foul  believes, 
'Tis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves; 
Yet  oft  afilidion  purifies  the  mind, 
Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  means  unkind. 


THE    WANDERER. 
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Wert  the  whcfc  known,  that  we  uncouth  fuppofe, 

Poubtlefs,  would  beauteous  fynimetry  difclofe. 

The  nakeiJ  cliff,  that  fmgly  rough  remains. 

In  profped;  dignifies  the  fertile  plains  ; 

Lead  >:olour'd  clouds,  in  fcattering  fragments  feen, 

Show,  though  in  broken  views,  the  blue  ferene. 

Stvere  diftreffes  induftry  infpire; 

Thu,s  captive  oft  excelling  arts  acquire. 

And  boldly  ftruggle  through  a  flate  of  fhame, 

To  life,  eaie,  plenty,  liberty,  and  fame. 

Sword-law  has  cf:en  Europe's  balance  gain'd. 

And  one  red  vidory  years  of  peace  niaintain'd. 

We  pafs  through  want  to  wealth,  through  difmal 

ftrife, 
To  calm  content,  through  death  to  endlefs  life. 
Libya  thou  nam'ft— let  Afric's  waftes  appear 
Curft  by  thofc  heats,  that  frudify  the  year; 
Yet  the  fame  funs  her  orange-groves  befriend, 
Where  clullering  globes  in  ihiniiig  rows  depend. 
Here  when  fierce  beams  o'er  withering  plants  are 

roU'd. 
There  the  green  fruit  feems  ripen'd  into  gold, 
f-v'n  fcenes  that  ftrike  with  terrible  furprife, 
Still  prove  a  God,  juft,  merciful,  and  wife. 
Sad  wintery  blalls,  that  flrip  the  autumn,  bring 
The  milder  beauties  of  a  flowery  i'pring. 
Ye  fulphurous  tires  in  jaggy  lightnings  break  ! 
Ye  thunders  rattle,  and  ye  nations  fhake ! 
Ye  florms  of  riving  flame  the  forefl  tear  ! 
Deep  crack  the  rocks !  rent  trees  be  whirl'd  in  air ! 
Reft  at  a  ftroke,  fome  i'ately  fane  we'll  mourn; 
Her  tombs  wide-fhatter'd,  and  her  dead  up-torn ; 
Were  noxious  fpirits  not  from  caverns  drav/ii, 
Rack'd  earth  would  foon  in  gulfs  enormous  yawn  : 
Then  all  were  lolt !-— Or  would  vi'e  floating  view 
The  baleful  cloud,  there  would  de(1;rui5lion  brew; 
Plague,  fever,  frenzy,  cJofe-engendering  lie. 
Till  thefe  red  ruptures  clear  the  fuUied  fky. 

Now  a  field  opens  to  enlarge  my  thought, 
In  parcel'd  tra6ls  to  various  ules  wrought. 
Here  hardening  ripentfj  the  firft  b'.otins  behold. 
There  the  laft  blofTor.-.s  fpring-hke  pride  unfold. 
Here  fwelling  peafe  on  leafy  Ilaiks  are  feen, 
Mix'd  flowers  of  red  and  azure  ihine  between  ; 
Whofe  weaving  beauties,  heighten'd  by  the  fuo, 
In  colour'd  lanes  along  the  furrows  run. 
There  the  next  produce  of  a  genial  fliower, 
The  beans  frcfli-bloffoms  in  a  fpeckled  flower  ; 
Whnfe  morning  dews,  when  to  the  fun  refign'd. 
With  undulatmg  fweets  embalm  the  wind. 
Now  daify  plats  of  clover  fquare  the  plain, 
And  part  the  bearded  from  the  beardlefs  grain. 
There  fibrous  flax  with  verdure  binds  the  field, 
Which  on  the  loom  fuail  art-ipun  labours  yield. 
The  mulberry,  in  fair  fommer-green  array'd. 
Full  in  the  midft  flarts  up,  a  filky  fiiade. 
For  human  taRe  the  rich-ftain'd  fruitage  bleeds ; 
The  leaf  the  filk-emitting  reptile  feeds. 
As  fwans  their  down,  as  flocks  their  fleeces  leave. 
Here  worms  for  man  their  gloiTy  entrails  weave. 
Hence  to  adorn  the  fair,  in  texture  gay. 
Sprigs,  fruits,  and  flowers  on  figur'd  veftments 

play: 
But  induliry  prepares  them  oft  to  pleafe 
ihe  guilty  pride  ol  vaip,  luxuriant  cale. 


Now  frequent,  dufty  gales  ofiinfive  blow, 
And  o'er  my  fight  a  tranfient  bliudnefs  throw. 
WindvTard  we  faift     Near  down  th'  etherial  fleep, 
The  lamp  of  day  hangs  hovering  o'er  the  deep. 
Dim  fliades,  in  rocky  ftiapes  up  ajther  roU'd, 
ProjeA  long,  fhaggy  points,  deep-ting'd  with  gold> 
Others  take  faint  th'  unripen'd  cherry's  dye. 
And  paint  amufing  landfcapes  on  the  eye. 
Their  blue-veil'd  yellow,  through  a  Iky  ferene. 
In  fwelling  mixture  forms  a  floating  green. 
Streak'd   through  white   clouds  a  mild  vermilioa 

fliines, 
And  the  breeze  frefliens,  as  the  heat  declines. 

Yon  crooked,  funny  roads  change  rifing  views 
From  brown,  to  fandy  red,  and  chalky  hues. 
One  mingled  fcene  another  quick  fucceeds, 
Men,  chariots,  teams,  yok'd  Itcers,  and  prancing 

fleeds, 
Which  climb,  defcend,  and,  as  loud  whips  refjund. 
Stretch,  fv/eat,  and  fmoke  along  unequal  ground. 
On  winding  Thames,  reflcdling  radiant  beams. 
When  boats,   fhips,   barges  mark  the  roughen'd 

ftreams. 
This  way,  and  that,  they  different  points  purfue; 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  fo  fhifts  the  view. 
While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden'd  eyes. 
The  gifts  of  heaven  in  gay  profulion  rife  ; 
Trees  rich  with  gums,  and  fruits ;   with  jewels 

rocks  : 
Plains  with  flowers,  herbs,  and  plants,, and  beeves, 

and  flocks ; 
Mountains  with   mines ;    with  oak,  and   cedar, 

woods; 
Quarries  with  marble,  and  with  fifh  the  floods. 
In  darkening  fpots,  mid  fields  of  various  dyes. 
Tilth  new  manur'd,  or  naked  fallow  lies. 
Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos'd  difplay, 
The  green  grafs  yellowing  into  fcentful  hay. 
And  thick-fet  hedges  fence  the  full-ear'd  corn; 
A\nd  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn, 
Mark  in  yon  heatli  oppos'it  the  cultur'd  fcene. 
Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green. 
The  native  t'trawberry  red-ripening  grows. 
By  nettles  guarded,  as  by  thorns  the  rofe. 
There  nightingales  in  unprun'd  copfes  build. 
In  fliaggy  '^oTZts  lies  the  hare  coiiceal'd. 
'  Fwixt  ferns  and  thirties,  unfown  flowers  amufe, 
And  form  a  lucid  chace  of  various  hues  ; 
Mauy  half-grey  with  duft  :   confus'd  they  lie, 
Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wandering  eye. 

Contemplative,  we  tread  the  flowery  pl.iin. 
The  mufe  preceding  with  her  heavenly  train. 
When,  lo  I   tlie  mendicant,  fo  late  behind. 
Strange  view  !  now  journeying  in   our   front  we 

find  I  [mands; 

And  yet   a   view,    more  ftrange,    our   heed  de- 
Touch'd  by  the  mufe's  wand  transform'd  he  fland$> 
O'er  flcin  late  wrinkled,  inftant  beauty  fjireads; 
The  late-dimm'd  eye,  a  vivid  luftre  fUeds  ; 
Hairs,  once  fo  thin,  now  graceful  locks  decline; 
And  rags  now  chang'd  in  regal  veftments  fhine. 
The  hermit  thus,     in  him  the  bard  behold. 
Once  feen  by  midnight's  lamp  in  winter's  cold ; 
The  BARD,  whofe  want  fo  multiplied  his  woeSj 
He  funk  a  mortal,  ajid  a  feraph  rofe. 
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See ! — wbere  tliofe  ftately  yew-trees  darkling  grow, 
And,  waving   o'er   yon   graves,"  brown  borrows 

throw, 
Scornful  he  points— there,  o'er  his  facred  duft, 
Arife  the  fculptur'd  tomb,  and  labour'd  bull. 
"Vain  pomp  !   beftow'd  by  often tatious  pride, 
Who  to  a  life  of  want  relief  deny'd. 

But  thus  the  bard.    Are  thefe  the  gifts  of  flate  ? 
Gifts  unrecciv'd  !-— Thele  !  Ye  u!igenerous  great  1 
How  was  I  treated  when  in  life  forlorn  ? 
i/lj  claim  your  pity  ;  but  my  lot  your  fcorn. 
Why  were  my  ftudious  hours  oppos'd  by  need  ? 
In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed  f 
T&d  I  contemporary  authors  wrong, 
And  deem  their  worth,  but  as  they  priz'd  my  fong.' 
I>id  I  fooihe  vice,  or  venal  ftrokes  betray, 
In  the  low-purpos'd,  loud  polemic  fray  ? 
Did  e'er  my  verfe  immodell  warmth  contain, 
Or,  once-licentious,  heavenly  truths  profane  ? 
Kever. — A.nd  yet  when  envy  funk  my  name, 
Who  call'd  my  fhadow'd  merit  into  fame  ? 
When,  undeferv'd,  a  prifon's  grate  1  faw, 
What  hand  redeem'd  me  from  the  wrefted  law  I 
Who  cloth'd  me  naked,  or  when  hungry  fed  ? 
Why  cruftj'd  the  living  i"  Why  extol'd  the  dead  ?— 
But  foreign  languages  adopt  my  lays. 
And  diflant  nations  fhame  you  into  praife. 
Why  fliould  unrelifh'd  wit  thefe  honours  caufe  ? 
Cuflom,  not  knowledge,  ditSlates  your  applaufe  : 
Or  think  you  thus  a  feif-renown  to  raife. 
And  mingle  your  v.Tin-glories  with  my  bays  ? 
Be  your's  the  mouldering  tomb  !   Be  mine  the  lay 
Immortal ! — Thus  h?  feoffs  the  pomp  away. 
Though  words  like  thd'c  unletter'd  pride  impeach, 
To  the  meek  heart  he  turns  with  milder  fpeech. 
Though  now  a  feraph,  oft  he  deigns  to  wear 
The  face  of  human  friendfhip,  oft  of  care ; 
To  walk  difguis'd  an  objeiSt  of  relief. 
A  learn'd,  good  man,  long  exercis'd  in  grief; 
Forlorn,  a  friendiefs  orphan  oft  to  roam, 
Craving  fome  kiud,  fonie  hofpitable  home  : 
Or,  like  UlyfTes,  a  low  lazar  iiand  ; 
Befeeching  pity's  eye,  and  bounty's  hand; 
Or,  like  (Jlyffes,  royal  aid  requefl. 
Wandering  from  court  to  court,  a  king  diftrcft, 
Tlius  VL;rying  fliapes,  tjie  fceming  fon  of  woe 
Eyes  the  cold  heart,  and  hearts  that  generous  glow: 
Then  to  the  mufe  relates  each  lordly  name, 
Who  deals  impartial  infamy  and  fame. 
O/t,  as  when  men  in  mortal  ftate  deprefs'd. 
His  lays  taught  virtue,  which  his  life  confefs'd, 
He  now  forms  vifionary  fcenes  below, 
Infpjring  patience  in  the  heart  of  woe  ; 
Patience,  that  fofteiis  every  fad  extreme,    [gleam. 
That   cafts   through   dungeon-g'ooms   a   cheerful 
Difarms  difeafe  of  pain,  mocks  {lander's  fting, 
And  (trips  of  terrors  the  terrific  king, 
'Gainft  want,  a  fourer  foe,  its  fuccour  lends, 
And  fmiling  fees  th'  ingratitude  of  friends. 

Nor  are  thefe  talks  to  him  alone  coniign'd, 
^Millions  invifible  befriend  mankind. 
When  watery i1rui5lures,feencrols  heaven  t'  afcend, 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order  bend. 
Fancy  beholds,  adown  each  glittering  fide, 
Myriads  of  injflionary  feraphs  glide ; 


She  fees  good  angels  genial  fliowers  bedow 
From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
They  fmile  upon  the  fwain  :  He  views  ihc  prize; 
Then  grateful  bends,  to  blefs  the  bounteous  Ikies. 
Some  winds  colled:,  and  fend  propitious  galei 
Oft  where  Britannia's  navy  fpnjds  her  fails; 
There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  fame, 
Ur.equal'd  glory  in  her  fovereign's  name. 
Some  teach  young  zephyrs  vernal  fweets  to  bear, 
And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air  ; 
Zephyrs,  that  oft,  where  lovers  liftening  lie, 
Along  the  grove  in  melting  mufic  die. 
And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  poetic  roll 
Seraphic  whifpers,  that  abftrad:  the  foul. 
Some  range  the  colours,  as  they  parted  fiy, 
Clear-pointed  to  the  philofophic  eye  ; 
The  flaming  red,  that  pains  the  dwelling  gaze; 
The  flainlefs,  lightfome  yellow's  gilding  rays; 
The  clouded  orange,  that  betwixt  them  glows. 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  luftre  owes; 
All-cheering  green,  that  gives  the  fpring  its  dye; 
The  bright,  tranfparent  blue,  that  robes  the  Iky; 
And  indico,  which  fliaded  light  difplays ; 
And  violet,  which  in  the  view  decays. 
Parental  hues,  whence  others  all  proceed ; 
An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countlefs  breed  ; 
Unravei'd,  variegated,  lines  of  light, 
When  blended,  dazzling  in  promifcuous  white. 
Oft  through  thefe  bows  departed  fpirits  range, 
New  to  the  {kic,  admiring  at  their  change  ; 
Each  mind  a  void,  as  when  firft  born  to  earth, 
Behold  a  fecond  blank  in  fecond  birth; 
Then,  as  yon  feraph  bard  fram'd  hearts  below. 
Each  lees  him  here  tranfcendent  knowledge  Ihow, 
New  fainis  he  tutors  into  truth  refiii'd, 
And  tunes  to  rapturous  love  the  new-fomi'd  mind* 
He  fwells  the  lyre,  whofe  louJ,  melodious  lays 
Call  high  Hofannas  from  the  voice  of  praife; 
'i  hough  one  bad  age  fuch  poefy  could  wrong, 
Now  worlds  around  retentive  roU  the  fong  : 
Now  God's  high  throne  the  fuU-voic'd  raptures 

gain, 
Celefl;ial  hofls  returning  flrain  for  flrain. 

Thus  he,  who  once  knew  want  without  relief, 
Seee  joys  rcfulting  from  well  fuffering  grief. 
Hark  1   while  we  talk,  a  diftant  pattering  rain 
Refounds  '— oee  1   up  the  broad  etherial  plain 
Shoots  the  bright  bow  l — The  feraph  flits  away; 
The  mufe,  the  graces  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  v/eftern  Iiill  the  globe  of  light 
Drops  ludden  ;  faft-purfued  by  ftades  of  night. 

Yon  graves  from  winter-fccnes  to  m.ind  recall 
Rebellion's  council,  and  rebellion's  fall. 
What  fie-nds  in   fulphurous,  car- like   clouds  up- 

flew  1 
What  midnight  treafon  glar'd  beneath  their  view! 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel-fchemes, 
Big,  and  more  big,  ftupendous  mifchief  feems  ; 
But  juftice,  rouz'd,  fuperior  flrength  employs. 
Their  fcheme  .wide  fhattcrs,  and  their  hope  de^ 

llroys. 
Difcord  fhe  wills  ;  the  mifllle  ruin  flies ; 
Sudden,  unnatural  debates  arife, 
Doubt,  mutual  jealoufy,  and  dumb  difgufl, 
Dark-hintwd  mutterings,  and  avow'd  (jiftrufl  j 


To  fecret  ferment  is  each  Iieart  refijjn'd ; 
Sufpicion  hovers  in  each  clouded  mind  ; 
They  jar,  accus'd  accufe,  revil'd  revile, 
And  wrath  to  wrath  oppofe,  and  guile  to  guile  ; 
Wrangling  they  part,  themfelves  themfelves  be- 
tray ; 
Each  dire  device  ftarts  naked  into  day ; 
They  feel  cenfufion  in  the  van  with  fear; 
They  feel  the  king  of  terrors  in  the  rear. 

Of  thefe  were  three  by  different  motives  fir'd, 
Ambition  one,  and  one  revenge  infpir'd. 
The  third,  O  Mammon,  was  thy  meaner  flave ; 
Thou  idol  feldom  of  the  great  and  brave  ! 

Florio,  whofe  life  was  one  continued  feaft. 
His  wealth  diminifli'd,  and  his  debts  increas'd, 
Vain  pomp,  and  equipage,  his  low  defires. 
Who  ne'er  to  intellecfliial  blifs  afpires; 
He,  to  repair  by  vice  what  vice  has  broke, 
Durft  with  bold  treafons  judgment's  rod  provoke. 
His  ftrength  of  mind,  by  luxury  half  diffolv'd, 
111  brooks  the  woe,  where  deep  he  ftandsinvolv'd. 
He  weeps,  {tamps  wild,  and  to  and  fro  now  flies ; 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  fends  unmanly  cries, 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjufl  he  bleeds. 
And  now  recants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads; 
Now  blames  affociates,  raves  with  inward  ftrife, 
Upbraids  himi'elf ;  then  thinks  alone  on  life. 
He  rolls  red  fwelling,  tearful  eyes  around. 
Sore  fmitcs  hisbrealt,  and  finks  upon  the  ground. 
He  wails,  he  quite  defponds,  convulfive  lies, 
Shrinks  from  the  fancied  axe,  and  thinks  he  dies  : 
Revives,   with   hope    inquires,    flops   fhort    with 

fear. 
Entreats  ev'n  flattery,  nor  the  word  will  hear; 
The  worfl,  alas,  his  doom  ! — What  friend  replies  ? 
Each  fpeaks  with  fnaking  head,  and  down-caft  eyes. 
One  fiience  breaks,  then  paufes,  drops  a  tear; 
Nor  hope  affords,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear; 
But  what  kind  friendfliip  part  referves  unknown 
Comes  thundering  in  his  keeper's  furly  tone. 
Enough  flruck  through  and  through,  in   ghaflly 

flare, 
He  {lands  transfix'd,  the  flatue  of  defpair  ; 
Nor  aught  of  life,  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows. 
Till  thought  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes  : 
Now  pours  a  florm  of  grief  in  gufhing  flreams  : 
That  pafl — collected  in  himfelf  he  feems. 
And  with  forc'd  fmile  retires — his  latent  thought 
Dark,  horrid,  as  the  prifon's  difmal  vault. 

If  with  himfelf  at  variance  ever-wild. 
With  angry  heaven  how  {lands  he  reconcil'd  ? 
No  penitential  orifons  ariie  ; 
Nay,  he  obtefls  the  juftice  of  the  Ikies, 
Not  for  his  guilt,  for  fentenc'd  life  he  moans  ; 
His  chains  rough-clanking  to  difcordant  groans, 
To  bars  harfli-  grating,  heavy-creaking  doors, 
Hoarfe- echoing  walls,  and  hollow-ringing  floors, 
To  thoughts  more  diffonant,  far,  far  lefs  kind, 
One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 
At  length,  fatigu'd  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies  : 
But  foon  as  fleep  weighs  down  th'  unwilling  eyts, 
Glad  liberty  appears,  no  damps  annoy, 
Treafoh  fucceeds,  and  all  transforms  to  joy. 
Proud  palaces  their  ghttering  (lores  di/play  : 
0ain  he  purfues,  and  rapine  leads  the  way. 
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prize; 


Quick  from  his  touch  diffolv'd,  a  cloud  it  flies. 
Confcious  he  cries — and  mufl  I  wake  to  weep  ? 
Ah,  yet  return,  return,  delufive  fleep  ! 
Sleep  comes;  but  liberty  no  more  : — Unkind, 
The  dudgeon  glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind. 
Shrill  winds  are  heard,  and  howling  demons  call; 
Wide-flying  portals  feem  unhing'd  to  fall  : 
Then  clofe  with  fudden  claps ;   a  dreadful  din  I 
He  ftarts,  wakes,  (lorms,  and  all  is  hell  within. 

His  genius  flies — refleds  he  now  on  prayer  ?  . 
Alas  i  bad  fpirits  turn  thofe  thoughts  to  air. 
What   fliall   he    next  ?  What,  ftraight   relinqulfl* 

breath. 
To  bar  a  public,  juft,  though  fliamefu!  death  ? 
Ralh,  horrid  thought  !  yet  now  afraid  to  live. 
Murderous  he  flrikes — may  heaven  the  deed  for- 
give ! 

Why  had  he  thus  falfe  fpirit  to  rebel  ? 
And  why  not  fortitude  to  fufter  well? 
Were  his  fuccefs,  how  terrible  the  blow  '. 
And  it  recoils  on  him  eternal  woe, 
Heaven  this  affli(5lion  then  for  mercy  meant. 
That  a  good  end  might  clofe  a  life  raifpent. 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hal'.ow'd  dirge  refound, 
Far  from  the  compafs  of  yon  facred  ground; 
Full  in  the  centre  of  three  meeting  ways, 
Stak'd   through  he  lies. — Warn'd  let  the  wicked 
gaze. 

Near  yonder  fane,  where  mifery  fleepsin  peace, 
Whofe  fpire  faft-leffens,  as  thefe  fhades  increafe. 
Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft  brew'd  tcmpeflisroll, 
Tempefls,  dire  emblems,  Cofmo,  of  thy  foul ! 
There  mark  that  Cofmo,  much  for  guile  renown'd  ! 
His  grave  by  unhid  plants  of  poifon  crown'd. 
When  o\it  of  power,  through  him  the  public  good, 
So  flrong  his  fadious  tribe,  fufptnded  (lood. 
In  power,  vinditfhive  adlions  were  his  aim. 
And  patriots  perifli'd  by  th'  ungenerous  flame. 
If  the  befl  caufe  he  in  the  fenute  chofe, 
Ev'n  right  in  him  from  fome  wrong  motive  rofe. 
The  bad  he  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  defpife; 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  (hunn'd  the  wife. 
V/hen  ill  his  purpofe,  eloquent  his  {Irain;    . 
His  malice  had  a  look,  and  voice  humane. 
His  fmile,  the  fignal  of  fome  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniard,  or  empoifon'd  fcent  • 
Protid,  yet  to  popular  applaufe  a  flave  ; 
No  friend  he  honour'd,  and  no  foe  forgave. 
His  boons  unfrequent,  or  unjuft  to  need; 
The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed  ; 
But,  if  they  chanc'd  on  learned  worth  to  fall. 
Bounty  in  him  was  oftentation  all. 
No  true  benevolence  his  thought  fubllmes, 
His  noblell  adlions  are  illullrious  crimes. 
Fine  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank'd  witll 

fame. 
Enhance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  fliame. 
When  parts  in  probity  in  man  combine. 
In  wifdom's  eye,  how  charming  mull  he  fhlne ! 
Let  him,  lefs  happy,  truth  at  lead  impart 
And  what  Jic  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart. 

Cofmo,  as  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals 
That  ftorm  of  paffion,  which  his  nature  feels ; 
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He  feels  much  fear,  mere  anger,  and  moft  pride ; 
But  prJde  and  anger  make  all  fear  fublide. 
Danntlefs  he  meets  at  length  untimely  fate ; 
A  defperate  fpirit !  rather  fierce,  than  great. 
Darkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coail, 
Afullen,  wandering,  felf- tormenting  ghoft. 

Where  veiny  marble  dignifies  the  ground, 
\Srith  emblem  fair  in  fculpture  rifing  round, 
Juft  where  a  croffing,  lengthening  aiile  we  find. 
Full  eaft;  whence   God  returns   to  judge  man- 
kind, 
Once-Iov'd  Horatio  fleeps,  a  mind  elate  I 
Lamented  faade,  ambition  was  thy  fate. 
Ev'n  angels,  wondering,  oft  his  worth  furvey'd; 
Behold  a  man,  like  one  of  us  ;   they  faid. 
Straight  heard  the  furies,  and  with  envy  glar'd, 
And  to  precipitate  his  fall  prepar'd. 
Tirft  avarice  came.     In  vain  felf-love  fhe  prefi'd  ; 
The  poor  he  pity'd  ftill,  and  flill  redrefs'd  : 
Learning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend, 
Of  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend. 
Nest  came  reTcnge  :  but  her  effay  how  vain  I 
Not  hate,  nor  envy,  in  his  heart  remain. 
No  previous  malice  could  his  mind  engage. 
Malice  the  mother  of  vindictive  rage. 
No — from  his  life  his  foes  might  learn  to  live  ; 
He  held  it  ftill  a  triumph  to  forgive. 
At  length  ambition  urg'd  his  country's  weal, 
AfTuming  the  fair  look  of  public  zeal ; 
Still  in  his  breaft  fo  gerjercus  glow'd  the  flame, 
The  vice,  when  there,  a  virtue  half  became. 
His  pitying  eye  faw  millions  in  diilrefs, 
He  deem'd  it  godlike  to  have  power  to  blefs : 
Thus,  when  unguarded,  treafon  ftain'd  him  o'er  ; 
And  virtue  and  content  were  then  no  more. 

But  when  to  death  by  rigorous  juftice  doom'd, 
His  genuine  fpirit  faint-like  ftate  refum'd. 
Oft  from  foft  penitence  diftill'd  a  tear; 
Oft  hope  in  heavenly  mercy  lighten'd  fear; 
Oft  would  a  drop  from  ftruggling  nature  fall, 
And  then  a  fmile  of  patience  brighten  all. 

He  feeks  in  heaven  a  friend,  nor  feeks  in  vai.n. 
His  guardian  angel  fwift  defcends  again  ; 
And  refolution  thus  befpcaks  a  mind, 
Not  fcorning  life,  yet  all  to  death  refign'd  ; 
— Ye  chains,  fit  only  to  reftrain  the  will 
Oi  common,  defperate  veterans  in  ill. 
Though  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare, 
Did  e'er  my  rifing  foul  your  prelTure  wear  ? 
No ! — !'ree  as  liberty,  and  quick  as  light. 
To  worlds  remote  fhe  takes  unbounded  flight. 
Ye  dungeon  glooms,  that  dim  corporeal  eyes. 
Could  ye  once  blot  her  profpecft  of  the  feies  ? 
No  '. — from  her  clearer  fight  ye  fled  away. 
Like  error,  pierc'd  by  truth's  refiftlefs  ray. 
Ye  walls,  that  witnefs  my  repentant  moan  ! 
Ye  echoes,  that  to  midnight  forrov.s  groan  ! 
Do  I,  in  wrath,  to  you  of  fate  complain  ? 
Or  once  betray  fear's  moll  inglorious  pain? 
ICoI — Hail,  twice  hail  then,  ignominious  death  ! 
Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath! 
Far  greater,  better  far — ay,  far  indeed  1 
Like  me,  have  fuffer'd,  and  like  me  will  bleed. 
Apoftles,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs  all, 
Like  me  once  fell,  nor  murmur'd  at  their  fall. 


Shall  I,  whofe  days,  at  beft,  no  ill  cefign'd, 
V/hofe  virtue  fhcne  not,  thouph  I  lov'd  mankind, 
Shall  I,  now  gijilty  wretch,  fliaiU  repine  f 
Ah,  no  !  to  jufiice  let  me  life  refign  : 
Quic'",  as  a  friend,  would  I  embrace  my  foe  ! 
He  taught  me  patience,  who  firft  taught  me  woe  5 
But  friends  are  foes,  they  render  woe  fevere, 
For  me  they  wail,  from  me  extort  the  tear. 
Not  thofe,  yet  abfent,  miflive  griefs  controul; 
Thefe  periods  weep,  thofe  rave,  and  thcfe  condole, 
At  entrance  flirieks  a  friend,  with  pale  furprife  ; 
Another  pantmg,  proftrate,  Ipeechlcfs  lies  ; 
One  gripes  my  hand,  one  fobs  upon  my  breaft  I 
Ah,  who  can  bear  ? — it  fhocks,  it  murders  reft  i 
And  is  it  yours,  alas  !   my  friends  to  feel  ? 
And  is  it  mine  to  comfort,  mine  to  heal  ? 
Is  mine  the  patience,  yours  the  bofom  ftrife  ? 
Ah  !  would  ralh   l.ive  lure   back  my  thoughts  ts 

life  f 
Adieu,  dear,  dangerous  mourners  '.  fwift  depart  '• 
.A.h,  fly  qje  !  fly ! — I  tear  ye  from  my  heart. 

Ye  faints,  wi'.om  fears  of  death  could  ne'er  cor!» 

troul. 
In  my  laft  hour  compofe,  fuppnrt  my  foul  f 
See  my  blood  wafli  repented  fin  away  ! 
Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day  I 

With  words  like  thefe  the  deftin'd  hero  dies, 
While  angels  waft  his  foul  to  happier  Ccies. 

Diftindlion  now  gives  way;  yet  on  we  talk. 
Full  darknef=  deepening  o'er  the  formle/s  walk. 
Night  treads  not  with  light  ftep  the  dewy  gale. 
Nor  bright-diftends  her  ftar-embroider'd  vale; 
Her  leaden'd  feet,  inclement  damps  diftil. 
Clouds  fnut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vefture  511; 
An  earth-born  meteor  lights  the  fable  flcies, 
Eafcward  it  {hoots,  and,  funk,  forgotten  dies. 
So  pride,  that  rofe  from  duft  to  guilty  power, 
Glares  out  in  vain ;  fo  duft  fiiall  pride  devour. 
Fifliers,  v.'ho  yonder  brink  by  torches  gain. 
With  teethful  tridents  ftrike  the  fcaly  train. 
Like  fnakes  in  eagles'  claws,  in  vain  they  firive, 
When  heav'd  aloft,  and  quivering  yet  aiive. 

While  here,  methought,  our  time  in   converfe 

pafs'd,  [faft. 

The  ninon   clouds  muflled,  and  the   night  wore 
At  prowling  wolves  was  heard  the  maftiff's  bay. 
And  the  warn'd  mailer's  arms  forbad  the  prey  1 
Thus  treafon  fteels,  the  patriot  thus  defcries. 
Forth  fprings  the  monarch,  and  the  mifchitf  flies. 
Pale  glow  worms  glimmer'd  through  the  depth 

of  night. 
Scattering,  like   hope  through   fear,    a  doubtful 

light. 
Lone  Philomela  tun'd  the  filent  grore, 
With  penfive  pleafure  liftcn'd  v/akcful  love. 
Half-dreaming  fancy  form'd  an  angel's  tongue, 
And  pain  forgot  to  groan,  fo  fweet  file  fung. 
The  night-crone,  with  the  melody  alarm'd. 
Now  paus'djHow  liften'd,and  awhile  was  charm 'd; 
But  like  the  man,  whofe  frequent  ftubborn  will 
Refifts  what  kind,  feraphic  founds  inftil. 
Her  heart  the  love-infpiring  voice  repell'd, 
Her  breaft  with  agitating  mifchief  fwell'd  ; 
Which  clos'd  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  deftroy 
The  tuneful  life,  that  charms  with  virtuous  joj-. 


THE   WANDERER. 


62S^ 


Now  faft  we  meafure  back  the  tracklefs  way ; 
No  friendly  ftars  diredlive  beams  difplay. 
But  !o  ! — a  thoufand  lights  ftioot  inftant  rays  ; 
Yon  kindling  rock  reflecSs  the  ftartling  blaze. 
I  ftand  aftonifli'd — thus  the  hermit  cries  : 
Fear  not,  but  liften  with  enlarg'd  furprlfe  ! 
Still  mud  thcfe  hours  our  mutual  converfe  claim, 
And  ceafe  to  echo  dill  Olympia's  name  ; 
Grots,  rivulets,  groves,  Olympia's  name  forget, 
Olympia  now  no  fighing  winds  repeat. 
Can  I  be  mortal,  and  thofe  hours  no  more, 
Thofe  amorous  hours,  that  plaintive  echoes  bore  ? 
Am  I  the  fame?    Ah  no  ! — Behold  a  mind, 
Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refin'd  I 
Late  months,  that  made  the  vernal  feafon  gay, 
Saw  my  health  languifh  off  in  pale  decay. 
No  raciiing  pain  yet  gave  difeafe  a  date ; 
No  fad,  prefageful  thought  preluded  fate  : 
Yet  number'd  were  my  days — My  deflin'd  end 
Near,  and  more  near — Nay,  every  fear  fufpend  ! 
I  pafs'd  a  weary,  lingering,  fleeplefs  niglit : 
Then  rofe,  to  walk  in  morning's  earliefl  light : 
But  few  my  fleps — a  faint,  and  cheerlefs  few  ! 
Refrefliment  from  my  flagging  fpirits  flew. 
When,  low,  retir'd  beneath  a  cyprefs  (hade, 
My  limbs  upon  a  flowery  bank  I  laid, 
Soon  by  foft-creeping,  murmuring  winds  compos'd, 
A  flumber  prefs'd  my  languid  eyes— They  clos'd  : 
But  clos'd  not  long — Metliought  Olympia  fpoke ; 
Tiarice  loud  flic  call'd,   and  thrice   the  flumber 

broke. 
I  wak'd.  Forth-gliding  from  a  neighbouring  wood, 
Full  in  my  view  the  fliadowy  charmer  fl;ood. 
Rapturous  I  ftarted  up  to  clafp  the  Ihade ; 
But  flagger'd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade  : 
A  mantling  chillnefs  o'er  my  bofom  fpread. 
As  if  that  inflant  number'd  with  the  dead. 
Her  voice  now  fent  afar,  imperfed:  found, 
When  in  a  fwimming  trance   my   pangs   were 

drown'd. 
Still  farther  off  flie  call'd— With  foft  furprife, 
1  turn'd — but  void  of  ftrength,  and  aid  to  rife  ; 
Short,  ftiorter,  fhorter  yet,  my  breath  I  drew  : 
Then  up  my  ftruggling  foul  unburden'd  flew. 
Thus  from  a  ftate,  where  fin  and  grief  abide, 
Heaven  fummon'd  me  to  mercy-— thus  I  died. 

He  faid.    Th'  aftonifhment  with  which  I  ftart, 
Like  bolted  ice  runs  fliivering  through  my  heart. 
Art  thou  not  mortal  then  ?  1  cried.    But  lo  I 
His  raiment  lightens,  and  his  features  glow  1 
In  Ihady  ringlets  falls  a  length  of  hair ; 
Embloom'd  his  afpctS;  fliines,  enlarg'd  his  air. 
Mild  from  his  eyes  enlivening  glories  beam; 
Mild  on  his  brow  fits  majefty  fupreme. 
Bright  plumes  of  every  dye,  that  round  him  flow, 
Veft,  robe,  and  wings,  in  varied  luftrc  fhow. 
He  looks,  and  forward  fteps  with  mien  divine; 
A  grace  celeftial  gives  him  all  to  fliine. 
Hefpeaks — Nature  is  ravifli'd  at  the  found, 
The  forefts   move,    and  flreams  ftand  liftening 

round  I 
Thus  he.    As  incorruption  I  affum'd, 
As  inftant  in  immortal  youth  I  bloom'd  ! 
Renew'd,  and  chang'd,  I  felt  my  vital  fprings. 
With  different  lights  difcem'd  the  form  of  things ; 


To  earth  my  paffions  fell  like  mifts  away, 

And  reafon  open'd  in  eternal  day. 

Swifter  than  thought  from  world  to  world  I  flew, 

Celellial  knowledge  flionc  in  every  view. 

My  food  was  truth-;-what  tranfport  could  I  mifs  ? 

My  profpeift,  all  infinitude  of  blifs. 

Olympia  met  me  firft,  and,  fmiling  gay, 

Onward  to  mercy  led  the  fliining  way  ;  ■ 

As  far  tranfcendant  to  her  wonted  air, 

As  her  dear  wonted  felf  to  many  a  fair  ? 

In  voice,  and  form,  beauty  more  beauteons  fiiowj 

And  harmony  ftill  more  harmonious  grows. 

She  points  out  fouls,  who  taught  me  friendfliip's 

charms, 
They  gaze,  they  glow,  they  fpring  into  my  arms  * 
Well  pleas'd,  high  anceftors  my  view  command  • 
Patrons  and  patriots  all ;  a  glorious  band! 
Horatio  too,  by  well-born  fate  refin'd. 
Shone  out  white-rob'd  with  faints,  a  fpotlefs  mind  i- 
What  once,  below,  ambition  made  him  mifs 
Humility  here  gain'd,  a  life  of  blifs ! 
Though  late,  let  finners  then  from  fin  depart  f 
Heaven  never  yet  defjns'd  the  contrite  heart. 
Lafl.  fhone,  vi'ith  fv/eet,  e.'calted  luftre  grac'd 
The  feraph-bard,  in  higheft  order  plac'd  ! 
Seers,  lovers,  legiflators,  prelates,  kings. 
All  raptur'd  liften,  as  he  raptur'd  fings. 
Sweetnefs  and  flrength  his  look  and  lays  employ 
Greet   fmiles    with   fniiles,   and  every  joy    with 

joy: 
Charmfulhe  rofe;  his  ever  charmful  tongue 
Joy  to  our  fecond  hymeneals  fung; 
Still  as  we  pafs'd,  the  bright,  celeftia!  throng 
Hail'd  us  in  focial  love,  and  heavenly  fong. 

Of  that  no  more  !   my  deathlefs  friendfliip  fee  V 
I  come  an  angel  to  the  mufe  and  thee. 
Thefe  lights,  that  vibrate,  and  promifcuous  fliine 
Are  emanations  all  of  forms  divine. 
And  here   the  mufe,  though  mehed   from   thj" 

gaze. 
Stands  among  fpirits,  mingling  rays  with  rays. 
If  thou  would'ft  peace  attain,  my  words  attend. 
The  laft,  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend  I 
True  joy's  a  feraph,  that  to  heaven  afpires. 
Unhurt  it  triumphs  mid'  celeftial  choirs. 
But  ftiould  no  cares  a  mortal  ftace  moleft. 
Life  were  a  ftate  of  ignorance  at  beft. 

Know  then,  if  ills  oblige  thee  to  retire, 
Thofe  illsfolemnity  of  thought  infpire. 
Did  not  the  foul  abroad  for  objedls  roam. 
Whence  could  flie  learn  to  call  ideas  home.' 
Juftly  to  know  thyfelf,  perufe  mankind  ; 
To  know  thy  God,  paint  nature  on  thy  mind  : 
Without  fuch  fcience  of  the  worldly  fcene. 
What  is  retirement  ?— Empty  pride  or  fpleen  : 
But  with  it  wifdom.     There  fliall  cares  refine, 
Render'd  by  contemplation  half-divine. 
Truft  not  the  frantic,  or  myfterious  guide. 
Nor  ftoop  a  captive  to  the  fchoolman's  pride. 
On  nature's  wonders  fix  alone  thy  zeal ! 
They  dim  not  reafon,  when  the  truth  reveal; 
So  Ihall  religion  in  thy  heart  endure, 
From  all  traditionary  falfehood  pure ; 
So  life  make  death  familiar  to  thy  eye. 
So  ftialt  thou  live,  as  thou  may'ft  learn  to  die  ; 
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And, though  thou  vuw'ft  thyworft  oppreffor  thrive, 
From  tranfient  woe,  immortal  bUfs  derive. 
Farewell — Nay,  flop  the  parting  tear! — I  go! 
But  leave  the  niufe  thy  comforter  below. 


He  faid.     Tnftant  his  pinions  upward  foaf, 
He  lefTening  as  they  rife,  till  fecn  no  more. 

While  contemplation  weigh'd  the  myftic  view^ 
The  lights  all  vanifh'd,  and  the  vilion  flew. 


THE    BASTARD: 

INSCRIBED  WITH  ALL  DUE  REVERENCE  TO 

MRS.  BRETT,  ONCE  COUNTESS  OF  MACCLESFIELD. 
"  Decet  hsc  dare  dona  Novercam."        ~Ov.  Met. 


PREFACE. 

The  reader  will  eafily  perceive  thefe  verfes  were 
begun,  when  my  heart  was  gayer  than  it  has 
been  of  late ;  and  finifhed  in  hours  of  the  deepeft 
melancholy. 

I  hope  the  world  will  do  me  the  juftice  to  be- 
lieve, that  no  part  of  this  flows  from  any  real 
anger  againfl;  the  Lady,  to  whom  it  is  infcribed. 
"Whatever  undeferved  feverities  I  may  have  re- 
ceived at  her  hands,  would  flie  deal  fo  candidly  as 
acknowledge  truth,  fhe  very  well  knows,  by  an 
experience  of  many  years,  that  I  have  ever  be- 
haved myfelf  towards  htr,  like  one  who  thought 
it  his  duty  to  fupport  with  patience  all  afilidtions 
from  that  quarter.  Indeed,  if  I  had  not  been  ca- 
pable of  forgiving  a  mother,  I  muft  have  blufhed 
to  receive  pardon  myfelf  at  the  hands  of  my  So- 
vereign. 

Neither,  to  fay  the  truth,  were  the  manner  of 
my  birth  all,  fhould  I  have  any  reafon  for  com- 
plaint— When  I  am  a  little  difpofed  to  a  gay  turn 
of  thinking,  I  confider,  as  I  was  a  derelidt  from 
my  cradle,  1  have  the  honour  of  a  lawful  claim  to 
the  befl  protedlion  in  Europe.  For  being  a  fpot 
of  earth,  to  which  nobody  pretends  a  title,  1  de- 
volve naturally  upon  the  king,  as  one  of  the  rights 
of  his  royalty. 

While  I  prefume  to  name  his  Majefty,  T  look 
back,  with  confuOon,  upon  the  mercy  1  have  lately 
experienced  ;  becaufe  it  is  impoflible  to  remember 
it,  but  with  fomething  I  would  fain  forget,  for  the 
fake  of  my  future  peace,  and  alleviation  of  my  paft 
misfortune. 

1  owe  my  life  to  the  royal  pity,  if  a  wretch  can, 
■with  propriety,  be  faid  to  Uvc,  v,rhofe  days  are 
fewer  than  his  forrows;  and  to  whom  death  had 
been  but  a  redemption  from  mil'ery. 


But  I  will  fuller  my  pardon  as  my  punilhmen:, 
till  that  life,  which  has  fo  gracioufly  been  given 
me,  fliall  become  confiderable  enough  not  to  be 
ufelefs  in  his  fervice  to  whom  it  was  forfeited. 
Under  influence  of  thefe  fentiments,  \iith  which 
his  Majefty's  great  goodncfs  has  infpired  me,  I 
confider  my  lofs  of  fortune  and  dignity  as  my  han- 
pinefs ;  to  which,  as  I  am  born  without  aml)ition, 
I  am  thrown  from  them  without  repining — Pof- 
feffing  thofe  advp.ntages,  my  care  had  been,  per- 
haps, how  to  enjoy  life  ;  by  the  want  of  them  I 
am  taught  this  nobler  leflbn,  to  ftudy  how  to  de- 
ferve  it. 
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In  gayer  hours,  when  high  my  fancy  ran, 
The  mufe,  exulting,  thus  her  lay  began. 

Bleft  be  the  baftard's  birth  !  through  wondrouJ 
ways, 
He  fhines  eccentric  like  a  comet's  blaze! 
No  fiokly  fruit  of  faint  compliance  he  ! 
He  I  ftamp'd  in  nature's  mint  of  ecftacy  '■ 
He  lives  to  build,  not  boaft,  a  generous  race  : 
No  tenth  tranfmitter  of  a  foolilh  face. 
Hi>  daring  hope,  no  fire's  example  bounds; 
Hisfirft-born  lights,  no  prejudice  confounds. 
He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame; 
He  glories  in  a  baftard's  glowing  name. 

Born  to  himfelf,  by  no  pofTeffion  led. 
In  freedom  fofter'd,  and  by  fortune  fed  ; 
Nor  guides,  nor  rules,  his  fovereign  choice  controul, 
His  body  independent  as  his  foul ; 
Loos'd  to  the  world's  wide  range — enjoy'd  no  aim; 
Prtfcrib'd  no  d'lty,  and  afStjird  no  name  : 
Nature's  unbounded  fon,  he  flands  alone. 
His  heart  unbiafi'd,  and  his  mind  his  own. 
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0  motlicr,  yet  no  mother  !  'tis  to  you, 
My  thanks  for  fuch  diftinguifh'J  claims  are  due. 
You,  unenflav'd  to  nature's  narrow  law, 
Warm  championefs  for  freedom's  facred  caufe, 
From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  and  line. 
From  ties  maternal,  moral  and  divine, 
Difcharg'd  my  grafping  foul ;   pufti'd  me  from 

fliore, 
And  launch'd  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

"Whac  had  1  loft,  if,  conjugally  kind. 
By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  confin'd. 
Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  flight, 
And  coldly  confcious  of  a  hufband's  right, 
You  had  faint-drawn  me  with  a  form  alone, 
A  lawful  lump  of  life  by  force  your  own  ! 
Then,  while  your  backward  will  retrench'd  de- 

fire. 
And  unconcurring  fpirits  lent  no  fire, 
I  had  been  born  your  dull,  domeftic  heir. 
Load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great. 
The  flave  of  pomp,  a  cypher  in  the  ftate  ; 
Lordly  negleiSful  of  a  worth.unknown. 
And  numbering  in  a  feai,  by  chance  my  own. 

Far  nobler  bleflings  wait  the  baftard's  lot; 
Conceiv'd  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  begot '. 
Strong  as  neccflity,  he  flarts  away. 
Climbs  againft  wrongs,  and  brightens  into  day. 

Thus  unprophetic,  lately  mifinfpir'd, 
I  fung  :  gay  fluttering  hope,  my  fancy  fir'd; 
Inly  fecure,  through  confcious  fcorn  of  ill. 
Nor  taught  by  wifdom,  how  to  balance  will, 
Rafhly  deceiv'd,  I  faw  no  pits  to  fhun. 
But  thought  to  purpofe  and  to  adl  were  one ; 
Heedlefs  what  pointed  cares  pervert  his  way. 
Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  be- 
tray; 
But  now,  expos'd,  and  fhrinking  from  diftrefs, 
1  fly  to  fhelter,  while  the  tempefts  prcfs  ; 
My  mufe  to  grief  refigns  the  varying  tone, 
The  raptures  languifli,  and  the  numbers  groan. 

O  memory  !   thou  foul  of  joy  and  pain ! 
Thou  adlor  of  our  paflions  o'er  again  ! 
Why  doft  thou  aggravate  the  wretcli's  woe  ? 
Why  add  continuous  fmart  to  every  blow  ? 
Few  are  my  joys  ;  alas  !  how  foon  forgot ! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'fl  me  not  : 
While  (harp  and  numberlefs  my  forrows  fnll ; 
Yet  thou  reptafit,  and  multiply 'ft  them  all! 


Is  chance  a  guilt  ?  that  my  difafterous  heart, 
For  mifchief  never  meant,  mull  ever  fmart  ? 
Can  felf-defence  be  fm  ! — Ah,  plead  no  more  I 
What  though  no  purpos'd  malice  ftain'd  thee  o'er  ? 
Had  heaven  befriended  thy  unhappy  fide, 
Thou  hadft  not  beeii  provok'd-^Or  thou  hadfb 
died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homefhed  blood  from  all 
On  v/hom,  unfought,  embroiling  dangers  fall  I 
Still  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me, 
To  me  I  through  pity's  eye  condemn'd  to  fee. 
Remembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  fWells  his  fate; 
Griev'd  I  forgive,  aud  am  grown  cool  too  late. 
Young,  and  unthoughtful  then ;  who  knows,  one 

day, 
What  ripening  virtues  mig!it  have  made  their  way  ! 
He  might  have  livM  till  folly  died  in  fhame, 
Till  kindling  wifdom  felt  a  third  for  fame. 
Hi  might  perhaps  his  country's  friend  have  prov'd; 
Both  happy,  generous,  candid,  atid  belov'd. 
He  might  have  fav'd  fome  worth,  now  doom'd 

to  fall ; 
And  I,  perchance,  in  him,  have  mUrder'd  all. 

O  fate  of  late  repentance  1   always  vain  : 
Thy  remedies  but  lull  undying  pain. 
Where  fliall  my  hope  find  reft  ? — No  mother's  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer  : 
No  father's  guardian  hand  my  youth  maintain'd, 
Call'd  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  reftrain'd, 
Is  it  not  thine  to  fnatch  fome  powerful  arm, 
Firft  to  advance,  then  fkreen  from  future  harm  J 
Am  I  return'd  from  death,  to  live  in  pain  ? 
Or  would  imperial  pity  fave  in  vain  ? 
Diilruft  it  not — What  blame  can  mercy  find. 
Which  gives  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind  ? 

Mother,  mifcall'd,  farewell — of  foul  feverc. 
This  fad  refledtion  yet  may  force  one  tear: 
All  I  was  wretched  by  to  you  I  ow'd, 
Alone  from  ftrangcrs  every  comfort  flow'd  I 

Loft  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  fon  no  more. 
And  now  adopted,  who  was  doom'd  before. 
New-born,  I  may  a  nobler  mother  cl."m. 
But  dare  not  whifper  her  immortal  name  ; 
Supremely  lovely,  and  ferenely  grtat . 
Majeftic  mother  of  a  kneeling  Itate  ! 
Q_ueeii  of  a  people's  heart,  who  ne'er  be^'ore  1 
Agreed — yet  now  with  one  confent  adore  '. 
One  conteft  yet  remains  in  this  defiie. 
Who  moft  fiiall  give  applaufe,  where  all  admire. 
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VERSES 

Qccajioncd  hy  the  Right  Honour  ahle  the  Lch  V'fcountsfs 
Tyrconjiel" s  recovery  at  Bath. 

W'^HERE  Thames  with  pride  beholds  Augufla's 

charms, 
And  either  India  pours  into  hcr  arms  j 
Vol.  VIII. 


Where  liberty  bids  honeft  arts  abound. 
And  plcafures  dance  in  one  eternal  round; 
HIgh-thron'd  appears  the  laughter-li  vieg  dame, 
Goddefs  of  mirth  !  Euphrofyne  her  name. 
Her  fniiie  more  dicerful  than  a  vernal  morn; 
All  life  !   all  bloom  J  of  youth  and  fancy  born. 
Tovch'd  into  joy,  what  hearts  to  hcr  fubmit ! 
She  looks  her  fire,  and  fpeaks  her  mother's  wit. 
R  r 
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O'er  the  gay  wot  Id  the  fweet  infpirer  reigns; 
Splf-en  flies,  and  elegance  her  pomp  fuftains. 
Thee,  goddefs !  thee  1  the  fair  and  young  obey  ; 
Wealth,  wit,  love,  mufic,  all  confefs  -hy  fway. 
In  the  bleak  wild  ev'n  want  by  thee  is  blefs'd, 
And' pamper'd  pride  without  thee  pines  for  reft. 
The  rich  grow  richer,  while  in  thee  they  find 
The  matchlefs  tre:)fure  of  a  fmiling  mind. 
Science  by  tbee  flows  foft  in  focial  eafe, 
And  virtue,  lofin^  rigour,  learns  t  ■■  plea-fe. 

The  goddefs  fummons  each  illuftiious  name, 
Bids  the  gay  talk,  at\i'.  form'  th'  amufive  j^ame. 
She,  whofe  fair  thi  cne  is  fix'd  in  human  fouls. 
From  joy  to  joy  her  eye  delighted  rolls. 
But  where  (fhe  cried  j  is  fhe,  my  favourite '.  fli-e 
Of  all  my  race    the  dtareft  far  to  me  ! 
Whofe  life's  the  life  of  each  refin'd  delight  ? 
She  faid — But  no  Tyrccnnel  glads  her  fight. 
Swift  funk  her  laughing  eyes  in  languid  fear; 
Swift  role  the  fwelling  figh,  and  trembling  tear. 
In  kind  low  murmurs  all  the  1  ifs  deplore ! 
Tyrconnel  dronps,  and  plea-fure  is  m  more. 

The  goddefs,  filent,  paus'd  in  mufeful  air ; 
But  mirth,  like  virtue,  cannot  hmg  defpair. 
Celeftial- hinted  thoughts  gay  hope  infpir'd, 
Smiling  fhe  rofe,  and  all  with  hope  were  fir'd. 
Where  Bath's  afcending  turrets  meet  her  eyes ; 
Straight  wafted  on  the  tepid  breeze  (he  flies. 
She  flies,  her  elder  fifter  health  to  find; 
She  finds  her  on  the  mountain-brow  reclin'd. 
Around  her  birds  in  earlieft  concert  fing  ; 
Her  cheek  the  femblance  of  the  kindling  fpring  ; 
Frelh-tin61:ur'd  like  a  fummer-evening  fky, 
And  a  mild  fun  fits  fmiling  in  her  eye. 
Loofe  to  the  wind  her  verdant  Veftments  flow  ; 
Her  limbs  yet  recent  from  the  fprings  below  ; 
There  oft  ftie  bathes,  then  peaceful  fits  fecure, 
Where  every  gale  is  fragrant,  frefti,  and  pure ; 
Where  flowers  and   herbs   their    cordial  odours 

blend. 
And  all  their  balmy  virtues  faft  afceiid. 

Hail,  Cftcr,  hail !  (_the  kindred  goddefs  cries) 
No  common  fuppliant  ftands  before  your  eyes. 
You,  with  whofe  living  Ireath  the  morn  is  fraught, 
Flufti    the    fair   cheek,    and    point   the    cheerful 

thought  1 
Strength,  vigour,  wit,  depriv'd  of  thee,  decline  I 
Each  finer  fenfe,  that  forms  delight,  is  thine  ! 
Bright  funs  by  thee  diifufe  a  brighter  blaze, 
And  the  frefli  green  a  frefher  green  difplays ! 
Without  thee  pleafures  die,  <ir  dully  cloy, 
And  life  with  thee,  howe'er  deprefs'd,  is  joy. 
£uch  thy  vaft  power  ' — The  deity  replies, 
Mirth  never  aiks  a  boon,  which  health  denies, 
Our  mingled  gifts  tranfcend  imperial  wealth  ; 
Health  flrengthens    mirth,    and    mirth    infpirits 
health.  [are  mine  ; 

Thefe  gales,  yon  fprings,  herbs,  flowers,  and  fun. 
Thine  is  their  fmile  !  be  all  their  influence  thine. 

Euphrofyne  rejoins — Thy  friendfhip  prove  ! 
See  the  dear,  fickening  objcdl  of  my  love  ! 
Shall  that  warm  heart,  fo  cheerful  ev'n  in  pain. 
So  form'd  to  pleafe,  unpleas'd  itfelf  remain  .' 
Sifter  !  in  her  my  fmile  anew  difplay, 
And  all  the  fecial  world  fliall  blei's  thy  fway. 


Swifi;,  asflie  fpeaks,  health  fpreadsthepurjile  wing. 
Soars  in  the  colur'd  clouds,  and  fheds  the  fpring:-  ; 
Now  bland  and  fweet  flic  floats  along  in  air  ; 
Air  feels,  and  foftening  own  th'  xthereal  fair  ! 
In  flill  defcent  ftie  melts  on  opening  flowers, 
And  deep  impregnates  plants  with  genial  fiiowers,- 
The  genial  fiwwers,  new-'ifing  to  the  ray. 
Exhale  in  rofeare  clouds,  and  glad  the  day. 
Now  in  a  zrtphyr's  borrow'd  voice  (he  fings, 
Sweeps  the  frefii  dcws,  and  (hakes  them  from  her 

wings. 
Shakes  them  erribalm'd';  or,  in  a  gentle  kifs, 
Breathes  the  fure  earneft  of  awakening  blifs. 
Sapphira  feels  it,  with  a  foft  furprife. 
Glide  through  her  veins-,  and  quicken  in  her  eye^I 

Inftant  in  her  vi-wn  form  the  goddefs  glows. 
Where   bubbling  warna,  the  mineral  water  flows; 
Then,  plunging,  to  the  flood  new  viriue  gives  ; 
Steeps  every  charm  ;  and,  as  (he  bathe;,  it  lives  1 
As  front  her  locks  (he  fheds  the  vital  (hower, 
'  ris  done!   ((he  cries)  thefe  fp:ings  poffefs  xty 
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Let  thefe  immediate  to  thy  darling  roll 
Health   vigour,  life,  and  gay  returning  foul. 
Thou  fmil'ft  Euphrofyne  ;  and  confcious  fee, 
Prompt  to  thy  fmile,  how  nature  joys  with  thee. 
All  i«  green  life  1  all  beauty  rofy  bright; 
Full  harmony,  young  love,  and  dear  delight ! 
Sec  vernal  hours  lead  circlitig  joys  along  ! 
All  fun,  all  bloom,  all  fragrance,  and  all  fong '. 
Receive  thy  care  '.   Now  mirth  and  health  com- 
bine. 
Each  heart  (hall  gladden,  and  each  virtue  (hine. 
Quick  to  Augurta  bear  thy  prize  away ; 
There  let  her  fmile,  and  bid  a  world  be  gay. 


AN  EPISTLE 

9*0  lie  Right  Honourable  Sir  Robirt  Walpole, 

Still  let  low  wits,  who  fenfe  imv  honour  prize, 
Sneer  at  all  gratitude,  all  truth  difguife; 
At  living  worth,  becaufe  alive,  exclaim, 
Infult  the  exil'd,  and  the  dead  defame  1 
Such  paint,  what  pity  veils  in  private  woes. 
And  what  we  fee  with  grief,  ■wiih  mirth  expiofc  ; 
Studious   to   urge — (whom    will    mean   authors 

fpare  ?) 
The  child's,  the  parent's,  and  the  confirt's  tear ; 
Unconfcious  of  what  pangs  the  heart  may  rend. 
To  lofe  what  they  have  ne'er  deferv'd — a  friend. 
Such,  ignorant  of  fadts,  invent,  relate, 
Expos'd  pcrfift,  and  anfvver'd  ftill  debate  : 
Such,  but  by  foils,  the  cleareft  luftre  fee. 
And  deem  afpcrfing  others,  praifing  thee. 
Far  from  thefe  tracks  my  honeft  lays  afpirc, 
And  greet  a  generous  heart  with  generous  fire- 
Truth  be  my  guide  '.   Truth,  which  thy  virtue 

claims  ! 
This,  nor  the  poet,  nor  the  patron  (hames  ! 
When  party  minds  fliall  lofe  contraciled  views, 
And  hillory  qucftion  the  recording  mufe ; 
'Tis  this  alone  to  after-times  mull  (hine. 
And  {lamp  the  poet  and  his  theme  divine,    . 


MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS. 


ei^ 


Long  has  my  mufe,  from  many  a  mournful  caute, 
Sung  with  fmali  power,  nor  fought  fublime  ap- 
plaiife ;  [fcope ; 

From  that  great  point   (he   now   fliall  urge  her 
On  that  fair  promife  reft  her  future  hope  ; 
Where  policy,  from  ftate  illufinn  clear, 
tan  through  an  open  afpecl  fliine  finccre  ; 
Where  fcience,  law,  and  liberty  depend, 
And  own  the  patron,  patriot,  and  the  friend  ; 
(That  breaft  to  feci,  that  eye  on  worth  to  gaz^, 
That  fmile  to  cherifti,  and  that  hand  to  raife  !) 
Whofe  beft  of  hearts  her  beft  of  thoughts  inflame, 
Whofe  joy  is  bouiuy,  and  whofe  gift  is  fame. 
,   Where,  for  relicrf,  flies  innocence  diftrefs'd  ? 
To  yoti,  who  chafe  oppreflion  from  th'  opprefs'd  : 
Who,  when  complaint  to  you  alone  belongs. 
Forgive  your  own,  though  not  a  people's  wrongs  : 
Who  ftill  make  public  property  your  care. 
And  thence  bid  private  grief  no  more  defpair. 

Afk  they  what   flate  yoUr  Iheltering  care  Ihall 
own  ? 
'Tis  yoKth,  'tis  age,  the  cottage,  and  the  throne  : 
Nor  can  the  prifon  'fcape  your  fearching  eycy 
Your  ear  ftill  opening  to  the  captive's  cry. 
Nor  lefs  was  pro.mis'd  from  thy  early  ficili, 
Ere  power  enforc'd  benevolence  of  will ! 
To  friends  refin'd,  thy  private  life  adher'd, 
By  thee  improving,  ere  by  thee  prefer'd. 
Well  hadft  thou  weigh'd  what  truth  fuch  friends 

afford. 
With  thee  refighing,  and  with  thee  rertor'd. 
Thou  taught'ft  them  all  extenfive  love  to  bear. 
And  now  mankind  with  thee  their  friendfhip  ftiare. 

As  the  rich  cloud  by  due  degrees  expands, 
And  (howers  down  plenty  thick  on  fundry  lands, 
Thy  fpreading  worth  in  various  bounty  fell. 
Made  genius  floiirifh,  and  made  art  excel. 

How  many,  yet  deceiv'd,  all  power  oppofe  ? 
Their  fears  increafing,  as  decreafe  their  woes  ; 
Jealous  of  bondage,  while  they  freedom  gain, 
And  moft  oblig'd,  mofl  eager  to  complain. 

But  well  we  count  our  blefs,  if  well  we  view, 
When  power  oppreflion,  not  protedlion  grew  ; 
View  prefent  ills  that  punifh  diftant  climes; 
Or  bleed  in  memory  here  from  ancient  times. 

Mark  firft  the  robe  abus'd  religion  wore, 
Story'd  with  griefs,  and  ftain'd  with  human  gore  ! 
What  various  tortures,  engines,  fires,  reveal, 
Study'd,  empower'd,  and  fanAify'd  by  zeal.' 

Stop  here,  my  mufe  ! — Peculiar  woes  defcry  1 
Bid  them  in  fad  fucccffion  ftrike  thy  eye  ! 
Lo,  to  her  eye  the  fad  fucceffioa  fprings  I 
She  looks,  ftie  weeps,  and,  as  fhe  weeps,  flie  fings. 
See  the  doom'd  Hebrew  of  his  ftores  bereft  1 
See  holy  murder  juftify  the  theft  1 
His  ravag'd  gold  feme  ufelefs  fhrine  fhall  raife, 
His  gems  on  fuperftitious  idols  blaze  ! 
His  wife,  his  babe,  deny'd  their  Tittle  home, 
Stripp'd,  ftarv'd,  unfriended,  and  unpity'd  roam. 

Lo,  the  prieft's  hand  the  wafer-god  fupplies  1 — 
A  king  by  confccrated  polfon  dies  1 

See  learning  range  yon  broad  ethereal  plain. 
From  world  to  world,  and  godlike  fcience  gain  ! 
Ah  I  what  avails  the  curious  fearch  fuftain'd, 
^hs  finifh'd  toil,  the  godlike  fciei.ce  gain'd  ? 


Sentenc'd  to  flamss  th'  expanfive  wifdom  fell. 
And  truth  from  heaven  was  forcery  from  hell. 

See  reafon  bid  each  myftic  wile  retire,     [mire' 
Strike  out  new  light '.  and  mark ! — the  wife  ad- 
Zeal  {hall  fuch  herefy,  like  learning,  hate;  - 
The  fame  their  glory,  and  the  fame  their  fate. 

Lo,  from  fought  mercy,  one  his  life  receives ! 
Life,  worfe  than  death,  that  cruel  mercy  gives  : 
The  man,  perchance,  who  wealth  and  honours  bore, 
Slaves  in  the  mine,  or  ceafelcfs  flrains  the  oar. 
So  doom'd  are  thefe,  and  fuch,  perhaps,  onr  doom, 
Own'd  we  a  prince,  avert  it  heaven !  from  Rome. 

Nor  private  worth  alone  falfe  zeal  alTails ; 
Whole  nations  bleed  when  bigotry  prevails. 
What  are  fworn  friendfhips  ?  What  are  kindred 

ties  ? 
What's  faith  with  herefy  ?  (the  zealot  cries.) 
See,  when  war  finks,  the  thundering  cannons  roar ; 
When  wounds,  and  death,  and  difcord  are  no 

more  ; 
When  mufic  bids  undreading  joys  advance," 
Swell  the  foft  hour,  and  turn  the  fwimniing  dance  : 
When,  to  crown  thefe,  the  focial  fparkling  bowl 
Lifts  the  cheer'd  fenfe,  and  pours  out  all  the  foul  j 
Sudden  he  fends  red  maffacre  abroad ; 
Faithlefs  to  man,  to  prove  his  faith  to  God. 
What  pure  perfuafive  eloquence  denies. 
All  drunk  with  blood,  the  arguing  fword  fupplies; 
The  fword,  which  to  th'  affiiffin's  hand  is  given  ! 
Th'  afTaflin's   hand ! — pronounc'd    the    hand  of 

heaven  ! 
Sex  bleeds  with  fex,  and  infancy  with  age  ; 
No  rank,  no  place,  no  virtue,  flops  his  rage ; 
Shall  fword,  and  flame,  and  devaftation  ceafe. 
To  pleafe  with  zeal,  wild  zeal !  the  God  of  Peace  ? 

Nor  lefs  abufe  has  fcourg'd  the  civil  ftate. 
When  a  king's  will  became  a  nation's  fate. 
Enormous  power  1   Nor  noble,  nor  ferene  ; 
Now  fierce  and  cruel;  now  but  wild  and  meai^. 
See  titles  fold,  to  raife  th'  unjuft  fupply  I 
CompcU'd  the  purchafe  I  or  be  fin'd,  or  buy  ! 
No  public  fpirit,  guarded  well  by  laws, 
Uncenfur'd  cenfures  in  his  country's  caufe. 
See  from  the  merchant  forc'd  th'  unwilling  loan  !, 
Who  dares  deny,  or  deem  his  wealth  his  own  ? 
Denying,  fee  !  where  dungeon  damps  arife, 
Difeas'd  he  pines,  and  unafTifted  dies. 
Far  more  than  maffacre  that  fate  accurfl ! 
As  of  all  deaths  the  lingering  is  the  worft. 

New  courts  of  cenfure  griev'd  with  new  offence, 
Tax'd  without  power,-  and  fin'd  without  pretence, 
Explain'd,  at  will,  each  ftatute's  wrefted  aim. 
Till  marks  of  merit  were  the  marks  of  fhame ; 
So  monftrous  ! — Life  was  the  fevercft  grief. 
And  the  worfl  death  feem'd  welcome  for  relief. 

In  vain  the  fubjedl  fought  redrefs  from  law. 
No  fenate  liv'd  the  partial  judge  to  awe  : 
Senates  were  void,  and  fenators  confin'd 
For  the  great  caufe  of  nature  and  mankind ; 
Who  kings  fuperior  to  the  people  own ; 
Yet  prove  the  law  fuperior  to  the  throne. 

Who  can  review  without  a  generous  tear, 
A  church,  a  ftate,  fo  impious,  fo  fevere  ; 
A  land  uncultur'd  through  polemic  jars, 
Rich  ! — but  with  carnage  from  intiftinc  wars; 
Rr  ij 


The  hand  of  induAry  employ'd  no  more. 
And  commerce  flying  to  fome  fafer  fliore  ; 
All  property  reduc'd,  to  power  a  prey, 
And  fcnfe  and  learning  chas'd  by  zeal  away  ? 
Who  honours  not  each  dear  departed  ghoft. 
That  ftrove  for  liberty  fo  won,  fo  loft  : 
So  well  regain'd  when  godUke  William  rofe, 
Ard  firft  enrail'd  the  bltfling  George  beftows? 
May  Walpole  ftill  the  growing  triumph  raife. 
And  bid  thefe  emulate  Eliza's  days; 
Still  fetve  a  prince,  who,  o'er  his  people  great, 
As  far  tranfcends  in  virtue,  as  in  Hate  ! 

The  mufe  purfues  thee  to  thy  rural  feat; 
Ev'n  there  fliall  liberty  infpire  retreat. 
When  folemn  cares  in  flowing  wit  are  drown'd, 
And  fportive  chat  and  focial  laughs  go  round : 
Ev'n  then,  when  paufing  mirth  begins  to  fail, 
The  converfe  varies  to  the  ferious  tale. 
The  tale  pathetic  fpeaks  fome  wretch  that  owes 
To  fome  deficient  law  relieflefs  woes. 
What  inftant  pity  warms  thy  generous  breaft  I 
How  all  the  legiflator  ftaads  confefs'd  : 
Now  fprings   the   hint  1     'tis   now  improv'd  to 

thought !; 
tJow  ripe  !  and  now  to  public  welfare  brought  I 
New  bills,  which  regulating  means  beftow, 
Juftice  preferve,  yet  foftening  mercy  know  : 
Juftice  fliall  low  vexatious  wiJes  decline, 
And  ftill  thrive  moft,  when  lawyers  moft  repine, 
Juftice  from  jargon  ftiall  refin'd  appear, 
To  knowledge  through  our  native  language  clear. 
Hence  we  may  learn,  no  more  dcceiv'd  by  law. 
Whence  wealth  and  life  their  beft  aflurance  draw. 

The  freed  infolvent,  with  induftrious  hand, 
Strives  yet  to  fatisfy  the  juft  demand  : 
Thus  ruthlefs  men,  who  would  his  powers  re- 

ftrain, 
Oft  what  fcverity  wonld  Jofe  obtain. 
Thefe,  and   a  thoufand   gifts,  thy   thought   ac- 
quires, 
Which  liberty  benevolent  Jnfpircs. 
From  liberty  the  fruits  of  lawincreafe. 
Plenty,  and  joy,  and  all  the  arts  of  peace. 
Abroad  the  merchant,  while  the  tempefts  rave. 
Adventurous  fails,  nor  fears  the  wind  and  wave; 
At  home  untir'd  we  find  th'  aufpicious  hand 
With  flock?,  and  herds,  and  harvefts,blefsthe  land  : 
While  there,  the  pe;:fant  glads  the  grateful  foil, 
Here  mark  the  fliipwright,  there  the  mafon  toil. 
Hew,  fquare,  and  rear,  magnificent,  the  ftone. 
And  give  oar  oak'*  a  glory  nr^t  their  own  ! 
What  life  demands  by  this  obeys  her  call, 
And  added  elegance  confummates  all. 
Thus  ftately  cities,  ftatelier  navies  rife, 
And  fpread  our  grandeur  under  diftant  flcics. 
From  liberty  each  nobler  fcience  fprung, 
A  Bacon  brighten'd,  and  a  .Spenfer  fung  : 
A  Clarke  and  Locke  new  tracks  of  truth  explore, 
And  Newton  reaches  heights  unreach'd  before. 

What  trade  fees  property  that  wealth  ir.aintain, 
What  induftry  no  longer  dreads  to  gain  ; 
W'hat  tender  confcicnce  kneels  with  fears  refign'd, 
Fnjoys  her  worihip,  and  avows  her  mind  ; 
What  genius  now  from  want  to  fortune  climbs, 
And  to  fafe  fcience  every  thought  fublimes ; 
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What  royal  power,  from  his  fuperlor  Rite, 
Sees  public  happinefs  his  own  create  ; 
But  kens  thofe  patriot  fouls,  to  which  he  owes 
Of  old  each  fource,  whence  now  each  bleffing 
flows? 
And  if  fuch  fpirits  from  their  heaven  defcend, 
And  blended  flame,  to  point  one  glorious  end  ; 
Flame  from  one  breaft,  and  thence  to  Britain  fliine. 
What  love,  what  praife.O  Walpole,  then  is  thine? 


THE  rOLUNrSEK LAUREAT.  . 

No.  I. 

On  her  Majejlys  Birib-day,  173I-S. 

Twice  twenty  tedious  moons  have  roll'd  away. 
Since  hope,  kind  flatterer !  tun'd  my  penGve  lay, 
Whifpering,  that  you,  who  rais'd  me  from  defpair. 
Meant,  by  your  fmiles,  to  make  life  worth  my 

care; 
With  pitying  hand  an  orphan's  tears  to  fcreen, 
And  o'er  the  motherlefs  extend  the  queen. 
'  Fwlil  he — the  prophet  guides  the  poet's  ftrain  I 
Grief  never  touch'd  a  heart  like  your's  in  vain  : 
Heaven  gave  yoa  power,  becaufe  you  love  to  blefs ; 
And  pity,  when  you  feel  it,  is  redrefs. 

Two  fathers  join'd  to  rob  my  claim  of  one  ! 
ATy  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  fon  ! 
The  fenate  next,  wjhofe  aid  the  helplefs  own. 
Forgot  my  infant  wrong?,  and  mine  alone  1 
Yet  parents  pitylefs,  nor  peers  unkind, 
Nor  titles  loft,  nor  woes  myfterious  join'd. 
Strip  me  of  hope — by  heav'n  thus  lowly  laid, 
To  find  a  Pharoah's  daughter  in  the  fliade. 

You  cannot  hear  unmov'd,  when  wrongs  im- 
plore, 
Your  heart  is  woman,  though  your  mind  be  more ; 
Kind,  like  the  power  who  gave  you  to  our  prayers. 
You  would  not  lengthen  life  to  ftiarpen  cares; 
They,  who  a  barren  leave  to  live  beftow. 
Snatch  but  from  death  to  facrifice  to  woe. 
Hated  by  her  from  whom  my  life  I  drew, 
Whence  fliould  I  hope,  if  not  from  heaven  and  you  I 
Nor  dare  I  groan  beneath  affliflion's  rod, 
My  queen  my  mother,  and  my  father — God. 

The  pitying  mufcs  faw  me  wit  purfue  ; 
A  baftard-fon,  alas !  on  that  fide  too, 
Did  not  your  eyes  exalt  the  poet's  fire, 
And  what  the  mufe  denies,  the  queen  infpire  ? 
While  rifin^  thus  your  heavenly  foul  to  view, 
I  learn,  how  angels  think,  by  copying  you. 

Great  princefs  !  'tis  decreed — once  every  year 
I  march  uncall'd  Your  Laureat  Volunteer  ; 
Thus  (hall  your  |wet  his  low  genius  raife,   [praife. 
And   charm   the  world  with   truths  too  vaft  for 
Nor  need  I  dwell  on  glories  all  your  own, 
Since  furcr means  to  tempt  your  fmiles  arc  known; 
Your  poet  ftiail  allot  your  lord  his  part. 
And  paint  him  in  his  nobleft  throne— yonr  hestt. 

Is  there  a  greatnefs  that  adorns  him  beft, 
A  tifing  wilb,  that  ripens  ia  his  breaft  J 
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Has  he  foremcant  fome  diftant  a»e  to  blefs, 
Difarm  oppreflion,  or  txpel  diftrefs  ? 
Plans  he  fome  fcheme  to  reconcile  mankind, 
People  the  feas,  and  bufy  every  wind  ? 
Would  he  by  pity  the  deceiv'd  reclaim, 
And  fmile  contending  fadlions  into  Ihame  ? 
Would  his  example  lend  his  laws  a  weight. 
And  breathe  his  own  loft  morals  o'er  his  ftate  i 
The  mufe  fiiail  find  it  all,  ftiall  make  it  feen, 
Aad  teach  the  world   his  praife,  to   charm   his 
queen. 
Such  be  the  annual  truths  my  verfe  imparts, 
Nor  frown,  fair  favourite  of  a  people's  hearts  '. 
Happy  if,  plac'd,  perchance,  beneath  your  eye, 
My  mufe,  unpenfion'd,  might  her  pinions  try; 
Fearleis  to  fail,  whilft  you  indulge  her  flame, 
And  bid  me  proudly  boaft  your  Laureat's  name ; 
Renob'ed  thus  by  wreaths  my  queen  beftows, 
i  lofe  all  memory  of  wrongs  and  woes. 

No.  ir. 

On  her  Maj^Jfs  Eirth-day,  I73Z-3. 

"  Great  princcfs,  'tis  decreed  1  once  every  year, 
"  I  march  uncall'd,  your  Laureat  Volunteer." 
So  fung  the  mufe ;  nor  fung  the  mufe  in  vain  : 
My  queen  accepts,  the  year  renews  the  flrain. 
Ere  firft  your  inliuence  (hone  with  heavenly  aid, 
Each  thought  was  terror  ;  for  each  view  wasihade. 
Fortune  to  life  each  flowery  path  deny'd  ; 
No  fcicnce  learn'd  to  bloom,  no  lay  to  glide. 
Inftead  of  hallow'd  hill,  or  vocal  vale. 
Or  flream,  fweet-echoing  to  the  tuneful  tale  ; 
Damp  dens  confin'd,  or  barren  deferts  fpread. 
With  fpedres  haunted,  and  the  mufes  fled; 
Ruins  in  peniive  emblem  feem  to  rife. 
And  all  was  dark,  or  wild,  to  fancy's  eyes. 

But  hark  I  a  gladdening  voice  all  nature  cheers  I 
Difperfe,  ye  glooms !  a  day  of  joy  appears  ! 
Hail,  happy  day  ! — 'Twason  thy  glorious  morn, 
The  firft,  the  faireft  of  her  fex  was  born  i 
How  fwift  the  change !  Cold,  wintery  forrows  fly  ! 
Where'er  fhe  looks,  delight  furrounds  the  eye  1 
Mild  {hints  the  fun,  the  woodlands  warble  round. 
The  vales  fweet  echo,  fweet  the  rocks  refound  '. 
In  cordial  air,fofc  fragrance  floats  along; 
Each  fcene  is  verdure,  and  each  voice  is  fong  ! 

Shoot  from  your  orb  divine,  ye  quickening  rays ! 
Boundlefs.like  her  benevolence,  ye  blaze  ! 
Soft  emblems  of  her  bounty,  fall  ye  ftiowers ! 
And  fweet  afcend,  and  fair  unfold  yc  flowers  ! 
Yc  rofes,  lilies,  you  we  earlieft  claim, 
In  whitenefs,  and  in  fragrance,  match  her  fame  I 
'Tis  yours  to  fade,  to  fame  like  hers  is  due 
Undying  fweets,  and  bloom  for  ever  new. 
Ye  bloffoms,  that  one  varied  landfcape  rife, 
And  fend  your.fcentful  tribute  to  the  fkies; 
Diffufive  like  yon  royal  branches  fmile, 
Grace  the  young  year,  and  glad  the  grateful  ifle  ! 
Attend,  ye  mules  !  mark  the  feather'd  quires  I 
I'hofe   the  fpriug  wakes,  as  you  the  queen  in- 

fpires. 
O,  let  her  praife  for  ever  fwell  your  fong  I 
Sweet  let  your  facred  ftreaa;5  the  notes  prolong, 


Clear,  and  more  clear,  through  all  my  lays  refine ; 
And  there  let  heaven  and  her  refleiSed  fliine  ! 

As,  when  chill  blights  from  vernal  funs  retire, 
Cheerful  the  vegetative  world  afpire, 
Put  forth  unfolding  blooms,  and  waving  try 
Th'  enlivening  influence  of  a  milder  Iky; 
So  gives  her  birth  (Hke  yon  approaching  fpring) 
The  land  to  llounlh,  and  the  mufe  to  Cng. 

Tv/as  thus,  Zenobia,  on  Palmyra's,  throne, 
In  learning,  beauty,  and  in  virtue  ftionc  ; 
Beneath  her  rofe,  L,onginus,  in  thy  name. 
The  poet's,  critic's,  and  the  patriot's  fame  ! 
Is  there  (fo  high  be  you,  great  princefs,  prais'd) 
A  woe  unpitied,  or  a  worth  unrais'd  .' 
Art  learns  to  foar  by  your  fweet  influence  taught; 
In  life  well  cheriih'd ;  nor  in  death  forgot : 
In  death,  as  life,  the  learn'd  your  goodncfs  tell ! 
Witnefs  the  facred  bufts  of  Richmond's  cell ! 
Sages,  who  in  unfading  light  will  Ihine  ; 
Who  grafp'd  at  fcitnce,  Uke  your  own,  divine  ! 

The  mufe,  who  hails  with  fong  this  gloriou* 
morn, 
Now  looks  through  days,  through  months,  through 

years  unborn  ; 
All  white  they  rife,  and  in  their  courfe  exprefs'd 
A  king  by  kings  rever'd,  by  fubjecls  hleft  ! 
A  quetn,  where'er  true  greatnefs fpreads  in  fame; 
V/here  learning  towers  beyond  her  fex's  aim  ; 
Where  pure  religion  no  extreme  can  touch, 
Of  faith  too  little,  or  of  zeal  too  much  ; 
Where  thefe  behold,  as  on  this  blcfs'd  of  morns, 
What  love  proteifls  them,  and  what  worth  adorns ; 
Where'er  diffufive  goodnefs  fmiles,  a  queen 
Still  prais'd  with  rapture,  as  with  wonder  feen  ! 

Sec  nations  round,  of  every  wifli  pofTefs'd! 
Life  in  each  eye,  and  joy  in  every  bread  ! 
Shall  1,  on  what  1  lightly  touch'd,  explain  .' 
Shall  I  (vain  thought  !)  attempt  the  finilh'd  flrain  ? 
I^o  ! — let  the  poet  flop  unequal  lays, 
And  to  the  juft  hiftorian  yield  your  praife. 

No.  IIL      • 

On  her  Majejfys  Birth-day^  1 734-5' 

Ik  youth  no  parent  nurs'd  my  infant  fongs, 
'Twas  mine  to  be  infpir'd  alone  by  wrongs ; 
Wrongs,  that  with  hie  their  fierce  attack  began. 
Drank  infant  tears,  and  ftill  purfue  the  man. 
Life  fcarce  is  life. — Dejedion  all  is  mine  ; 
The  power,  that  loves  in  lonely  fliades  to  pine  ; 
Of  fading  cheek,  of  unelated  views  ; 
Whofe  weaken'd  eyes  the  rays  of  hope  rcfufe. 
*  ris  mine  the  mean,  inhuman  pride  to  find  ; 
Who  fliuns  th'  opprefs'd,  to  fortune  only  kind; 
Whofe  pity's  infult,  and  whofe  cold  refpeA 
Is  keen  as  fcorn,  ungenerous  as  neglcd. 
Void  of  benevolent,  obliging  grace, 
Ev'n  dubious  friendfliip  half  averts  his  face. 
Thus  funk  in  ficknefs,  thus  with  woes  oppreft, 
How  fhall  the  fire  awake  within  my  brcaft  ? 
How  ftiall  the  mufe  her  flagging  pinions  raife  ? 
How  tune  her  voice  to  Carolini^'s  praife  .' 
From  jarring  thought  no  foneful  raptures  flow  ; 
Thefc  with  fair  Uavs  and  gentle  Icafons  glow  ; 
R  r  iij 
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Such  give  alone  fweet  Philomel  to  fing, 
And  Philomel's  the  poet  of  the  fpring. 

But  foft,  my  foul !  fee  yon  celeftial  light ! 
Before  whofe  lambent  luftre  breaks  the  night. 
It  glads  me  like  the  morning  clad  in  dews,  ■ 
And  beams  reviving  from  the  vernal  mufe  : 
Infpiring  joyous  peace,  'tis  fhe  !  'tis  flae  '. 
A  ftranger  long  to  mifery  and  me. 

Her  verdant  mantle  gracefully  declines, 
And,  flower-embroidcr'd,  as  it  varies,  fhines. 
To  form  her  garland,  zephyr,  from  his  wing,  • 
Throws  the  firft  flowers  and  foliage  of  the  fpring. 
Her  looks  how  lovely  !  health  and  joy  have  lent 
Bloom  to  he:  cheek,  and  to  her  brow  conteHt. 
Behold,  fweet-beaming  her  etherial  eyes  '. 
Soft  as  the  Pieiades  o'er  the  dewy  flcies. 
She  blunts  the  point  of  care,  alleviates  woes, 
And  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  and  repofe ; 
Bids  the  heart  yield  to  virtue's  filent  call, 
Andlhows  ambition's  fons  mere  children  all; 
Who  hunt  for  toys  which  pleafe  with  tinfcl  fliine  ; 
For  which  they  fquabble,  and  for  which  they  pine. 
Oh,  hear  her  voice,  more  mellow  than  the  gale, 
That  breath'd  through  (hcpherd's  pipe  enchants 

the  vale  ! 
Hark !  fhe  invites  from  city  fnioke  and  nolfe, 
Vapours  impure,  and  from  impurer  joys  ; 
From  various  evils,  that,  with  rage  combin'd, 
XTntune  the  body,  and  pollute  the  mind  : 

Fron^  crowds,  to  whom  no  focial  faith  belongs, 
Who  tread  one  circle  of  deceit  and  wrongs  ; 
With  whom  politcnefs  is  but  civil  guile. 
And  laws  oppref?,  exerted  by  the  vile. 
To  this  oppos'd,  the  mufe  prefents  the  fcene ; 
Where  fylvan  pleafures  ever  fmiles  ferenc; 
Pleafures  that  emulate  the  bleft  above. 

Health,  innocence,  and  peace,  the  mufe.  and  love; 

Pleafures  that  ravifli,  while  alternate  wrought 

By  friendly  converfe,  and  abflraAed  thought. 

Thefefoothe  my  throbbing  breafti  No  lofs  1  mourn; 

Though  both  from  riches  and  from  grandeur  torn. 

Weep  I  cruel  mother  ?  No — I've  feen^ 

From  heaven,  a  pitying,  a  maternal  queen. 

One  gave  me  life ;  but  would  no  comfort  grant; 

She  more  than  life  refum'd  by  giving  want. 

Would  Ihe  the  being  which  (he  gave  deftroy  ? 

My  queen  gives  life,  and  bids  me  hope  for  joy. 

Honours  and  wealth  I  cheerfully  refign; 

If  competence,  if  learned  eafc  be  mine  ! 

If  I  by  mental,  heart- felt  joys  be  fir'd, 

And  in  the  vale  by  all  the  mufe  infpir'd  I 
Here  ceafe  my  plaint — See  yon  enlivening  fcenes ! 

Child  of  the  fpring  !   Behold  the  beft  of  queens  ! 

Softnefs  and  beauty  rofe  this  heavenly  morn, 

Dawn'd  wifdom,  and  benevolence  was  born. 

Joy,  o'er  a  people,  in  her  influence  rofe  ; 

Like  that  which  fpring  o'er  rural  nature  throws. 

War  to  the  peaceful  pipe  refigns  his  roar. 

And  breaks  his  billows  on  fome  diflant  Ihore. 

Domeftic  difcord  finks  beneath  her  fmile. 

And  arts,  and  trade,  and  plenty,  glad  the  ifls. 

L.Oj  induftry  furveys,  with  feaded  eyes. 

His  due  reward,  a  plenteous  harvefl  rife ! 

Nor  (taught  by  commerce)  joys  in  that  alone  ; 

Bat  ices  the  hsrveft  of  a  world  his  own. 


Hence  thy  juft  praife,  thou  mild,  majeflic  Thames  ! 
Rich  river  !  richer  than  Padtolus'  ftreams  ! 
Than  thofe  renown'd  of  yore,  by  poets  roU'd 
O'er  intermingled  pearls,  and  fands  of  gold. 
How  glorious  thou,  when  from  eld  ocean's  urn. 
Loaded  with  India's  wealth,  thy  waves  return  ! 
Alive  thy  banks  !  along  each  bordering  line, 
High  cultur'd  blooms,  inviting  villas  fhine  : 
And  while  around  teii  thoufand  beauties  glow, 
Thefe  flill  o'er  thofe  redoubling  luftre  throw. 

"  Come  then  (fo  whifpcr'd  the  indulgent  mufe) 
"  Come  then,  in  Richmond  groves  thy  forrows 

"  lofe  ! 
"  Come  then,  and  hymn  this  day  1    The  pleafing 

fcene 
*'  Shows,  in  each  view,  the  genius  of  thy  queen. 
"  Hear  nature  whifpering  in  the  breeze  her  fong  I 
"  Hear  her  fweet  warbling  through  tlie  feather'd 

"  throng ! 
"  Come,  with  the  warbling  world  thy  notes  unite, 
"  And  with  the  vegetable  fmile  delight ! 
"  Sure  luch  a  fcene  and  fong  will  foon  reftore 
"  Loft  quiet,  and  give  blifs  unknown  before  ; 
"  Receive  it  grateful,  and  adore,  when  given, 
"  The  goodnefs  of  thy  parent,  queen,  and  heaven  1 

"  With  me  each  private  virtue  lifts  the  voice; 
"  While  public  fpirit  bids  a  land  rejoice  : 
"  O'er  all  thy  queen's  benevolence  defcends, 
"  And  wide  o'er  all  her  vital  light  extends. 
"  As  winter  foftcns  into  fpring,  to  you 
"  Blooms  fortune's  feafon,  through  her  fmile,  anew. 
"  Still  for  paft  bounty,  let  new  lays  impart 
"  The  fweet  efTuftons  of  a  grateful  heart ! 
"  Caft  through  the  telefcope  of  hope  your  eye  ! 
"  Yhere  goodnefs  infinite,  fupremc,  defcry  ! 
"  From  hini  that  ray  of  virtue  ftream'd  on  earth, 
"  Which  kindled  Caroline's  bright  foul  to  birth. 
"  Behold,  he  fpreads  one  univerfal  fpring  I 
"  Mortals,  transform'd  to  angels,  then  fhall  fing; 
"  Opprcfllon  then  ftiall  fly  with  want  and  ihame,' 
"  And  blcffing  and  exiftence  be  the  fame !" 

No.  IV. 

On  her  M'yejiy'.s  Birih-Day,  I73J-6. 
o 

Lo  !  the  mild  fun  falutes  the  opening  fpring. 
And  gladdening  nature  calls  the  mufe  to  fing} 
Gay  chirp  the  birds,  the  bloomy  fwcets  exhale, 
And  health,  and  fong,  and  fragrance  fill  the  gale. 
Yet,  mildeft  funs,  to  me  are  pain  feverc,  ' 

And  mufic's  felf  is  difcord  to  my  ear  I 
I,  jocund  fpring,  unfympathifing,  fee. 
And  health,  that  romes  to  all,  comes  not  to  mc. 
Dear  health  once  fled,  what  fpirits  can  I  find  I 
What  folace  meet,  when  fled  my  peace  of  mind  ? 
From  abfent  hooks  what  ftudious  hint  dcvife  .' 
From  abfent  friends,  what  aid  to  thought  ca\]rife? 

A  genius  whifper'd  in  my  ear — Go  feek 
Some  man  of  flate ! — The  mufe  your  wrongs  may 

fpeak. 
But  will  fuch  liflen  to  the  plaintive  ftrain  ? 
The  happy  feldom  heed  th'  unhappy's  pain. 
To  wealth,  to  honours,  wherefore  wan  I  born  ? 
Why  left  CO  poverty,  repulfe,  and  fcorn  I 
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why  was  I  forni'd  of  elegant  defires  ? 
Thought,  which  beyond  a  vulgar  flight  afpires  1 
Why,  by  the  proud,  and  wicked,  crufh'd  to  earth  ? 
Better  the  day  of  death,  than  day  of  birth  ! 

Thus  1  exclaim'd  :  a  little  cherub  fmil'd  ;  [child! 
"  Hope,    I   ani    call'd   (faid  he),  a    heaven-born 
Wrongs  fi^re  you  have ;  complain  you  juftly  may  : 
But  let  wild  I'orrovv  whirl  not  thought  away! 
No — truft  to  honour !  that  you  ne'er  will  ftain 
From  peerage-blood,  which  fires  your  filial  vein. 
Truft  more  to  Providence  !  from  me  ne'er  fwerve  ! 
Once  to  diftruft,  is  never  to  deferve. 
Did  not  this  day  a  Caroline  difclofe  ? 
1  promis'd  at  her  birth,  and  blelFing  rofe  ! 
(BLfling.o'er  all  the  letter'd  world  to  (bine, 
In  knowledge  clear,  beneficence  divine  !) 
'  ris  hers,  as  mine,  to  chafe  away  defpair ; 
W.>e  undeferv'd  is  her  peculiir  care. 
Her  bright  benevolence  fends  me  to  grief: 
On  want  (beds  bounty,  and  on  wrong  relief." 

Then  calm-ey'd  Patience,  born  of  angel-kind, 
Open'd  a  dawn  of  comfort  on  my  mind 
With  her  came  Fortitude,  of  godlike  air  '. 
Thefe  arm  to  conquer  ills ;  at  leaft  to  bear  :  [dain, 
Ar.'u'd  thus,  my  queen,  while  wayward  fates  or- 
My  life  to  lengthen,  but  to  lengthen  pain  ; 
Your  bard,  his  forrows  with  a  I'mile  endures; 
§ince  to  be  wretched,  is — to  be  made  yours. 

No.  V. 
On  let  Majejiys  Birib-day,  i;36-7. 

Ye  fpirits  bright,  that  *ther  rove, 

That  breathe  the  vernal  foul  of  love  ; 

Bid  health  defcend  in  balmy  dews, 

And  life  in  every  gale  diffufe  ; 
That  give  the  flowers  to  (hine,  the  birds  to  fii^g  ; 
Oh,  glad  this  natal  day,  the  prime  of  fpring  1 

The  virgin  fnow-drcp  fir  ft  appears; 

Her  golden  head  the  crocus  rears. 

The  flowery  tribe,  profufe  and  gay, 

Spread  to  the  foft,  inviting  ray. 
So  arts  fliall  bloom  by  Carolina's  fmile, 
So  fhall  her  fame  waft  fragrance  o'er  the  ifle. 

The  warblers  various,  fweet  and  clear, 

From  bloomy  fprays  falute  the  year. 

O  mufe,  awake !  afcend,  and  fing  ! 

Hiil  the  fair  rival  of  the  fpring  ! 
To  woodland  honours  wood! ?.nd  hymns  belong; 
To  her,  the  pride  of  arts !  the  mufe's  fong. 

Kind,  as  of  la:e  her  clement  fway, 

The  feafon  fheds  a  trepid  ray. 

The  ftorms  of  Boreas  raye  no  more ; 

The  ftorms  of  fadlion  ceafe  to  roar. 
At  vernal  funs  as  wintery  tempefts  ceafe, 
She,  lovely  power !  fmiles  faftion  into  peace. 

No.  VI. 

FOR  THE  FIRST  OF  MARCH,  1737-8. 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  her  late  Majejly,  humbly  ad- 
drejjed  to  his  Majejly. 

Opt  has  the  mufe,  on  this  diftinguilb'd  day, 
Tun'd  to  glad  harmony  the  vernal  lay ; 


But,  O  la  ueiu..,  ,  cliange  !  the  lay  muft  flow 
From  grateful  rapture  now  to  grateful  woe. 
She,  to  this  day,  who  joyous  luftre  gave, 
Dsfcends  for  ever  to  the  ftlent  grave. 
She,  born  at  once  to  charm  us  and  to  mend, 
Of  human  race  the  pattern  and  the  friend. 

To  be  or  fondly  or  feverely  kind. 
To  check  the  rafb  or  prompt  the  better  mind. 
Parents  ^W  learn  from  her,  and  thus  ihali  dravf 
From  filial  love  al  ne  a  filial  awe. 
Who  feek  in  avarice  wifdom's  art  to  fave  ; 
Who  often  fquander,  yet  who  never  gave ; 
From  her  thefe  knew  the  righteous  mean  to  -finely 
And  the  mild  virtue  ftole  on  half  mankind. 
The  Iff.vilh  now  caught  frugal  wifdom's  lore, 
Yet  ftill,  the  more  they  fav'd,  beftow'd  the  more. 
Novy  mifers  learn'd  at  others  woes  to  melt. 
And  favv  and  wonder'd  at  the  change  they  felt. 
The  generous,   when  on  her  they  turn'd  their 

view. 
The  generous  ev'n  themfelves  more  generous  grew, 
jLearn'd  the  ftiunn'd  haunts  of  ftiame-fac'd  want  to 

trace 
To  goodnefs,  delicacy,  adding  grace. 
The  confcioiis  cheek  no  rjfing  blufh  confefs'd, 
Nor  dwelt  me  thought  to  pain  the  mode.l  bread  ; 
Kind  and  more  kind  did  thus  her  bounty  fhower. 
And  knew  no  limit  but  a  bounded  power. 
This  truth  the  v/idow's  fighs,  alas  !  pro-laim  ; 
For  this  the  orphan's  tears  embalm  her  fame. 
The  wife  beheld  her  learning's  fummit  gain. 
Yet  never  giddy  grow,  nor  ever  vain  : 
But  on  one  fcience  point  a  ftedfaft  eye, 
That  fcience — how  to  live  and  how  to  die. 

Say,  Memory,  while  to  thy  grateful  fight 
Aril'e  her  virtues  in  unfading  light, 
What  joys  were  ours,  what  forrows  now  remains 
Ah  !  how  fublime  the  blifs     how  deep  the  pain  ! 
And  thou,  bright  princefs,  feated  now  on  high, 
Next  one,  the  faireft  daughter  of  the  flcy, 
Whofe  warm-felt  love  is  to  all  beings  known. 
Thy  fifter  Charity  '   next  her  thy  throne  ; 
See  at  thy  tomb  the  Virtues  weeping  lie  ! 
There  in  dumb  forrow  feem.  the  Arts  to  die. 
So  were  the  fun  o'er  other  orbs  to  blaze, 
And  from  our  world,  like  thee,  withdraw  his  rays. 
No  more  to  vifit  where  he  warm'd  before, 
All  life  muft  ceafe,  and  nature  be  no  more. 
Yet  ftiall  the  mufe  a  heavenly  height  effay 
Beyond  the  weaknefs  mix'd  with  mortal  clay ; 
Beyond  the  lofs,  which,  chough  (he  bleeds  to  fee, 
Though  ne'er  to  be  redeem'd,  the  lofs  of  thcel 
Beyond  ev'n  this,  flie  hails  with  joyous  lay. 
Thy  better  birth,  thy  firft  true  natal  day  ; 
A  day,  that  fees  thee  borne  beyond  the  tomb. 
To  cndlefs  health,  to  youth's  eternal  bloom  ; 
Borne  to  the  mighty  dead,  the  fouls  fublime 
Of  every  famous  age,  and  every  clime  ; 
To  goodnefs  fix'd  by  truth's  unvarying  laws. 
To  blifs  that  knows  no  period,  knows  no  paufe— . 
Save  when  thine  eye,  from  yonder  pure  fercne. 
Sheds  a  foft  eye  on  this, our  gloomy  fcene. 

With  me  now  liberty  and  learning  mouriij 
From  all  relief,  like  thy  lov'd  confort,  torn  i 

R  r  iijj 


^ii 


THE    WORKS    OF    SAVAGE. 


For  where  can  prince  or  people  hope  relief, 
When  each  conrend  to  be  fupreme  in  grief  ? 
So  vy'd  thy  virrues,  that  could  point  the  way, 
So  well  to  govern  ;  yet  fo  well  obey. 

Dei^n  one  look  more  :  ah  :  fee  thy  confort  dear 
Wifnine;  all  hearts,  except  his  own,  to  cheer. 
Lo  .  ftiil  he  bias  thy  wonted  bounty  flow 
To  weepinor  families  of  worth  and  woe. 
He  ftops  all  tears,  however  faft  they  rife. 
Save  thofe  that  ftiil  muft  fall  froa:  grateful  eyes. 
And,  fpite  of  griefs  that  fo  ufurp  his  mind, 
Stil!  watches  o'er  the  welfare  of  mankind. 

Father  of  thofe.  whole  rights  thy  care  defends. 
Still  mcft  their  own,  when  moll  their  fovereign's 

friends ;  ■* 

Then  chiefly  brave,  from  bondage  chiefly  free, 
When  moft  they  truil,  when  mod  they  copy  thsc ; 
Ah  :   let  the  lowed  of  thy  fubjeils  pay 
His  honeft  heart-felt  tributarj-  lay  ; 
In  anguifh  happy,  if  permitted  here. 
One  figh  to  vent,  to  drop  one  virtuous  tear ; 
Happier,  if  pardon'd,ibould  he  wildly  moan, 
And  with  a  monarch's  forrow  mix  his  gwn. 


OF  PUBLIC  SPIRIT 

IN   REGARD  TO  PUBLIC  WORKS  : 
^n  E/^tile  to  his   Ro^al  Highmfs  Frsdiric   Prin:;  cf 

CONTENTS. 

Oj  refervorrs,  and  their  ufe  ;  of  draining  fens,  and 
building  bridges,  cutting  canals,  repairing  har- 
bours, and  flopping  inundations,  making  rivers 
navigable,  building  light-houies;  of  agriculture, 
gardening,  and  planting  for  the  nobleft  tifes; 
cf  commerce;  of  public  roads ;  of  public  build- 
ings, viz.  fquares,  ftreers,  manfions,  palaces, 
courts  of  juftice,  fenate-houfes,  theatres,  hofri- 
tals,  churches,  colleses;  the  variety  of  worthies 
produced  by  the  latter;  of  colonies.  The  flave- 
trade  cenfured,  &c. 

Great  hope  of  Britain  ! — Here  the  mufe  efiays 
A  theme,  which,  to  attempt  alone,  is  praife. 
"£?.  htr's  a  zeal  of  public  Ipi:  it  known  : 
A  princely  zeal ! — a  fpirit  all  your  ow  n  '. 

Where  never  fcience  Leam'd  a  friendly  ray, 
Where  cne  vaft  blank  negkvfied  nature  lay; 
From  public  fpirit  there,  by  arts  employ'd. 
Creation,  varyirg,  glads  the  cheerkfs  void, 
Hail.-iirts '  where  'afety,  treafure,  and  delight, 
On  land,  on  wave,  In  wondrous  works  unite  : 
Thofe  wondrous  wort-i,  O  mufe  :  fucctffive  raife, 
And  point  their  worth,  their  dignity,  and  praife  : 

What  though  no  ftreams,  magnincently  play'd, 
Rife  a  pioud  column,  fall  a  grand  cafcade ; 
Through  nether  pipes,  which  nobler  yfe  reaQWOS, 
1.0  '.  dudiie  rivukts  vlli:  diilaiit  towns : 


Now  vanifh  fens',  whence  vapours  rife  no  more, 
Whofc  agueilh  influence  tainted  heaven  before. 
The  folid  ifthmus  finks  a  watery  fpace, 
And  wonders,  in  new  Hate,  at  naval  grace. 
Where  the  flood  deepening  rolls,  or  wide  extends, 
From  road  to  road  yoa  arch,  connedive  bends  : 
Where  ports  were  chok'd;  where  mounds  in  vain, 

arofe ; 
There  harbours  open,  aad  there  breaches  dofe ; 
To  keels,  obedient,  fpreadj  each  liquid  plain, 
And  bulwark  moles  repel  the  boiilcrous  main. 
When  the  funk  fun  no  homeword  fail  befriends. 
On  the  rock's  brow  the  light-houfc  kind  afcends. 
And  f.'-cm  the  flioaly,  o'er  the  gulfy  way. 
Points  to  the  pilot's  eye  the  warning  ray. 

Count  ftill,  oiy  mufe  (to  count,  what  mufe  can 
ccafe  .') 
The  works  of  public  fpirit,  freedom,  peace  I 
By  them  fliail  plants,  in  forefts,  reach  the  flcies  ; 
Then  iole  their  leafy  pride,  and  navies  rife. 
(Navies,  which  lo  invaQve  foes  explain, 
Heaven  throwsnot  round  us  rocks  andfeasinvain).* 
The  fail  of  commerce  in  each  flcy  afpires, 
And  property  aiTures  what  toil  acquires. 

Who  digs  the  mine  or  quarry,  di  js  with  glee ; 
No  flave  ! — His  option  and  his  gain  are  free  : 
Him  the  fame  laws  the  fame  proteJlion  yield. 

Who  ploughs  the  furrow,  or  who  owns  the  field. 

Unlike,  where  tyranny  the  rod  maintains 
O'er  lurfivifs,  Ic-^flefs,  and  uncukur'd  plains. 

Here  herbs  of  food  and  phytic  plenty  (bowers. 
Gives  fruits  to  blulh,  ar.d  colours  various  flowers. 

V/herc  fands  or  ftony  wilds  once  ftarv'd  the  year. 

Laughs  the  green  lawn,  and  nods  the  golden  ear; 

White  fhiue  the  fleecy  race,  which  fate  fliall  doom 

The  feafl  of  life,  the  treafure  of  the  loom. 

On  plains  now  bare  fliall  gardens  wave  theie 
groves; 

While  fettling  forgfters  woo  their  feather'd  loves. 

\^'here  pathlefs  v/oods  no  grateful  openings  knew^ 

Walks  tempt  the  ftep,  and  viftas  court  the  view. 

See  the  parterre  confcfs  expanfive  day  ; 

The  grot,  elufive  of  the  noon-tide  ray. 

Up  yon  green  flops  a  length  of  terrace  lies, 

Whence  gradual  landfcapes  fade  in  4iflant  flcies. 

Now  the  blue  lake  reflected  heaven  difpla/s; 

NtiW  darkens,  regularly-wild,  the  maze. 

Urns,  obelifks,  fanes,  ftatues  intervene  ; 

Now  centre,  now  commence,  or  end  the  fcene. 

\.o,  proud  alcoves  I  lo,  foft  fcquefler'd  bowers  ! 

Retreats  of  focial,  or  of  fludious  hours  I 

Rank  above  rank  here  fliapely  greens  afcend ; 

There  others  natively-grotefque  depend. 

The  rud;,  the  delicate,  immingled  tell 

How  art  would  nature,  nature  art  excel ; 

And  how,  while  thefe  their  rival  charms  imparti 

Art  brightens  nature,  nature  brightens  art ; 

Thus,  in  the  various,  yet  harmonious  fpace. 

Blend  order,  fymmetry  and  force,  and  grace. 
When  thefe  from  public  fpirit  fmile,  we  fee 

Ffee-';penifig  gates,  and  bowery  pleafurcs  free; 

For  fure  great  fouls  one  truth  cap  never  mifs, 

Blif-  rot  communicated  is  not  blifs. 
ihus  public  fpirit,  liberty,  and  peace. 

Carve,  Luil J,  and  phnt,  and  give  the  lanJ  increalb; 
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FrciD  peafant  lands  imperial  works  arife, 
Asd  Biidih  hence  vriih  Roman  graiidenr  vies ; 

Not  grandeur  that  in  pompons  whim  appears. 
That  leveb  huh,  that  vales  to  mountains  rears ; 
That  alters  nature's  regiilated  grace, 
l^eaidng  to  deck,  but  dei^ic'd  to  dHacg. 
Though  no  prcud  gate?,  with  China's  taoght  to  vie, 
Magnificently  ufekfj  lirike  the  eye  ; 
(Ufelefc,  where  rocks  a  furer  barrier  lend. 
Where  feas  encircle,  and  where  fleets  defend  ;) 
Wliat  though  no  arch  of  triomph  is  afiign'd 
To  laorel'd  pride,  whofe  fword  has  thinn'd  man- 
kind ; 
Though  ca  rsii  wall  extends  from  coaii  to  coai^, 
Ko  pyramid  afpires,  fublimely  loft ; 
Yet  the  iafe  road  throngb  rocks  ihall  winding  tend. 
And  the  firm  caufeway  o'er  the  clays  afcend. 
Lo !  ftately  ftreets,  lo !  ample  fqnares  invite 
The  iaiatary  gale,  that  breathes  delight. 
Lo  :  {b-cd:irc3  mark  the  charitable  foil 
For  cifcal  ill,  maim'd  valour,  feeble  toil 
Wof  n  Oiit  with  care,  infirmity,  and  age ; 
The  life  here  entering,  qtiitting  there  the  ftasjc  : 
The  babe  of  lawleis  birth,  doom'd  elfe  to  moan. 
To  ftarve  or  blectl  for  errors  not  his  own  : 
Let  the  frail  mother  'fcape  the  feice  defil'd. 
If  iroHi  the  mordericg  mother  'fcape  the  child  '. 
Oh  I  gtiard  his  youth  from  fin's  aiiuricg  voice ; 
From  deeds  of  dire  neceiJity,  no:  choice ! 
His  grateful  hand,  thus  never  harmful  known. 
Shall  oo  the  public  welfare  build  his  own. 

Thus  worthy  crafts,  which  low-bom  life  divide. 
Give  towns  their  opulence,  and  courts  their  pride. 
Sacred  to  pleafure  ftrudures  riiie  ela:e. 
To  that  ftiU  worthy  of  the  wife  and  great. 
Sacred  to  pkafnrc  then  ihall  piles  aiceni  ? 
They  (hali — when  pleafcre  and  infini;^on  becd. 
Let  theauei  from  public  fpirit  fhinc  I 
Such  theatres,  as,  Athens,  once  were  thine ! 
See  '.  the  gay  mufe  of  pointed  wi:  p<  fTefl, 
Who  makes  the  virtcous  laugh,  the  decent  jell : 
What  though  ibe  inock,  ihe  mocks  wirh  honetl  aim. 
And  laughs  each  favoorite  foUy  i::to  fhame, 
"WTiih  liberal  light  the  tragic  charms  the  ag£  : 
In  folemn- training  zobes  ihe  fiib  the  ^ge  ; 
There  human  natme,  mark'd  in  difierent  lines. 
Alive  in  rharafter  diftinSly  ihines. 
Qaick  paSons  change  alternate  oo  her  face ; 
Her  diSion  mafic,  as  her  adtoo  grace. 
Im'tant  we  catch  her  terror  giving  cares, 
pathetic  fighs,  and  pity -moving  tears ; 
iR&ant  we  catch  her  generous  glow  of  foul. 
Till  one  grcit  (hikl::g  moral  crowns  the  whole. 

Hence  in  winc  Touth,by  fcenes  of  virtue  taught, 
Honour  exalts,  and  love  expands  the  thought . 
Hence  pity,  to  pcnJiar  gr;£f  aSgn'd, 
Grows  wide  benevoie::ce  to  all  mankhui. 

Where  various  edifice  the  land  renowns. 
There  public  fpirit  f^ans,  exalts,  and  crowns. 
She  cheei^  the  "»iiHtfm  with  the  fpacioas  hall. 
Bids  painring  live  along  the  fiori^  wall ; 
Seated,  Ihe  fmiling  eyts  th'  unclcfing  door. 
And  much  (he  welcomes  all,  bet  tnoi  the  poor ; 
b-he  terns  :he  pillar,  or  the  arch  fiie  bends, 
^--Ta£  choir  ^  kBgihens,  (^  tbc  fhioix  m*'!^* ; 


She  rears  :be  rower,  whofe  height  the  heavens  ad- 
mire; 
She  rears,  fhe  rounds,  (he  points  the  leiTcning fpire; 
•At  her  command  the  college-roofs  afcend 
(  For  public  fpirit  ftill  is  learning's  friend). 
Smpendcui  plies,  which  ufeful  pomp  completes, 
Thus  rife  religion's,  and  thus  learning's  feats : 
There  moral  truth  and  holy  fcicnce  fprii^. 
And  give  the  fage  to  teach,  the  bard  to  fing. 
There  feme  draw  health  from  herbs  and  mioenil 

veins, 
Sonie  fearch  the  fyftems  of  the  heavenly  plains ; 
iome  call  from  hillory  paft  times  to  view, 
And  others  trace  old  laws,  and  iketch  out  new; 
Theiice  favii^  rights  by  legiflators  plann'd. 
And  guardian  patriots  thence  infpire  the  land. 

Now  grant,  ye  powers,  one  great,  one  fond  de- 
Cre, 
And.  jrrEnting,  bid  a  new  Whitehall  afpire  ! 
Far  iet  It  lead,  by  weli-pleas'd  Thames  furvey'd. 
The  fwelling  arch,  and  fiately  colotmade; 
Bid  courts  of  jufuce,fena:e-chambersioin. 
Till  T2xiou»  all  in  one  proud  work  combine ! 

B-t  now  be  ail  the  generous  goddefs  {ecu, 
U'hcD  mo£k  di£iis'd  fee  fiiines,  and  moft  benign  i 
Ye  Ions  of  mifery,  attra^i  her  view ! 
Yc  fallow,  hallo^v-eyed,  and  meagre  crew ! 
Scch  high  perfeiSica:  have  our  arts  attain 'd. 
That  now  few  fens  of  toil  our  arts  demand  i 
Then  to  the  public,  to  itfelf,  we  fear, 
Ev'n  willing  md'^Utry  grows  alelefs  here. 
Are  we  too  pcpalous  ai  length  confeis'd. 
From  coofiaest  Grangers  reiug'd  and  redreG'd ! 
Has  war  fo  long  vrithdravni  his  barbarous  train. 
That  peace  oerllocks  ns  with  the  fons  of  men  ? 
So  long  has  plag-ue  left  pure  the  ambient  air. 
That  -ST in:  mnii  prey  on  thofe  difeaie  would  fpare? 
Hetxe  beauteous  wretches  (beacty's  foul  difgrace !) 
Though  bom  the  pride,  the  ihame  of  human  race ; 
Fair  wretches  hen:e,  who  niehtly  ftreet*  annoy. 
Live  but  themfelves  and  others  to  defiroy. 
Hence  robbers  rife,  to  theft,  to  incrder  prone, 
Fitfi  driven  by  want,  from  habit  cefperaie  grown; 
Hence  for  ow'd  triSes  tift  car  iiils  contain 
(Tcm  from  mankind)  amiferable  train  ; 
Tom  from,  in  fpite  of  Harare's  tendcreft  cries. 
Parental,  filial,  ard  connubial  tie : 
'Fhe  trader,  when  on  every  CJe  diilTeft, 
Hence  flies  to  what  expedient  frauds  fiiggeS  ; 
To  prop  his  queftion'd  credit's  tottering  ^te, 
O'iiers  he  nrit  invoivei  to  (hare  his  fate ; 
Then  for  mean  refuge  muft  felf-exil'd  roam 
Never  to  hope  a  friend;  nor  find  a  home. 

This  public  fpirit  fees,  (he  fees  and  feels ! 
Her  breail  the  throb,  her  eye  the  rear  reveals ; 
(The  patriot  throb  that  beats,  the  tear  tha:  fiows 
For  others  welfare,  and  for  others  woes) — 
And  what  can  [  ((he  feid)  to  cure  their  grief? 
Shall  I  or  point  out  death,  or  point  relief? 
Forth  (hall  I  lead  the.n  to  fame  happier  foil. 
To  cooqucfi  lead  them,  and  enrich  with  fpoil  ? 
Bid  them  c&nmUe  a  work),  make  nature  groan. 
And  fpili,  in  (bedding  others  biood,  their  own  i 
No,  no — fuch  wars  do  thou,  ambition,  wage '. 
Gc  freiiiiK  the  f£.-til£  wi±  Uiy  rage  1 
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Whole  nations  to  depopulate  is  thine  ; 

To  people,  cu'iture,  and  pri'tedl,  be  mine ! 

Then   range    the   world,    difcovery  ! — Strait  he 

goes 
O'er  feas,  o'er  Libya's  fands,  and  Zambia's  fnows  ; 
He  fettles  where  kind  rays  till  now  have  fmil'd 
(Vain  (mile   )  on  feme  luxuriant  houfelefs  wild. 
How  many  fons  of  want  might  here  enjoy 
What  nature  gives  for  age  but  to  deftroy  ? 
Blufh,  blufti,  O  fun  (fhe  cries)  here  vainly  found, 
To  rife,  to  fet,  to  roll  the  feafons  round  '. 
Shall  heaven  diftil  in  dews,  dekend  in  rain, 
From  ear-h  gufli  fountains,  rivers  flow  —in  vain? 
There  fhall  the  watery  lives  in  myriads  firay, 
And  be.  to  be  alone  each  other's  prey  f 
Unfought  fhall  here  the  teeming  quarries  own 
The  various  fpecies  of  mechanic  (tone  ? 
From  ftruiSture  this,  from  fculpture  that  confine? 
Shall  rocks  forbid  the  latent  gem  to  fhine  ? 
Shall  mines,  obedient,  aid  no  artift's  care, 
Nor  give  the  martial  fwcrd,  and  peaceful  fliare  ? 
Ah  !  fhall  they  never  precious  ore  unfold, 
To  fmile  in  filver,  or  to  flame  in  gold  ? 
Shall  here  the  vegetable  world  alone, 
For  joys,  for  varic  us  virtues,  reft  unknown  ? 
While  food  and  phyfic,  plants  and  herbs  fupply, 
Here  muft  they  fhoot  alone  to  bloom  and  die  ? 
Shall  fruits,  which  n-  ne  but  brutal  eyes  furvey, 
Untouch'd  grow  ripe,  untafled  drop  away  ? 
Shall  here  th'  irrational,  the  favage  kind, 
Lord  it  o'er  ftores  by  heaven  for  man  defigji'd, 
And  t  ample  what  mild  funs  benignly  raife. 
While  man  muft  lofc  the  ufe,and  heaven  the  praife  ? 
Shall  it  then  be  ? — (Indignant  here  fhe  rofe, 
Indignant,  yet  humane,  her  bofom  glows) — 
No     By  each  honour'd  Grecian,  Roman  name, 
By  men  for  virtue  deify'd  by  fame. 
Who  peopled  lands,  who  model'd  infant  ftate, 
And  then  bade  empire  be  maturely  great  ; 
By  thefe  I  fwear  ^^be  witnefs  earth  and  Ikies !) 
Fair  order  here  Jhall  from  confufion  rife. 
Rapt,  I  a  future  colon  v  furvey  ? 
Come  then,  ye  fons  of  mifery  :  come  away  1 
L,et  thofe,  whofe  forrows  from  negle<ft  are  known, 
(Here   taught,    compell'd,    cmpower'd)  ne^\e£t 

atone ! 
Let  thofe  enjoy,  who  never  merit  woes, 
In  youth  th'  induftrious  wifti,  in  age  repofe  ! 
Allotted  acre?  (no  reludant  foil) 
Shall  prompt  their  mduftry,  and  pay  their  toil. 
Let  families,  long  ftrangers  to  delight, 
Whom  wayward  fate  difpers'd  by  me  unite; 
Here  live  enj'  ying  hfe;  fee  plenty,  peace; 
Their  lands  increafing  as  their  fons  increafe. 
As  nati-.re  yet  is  f.  und,  in  leafy  glades. 
To  intermix  the  walks  v/ith  lights  and  fhadcs; 
Or  as  with  good  and  ill,  in  chequer'd  ftrife, 
Various  the  g<.ddefs  colours  human  life  : 
So,  m  this  fertile  clime,  if  yet  are  feen 
iMoors,  marfties,  cliffs,  by  turns  to  intervene  ;  ' 
Where  clifTs,  moors,  marfhes,  defolate  the  view. 
Where  haunts  the  bittern,  and  where  fcrcams  the 
mew;  [lies, 

"Where  prowls  the  wolf,  where  roU'd  the  ferpent 
Shall  folema  fanes  and  halls  of  juftice  rife, 


And  towns  fhall  open  (all  of  ftrufture  fair  !) 

To  brightening  profpefts,  and  to  pureft  air  ; 

Frequented  ports,  and  vineyards  green  fucceed. 

And  flocks  incrcaGng  whiten  all  the  mead- 

On  fcience  fcience,  arts  on  arts  refine  : 

On   thefe   from  high   all    heaven   fhall    fmiling 

(hine. 
And  public  fpirit  here  a  people  fhow. 
Free,  numerous,  pleas'4,  and  bufy  all  below. 

Learn,  future  natives  of  this  promis'd  land. 
What  your  forefathers ow'd  my  faving  hand! 
Learn,  when  defpair  fach  fudden  blifs  fhall  fee. 
Such  bills  muft  fhine  from  Oglethorpe  or  me  ! 
Do  you  the  neighbouring  blamelels  Indian  aid. 
Culture  what  he  negtc6ls,  net  his  invade. 
Dare  not,  oh  dare  not,  with  ambitious  view. 
Force  or  demand  fubjedtion  never  due. 
Let,  by  my  fpccious  name,  no  tyrants  rife. 
And  cry,  while  they  er.flave,  they  civilize  ! 
Know,  liberty  and  I  are  ftill  the  fame, 
Congenial ! — ever  mingling  flame  with  flatnc  ! 
Why  muft  I  Afric's  fable  children  fee 
Vended  for  flaves,  though  form'd  by  nature  free, 
The  namelefs  tortures  cruel  minds  invent, 
Thofe  to  fubjcvft,  whom  nature  equal  meant? 
If  thefe  you  dare  (albeit  unjuft  fuccefs 
Empowers  you  now  uupunifh'd  to  opprefs) 
Revolving  empire  you  and  your's  may  doom 
(Rome    all     fubdued,     yet   Vandals    vanquifh'd 

Rome), 
Yes,  empire  may  revolve,  give  them  the  day. 
And  yoke  may  yoke,  and  blood  may  blood  repay. 

Thus  (ah  !   how  far  unequal'd  by  my  lays, 
Unfkill'd  the  heart  to  melt,  or  mind  to  raife). 
Sublime,  benevolent,  deep,  fwcetly  clear. 
Worthy  a  Thomfon's  mule,  a  Frederick's  ear. 
Thus  fpoke  the  goddcfs.     Thus  I  faintly  tell 
In  what  lov'd  works  heaven  gives  her  to  excel. 
But  who  her  fons,  that,  to  her  intereft  true, 
Converfant  lead  her  to  a  prince  like  you  ? 
Thefe,  fir,  falute  you  from  life's  middle  ftate, 
Rich  without  gold,  and  without  titles  great : 
Knowledge  of  books  and  men  exalts  their  thought. 
In  wit  accomplifh'd,  though  in  wiles  untaught, 
Carelefs  of  whifpers  meant  to  wound  their  name. 
Nor  fneer'd  nor  brib'd  from  virtue  into  fhame  ; 
In  letters  elegant,  in  honour  bright. 
They  come,  they  catch,  and  they  T^&eA  delight. 

Mining  v/ith  thefe,  a  few  of  rank  are  found. 
For  councils,  embaCTies,  and  camps  renown'd. 
Vers'd  in  gay  life,  in  honeft  maxims  read. 
And  ever  warm  of  heart,  yet  cool  of  head. 
From  thefe  the  circling  glafs  gives  wit  to  fhine. 
The  bright  grow  brighter,  and  ev'n  ceurtsrefin^j 
From  thefe  fo  gifted,  candid,  and  upright. 
Flows  knowledge,  foftening  into  eafe  polite. 
Happy   the    men,   who    fuch    a    prince   caff 
pleafe  ! 
Happy  the  prince  rever'd  by  men  like  thefe  ? 
His  condefcenfions  dignity  difplay, 
Grave  with  the  wife,  and  with  the  witty  gay  ; 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies. 
Which,  in  due  ftatues,  to  his  fame  fhall  rifej. 
Ever  fhall  public  fpirit  beam  his  praife, 
And  the  ir.ufe  fwell  it  in  immortal  laye; 
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TO  MR.  JOHN  DYER, 

A  PAINTER, 

Adviftng  him  to  dra-w  a  certain  tiohU  and  illujlrious 
Perfan  ;  occajioned  by  feeing  bis  PiBure  of  the  cele- 
brated Clio  *. 

Forgive  an  artlefs,  an  officious  friend. 
Weak,  when  I  judge,  but  willing  to  commend; 
Fall'n  as  I  am,  by  no  kind  fortune  rais'd, 
Deprefb'd,  obfcur'd,  unpity'd,  and  unprais'd  ; 
Yet,  when  thefe  well-known  features  I  perufe. 
Some  warmth  awakes — fome  embers  of  a  mufe. 

Ye  mufes,  graces,  and  ye  loves,  appear  1 
Your  queen,  your  Venus,  and  your  Clio's  here  ! 
In  fuch  pure  fires  her  rifing  thoughts  refine  1 
Her  eyes  with  fuch  commanding  fweetnefs  fliine  : 
Such  vivid  tincSlures  fure  through  asther  glow, 
Stain  fummer  clouds,  or  gild  the  watery  bow  : 
If  life  Pygmali<  n's  iyory  favourite  fir'd, 
Sure  fome  enamour'd  god  this  draught  infpir'd  ! 
Or,  if  you  raflily  caught  Promethean  flame, 
Shade  the  fw^et  theft,   and   mar  the  beauteous 

frame  ! 
Yet  if  thofe  cheering  lights  the  profpedl  fly. 
Ah  ! — let  no  pleafing  view  the  lofs  fuppjy. 
Some  dreary  den,  fome  defert  wafte  prepare, 
Wild  as  my  thoughts,  or  dark  as  my  defpair. 

But  ftill,  my  friend,  flill  the  fweet  object  flays, 
Still  ftream  your  colours  rich  with  Clio's  rays! 
Sure  at  each  kindling  touch  your  canvafs  glows ! 
Sure  the  full  form,  inflindl  with  fpirit,  grows ! 
Let  the  dull  artift  puzzling  rules  explore, 
Dwell  on  the  face,  and  gaze  the  features  o'er ; 
You  eye  the  foul — there  genuine  nature  find, 
You,  through  the  meaning  mufdes,  ftrike  the  mind. 
Nor  can  one  view  fuch  boundlefs  power  confine. 
All  nature  opens  to  an  art  like  thine  ! 
Now  rural  fcenes  in  fimplc  grandeur  rife  ! 
Vales,  hills,  lawns,  lakes,  and  vineyards  feafl  our 

eyes, 
Now  halcyon  peace  a  fmiling  afpeift  wear^  ! 
Now  the  red  fccne  with  war  and  ruin  glares  ! 
Here  Britain's  fleet  o'er  Europe's  feas  prefide  ! 
There  long  loft  cities  rear  their  ancient  pride; 
You  from  the  grave  can  half  redeem  the  fiain. 
And  bid  great  Julius  charm  the  world  again  ; 
Mark  out  Pharfalia's,  mark  out  Munda's  fray. 
And  image  all  the  honours  of  the  day. 

But  if  new  glories  moft  our  warmth  excite  ; 
If  toils  untry'd  to  noblefl  aims  invite  ; 
Would  you  in  envy'dpomp  unrival'd  reign, 
Oh,  let  Horatius  grace  the  canvafs  plain  I 
His  form  might  ev'n  idolatry  create. 
In  lineage,  titles,  wealth,  and  worth  elate  I 
Empires  to  him  might  virgin  honours  owe, 
From  him  arts,  arms,  and  laws,  new  influence 

know. 
For  him  kind  funs  on  fruits  and  grains  fliall  fliine, 
And  future  gold  lie  ripening  in  the  mine  : 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies, 
Which,  in  due  flatues,  to  his  fame  fliall  rife. 


*  S:f  Dyers  Paems^ 


Through  thofe  bright  features  Catfar's  fpirit  trace. 
Each  conquering  fweetnefs,  each  imperial  grace. 
All  that  is  foft,  or  emiiiently  great. 
In  love,  in  war,  in  knowledge,  or  in  ftate. 

Thus  (ball  your  colours,  like  his  worth  amaze  ! 
Thus  fhall  you  charm,  enrich'd  with  Clip's  praife ! 
Clear,  and  more  clear,  your  golden  genius  fhines. 
While  my  dim  lamp  of  life  obfcure  declines  : 
Dull'd  in  damp  fhades,  it  waftes,  unfeen,  away. 
While  yours,  triumphant,  grows  one  blaze  of  dayw 

VERSES 

SENT   TO  AARON    HILL,  ES<^. 

With  the  Tragedy  of  Sir  Thomas  Overbury^  exbe3l>» 
him  to  ctrreSl  it. 

As  the  foul,  flrlpt  of  mortal  clay, 

Grows  all  divinely  fair. 
And  boundlefs  roves  the  milky  way. 

And  views  fweet  profpedls  there. 
This  hero,  clogg'd  with  drofly  lines. 

By  thee  new  vigour  tries ; 
As  thy  correAing  hand  refines. 

Bright  fcenes  around  him  rife. 

Thy  touch  brings  the  wilh'd  ftone  to  pafff^ 

So  fought,  fo  long  foretold ; 
It  turns  polluted  lead  or  brafs^ 

i\.t  once  to  purcfl  gold. 

PROLOGUE 

Spolen  at  tie  revival  of  Shahfpeare  s  King  Henry  tig 
Sixth,  at  the  Theatre-Royal  in  Drury-Lane.  Print- 
ed  before  the  Play  from  affurittus  Copy. 

To-NiGHT  a  patient  ear,  ye  Britons  lend. 
And  to  your  great  forefathers'  deeds  attend. 
Here,  cheaply  warn'd,  ye  bleft  defcendants  viev?'^ 
What  ills  on  England,  civil  difcord  drew. 
To  wound  the  heart,  the  martial  mufe  prepares; 
While  the  red  fcene  with  raging  flaughter  glares. 

Here,  while  a  monarch's  fufferings  we  relate. 
Let  generous  grief  his  ruin'd  grandeur  wait- 
While  Second  Richard's  blood  for  vengeance  calls, 
Doom'd  for  his  grandfire's  guilt,  poor  Henry  falls. 
In  civil  jars  avenging  judgment  blows, 
And  royal  wrongs  entail  a  people's  woes. 
Henry,  unvers'd  in  v  iles,  more  good  than  great. 
Drew  on  by  meeknefs  his  difaftrous  fate. 

Thus  when  you  fee  this  land  by  fatftion  toft. 
Her  nobles  flain,  her  laws,  her  freedom  loftj    ■ 
Let  this  refledtion  from  the  adion  flow. 
We  ne'er  from  foreign  foes  could  ruin  know. 
Oh,  let  us  then  intefline  difcord  fliun. 
We  ne'er  can  be,  but  by  ourfelves,  undone ! 

THE  ANIMALCULE; 

A  TALE. 

Occafoned  by  his  Grace  the  Duke  ofRutlan^s  ttcetvleft 
the  Small-pox  by  Inoculation.  ** 

In  animalcules,  mufe,  difplay 

Spirits,  of  name  unknown  in  fone  J 
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Reader,  a  kind  attention  pay, 

Nor  think  an  ufeful  comment  long. 

Far  lefs  than  mites,  on  mites  they  prey; 

Minuted  things  my  fwarms  contain  : 
When  o'er  your  ivory  teeth  they  fway. 

Then  throb  your  little  nerves  with  pain. 

Fluids,  in  drops,  minutely  fwell ; 

Thefe  fubtile  beings  each  contains ; 
In  the  fmall  fanguine  globes  they  dyvell. 

Roll  from  the  heart  and  trace  the  veins. 

Through  every  tender  tube  they  rove. 
In  finer  fpirits  ftrike  the  brain ; 

Wind  quick  through  every  fibrous  grove. 

And  feek,  through  pore«,  the  heart  again. 

If  they  with  purer  drops  dilate, 

And  lodge  where  entity  began, 

They  adluate  with  a  genial  heat. 
And  kindk  into  future  man. 

But,  when  cur  lives  are  nature's  due, 

Air,  feas,  nor  fire,  their  frames  dlfTolve 

They  matter,  through  all  forms,  purfue, 
And  oft  to  genial  heats  revolve. 

Thus  onee  an  animalcule  prov'd, 

When  man,  a  patron  to  the  bays ; 

This  patron  was  in  Greece  belov'd  ; 

Yet  fame  was  faithlefs  to  his  praife. 

In  Rome  this  animalcule  grew 

Maecenas,  whom  the  claffics  rate  I 

Among  the  Gauls,  it  prov'd  Richlieu, 

In  learning,  power,  and  bounty  great. 

Iq  Britain,  Halifax  it  rofe  ; 

(By  Halifax,  bloom'd  Congreve's  (trains)  ; 
And  now  it  rediniinifh'd  glows. 

To  glide  through  godlike  Rutland's  veins. 

A  plague  there  is,  too  many  know; 

Too  feldom  perfed;  cures  befalit: 
The  mufe  -nay  term  it  beauty's  foe ; 

In  phyfic,  the  fmall-pox  we  call  it. 
From  Turks  we  learn  this  plague  t'  afluage, 

They,  by  admitting,  turn  its  courfe  : 
Their  kifs  will  tame  the  tumor's  rage ; 

By  yielding,  they  o'ercome  the  force. 

Thus  Rutland  did  its  touch  invite. 

While,  watchful  in  the  ambient  air. 

Thus  little,  guardian,  fubtil  fpright 
Did  with  the  poifon  in  repair. 

Th'  infedlion  from  the  heart  it  clears  ; 

Th'  infedion,  now  dilated  thin. 
In  pearly  pimples  but  appears, 

ExpcU'd  upon  the  furface  flcin. 

And  now  it,  mouldering,  waftes  away  : 

'  l"is  gone ! — dooni'd  to  return  no  more ! 

Our  animalcule  keeps  itsftay. 

And  mufl  new  labyrinths  explore. 

And  now  the  noble's  thoughts  are  feen, 

Unmark'd,  it  views  his  heart's  defires ! 

It  now  rtfleds  what  it  has  been, 

And,  rapturous,  at  his  change  admires  1 

Its  priftine  virtues  kept,  combine. 
To  be  3gain  in  Rutlacd  known 


But  they,  immers'd,  no  longer  fliins, 
Nor  equal,  nor  increafe  his  own. 

TO  MRS.  ELIZABETH  HAYWOOD, 
On  her  Novel^  called,  "  ^6  Rajb  Refohe." 

Doom'd  to  a  fate  which  damps  the  poet's  flame, 
A  mufe,  unfriended,  greets  thy  rifing  name  1 
Unvers'd  in  envy's,  or  in  flattery's  phrafe, 
Greatnefs  ftie  flies,  yet  merit  claims  her  praife ; 
Nor  will  flie,  at  her  withering  wreath  repine. 
But  fmile,  if  fame  and  fortune  cherifli  thine. 

The  fciences  in  thy  fweet  genius  charm, 
And,  with  their  flrength,  thy  ftx's  foftnefsarm. 
In  thy  full  figure's,  painting's  force  we  fiud, 
As  mufic  fires,  thy  language  lifts  the  mind. 
Thy  power  gives  form,  and  touches  into  life 
The  paflions  imag'd  in  their  bleeding  ftrife  : 
Contrafted  ftrokes,  true  art  and  fancy  ftiow. 
And  lights  and  Ihades  in  lively  mixture  flow. 
Hope  attacks  fear,  and  reafon,  love's  controul, 
Jealoufy  wounds,  and  friendfhip  heals  the  foul  : 
Black  falfehood  wears  bright  gallantry's  difguife, 
And  the  gilt  cloud  enchants  the  fair-one's  eyes. 
Thy  dames,  in  grief  and  frailties  lovely  fliine. 
And  when  molt  mortal  half  appear  divine. 
If,  when  fomc  godlike,  favourite  pafiion  fways, 
The  willing  heart  too  fatally  obeys, 
Great  minds  lament  what  cruel  cenfure  blames, 
And  ruin'd  virtue  generous  pity  claims. 

Eliza,  flill  impatient  love's  powerful  queen  ! 
Let  love,  foft  love,  exalt  each  fweliing  fcene. 
Arm'd  with  keen  wit,  in  fame's  wide  lift's  ad- 
vance ! 
Spain  yields  in  fidlion,  in  politenefs  France. 
Such  orient  light,  as  the  firft  poets  knew. 
Flames  from  thy  thought,  and  brightens  every 

view  I 
A  ftrong,  a  glorious,  a  luxuriant  fire, 
Which  warms  cold  wifdom  into  wild  defire  ! 
Thy  fable  glows  fu  rich  through  every  page. 
What  mortal's  force  can  the  fierce  heat  afTuage  ? 

And  yet — but  fay  if  ever  doom'd  to  prove 
The  fad,  the  dear  perplexities  of  love  ! 
Where  feeming  ttanfport  foftens  every  pain. 
Where  fancy'd  freedom  waits  the  winning  chain  ; 
Varying  from  pangs  to  vifionary  joys, 
Sweet  is  the  fate,  and  charms  as  it  deftroys  1 
Say  then— if  love  to  fudden  rage  gives  way, 
Will  the  foi't  paiTion  not  refume  its  fway  ? 
Charming,  and  charm'd,  can  love  from  love  retire ! 
Can  a  cold  convent  quench  th'  unwilling  fire? 
Precept,  if  human,  may  our  thoughts  refine. 
More  we  admire  1  but  cannot  prove  divine. 

AN  APOLOGY  TO  BRILLANTE, 

FOR  HAVING  LONG  OMITTED   WHITING  IN  VERSE, 

Jn  Imitation  g/"  a  certain  Mimic  of  Anacrton. 

Can  1  matchlefs  charms  recite? 
Source  of  ever-fpringing  light '. 
Could  I  count  the  vernal  flowers, 
Qount  in  cndlefs  time  the  hours  5 
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Count  the  countlefs  ftars  above, 
Count  the  captive  hearts  of  love ; 
Paint  the  torture  of  his  fire. 
Paint  the  pangs  thofe  eyes  infpire  I 
(PleaOng  torture,  thus  to  (hine, 
Purify  d  by  fires  like  thine  '.) 
Then  I'd  ftrike  the  founding  firing  ! 
Then  I'd  thy  perfedion  fmg. 

Myftic  world  ! — Thou  fomething  more  I 
Wonder  of  th"  Almighty's  ftore ! 
Nature's  depths  we  oft  defer y, 
Oft  they're  pierc'd  by  learning's  eye ; 
Thou,  if  thought  on  thee  would  gain, 
Prov'ft  (like  heaven)  enquiry  vain. 
Charms  unequal'd  we  purfue  1 
Charms  in  (hining  throngs  we  view  1 
Number'd  then  could  nature's  be, 
Nature's  lelf  were  poor  to  thee. 

AN  EPISTLE 

Tffl   MRS.  OLDFIELO,   OS  THE  THEATRE-ROyAL. 

While  to  your  charms  unequal  verfe  I  raife, 
Aw'd,  I  admire,  and  tremble  as  1  praife  : 
Here  art  and  genius  new  refinement  need, 
Liftening,  they  gaze,  and,  as  they  gaze,  recede  ! 
Can  art  or  genius,  or  their  powers  combin'd. 
But  from  corporeal  organs,  fketch  the  mind  ? 
When  found  embody'd  can  with  fliape  furprife, 
The  mufe  may  emulate  your  voice  and  eyes. 

Mark  rival  arts  perfedtion's  point  purfue  I 
Each  rivals  each,  but  to  excel  in  you  ! 
The  bull  and  medal  bear  the  meaning  face, 
And  the  proud  ftatue  adds  the  pofture's  grace  ! 
Imag'd  at  length,  the  bury'd  heroine,  known. 
Still  feems  to  wound,  to  fmile,  or  frown  in  ftone  ! 
As  art  would  art,  or  metal  ftone  fiirpafs, 
Her  foul   ftirikes,  gleaming   through   Corinthian 

brafs  ! 
Serene,  the  faint  in  fmlling  filver  Ihines, 
And  cherubs  weep  in  gold  o'er  fainted  fhrines  ! 
If  long-loft  forms  from  Raphael's  pencil  glow. 
Wondrous  in  warmth  the  mimic  colours  flow  ! 
Each  look,  each  attitude,  new  grace  difplays; 
Your  voice  and  motion  life  and  mufic  raife. 

Thus  Cleopatra  in  your  charms  refines; 
She  lives,  fhe  fpeaks,  with  force  improv'd  ftie  (bines  ! 
Fair,  and  more  fair,  you  ev'ry  grace  tranfmit ; 
Love,  learning,  beauty,  elegance,  and  wit. 
Caefar,  the  world's  unrival'd  mafter,  fir'd. 
In  her  imperial  foul,  his  own  admir'd  ! 
Philippi's  vidtor  wore  her  winning  chain, 
And  felt  not  empire's  lofs  in  beauty's  gain. 
Could  the  pale  heroes  your  bright  influence  know. 
Or  catch  the  filver  accents  as  they  flow, 
Drawn  from  dark  reft  by  your  enchanting  ftrain, 
Each  fliade  were  lur'd  to  life  and  love  again. 

Say,  fwcet  infpirer  !  were  each  annal  known, 
What  living  greatnefs  ftiines  there  not  your  own  ! 
If  the  griev'd  mufe  by  fome  lov'd  emprefs  rofe, 
New  firength,  new  grace,  it  to  your  influence 

owes  ! 
If  power  by  war  diftingui(h'd  height  reveals. 
Your  nobler  pride  the  wownds  of  fortune  heals ! 


Then  could  an  empire's  caufe  demand  your  care. 
The  foul,  that  juftly  thinks,  would  greatly  dare.  ' 
Long  has  feign'd  Venus  raock'd  the  mufe's  praife. 
You  dart,  divine  Ophelia  !  genuine  rays ! 
Warm  through  thofe  eyes  enlivening  raptures  roll ! 
Sweet  through  each  ftriking  feature  ftreams  your 

foul! 
The  foul's  bright  meanings  heighten  beauty's  fires  J 
Your  looks,  your  thonghts,  your  deeds,  each  grace 

infpires ! 
Know  then,    if  rank'd  with  monarch*,    here 

you  ftand. 
What  fate  declines,  you  from  the  mufe  demand ! 
Each  grace  that  flione  of  old  in  each  fam'd  fair. 
Or  may  in  modern  dames  refinement  wear; 
Whate'er  juft,  emulative  thoughts  purfue, 
Is  all  confirm'd,  is  all  ador'd  in  you  ! 
If  godlike  bofoms  pant  for  power  to  blefs. 
If  'tis  a  monarch's  glory  to  redrefs ; 
In  confcious  majefty  you  ihine  ferene. 
In  thought  a  heroine,  and  in  adl  a  queen. 

VERSES. 

OCCASIONED  BV  READING  MR.  AARON    HILL*S 
POEM,    CALLED  "  GIDEON." 

Tie  lines  mai^Lsd  thus  '  '  are  taken  from  GlcUaji, 

Let  other  poets  poorly  fing 

Their  flatteries  to  the  vulgar  great ! 
Her  airy  flight  let  wandering  fancy  wing. 

And  rival  nature's  moft  luxuriant  ftore. 
To  fwellfome  monfter's  pride,  who  Ihamcs  a  ftate. 

Or  form  a  wreath  to  crown  tyrannic  power ! 
Thou,  who  inform'dft  this  clay  with  adlive  fire  \ 

Do  thou,  fupremc  of  powers !  my  thoughts  re- 
fine, 
And  with  thy  pureft  heat  my  foul  infpire. 

That  with  HiUarius'  worth  my  verfe  may  Ihine! 

As  thy  lov'd  Gideon  once  fet  Ifracl  free. 

So  he  with  fweet,  feraphic  lays 
'  Redeems  the  ufe  of  captive  poetry,*  [praife. 

Which  firft  was  form'd  to  fpeak  thy  glorious 

Mofes,  with  an  enchanting  tongue, 
Pharoali's  juft  overthrow  fublimely  fung  ! 

When  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  death  were  laid. 
Surviving  David  felt  the  foftening  fire ! 

And,  by  the  Great  Almighty's  tuneful  aid, 
Wak'd  into  endlefs  life  his  mournful  lyre. 
Their  different  thoughts,  met  in  HiUarius'  fong. 
Roll  in  one  channel  more  divinely  ftrong  ! 

With  Pindar's  fire  his  verfe's  fpirit  flies, 
'  Wafted  in  charming  mufic  through  the  air  1* 

Unftop'd  by  clouds,  it  reaches  to  the  Ikies, 
And  joins  with  angel's  hallelujahs  there. 
Flows  mix'd,  and  fweetly  ftrikes  th'  Almighty's  ear 
Rebels  (hould  blulh  when  they  his  Gideon  fee  ! 
That  Gideon  born  to  fet  his  country  free. 

O  that  fuch  heroe?  in  each  age  might  rife. 
Brightening  through  vapours  like  the  morning-fiar, 

Generou-i  to  triumph,  and  in  council  wife  ! 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war  ! 

When  Gideon,  Oreb,  Hyram,  Shimron  fhinc 
Fiwce  in  the  blaze  of  war  as  they  engage  ! 
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,   Great  bard  ?  what  energy  tut  thine, 
Could  reach  the  vaft  defcription  of  their  rage  ? 

Cr  when,  to  cruel  foes  hetray'd, 

Sareph  and  Hamar  call  for  aid, 
Loft,  and  bcwildtr'd  in  defpair. 

How  piercing  are  the  haplefs  lover's  cries ! 

"What  tender  ftrokes  in  melting  accents  rife  I 

.   Oh,  what  a.  mafterpiece  of  pi  y's  there  ? 

Nor  goodly  Joah  fliows  thy  fweetnefs  lefs. 
When,  like  kind  heaven,  he  frees  them  from  dif- 
trefs ! 

Hail  thou,  #hofe  verfe,  a  living  image,  fhines, 
to  Gideon's  charafter  your  own  you  drew ! 

As  there  the  graceful  patriot  (hines, 
We  in  that  image  bright  Hillarius  view  ! 

JLet  the  low  crowd,  who  loveunwholefome  fare, 
When  in  thy  words  the  breath  of  angels  flows. 

Like  grofs-fed  fpirits,  Cck  in  purer  air. 
Their  earthly  fouls  by  their  dull  tafte  difclofe  ! 

Thy  dazzling  genius  fiiines  too  bright  1     [li^ht. 

And  they,  like  fpe<ftres,  fhun   the  ftreams  of 

But  while  in  fhades  of  ignorance  they  fir  ay,   ~) 
Round  thee  rays  of  knowledge  play,  J. 

•  And  feow  thee  glittering  in  abftraiSled  day.*    J 

td  THE  Sight  honourable 
ilSSY,  COUNTESS  OF  ROCHFORD, 

jUaughter  of  the  late  Earl  Riven — -when  -with  Child. 

As  when  the  fun  walks  forth  in  flaming  gold, 
Mean  plants  may  fmile,  and  humble  flowers  unfold. 
The  low-laid  lark  the  diftant  ather  wings, 
And,  as  flie  foars,  her  daring  anthem  fings  ; 
So,  when  thy  charms  celeftial  views  create, 
My  fmiling  fong  furmounts  my  gloomy  fate. 
Thy  angel-embryo  prompts  my  towering  lays. 
Claims  my  fond  wilh,  and  fires  my  future  praife  : 
May  it,  if  male,  its  grandfire's  image  wear  ; 
Or  in  its  mother's  charms  ebnfefs  the  fair ; 
At  the  kind  birth  may  each  mild  planet  wait  ; 
Soft  be  the  pain,  but  prove  the  blefling  great,  [reft  '. 

Hail,  Rivers !  hallow'd  Ihade  \  defcend  from 
Defcend  and  fmile,  to  fee  thy  Rochford  bleft :  [run, 
Weep  not  the  fcenes  through  which  my  life  muft^ 
Though  fate,  fleet-footed,  fcents  thy  languid  fon. 
The  bar  that,  darkening,  cicfs'd  my  crefted  claim. 
Yields  at  her  charms,  and  brightens  in  their  flame  : 
That   blood   which,  honour'd,   in   thy  Rochford 

reigns, 
In  cold,  unwilling  wanderings  trac'd  my  veins. 
Want's  wintery  realm  froze  hard  around  my  view; 
And  fcorn's  keen  blafts  a  cutting  anguifli  blew. 
To  fuch  fad  weight  my  gathering  griefs  were 
wrought,  [thought : 

Life   feem'd  not   life,  but  when  convuls'd  with 
Decreed  beneath  a  mother's  frown  to  pine, 
Madnefs  were  eafe,  to  mifery  form'd  like  mine  ! 

Yet  my  mufe  waits  thee  through  the  realms  of 
day. 
Where  lambent  lightnings  round  thy  temples  play. 
Sure  my  fierce  woes  will,  like  thofe  fires,  refine. 
Thus  lol'e  their  torture,  and  thus  glorious  fhine  ! 
Arid  now  the  mufe  heaven's  milky  path  furveys. 
With  thee,  'twixt  pendent  worlds,  it  wondering 
ttrays,  ^ 


Worlds  which,  unnumber'd  as  thy  virtues,  roll 
Round  funs — fix'd,  radiant  emblems  of  thy  fouli 
Hence  lights  refradcd  run  through  diftant  fldesj 
Changeful  on  j-zure  plains  in  quivering  dyes  1 
Sr>  thy  r.-iinA  darted  through  its  earthy  frame, 
A  wide,  a  variov.s,  and  a  glittering  flarrie. 

Now  a  new  fcene  ehormous  liiftre  brings. 
Now  feraphs  ftiade  thee  round  with  filver  wings ; 
In  angel-forms  thoii  feeft  thy  Rochford  fliine  ; 
In  each  fweet  form  is  trac'd  her  beauteous  line! 
Such  was  her  foul,  ere  this  fele<5led  mould 
Sprung  at  thy  wilh,  the  fparkling  life  t*  infold ! 
So  anudft  cherubs  ftionc  her  fon  refiii'd. 
Are  infant-flelh  the  new-form'd  foul  enflirin'dl 
Sn  fliall  a  fequent  race  from  Rochford  rife. 
The  world's  fair  pride — dcfcendants  of  the  ikies. 

TO  THE  EXCELLENT  MIRANDA, 

CONSORT  OF  AARON   HILL,  ESq.  ON  READING  HER 

POEMS. 

Each  foftening  charm  of  Clio's  fmiling  fong, 
Montague's  foul,  whicH  ftiines  divinely  ftrong, 
Thefc  blend,  with  graceful  eafe,  to  form  thy  rhyme. 
Tender  yet  chafte  ;  fweet-founding,  yet  fublime ; 
Wifdom  and  v/it  have  made  thy  works  their  care,     j 
Each  paflion  glows,  refin'd  by  precept,  there  ;  1 

To  fair  Miraada's  form  each  grace  is  kind  ;  1 

The  mufes  and  the  Virtues  tune  thy  mind. 

VERSES  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

PdLLY,  from  me,  though  nbw  a  love-fick  youth. 
Nay,  though  a  poet,  hear  the  voice  of  truth  1 
Polly,  you're  not  a  beauty,  yet  you're  pretty  ; 
So  grave,  yet  gay  ;  fo  filly,  yet  fo  witty  ;  j 

A  heart  of  foftnefs,  yet  a  tongue  of  fatlre ;     ,  /\ 

You've  cruelty,  yet,  ev'n  with  that,  good  ncture  : 
Now  you  are  free,  and  now  referv'd  awhile ; 
Now  a  forc'd  frown  betrays  a  willing  fmile.,, 
Reproach'd  for  abfence,  yet  your  fight  deny'd  ; 
My  tongue  you  filence,  yet  my  filence  chide. 
How  would  you  chide  me,  ftiould  your  fex  defame  '. 
Yet,  fliould  they  praife,  grow  jealous^  and  exclaim. 
If  I  defpair,  with  fortie  kind  look  you  blefs; 
But  if  I  hope,  at  once  all  hope  fupprefs. 
You  fcom ;  yet  ftiould  my  paflion  change,  or  fkil, 
Too  late  you'd  whimper  out  a  fofter  tale. 
You  love  ;  yet  from  your  lover's  wilh  retire ; 
Doubt,  yet  difcern  ;  deny,  and  yet  defirc. 
Such,  Polly^  are  your  fex— part  truth,  part  fidlion. 
Some  thought,  much  whim,  and  all  a  contradldicn. 

THE  GENTLEMAN. 

ADDRESSED  TO  JOHN  JOLIFFE,    ESQ_. 

A  DECENT  mein,  an  elegance  of  drefs. 

Words,  which,  at  eafe,  each  winning  grace  exprefsj 

A  life,  where  love,  by  wifdom  poUfti'd,  ftiines. 

Where  wifdom's  felf  again,  by  love,  refines ; 

Where  we  to  chance  for  friendftilp  never  truft, 

Nor  ever  dread  from  fudden  whim  difguft  ; 

To  focial  manners,  and  the  heart  humane ; 

A  nature  ever  great,  and  never  vain ; 

A  wit,  that  no  licentious  pertnefs  knows; 

The  fenfe,tha£  unaftuming  candour  fliows; 
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Reafon.by  narrow  principles  uncheck'd, 
Slave  to  no  party,  bigot  to  no  fed  ; 
Knowledge  of  various  life,  of  learning  too'; 
Thence  tafte  ;  thence  truth,  which  will  from  tafte 

cnfue : 
Unwilling  cenfure,  though  a  judgment  clear ; 
A  fmile  indulgent,  and  that  fmile  fincere  ; 
An  humble,  though  an  elevated  mind; 
A  pride,  its  pleafure  but  to  ferve  maniiind : 
If  thefe  efteem  and  admiration  raife  ; 
Give  true  delight,  and  gain  unflattering  praife, 
In  one  wilh'd  view,  th*  accomplifh'd  man  wc  fee; 
Thcfe  graces  aH  are  thine,  and  thou  art  he. 

CHARACTER 

OF  t HK  REV.  JAMES  FOSTER. 

******  » 


From  Codex  hear,  ye  eccleftaftic  men, 
This  paftoral  charge  to  Webfter,  Stebbing,  Ven  ; 

Attend,  ye  emblems  of  your  P 's  mind  1 

Mark  faith,  mark  hope,  mark  charity,  defin'd; 
On  terms,  whence  no  ideas  ye  can  draw, 
Pin  well  your  faith,  and  then  pronounce  it  law  ; 
Firft  wealth,  a  crofier  next,  your  hope  enSame ; 
And  next  church-power — ^a  power  o'er  confcience, 

claim ; 
In  modes  of  worfliip  right  of  choice  deny ; 
Say,  to  convert,  all  means  are  fair  ; — add,  why  ? 
'lis  charitable — -let  your  power  decree. 
That  perfecution  then  is  charity ; 
Call  reafon  error  ;  forms,  not  things,  difplay  ; 
Let  moral  dodrine  to  abilrufe  give  way; 
Sink  demonftration  ;  myftery  preach  alone ; 
Be  thus  religion's  friend,  and  thus  your  own. 
But  Fofter  well  this  honefl  truth  extends — 
Where  myftery  begins,  religion  ends. 
In  hirfi,  great  modern  miracle  '  we  fee 
A  prieft,  from  avarice  and  ambition  free  ; 
One,  whom  no  perfecuting  fpirit  fires; 
Whofe  heart  and  tongue  benevolence  infpires  : 
Learn'd,  not  affuming  ;  eloquent,  yet  plain  ; 
Meek,  though  not  timorous;   confcious,  though 

not  vain ; 
Without  craft,  reverend  ;  holy,  without  cant ; 
Zealous  for  truth,  without  enthufiaft  rant. 
His  faith,  where  no  credulity  is  feen, 
*  Twixt  infidel  and  bigot,  marks  the  mean  ; 
His  hope,  no  mitre  militant  on  earth, 
'Tis  that  bright  crown,  which  heaven  referves  for 

worth. 
A  prieft,  in  charity  with  all  mankind. 
His  love  to  virtue,  not  to  fe6l  confin'd  : 
Truth  his  dehght ;  from  him  it  flames  abroad, 
From  him,  who  fears  no  being,  but  his  God. 
In  him  from  Chriftian,  moral  light  can  fhine; 
l»lot  mad  with  myftery,  but  a  found  divine ; 
He  wins  the  wife  and  good,  with  reafon's  lore  ; 
Then  ftrikes  their  paffions  with  pathetic  power; 
Where  vice  eredls  her  head,  rebukes  the  page ; 
Mk'd  with  rebuke,  per/uallve  charms  engage ; 


Charms,  which  th'  unthinking  muft  to  thought 

excite ; 
Lo !  vice  lefs  vicious '  virtue  more  upright  : 
Him  copy,  Codex,  that  the  good  and  wife. 
Who  fo  abhor  thy  heart,  and  head  defpife, 
May  fee  thee  now,  though  late,  redeem  thy  namej 
And  glorify  what  elfe  is  danih'd  to  fame 

But  fhouldfome  churchman,  apeing  Wit  fevcre, 
The  poet's  fure  turn'd  Baptift — fay.  and  fneerj 
Shame  on  that  narrow  mind  fo  often  known. 
Which  in  one  mode  of  faith,  owns  worth  alone. 
Sneer  on,  rail,  wrangle !  nought  this  truth  repels— 
Virtue  is  virtue,  wherefoe'er  flie  dwells; 
And  fure,  where  learning  giVes  her  light  to  fhine, 
Her's  is  all  praife—  if  her's,  'tis  Poller,  thine. 
Thee  boaft  difTenters  ;  we  with  pride  may  owa 
Our  Tillotfon :  and  Rome,  her  Feneloa  *. 

THE  POiir*'3  DEPEND ANCE 

ON  A   STATESMAN. 

Some  feem  to  hint,  and  others  proof  will  bring. 
That,  from  neglcdi,  my  numerous  hardfhips  fpring« 
Seek  the  great  man  I  they  cry— 'tis  then  decreed. 
In  him,  if  I  court  fortune,  I  fucceed. 

What  friends  to  fecond  ?  who  forme  fhouldfue. 
Have  interefts,  partial  to  themfelves,  in  view. 
They  own  my  matclilefs  fate  compaflion  draws; 
They  all  wilh  well,  lament,  but  drop  my  caufe. 
There  are  who  aflc  no  penfion,  want  no  place, 
No  title  wilh,  and  would  accept  no  grace. 
Can  I  entreat,  they  fhould  for  me  obtain 
The  leaft,  who  greatefi  for  themfelves  difdain  ? 

A  ftatefman,  knowing  this,  unkind,  will  cry, 
Thofe    love   him  :    let   thofe   ferve    him : — why 
ftiould  I  ? 
Say,  fball  I  turn  where  lucre  points  my  vIeWs; 

At  firft  defert  my  friends,  at  length  abufe  ? 

Biit,  on  lefs  terms,  in  promife  he  complies  : 

Years  bury  years,  and  hopes  on  hopes  arife  ; 

f  truft,  am  truftcd  on  my  fairy  gain  ; 

And  woes  on  wt.es  attend,  an  endlefs  train. 
Be  pofts  difpos'd  at  will! — 1  have,  for  thefe, 

No  gold  to  plead,  no  impudence  to  teaze. 

All  fccret  fervice  from  my  foul  I  hate  ; 

All  dark  intrigues  of  pleafure,  or  of  ftate, 

I  have  no  power,  ele<5Hon-votes  to  gain  ;. 

No  will  to  hackney  out  polemic  ftrain  ; 

To  fliape,  as  time  fhall  ferve,  my  verfe,  or  profc, 

To  flatter  thence,  nor  flur,  a  courtier's  foes; 

Nor  him  to  daub  with  praife,  if  I  prevail ; 

Nor  fhock'd  by  him  with  libels  to  affail. 

Where  thefe  are  not,  what  claim  to  me  belongs  ? 

Though   mine    the   mufe   and   virtue,  birth  and 
wrongs. 
Where  lives  the  ftatefman,  fo  in  honour  clear. 

To  give  where  he  has  nought  to  hope,  nor  fear  i 

*  In  this  charaSier  of  the  Rev  ^ames  Fofier,  trutb 
guided  the  fen  of  the  mufe.  Mr.  Pope  paid  a  trikutt 
to  the  niodcjl  ivorth  of  this  excellent  man  :  little  did  be 
im^^iite  his  Jiev.  Annotator  "waiild  endeavour  to  convert 
his  praife  into  abtife.  The  charaSicr  and  "writings  of 
Fof.er  ivill  be  admired  and  read,  ivhen  tki  •UOtis  of  tbc 
Sitter  coiilrc-jcrfa/if!  are/orgottm. 
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No !— ihere  to  feek,  Is  b'Jt  to  find  freni  pain  : 
The  promife  broke,  renew'd,  and  broke  again; 
To  be,  as  humour  deigns,  receiv'd,  refus'd  ; 
By  turns  affronted,  and  by  turns  amus'd; 
To  lofe  that  time,which  worthier  thoughts  require; 
To  lofe  the  health,  which  fhould  thofe  thoughts 

infpire ; 
To  flarve  and  hope ;  or,  like  camelions,  fare 
On  miniflerial  faith,  which  means  but  air. 
But  flill,  undrooping,  I  the  crew  difdain. 
Who,  or  by  jobs,  or  libels,  wealth  obtain. 
Ne'er  let  me  be,  through  thofe,  from  want  exempt; 
In  one  man's  favour,  in  the  world's  contempt : 
Worfe  in  my  own  ! — through  thofe,  to  pofts  who 

rife, 
Themfelves,  in  fecret,  muft  themfelves  defpife; 
Vile,  and  more  vile,  till  they,  at  length,  difclaim 
Not  fenfc  alone  of  glory,  but  of  fbame. 

What  though  I  hourly  fee  the  fervile  herd, 
For  meannefs  honour'd,  and  for  guilt  prefer'd  ; 
See  felfilh  pafhon,  public  virtue  feem; 
And  public  virtue  an  enthufiafl  dream; 
See  favour'd  falfehood,  innocence  belied, 
Meeknefs  depretM,  and  power-elated  pride  ; 
A  fcene  will  lhow,alJ-righteous  vifion  haftc; 
The  meek  exslted,  and  the  proud  deba*'d  1— 
Oh,  to  be  there ! — to  tread  that  friendly  (hnre. 
Where  falfehood,  pride,    and    ftatefmen   are  no 

more  I 
But  ere  indulg'd— ere  fate  my  breath  fhall  claim, 
A  poet  ftill  is  anxious  after  fame. 
What  future  fame  would  my  ambition  crave  ? 
This  were  my  wilh — could  ought  my  memory 

fave. 
Say,  when  in  death  my  forrows  lie  repos'd. 
That  my  pall  life  no  venal  view  difclos'd  ; 
Say,  I  well  knew,  while  in  a  ftate  obfcure, 
W^ithout  the  being  bafe,  the  being  poor  ; 
Say,  1  had  parts,  too  moderate  to  tranfcend  : 
Yet  fenfe  to  mean,  and  virtue  not  t"  offend  ; 
My  heart  fupplying  what  my  head  denied, 
Say  that,  by  Pope  efteeni'd  1  liv'd  and  died  ; 
Whofe  writings  thebeft  rules  to  write  could  give; 
Whofe  life  the  nobler  fcience  how  to  live. 

AN  EPISTLE 

TO  PAMON  AND   DELIA. 

Hear  Damon,  Delia  hear,  in  candid  lays, 
Truth  without  anger,  v/ithout  flattery,  praife  ! 

A  bookifh  mind,  with  pedantry  unfraughr, 
Of  a  fedate,  yet  never  gloomy  thought : 
Prompt  to  rejoice,  when  others  pleafure  know, 
And  prompt  to  feel  the  pang  for  others  woe  ; 
To  foften  faults,  to  wliich  a  fee  is  prone. 
And,  in  a  friend's  perfc6lion,  praife  your  own  : 
A  will  fincere,  unknown  to  felfifli  views; 
A  heart  of  love,  of  gallantry  a  mufc  ; 
A  delicate,  yet  not  a  jealous  mind; 
A  pafiion  ever  fond,  yet  never  blin.l, 
Glowing  witli  amorous,  yet  with  guihiefs  fires, 
In  ever-eager,  never  grofs  defires  : 
A  mndcll  honour,  facrcd  to  contain 
From  tattling  vanity,  when  fmiles  you  gain ; 


Conflant,  mofl  pleas'd  when   beauty  mofb  yoa 

plcafe : 
Damon  1  your  pli5ture*s  fhown  in  tints  like  thefe. 

Say,  Delia  '.  muft  I  chide  you  or  commend  ? 
Say,  mufl  I  be  your  flatterer  or  your  friend  i 

To  praife  no  graces  in  a  rival  fair. 
Nor  your  own  foibles  in  a  fifter  fpare; 
Each  lover's  billet,  bantering,  to  reveal. 
And  never  know  one  fecret  to  conceal ; 
Young,  fickle,  fair,  a  levity  inborn. 
To  treat  all  fighing  flaves  with  flippant  fcorn  ; 
An  eye,  exprefTive  of  a  wandering  mind  : 
Nor  this  to  read,  nor  that  to  think  inclin'd ; 
Or  when  a  book,  or  thought,  from  whim  retards. 
Intent  on  fongs  or  novels,  drefs  or  cards ; 
Choice  to  feled  the  party  of  delight. 
To  kill  time,  thought,  and  fame,  in  frolic  flight ; 
To  flutter  here,  to  flurry  there  on  wing ; 
To  talk,  to  tcaze,  to  fimpcr,  or  to  fing ; 
To  prude  it,  to  coquet  it — him  to  truft, 
Whofe  vain,  loofe  life,  fhould  caution  or  dlfgufl ; 
Him   to    diflike,    whofe    modefl    worth    fhould 

pleafe. — 
Say,  is  your  piflure  fhown  In  tints  like  thefe  ? 
Your's! — you  deny  it— Hear  the  point  then  tried, 
Let  judgment,  truth,  the  mufe,  and  love  decide. 
What  your's ! — Nay,  faireft  trifler,  frown  not  fo  : 
Is  it  :  the  mufe  with  doubt — Love  anfwers  no  : 
You  fmile — Is't  not  ?  Again  the  queflion  try  I — 
Yes,  judgment  thinks,  and  truth  will  yes,  reply. 

TO  MISS  M  *  «  *  H  *  *  *  *, 

SENT  WITH   MR.  POPE's  WORKS. 

See  female  vice  and  female  folly  here, 
Raillied  with  wit  polite,  or  lafh'd  fevere  : 
Let  Pope  prefent  fuch  objedls  to  our  view ; 
Such  are,  my  fair,  the  full  reverfe  of  you. 
Rapt  when,  to  Loddon's  ftream  *  from  Windfor's 

fhades, 
He  fings  the  modefl  charms  of  fylvan  maids; 
Dear  Burford's  hills  in  memory's  eye  appear. 
And  Luddal's  fpringf  fliil  murmurs  in  my  ear  : 
But  when  you  ceafe  to  blefs  my  longing  eyes. 
Dumb  is  the  fpring,  the  juylefs  profpedl  dies  : 
Come  then,  my  charmer,  come !  here  tranfport 

reigns ! 
New  health,  new  youth,  infpirits  all  my  veins. 
Each  hour  let  intercourfe  of  hearts  employ. 
Thou  life  of  lovelinef-- !   thou  foul  of  joy  1 
Love  wakes  the  bird< — oh,  hear  each  melting  lay  ! 
Love  warms  the  world — come  charmer,  cume  a- 

way  ! 
But  hark  '. — immortal  Pope  refumesthe  lyre  1 
Diviner  airs,  diviner  flights,  infpire  : 
Hiirk  where  an  angel's  language  tunes  the  line  I 
See  where  the  thoughts  and  loi-ks  of  angels  fhine  I 
Here  he  pout'd  all  the  mufic  of  your  tongue. 
And  all   your  looks   and  thoughts,   unconfciouSj 

fung. 

*   JUiiding  to  the  beautiful  EplfuJc  of  Lcddona,  in 
fVin.fr  loreji. 


MISCEI.LANE 

ON  THE  RECOVERY  OF 

A  LADY  OF  QUALITY 

From  the  Small-Pox. 

L-aNG  a  lov'd  fair  had  blefs'd  her  confort's  fight 
With  amorous  pride,  and  undifturb'd  delight ; 
Till  death,  grown  envious  with  repugnant  aim, 
Frown'd  at  cheir  joys,  and  urg'd  a  tyrant's  claim. 
He  fummons  each  difi.'afe  !— the  noxious  crew, 
Writhing,  in  dire  diftortions,  ftrike  his  view  1 
From  various  plagues,  which  various  natures  know, 
Forth  rufties  beauty's  fear'd  and  fervent  foe. 
Fierce  to  the  fair,  the  miflile  mifchief  flies. 
The  fanguine  ftreams  in  raging  ftrments  rife ! 
St  drives,  ignipotent,  through  every  vein. 
Hangs  on  the  heart,  and  burns  around  the  brain  ! 
Now  a  chill  damp  the  charmer's  luftre  dims  1 
Sad  o'er  her  eyes  the  livid  languor  fwims  I 
Her  eyes,  that  with  a  glance  could  joy  infpire. 
Like  fetting  ftars,  fcarce  ftioot  a  ghmmering  fire. 

Here  (lands  her  confort,  fore,  with  anguifh,  preft, 
Grief  in  his  eye,  and  terror  in  his  breaft. 
The  Paphian  graces,  fmit  with  anxious  care, 
In  filent  forrow  weep  the  waining  fair. 
Eight  funs,  fucceflive,  roll  their  fire  away, 
And  eight  flow  nights  fee  their  deep  Ihades  decay. 
While  thefe  revolve,  though  mute  each  mufe  ap- 
pears. 
Each  fpcaking  eye  drops  eloquence  in  tears. 
On  the  ninth  noon,  great  Phosbus,  liftening  bends  I 
On  the  ninth  noon,  each  voice  in  prayer  afcends  1  — 
Great  god  of  light,  of  fong,  and  phyfic's  art, 
Reftore  the  languid  fair,  new  foul  impart ! 
Her  beauty,  wit,  and  virtue  claim  thy  ciire. 
And  thine  own  bounty's  almoft  rival'd  there. 

iiach  paus'd.     The  god  affents.     Would  death 
advance  ? 
Phoebus,  unfeen,  arrefts  the  threatening  lance  1 
Down  from  his  orb  a  vivid  influence  ftreams. 
And  quickening  earth  imbibes  falubrious  beams  ; 
Each  balmy  plant,  increafe  of  virtue  knows, 
And  art,  infpir'd,  with  all  her  patron,  glows. 
The  charmer's  opening  eye,  kind  hope,  reveals, 
Kind  hope,  her  confort's  bread  enlivening  feels. 
Each  grace  revives,  each  mufe  refumes  the  lyre, 
Each  beauty  brightens  with  re-Iumin'd  fire. 
As  health's  aufpicious  powers  gay  life  difplay, 
Death,  fullen  at  the  fight,  flalks  flow  away. 

THE    FRIEND. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  AARON   HILL,  ESqUIRE. 

O  MY  lov'd  Hill,  O  thou  by  heaven  defign'd 
To  charm,  to  mend,  and  to  adorn  mankind  1 
To  thee  my  hopes,  fears,  joys,  and  forrows  tend. 
Thou  brother,  father,  nearer  yet  1— thou  friend  1 

if  worldly  friendfliips  oft  cement,  divide, 
As  interefts  vary,  or  as  whims  prefide  ; 
If  leagues  of  luxury  borrow  friendihip's  light. 
Or  leagues  fubverfive  of  all  focial  right : 
O  fay,  my  Hill,  in  what  propitious  fphere, 
Gain  we  the  friend,  pure,  knowing,  and  fincere  ? 
'Tis  where  the  worthy  and  the  wife  retire ; 
Thafc  wealth  may  learn  its  ufe,  mav  love  infpire  ; 
■  Vf>r,.  VIII.        ■  ^ 
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There  may  young  worth,  the  nobleft  end  obtain. 
In  want   my  friends,  iij  friends  may  knowledge 

gain  ; 
In  knowledge  blifs ;  for  wifdom  virtue  finds. 
And  brightens  mortal  to  immortal  minds. 
Kind  then  my  wrongs,  if  love,  like  yours,  fiic- 

ceed; 
For  you,  like  virtue,  are  a  friend  indeed. 

Oft  when  you  faw  my  youth  wild  error  know, 
Reproof,  foft -hinted,  taugiit  the  blufli  to  glow. 
Young  and  unform'd,  you  firfl;  my  genius  rais'd, 
Juft   fmil'd  when   faulty  ;    and  when   moderate 

prais'd. 
Me  fliun'd,  me  ruln'd,  fuch  a  mother's  rage  ! 
You  fung,  till  pity  wept  o'er  every  page. 
You  call'd  my  lays  and  wrongs  to  early  fjujic; 
Yet,  yet,  th'  obdurate  mother  felt  no  Ihame. 
Pierc'd  as  I  was !  your  counfel  foften'd  care, 
To  eafe  turn'd  anguifli,  and  to  hope  defpair. 
The  man  who  never  wound  affliifllve  feels, 
He  never  felt  the  balmy  worth  that  heals. 
Welcome  the  wound,  when  bleft  with  fuch  rcliefl 
For  deep  is  felt  the  friend,  when  felt  in  grief. 

From  you  Ihali  never,  but  with  life,  remove 
Afplring  genius,  fondefcending  love. 
When  fonie,  with  cold,  fuperior  looks,  redrcft. 
Relief  feems  infult,  and  confirnjs  diftrefs; 
You,  when  you  view  the  man  with  wrongs  be-> 

fieg'd. 
While  warm  you  ■>.&  th'  obllger,  feem  th'  obllg'd. 

All-winning  mild  to  each  of  lowly  ftate  ; 
To  equals  free,  unfervile  to  the  great ; 
Greatticfs  you  honour,  when  by  worth  acquir'd ; 
Worth  is  by  worth  in  every  rank  admir'd 
Greatnefs  you  fcorn,  when  titles  infult  fpeak  ; 
Proud  to  vain  pride,  to  honuur'd  meekneCs  meek 
'I'hat  worthlefs  blifs,  which  others  court,  you  fly; 
That  worthy  woe,  they  (bun,  attradls  your  eye.' 

But  fliall  the  mufe  refound  alone  your  praife; 
No — let  the  public  friend  exalt  her  lays  I 
O  trace  that  friend  with  me  ! — he's  your's  1— he'§ 

mine  !— 
The  world's — beneficent  behold  him  fliine  I 

Is  wealth  his  fphere  ?     If  riches,  like  a  tide. 
From  either  India  pour  their  golden  pride; 
Rich  Ih  good  works,  him  othtrs  wants  employ ; 
He  gives  the  vsridow's  heart  to  fing  for  joy. 
To  orphans,  prlfoners,  fliall  his  boun-y  flow; 
The  weeping  family  of  want  and  woe. 

Is  knowledge  his  .?  Benevolently  great, 
In  leifure  adive,  and  in  care  fcdate  ; 
What  aid,  his  little  wealth  perchance  denies. 
In  each  hard  inftance  his  advice  fupplies. 
With  modeft  truth  he  fets  the  wandering  right ; 
And  gives  religion  pure,  prima: val  light; 
In  love  diff"ufive,  as  in  light  refiii'd. 
The  liberal  emblem  of  his  Maker's  mind. 

Is  power  his  orb  .'  He  then,  like  power  divine, 
On  all,  though  with  a  varied  ray,  will  fliine. 
Ere  power  was  his,  the  man  he  once  caref-.'d, 
Meets  the  fame  faithful  f.iule,  and  mutual  breaft ; 
But  afk  his  friend  fome  dignity  of  ftate; 
His  friend,  unequal  to  th'  incumbent  weight  ? 
Alks  it  a  ftranger,  one  whom  parts  infpire 
With  all  a  people'*  welfare  would  fcquirc  ? 
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His  choice  admits  no  pacfe ;  his  gift  will  prove 

All  private,  v?ell  abforb'd  in  public  love. 

He  fhields  his  country,  when  for  aid  Ihc  calls ; 

Or,  ftiould  fhe  fall,  with  her  he  greatly  falls  : 

But,  as  proud  Rome,  with  guilty  conqueft  crown'd, 

Spread  flavery,  death  and  defolation  round. 

Should  e'er  his  country,  for  dominion's  prize, 

Againft  the  fons  of  men  a  fasSion  rife. 

Glory  in  hers,  is  in  his  eye  difgrace ; 

The  friend  of  truth  ;  the  friend  of  human  race. 

Thus  to  no  one,  no  feft,  no  clime  confin'd, 
His  bonndlefs  love  embraces  ail  mankind  ; 
And  all  their  virtues  in  his  life  are  known  ; 
And  all  their  joys  and  forrows  are  his  own. 

Thefe  are  the  lights,  where  (lands  that  fiiend 

corifeft  ; 

This,  this  the  fpirit,  which  informs  thy  hreaft. 

Through  fortune's  cloud  thy  genuine  worth  can 

ihine ;  [thine  ? 

What  would'ft  thou  not,  were  wealth  and  greatnefs 

AN  EPISTLE 

70  MR.  JOHN  BTER,  AUTHOR  OF  CRONGAR-HILL, 

In  Arfiuer  to  his  from  the  Country  *. 

Now  various  birds  in  melting  concert  fing. 
And  hail  the  beauty  of  the  opening  fpring  : 
Now  to  thy  dreams  the  nightingale  complains, 
TjU  the  lark  wake?  thee  with  her  cheerful  ftrains; 
Wakes,  in  thy  verfc  and  friendfliip  ever  kind, 
l»/Ielodiou8  comfort  to  my  jarring  mind.  [fee. 

Oh  could  rivj  foul  through  depths  of  knowledge 
Could  I  read  nature  and  inankind  like  thee, 
1  fliould  o'ercome,  or  bear  the  flibcks  of  fate, 
And  e'en  draw  envy  to  the  humbleft  ftate. 
Thou  canft.  raife  honour  from  each  ill  event, 
from  (hocks  gain  vigour,  and  from  want  content. 

•  I'hiak  riot  light  poetry  my  life's  chief  care ! 
The  mufe's  manfion  1=,  at  bed,  but  air  ; 
But,  if  more  folid  works  my  meaning  forms, 
Th'  unfinifh'd  ftruAiires  fall  by  fortune's  ftorms. 

Oft  have  I  faid  we  falfely  thofe  accufe, 
Whofe  godlike  fouls  life's  middle  ftate  refufe. 
Se'if-lovc,  I  cry'd,  there  feek?  ignoble  reft; 
tare  fleeps  not  calm,  when  millions  vvake  unbleft  ; 
.^ean  let  me  ftirink,  or  fpread  fweet  (hade  o'er  all, 
i,ow  as  the  flirub,  or  as  the  cedar  tall !  — 

*  Tw^f  vain  !  'twas  wild ! — I  fought  the  middle  ftate, 
And  found  the  good,  and  found  the  truly  great. 

Though  verfc  can  never  give  my  foul  her  aim; 
Tl'.ough  a6lion  only  dlaims  fubilaiuial  fame; 
Though  fate  denies  what  my  proud  wants  require, 
Yet  grant  me,  heaven,  by  knowledge  to  afpire  : 
"I'lius  to  inquiry  let  me  prompt  the  mind; 
Thus  clear  dimtn'd  tra:h,  and  bid  her  blefs  man- 

■  kind ;  •  "   ■   ■     '  '       ■ 

From  the  pierc'd  orphan  thu«;  draw  fhafts  of  grief! 
Arm  want  with  patience,  and  teach  wealth  relief!  ' 
To  i'f.ryc  lov'd  liberty  infpire  ;uy  breath  ! 
Or,  if  my  life  be  ufelefs,  grant- me  death  ; 
t^or  he,  who  uftlefs  is  in  life  furvey'd, 
Burih'.-r.s  that  world,  his  duty  bids  him  aid. 


Say,  what  have  honours  to  allure  the  mind. 
Which  he  gains  moft,  who  leaft  has  ferv'd  maB<- 

kind  ? 
Titles,  when  worn  by  fools,  I  dare  defpife ; 
Vet  they  claim  homage,  when  they  crown  the  wife. 
When  high  diftinAion  marks  dcferving  heirs, 
Defert  ftill  dignifies  the  mark  it  wears. 
But,  who  to  birth  alone  would  honours  owe  ? 
Honours,  if  true,  from  feeds  of  merit  grow. 
Thofe  trees,  with  fweeteft  charms,  invite  our  eycsg 
Which,  from  our  own  engraftnient,  fruitful  rife. 
Still  we  love  heft  what  we  with  labour  gain, 
As  the  child's  dearer  for  the  mother's  pain. 
The  great  I  would  not  envy  nor  deride  ; 
Nor  ftoop  to  fwell  a  vain  fuperior's  pride ; 
Nor  view  an  equal's  hope  with  jealous  eyes  ; 
Nor  crufti  the  wretch  beneath  who  wailing  lies. 
My  fympathizing  breafl  his  grief  can  feel, 

And  my  eye  weep  the  wound  I  cannot  heal. 

Ne'er  among  friendftiips  let  me  fow  debate, 

Nor  hy  another's  fall  advance  my  ftate ; 

Nor  mifufe  wit  againft  an  abfent  friend  : 

Let  me  the  virtues  of  a  foe  defend  !         [weight ; 

In   wealth  and  want  true  minds  preferve  their 

Meek,  though  exalted  ;  though  difgrac'd,  elate; 

Generous  and  grateful,  wrong'd  or  help'd  they  live; 

Grateful  to  ferve,  and  generous  to  forgive. 

This  may  they  learn,  who  clofe  thy  life  attend; 

Which,  dear  in  memory,  ftill  inftrucfts  thy  friend. 

Though  cruel  diftance  bars  my  grofler  eye. 

My  foul,  clear-fightcd,  draws  thy  virtue  nigh ; 

Through  her  deep  woe  that  quickening  comfort 
gleams,         "  ■      ' 

And  lights  up  fortitude  with  friendfhip's  beam*. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED    BT    THE    VICE-PRINCIPAL    OF 
ST.  MARY-HALI.,    OXFORD. 

Being  prefented  by  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Knight,  to  tit 
Li-uing  of  Godsfidd  in  Effex. 

While  by  mean  arts  and  meaner  patrons  rife 
Priefts,  whom  the  learned  and  the  good  defpife ; 
This  fees  fair  Knight,  in  whofe  tranfcendent  mind, 
Are  wifdom,  purity,  and  truth  enfbrin'd. 
A  modcft  merit  now  ftie  plans  to  lift, 
Thy  living,  Godsfield  !   falls  her  inftant  gift. 
liCt  me  (faid  (he)  reward  alone  the  wife, 
And  make  the  church-revenue  virtue's  prize. 

She  fought  the  man  of  honcft,  candid  breaft, 
In  faith,  in  works  of  goodnefs,  full  expreft  ; 
Though  young,  yet  tutoring  academic  youth 
To  fcience  moral,  and  religious  truth. 
She  fought  where  the  riifinterefted  friend, 
The  fcholar,  fage, and  free  companion  blend; 
The  pleafing  poet,  and  the  deep  divine,       [thine. 
She  fought,  fhe  found,  and.  Hart  \  the  prize  V»a« 

F  U  L   V   I   A. 


Let  Fulvia's  wifdom  be  a  Have  to  will, 
Utr  darling  pafiions,  fcandal  and  quadrille  ; 
On  friends  and  foes  her  tongue  a  litire  kaoW(^ 
Her  deeds  a  fatire  on  hcrfelf  aloac. 
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•n  her  poor  kindred  deigns  flic  word  or  look  i 
Tis  cold  rcfpedl,  or  'tis  unjuft  rebuke  ; 
Worfe  when  good-natur'd,  than  when  moft  fe  vere : 
The  jeft  impure  then  pains  the  modeft  ear. 
How  juft  the  fceptic  I  the  divine  how  odd  ! 
What  turns  of  wit  play  fmartly  on  her  god  I 
The  fates,  my  neareft  kindred,  foes  decree  : 
Fulvia,  when  piqu'd  at  them,  ftrait  pities  me. 
She,  like  Benevolence,  a  fmile  bellows, 
Favours  to  me  indulge  her  fpleen  to  thofe. 
The  banquet  ferv'd,  with  peere'Ves  I  fit  : 
She  tells  my  ftory,  and  repeats  my  wit. 
With  mouth  diftorted,  through  a  founding  nofe 
It  comes,  now  homelinefs  more  homely  grows. 
With  fee-faw  founds,  and  nonfenfe  not  my  own, 
She  flcrews  her  features,  and  fhe  cracks  her  tone. 
How  fine  your  baftard  I  why  fo  foft  a  ftrain  ? 
What,  fuch  a  mother  ?  fatirife  again  ! 

Oft  I  obje6l — but  fix'd  is  Fulvia's  vi^ili — 
Ah  '.  though  unkind,  Ihe  is  m.y  mother  ftill  I 

The  verfe  now  flows,  the  manufcript  fhe  claims. 
*Tis  fam'd — The  fame  each  curious  fair  enflames : 
The  wild-fire  runs ;  from  copy,  copy  grows  : 
The  Brcts,  alarm'd,  a  fepatate  peace  propofe. 
'Tis ratified— How  alter'd  Fulvia's  look! 
My  wit's  degraded,  and  my  caufe  forfook. 
Thus  fhe:    What's  poetry  but  to  amufe  .' 
Might  I  advife — there  are  more  folid  views. 
With  a  cool  air  fhe  adds  :   This  tale  is  old  : 
Were  it  my  cafe,  it  fhould  no  more  be  told. 
Complaints — had  I  been  worthy  to  advife-- 
You  know— But  when  are  wits,  like  women,  wife  ? 
True  it  may  take;  but,  think  whate'er  you  lift, 
All  love  the  fatire,  none  the  fatirift. 

I  ftart,  I  flare,  fland  fix'd,  then  paufe  a  while ; 
Then  hefitate,  then  ponder  well,  then  fmile. 
Madam — a  penfion  loft— and  where's  amends  1 
Sir,  (f}ie  replies)  indeed  you'll  lofe  your  friends. 
Why  did  I  ftart  ?  'twas  but  a  change  of  wind — 
Or  the  fame  thing — the  lady  chang'd  her  mind. 
I  bov/,  depart,  delpife,  difcern  her  all : 
Nanny  revifits,  and  difgrac'd  I  fall. 

Let  Fulvia's  frjendfhip  whirl  with  every  whim! 
A  reed,  a  weathercock,  a  fhade,  a  dream  : 
No  more  the  friendfhip  fhall  be  now  difplay'd 
By  weathercock,  or  reed,  or  dream,  or  fhade  ; 
To  Nanny  fix'd  unvarying  fhall  it  tend, 
For  fouls,  fo  form'd  alike,  were  form'd  to  blend. 

EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

Clos'd  arc  thofe  eyes  that  beam'd  feraphic  fire  ; 
Cold  is  that  breafc  which  gave  the  world  defire  ; 
Mute  is  the  voice  where  winning  foftnefs  warm'd, 
Where  mullc  melted,  and  where  wifdomcharm'd, 
And  lively  wit,  which,  decently  coniin'd. 
No  prude  e'er  thought  impure,  no  friend  unkind. 
Could  modeft  knowledge,  fair  untriSing  youth, 
Pcrfuafive  reafon  and  endearing  truth. 
Could  honour,  Ihown  in  friendfhips  moft  refin'd, 
And  fenfe,  that  (hields  th'  attempted  virtuous  mind ; 
The  focial  temper  never  known  to  ftrife, 
The  heightening  graces  that  embellifh  life  ; 
Could  thefe  have  e'er  the  darts  of  death  defied, 
K^yer,  ah !  never  bad  Melind,^  died ; 


Nor  can  (lie  die--ev'n  now  furvives  her  name, 
Immortaliz'd  by  friendfhip,  love,  and  fame. 

THE  GENIUS  OF  LIBERTY. 


OCCASJONED  BY  THE  DEPARTURE  OP  THE  PRINC^- 
AND   PRINCESS  OF    ORANGE. 

(  Written  in  ihe  Year  1 734.) 

Mild  rofe  the  morn  I  the  face  of  nature  bright 
Wore  one  extenfivc  fmile  of  calm  and  light  ; 
Wide,  o'er  the  land,  did  hovering  filence  reiga. 
Wide  o'er  the  blue  diffufion  of  the  main  ; 
When  lo  !  before  me,  on  the  fouthern  ihore, 
Stood  forth  the  power,  whom  Albion's  fons  adore ; 
Bleft  Liberty  !  whofe  charge  is  Albion's  ifle  ; 
Whom  reafon  gives  to  bloom,  and  truth  to  fmile; 
Gives  peace  to  gladden,  fheltering  law  to  fprcad, 
Learning  to  lift  aloft  her  laurel'd  head, 
Rich  induftry  to  view,  with  pleafing  eyes. 
Her  fleets,  her  cities,  and  her  harvefts  rife. 
In  curious  emblems  every  art,  cxpreft, 
Glow'd  from  the  loom,  and  brighten'd  on  his  vcft. 
Science  in  various  lights  attention  won, 
Wav'd  on  his  robe,  and  glitter'd  in  the  fun. 

My  words,  he  cried,  my  word  obfervance  claim  : 
Refound,  ye  mufes;  and  receive  them,  fame '. 
Here  was  my  ftation,  when,  o'er  ocean  wide, 
The  great,  third  William,  ftretch'd  his  naval  pride: 
I  with  my  facred  influence  fwell'd  his  foul; 
Th'  cnflav'd  to  fee,  th'  enflaver  to  controul. 
In  vain  did  waves  difperfe,  and  winds  detain  : 
He  came,  he  fav'd ;  in  his  was  fecn  my  reign. 
How  juft,  how  great,  the  plan  his  foul  defign'd, 
To  humble  tyrants,  and  fecure  mankind  ! 
Next  Marlborough  in  his  fteps  fuccefsful  trod  : 
This,  godlike  plann'd ;  that,  finifli'd  like  a  god  1 
And,  whrle  opprefuon  fled  to  realms  unknown, 
Europe  was  free,  and  Britain  glorious  fhone. 

V/here  NafTau's  race  extenfive  growth  difplay'd. 
There  freedom  ever  found  a  fheltering  fhade. 
Still  heaven  is  kind  ! — See,  from  the  princely  root, 
Millions  to  blefs,  the  bran«h  aufpicious  fhoot ! 
He  lives,  he  flourilhes,  his  honours  fpread ; 
Fair  virtues  blooming  on  his  youthful  head  : 
Nurfe  him,  ye  heavenly  dews,  ye  funny  rays. 
Into  firm  health,  fair  fame,  and  length  of  days  ! 

He  paus'd,  and  cafting  o'er  the  deep  his  eye, 
Where  the  lal  billow  fwells  into  the  iky. 
Where,  in  gay  vifion,  round  th'  horizon's  line. 
The  moving  clouds  with  various  beauty  fhine; 
As  dropping  from  their  bofom,  ting'd  with  gold, 
Shoots  forth  a  fail,  amufive  to  behold  I 
Lo  '.  while  its  light  the  glowing  wave  returns, 
Broad  like  a  fun  the  bark  approaching  burns. 
Near,  and  more  near,  great  Naffau  foon  he  fpy'd, 
And  beauteous  Anna,  Britain's  cldeft  pride  '. 
Thus  fpoke  the  Genius,  as  advanc'd  the  fail — 
Hail,  blooming  hero  1  high-born  princefs,  hail ! 
Thy  charms  thy  mother's  love  of  truth  difplay, 
Her  light  of  virtue,  and  her  beauty's  ray  ; 
Her  dignity  ;  which,  copying  the  divine, 
dofcen'd,  through  condefcenfion,  learns  ta  fbinc 
S  f  ij 
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Oreatnefs  of  thoyght,  with  prudence  for  its  guide ; 
Knowledge,  from  nature  and  from  art  fujjply'd; 
I'o  nobleft  objcvls  pointed  various  ways  ; 
Pointed  by  jjadgment's  clear!  unerring  rays. 

What  manly  virtues  in  her  mind  excel  1 
Yet  on  her  heart  what  tender  pafllons  dwell ! 
J'for  ah  ;  what  pangs  did  late  her  peace  deftroy, 
To  part  with  thee,  fo  wont  to  give  her  joy '.  [mien  1 
Jiow   heav'd  her  breaft,  how  fadden'd  was  her 
All  in  the  mother  then  was  loft  the  queen. 
^Tfie  fwcjling  tear  then  dimni'd  her  parting  view. 
The  ftruggling  figh  ftopp'd  fhort  her  laft  adieu  : 
Ey'n  now  thy  fancied  perils  fill  her  mipd; 
The  fecret  rock,  rough  wave,  and  rifing  wind; 
The  fhoal,  fo  treacherous,  near  the  tempting  lapd ; 
•Th'ingulpi'.ing  whirlpool,  and  thefwallowingldn^; 
Thefe  fancied  perils  all,  by  day,  by  night. 
In  thoughts  alarnj  her,  and  in  dreams  affright; 
For  thee  her  heart  unceafing  love  declares. 
In  doubts,  in  hopes,  in  wifhes,  and  in  prayers  ! 
Her  prayer^  are  heard ! —  For  me, 'tis  thine  to  brave 
The  fand,  the  ihoal,  rock,  whirlpool,  wind,  and 

wave  ; 
jCind  fafety  waits,  to  waft  thee  gently  o'er, 
And  joy  to  greet  thee  on  the  Bclgic  Ihore.  [tell 
May  future  tiroes,  when  their  fond  praife  would 
How  mod  their  favourite  charadlers  excel ;  [clare, 
Howbleft!  How  greati — then  may  their  fongs  de- 
i?o  great !  fo  blcll : — fuch  Anne  and  Naffau  yvcre. 

S  GRJECO  RUF. 

Qui  te  videt  beatus  eft, 

Beatior  qui  te  audiet, 

(^l  bafiat  femideus  eft, 

C^i  te  potitur  eft  Deus.    Bochanan. 

THE  FOKEGOING  LINES  PARAPHRASED. 

Happv  the  man,  who,  in  thy  fparklinjr  eyes, 

Kis  amorous  wiflies  fees,  refleding.  play  j 
Sees  litt'.e  laughing  Cupids,  glancing,  rife, 

And,  in  folt-fwimming  languor,  die  away. 
Still  happier  he  !  to  whom  thy  meanings  roil, 

In  founds  which  iove,  harmonious  love,  infpire; 
On  his  charm'd  ear  fits,  rapt,  his  liftenipg  foul, ' 

Till  admiration  form  intenie  deiire.       '    ' 
Haif-deiiy  is  he  who  warm  may  prefs 

Thy  lip,  foft-fwelling  to  the  kindling  kifs; 
And  may  that  lip  affentive  warmth  exprefs,  ' 

Till  love  draw  willing  love  to  ardent  blifs  I 
Circling  thy  waift,  end  circled  in  thy  arms, 

Who,  melting  on  thy  mutual  melting  breaft, 
^ntranc'd  enjoys  love'^s  whoie  luxurinus  charms, 

JsailaGixll — i»  of  all  heaven  piuTeft. 

THE  EMI'LGVMENT  OF  BEAUTY. 

A  70£M. 

/.iJreJJI^dto  Mrs.  Br'iJget  "joncs,  r ycimT  IViJoiu  Lady 
cf  JJandly,  Qaermarthcnjhite. 

Once  beauty,  wilhing  fond  defireto  move, 
ponrriv'd  to  catch  the  heart  of  wandering  love. 
.Corijne,-  purcll  atoms  '.  beauty  aid  implores; 
/or  ij'r.v  foft  texture  Itave  stheria!  Ilores. 


They  come,  they  crowd,  the  fhlning  hues  unfol(f  J 
Be  their's  a  form,  which  beauty's  felf  ihall  mould? 
To  mould  my  charmer's  form  ftie  all  apply'd — 
Whence  Cambria  boafts   the   birth  of    Nature's 

pride. 
She  calls  the  Graces — Such  is  beauty's  ftate. 
Prompt,  at  her  call,  th'  obedient  Graces  wait. 
Firft  |our  fair  feet  they  fhape,  and  fliape  to  pleafcj 
Each  ftands  defigii'<J  for  dignity  and  eafe. 
Firth,  on  thefe  curious  pedeftals,  depend 
Two  polifh'd  pillars  ;  which,  as  fair,  afcend  ; 
From  well  wrought  knees,  more  fair,  more  large^ 

they  rife  ; 
Seen  by  the  mufe,  though  hid  from  mortal  eyes. 
More  polifti'd  yet,  your  fabric  each  fuftains; 
That  pure'l  temple  where  perfedlion  reigns, 
A  fmall,  fweet  circle  forms  your  fauitlefs  waift, 
By  beauty  ftiap'd,  to  be  by  love  embrac'd. 
Beyond  that  leffening  waift,  two  orbsdevife. 
What  fwelling  charms,  in  fair  proportion,  rife  \ 
Frefh  peeping  there,  two  bluftiing  buds  are  found* 
Each  like  a  rofe,  which  lilies  white  furround. 
There  feeling  ftnfe,  let  pitying  Cghs  infpire. 
Till  panting  pity  fwells  to  warm  defire  : 
Defire,  though  warm,  is  chafte ;  each  warmeft  kif% 
All  rapture  chafte,  when  Hymen  bids  the  blifs. 
Rounding  and  fuft,  two  taper  armi=  defcend; 
Two  fnow-white  hands,  in  taper  fingers,  end. 
I.,o!   cunning  beauty,  on  each  palm,  defigna 
Love's  fortune  and  your  own,  in  myftic  lines; 
And  lovely  whitenefs,  either  arm  contains, 
Diverfified  with  azure  wandering  veins; 
The  wandering  veins  conceal  a  generous  fiood, 
The  purple  treafure  of  celeftial  blood. 
Rounding  and  white  your  neck,  as  curious,  reays 
O'er  all  a  face,  where  beauty's  felf  appears. 
Her  foft  attendants  fmooth  the  fpotlefs  ikin. 
And,  fmoothly  oval,  turn  the  ftiapely  chin  ; 
The  ftiapely  chin,  to  beauty's  rifing  face. 
Shall,  doubling  gently,  give  a  double  grace. 
And  foon  fweet  opening,  rofy  lips  difdofe 
The  well  rang'd  teeth,  in  lily-whitening  rows  ; 
Here  life  is  breath'd,  and  florid  life  affumes 
A   breath,   whofc    fragrance    vies    with    vernal 

blooms; 
And  two  fair  cheeks  give  modefty  to  taife 
A  beauteous  blufti  at  praife,  though  juft  the  praifc 
And  nature  now,  from  each  kind  ray,  fupplies 
Soft,  clement  fmiles,  and  love-infpiring  eyes; 
New  graces,  to  thofe  eyes,  mild  {hades,  allow  ; 
Fringe  theit  fair  lid-s  and  pencil  either  brow. 
While  fenfe  of  yifion  lights  up  orbs  fo  rare, 
Mciy  none,  but  pieafing  objeiSts.  vifit  there! 
Two  little  porches,  (which,  one  fenfe  empowers, 
To  draw  rich  fcent  from  aromatic  flowers) 
In  ftru^flure  neat,  and  declv'd  with  polifti'd  gracCj 
Shall  equal  firft,  then  heighten,  beauty's  face. 
To  fmelling  fenfe,  oh,  may  the  flowery  year, 
It.s  firft,  laft,  thoiceft  incenfc,  off"er  here  : 
Tranfparent  next,  two  curious  crefcents  bound 
The  two-fold  entrance  of  infpiring  found. 
And,  granting  a  new  power  of  fenfe  to  hear, 
New  finer  organs  form  each  curious  ear ; 
Form  to  im|)ibe  what  moft  the  fpul  c^i  l^PY^^  - 
MwSc  and  riafon,  posfy  and  love. 
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Ntxt,  on  art  ojJen  front,  is  pleafing  wrought 
A  penfive  fweetnefs,  horn  of  patient  thought : 
Above  your  lucid  fhoulders  locks  diiplay'd, 
Prone  to  defcend,  fhall  foften  light  with  ihade. 
All,  with  a  namelefs  air  and  mein,  unite, 
And,  as  you  move,  each  movement  is  delight. 
Tun'd  is  your  melting  tongue  and  equal  mind, 
At  once  by  knowledge  heighten'd  and  refin'd. 

The  virtues  next  to  beauty's  nod  incline  ; 
Por,  where  they  lend  not  light,  ftie  cannot  fliine  | 
l-ct  thefe,  the  temperate  fenfe  of  tafte  reveal. 
And  give,  while  nature  fprcads  the  fimple  meal. 
The  palate  pure,  to  rclilh  health  defign'd, 
Prom  luxury  as  taintlefs  as  your  mind. 
The  virtues, chaflity  and  truth,  impart. 
And  mould  to  fweet  benevolence  your  heart. 

Thus  beauty  finifli'd— Thus  flie  gains  the  fway, 
And  love  ftill  follows  where  (he  leads  the  way. 
From  every  gift  of  heaven,  to  charm  is  thine ; 
^To  love,  to  praife,  and  to  adore,  be  mine. 

SENT  TO  MRS.  BRIDGET  JONES, 

WITH  THE  WANDERER. 

'Jiflluding  to  an   Epifode,   luhere  a  young  Man  turni 
Hermit,  for  the  lofs  of  his  IVife  OlyKipia. 

When  with  delight  fond  love  on  beauty  dwelt, 
While  this  the  youth,  and  that  the  fair  expreft. 

Faint  was  his  joy  compar'd  to  what  I  felt. 
When  in  my  angel. Biddy's  prefcnce  bleft. 

Tell  her,  my  mufe,  in  foft,  fad,  fighlng  breath, 
If  ftie  his  piercing  gtief  can  pitying  fee, 

|Worfe  than  to  him  was  his  Olympia's  death, 
From  her  each  moment's  abfence  is  to  me. 

ON  FALSE  HISTORIANS. 

A  SATIRE. 

Sure  of  all  plagiies  with  which  dull  profe  is  curft, 
Scandals,  from  falfe  hiftorians,  fpot  the  word. 
In  queft  of  thefe  the  mufe  fhall  fixft  advance, 
JBold,  to  explore  the  regions  of  romance; 
Romance,  call'd  hiftory — Lo  !  at  onceftiefklms 
The  vifionary  world  of  monkifli  whims; 
"Where  fallacy,  in  legends,  wildly  Ihines, 
And  vengeance  glares  from  violated  fhrines; 
"Where  faints  perform  all  tricks,  and  ftartle  thought 
With  many  a  miracle  that  ne'er  was  wrought ; 
■Saints  that  never  iiv'd,  or  fuch  as  juftice  paints, 
Jugslers,  on  fuperftition  palm'd  for  faints. 
Here,  canoniz'd,  let  creed-niorgers  be  fhown, 
Red-letter'd  faints,  and  red  aflaflins  known  : 
While  thbfe  they  martyr'd,  fuch  as  angels  rofe  ! 
All  black  enroU'd  among  religion's  foes, 
Snatch'd  by  fulphureoUs  clouds,  a  tiE  proclaims 
i^umber'd   with   fiends,   and   plung'd   in  endlefs 
flames. 
Hiftory,  from  air  or  deep  draws  many  a  fprlght. 
Such  as.  frdtnnurfe  or  prieil.  might  boys  affright; 
Or  fuch  as  but  o'er  feverilh  flumbers  fly, 
And  fix  in  melancholy  frenzy's  eye. 
Kow  meteors  make  enthufiaft  wonder  ftare, 
f^nd  image  wild  portentoug  wars  in  air  i 


Seers  fall  entranc'd  !  fotnc  vvizard's  lawlefs  flcill 
Now  whirls,  now  fetters  nature's  works  at  will  5 
Thus  hiftory,  by  machine,  meek-epic,  feems. 
Not  from  poetic,  but  from  nionkifh  dreams. 

The  devil,  who  prieft  and  forccrer  muft  obey^ 
The  forcerer  us'd  to  raife,  the  parfon  lay, 
When  Echard  wav'd  his  pen,  the  hiftory  ihows. 
The  parfon  conjur'd,  and  the  fiend  uprofe. 
A  camp  at  diftance,  and  the  fcene  a  wood, 
Here  enter'd  Noll,  and  there  old  Satan  ftood  : 
No  tail  his  rump,  his  foot  no  hoof  reveal'd; 
Like  a  wife  cuckold,  with  his  horns  conceal'd  : 
Not  a  gay  ferpent,  glittering  to  the  eye; 
But  more  than  ferpent,  or  than  harlot  fly : 
For,  lawyer-like,  a  ficiid  no  wit  can  'fcape. 
The  demon  ftands  confeft  in  proper  (!iape  1 
Now  fpreads  his  patchment,  now  is   fign'd  tile 

fcroU ; 
Thus  Noll  gains  empire,  and  the  devil  has  Noll. 

Wondrous  hiftorian  !   thus  account  fcr  evil, 
And  thus  for  its  fuccefs — 'tis  all  the  devil. 
Though  ne'er  that  devil  we  faw,  yet  one  we  fee,-* 
One  of  an  author  fure,  and — thou  art  he. 

But  dufky  phantoms,  mufe,  no  more  purfue  I 
Now  clearer  objedis  open— yet  untrue. 
Awful  the  genuine  hiftOrian's  name  I 
Falfe  ones — with  what  materials  build  they  famej 
Fabrics  of  fame,  by  dirty  means  made  good. 
As  nefts  of  martins  are  compil'd  of  mud. 
Peace  be  with  Curll — with  him  t  wave  all  ftfife. 
Who  pens  each  felon's,  and  each  adtor's  life  ; 
Biography  that  cooks  the  devil's  martyrs. 
And  lards  with  lufciotis  rapes  the  cheats  of  Char- 
ttcs. 

Materials;  which  belief  in  gazzetes  claim, 
Loofe.ftrung,  run  gingling  into  hiftory 's  name* 
Thick  as  Egyptian  clouds  of  rfining  flies; 
As  thick  as  worms  where  man  corrupting  lies; 
As  pefts  obfcene  that  haunt  the  ruin'd  pile  ; 
As  monfters  floundering  in  the  muddy  Nile* 
Minutes,  memoirs,  views,  and  reviews  appear. 
Where  flander  darkens  each  recorded  year. 
In  a  paft  reign  is  feign'd  fome  amorous  league  j' 
Some  ring  or  letter  now  reveals  th'  intrij/ue  : 
Queens,  with  their  minion';,  work  unfeemiy  thingSj; 
And  boys  grow  dnke?,  when  catamites  to  king's. 
Does  a  prince  die  ?  What  poifons  they  furmife : 
No  royal  mortal  fure  by  nature  dies. 
Is  a  prince  born  ?  What  birth  more  bafe  believ'd  I 
Or,  what's  more  firange,  his  mother  ce'er  con- 

ceiv'd  ! 
Thus  flander  popular  o'er  truth  prevails. 
And  eafy  minds  imbibe  romantic  tales. 
Thus,  'ftead  of  hiftory,  fuch  authors  raife 
Mere  crude  wild  novels  of  bid  hints  for  pl'.ys. 

Some  ufurp  names — an  Englifli  garreteer. 
From  minutes  forg'd,  is  Monfieur  Mefnager  *. 

*  The  Minutes  of  Monf.  Mefnager;  a  iod 
calculated  to  -vilify  the  adirsinif.rclicn  in  the  four  lafi 
years  of  ^een  Anne's  reign.  Tte  truth  is.  that  this 
libel  ivas  not  -written  by  Alcrf.  Mefnager^  neither  tuas 
any  fuch  book  e-ver  printed  in  the  French  tongi:e,  JroKT 
-which  it  is  impudently  faid  in  the  title p,7ge  to  it  tranf- 
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Some,  while  on  good  or  111  fuccefs  they  flare, 
Give  condu<5k  a  complexion  dark  or  fair  : 
Others,  as  little  to  inquiry  prone, 
Account  for  adions.thoughtheirfpring's  unknown. 

One  ftatefman  vices  has,  and  virtues  too  ; 
Hence  will  contefled  charadler  enfue. 
View  but  the  black,  he's  fiend ;  the  bright  but  fcan, 
He's  angel :  view  him  all — he's  ftill  a  man. 
But  fuch  hiftorians  all  accufc,  acquit ; 
No  virtue  thefe,  and  thofe  no  vice  admit ; 
For  either  in  a  friend  no  fault  will  know. 
And  neither  own  a  virtue  in  a  foe. 

Where  hear-fay  knowledge  fits  on  public  names. 
And  bold  coDJedure  or  extols  or  blames, 
Spring  party  libels;  from  whofe  afhes  dead, 
A  monfler,  mifnam'd  Hiftory,  lifts  its  head. 
Contending  fadtions  crowd  to  hear  its  roar ! 
But  when  once  heard,  it  dies  to  noife  w  more, 
yrom  thefe  no  anfwer,  no  applaufe  from  thofe. 
O'er  half  they  fimper,  and  o'er  half  they  doze. 
So  when  in  fenate,  with  egregious  pare. 
Perks  up  Sir  *****  in  fome  deep  debate  ; 
He  hem?,  looks  wife,   tunes  thin  his  labouring 

throat, 
To  prove  black  white,  poftpone  or  palm  the  vote  : 
In  Cy  contempt,  fome.  Hear  him  !  Hear  him  !  cry  • 


THE    WORKS    OF    SAVAGE. 

Where  all,  like  Yorke,  of  delicate  addrefe, 
Strength  to  difcern,  and  fweetnefs  to  expref*, 
Learn'd,  jull,  polite,  born  every  heart  to  gain, 
Like  Cummins  mild ;  like  •  Fortefcue  humane, 
All  eloquent  of  truth,  divinely  known. 
So  deep,  fo  clear,  all  fciencc  is  his  own. 

Of  heart  impure,  and  impotent  of  ^ead. 
In  hiftory,  rhetoric,  ethics,  law,  unreid; 
How  far  unlike  fuch  worthies,  ooce  a  drudge. 
From  floundering  in  low  cafes,  rofe  a  judge, 
form'd   to    make   pleaders  laugh,    his  nonfenfe 

thunders. 
And,  on  low  juries,  breathes  contagious  blunderi. 
His  brothers  bluih,  becaufe  noblufli  he  knows. 
Nor  e'er  f  "  one  uncorrupted  finger  fhow«." 
See,  drunk  with  power,  the  circuit  lord  exprefl  1 
Full,  in  his  eye,  his  betters  fland  confeft :      [loofe, 
Whofe  wealth,  birth,  virtue,  from   a  tongue  f« 
'Scape  not  provincial,  vile,  buffoon  abufe. 
Still  10  what  circuit  is  affign'd  his  name. 
There,  fwift  before  him,  flies  the  warner — Fame.. 
Conteft  flops  fliorr,  confent  yields  every  caufe 
To  cuft ;  delay,  endures  them,  and  withdraws. 
But  how  'fcapc  prifoners  ?  To  their  trial  chain'd. 
All,  all  fliall  ftand  condemn'd,  whoiland  arraign'd. 
Dire  guilt,  which  elfe  would  deteflation  caufe» 


Some  yawn,  fome  fneer;  none  fecond,  none  reply.  I  Prejudg'd  with  infult,  wnnderous  pity  draws. 
-  -     .        .  gjj.  '(-(.jpgj  e'en  innocence  his  harfh  harangue  r 


But  dare  fuch  mifcreants  now  rufh  abroad 

By  blanket,  cane,  pump,  pillory,  unaw'd  ? 

Dare  they  imp  falfehcod   thus,  and   plume  her 
wings. 

Prom  prefent  characflers  and  recent  things  ? 

Yes:  What  untruths  1  or  truths  in  what  difguife  ! 

What  Boyers  and  what  Oldmixons  arife  '. 

What  fads  from  all  but  them  and  flander  fcreen'd  ! 

Here  meets  a  council,  no  wrhere  elfe  conven'd  ; 

There,  from  originals,  come,  thick  as  fpawn. 

Letters  ne'er  wrote,  memorials  never  drawn ; 

To  fecret  conference  never  held  they  yoke, 

Treaties  ne'er  plann'd,  and  fpeeches  never  fpoke. 
From,  Oldmixon,  thy  brow,  too  well  we  know. 
Like  fin  from  Satan's  far  and  wide  they  go. 

In  vain  may  St.  John  fafe  in  confcience  fit ; 
In  vain  with  truth  confute,  contemn  with  wit : 
Confute,  contemn,  amid  feledled  friends; 
Tbere  finks  the  juflice,  there  the  fatire  ends, 
Here,  though  a  century  fcarce  fuch  leaves  unclofe, 
From  mould  and  dufl  the  flander  facred  grows. 
Now  none  reply  where  all  defpife  the  page ; 
But  will  dumb  fcorn  deceive  no  future  age  ? 
Then,  fhould  dull  periods  cloud  not  feeming  fad, 
Will  no  fine  pen  th'  unanfwer'd  lie  extrad  i 
Well-fet  in  plan,  and  polifh'd  into  flyle. 
Fair  and  more  fair  may  finiih'd  fraud  beguile  ; 
By  every  language  fnatch'd,  by  time  receiv'd, 
In  every  clime,  by  every  age  believ'd  : 
How  vain  to  virtue  trufl  the  great  their  name, 
"When  fuch  their  lot  for  infamy  or  fame  i 

A  CHARACTER. 

Tai%  truth,  in  courts  where  juftice  fhould  prefide, 
Alike  the  judge  and  advocate  would  guide; 
And  thefe  would  vie  each  dubioxis  point  to  dear, 
T»  flop  the  widov;'s  and  the  orphan's  tear; 


Alas! — e'en  innocence  itfelf  mull  hang; 

Muft  hang  to  p'.eafe  him,  when  of  fpleen  poffeft  ; 

Muft  hang  to  bring  forth  an  abortive  jefl. 

Why  liv'd  he  not  ere  flar-chambers  had  fail'd. 
When  fine,  tax,  cenfure,  all  but  law  prevail'd ; 
Or  law,  fubfervient  to  fome  murderous  will. 
Became  a  precedent  to  murder  l:ili  ? 
Yet  ev'n  when  patriots  cid  for  traitors  bleed, 
Was  e'er  the  job  to  fuch  a  Gave  decreed, 
Whofe  lavage  mind  wants  fophifl-art  to  draw. 
O'er  murder'd  virtue,  fpacious  veils  of  law  ? 

Why,  fludcnt,  when  the  bench  your  youth  ad- 
mits; [fits; 
Where,  though  the  worfl,  with  the  befl  rank'd  he 
Where  found  opinions  you  attentive  write. 
As  once  a  Raymond,  now  a  Lee  to  cite. 
Why  paufe  you  fcornful  when  he  dins  the  court  ? 
Note  well  his  cruel  quirks,  and  well  report. 
Let  his  own  words  againfl  hinifelf  point  clear 
Satire  more  Iharp  than  verfe  when  mofl  fevcrc 

EPITAPH  ON  MRS.  JONES, 

GR.1NDM0THER      TO      MRS.    BRIDGET     JONES,     0» 
LLANELLV  IN   CAERMARTHENSHIRB. 

In  her,  whofe  relics  mark  this  facred  earth. 

Shone  all  domefiic  and  all  focial  worth : 

fira,    heaven    her    hope    with    early    offspring 

crown 'd ; 
And  thence  a  fecond  race  rofe  numerous  round. 
Heaven  to  induftrious  virtue  blelfing  lent. 
And  all  was  competence,  and  all  content. 

*  The  Honourable  William  Fortefcue,  Efq.o>ii»fM. 
Jvfiices  of  his  Majtjly  s  Court  of  Common  Pleas. 
+  WLen  P^tone  unmrupted finger  Jha-ws. 

J?.  Of  Wharton, 
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,  Thoagh  frugal  care.  In  wifdom's  eye  sdmir'd, 
SCnew  to  preferve  what  Induftry  requir'd  ; 
Yet,  at  her  board  with  decent  plenty  bleft, 
The  journeying  ftranger  fat  a  welcome  g\ieft. 
Preft  on  all  fides,  did  trading  neighbours  fear 
Ruin,  which  hung  o'er  exigence  fevcre  ? 
Farewell  the  friend,  who  fpar'd  th'  afliftsnt  loan — - 
A  neighbour's  woe  or  welfare  was  her  own. 
Did  piteous  lazars  oft  attend  her  door  ? 
She  gave — farewell  the  parent  of  the  poor. 
Youth,  age,  and  want,  once  cheer'd,  now  fighing 

fwell, 
Blefs  her  lov'd  name,  and  weep  a  laft  farewell. 

VALENTINE'S  DAY. 

A  POEM. 

Addrejfed  ta  a  young  Widow  Lady. 

Adieu,  ye  rocks  that  witnefs'd  once  my  flame, 
Return'd  my  fighs,  and  echo'd  Chloe's  name ! 
Cambria,  farewell ! — my  Chloe's  charms  no  more 
Invite  my  fleps  along  Llanelly's  Ihore  ; 
There  no  wild  dens  conceal  voracious  foes, 
The  beach  no  fierce,  amphibious  monfter  knows; 
Ko  crocodile  there  flefh'd  with  prey  appears. 
And  o'er  that  bleeding  prey  weeps  cruel  tears ; 
No  falfe  hyaena,  feigning  human  grief, 
There  murders  him,  whofe  goodnefs  means  relief : 
Yet  tides,  confpiring  with  unfaithful  ground, 
Though  diftant  feen,  with  treacherous  arms,  fur- 
round. 
There  quickfands,  thick  as  beauty's  fnares,  annoy, 
Look  fair  to  tempt,  and  whom  they  tempt,  deftroy, 
I  watch'd  the  feas,  I  pac'd  the  fands  with  care, 
Efcap'd,  but  wildly  rufti'd  on  beauty's  fnare. 
Ah  ! — better  far,  than  by  that  fnare  overpow'r'd, 
Had  fands  engulf 'd  me,  or  had  feas  devour'd. 

Far  from  that  fliore,  where  fyren  beauty  dwells, 
And  wraps  iweet  ruin  in  refiftlefs  fpells  ;      [boaft, 
From    Cambrian    plains;    which    Chloe's  luHre 
jMe  native  England  yields  a  fafer  coaft. 
Chloe,  farewell ! — Now  feas,  with  boifterous  pride. 
Divide  us,  and  will  ever  far  divide  : 
Yet  while  each  plant,  which  vernal  youth  refumcs. 
Feels  the  green  blood  afcend  in  future  blooms; 
"While  little  feather'd  fongftcrs  of  the  air 
In  woodlands  tuneful  woo  and  fondly  pair, 
The  mufe  exults,  to  beauty  tunes  the  lyre. 
And  willing  loves  the  fwelling  notes  infpire. 

Sure  on  this  day,  when  hope  attains  fuccefs, 
Bright  Venus  firft  did  young  Adonis  blefs. 
Her  charms  not  brighter,  Chloe,  fare  than  thine  ; 
Though  flulh'd  his  youth,  not  more  his  warmth 

than  mine. 
Scquefter'd  far  within  a  myrtle  grove, 
Whofe  blooming  bofom  courts  retiring  love ; 
Where  a  clear  fUn,  the  blue  ferene  difplays, 
And  iheds,  through  vernal  air,  attemper'd  rays; 
Where  flowers  their  aromatic  incenfe  bring, 
And  fragrant  flourifli  in  eternal  fpring  ; 
There  mate  to  mate  each  dove  relponfive  coos, 
While  this  affents,  as  that  enamour'd  woos, 
There  rills  amufive,  fend  from  rocks  aroundj 
A  foUtarJr,  pleafing,  murmuring  found ; 


Then  form  a  limpid  lake.     The  hike  fefene 

Reflects  the  wonders  of  the  blifsful  fcene. 

To  love  the  birds  attune  their  chirping  throats, 

And  on  each  breeze  immortal  mufic  floats. 

There  feated  on  a  rifing  turf  is  feen, 

Graceful,  in  loofe  array,  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 

All  frefh  and  fair,  all  niild,  as  Ocean  gave 

The  goddefs,  rifing  from  the  azure  wave  ; 

Difhevel'd  locks  diftil  celeftial  dews. 

And  all  her  limbs,  divine  perfumes  diffufe. 

Her  voice  fo  charms,  the  plumy,  warbling  throngsj- 

In  liftening  wonder  loft,  fufpend  their  fongs. 

It  founds—"  Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ?"— cry, 

"   Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ?" — rocks  reply. 

"  Oh,  come  away !" — they  thrice,  repeating,  fay  j 

And  echo  thrice  repeats, — "  Oh,  come  away  !"— 

Kind  zephyrs  waft  them  to  her  lover's  ears; 

Who,  inftant  at  th'  enchanting  call,  appears. 

Her  placid  eye,  where  fparkling  joy  refines, 

Benignant,  with  alluring  luftre  fliines. 

His  locks,  which,  in  loofe  ringlets,  charm  the  vieWj 

Float  carelcfs,  lucid  from  their  amber  hut. 

A  myrtle  wreath  her  rofy  fingers  frame. 

Which,  from  her  hand,  his  poliih'd  temples  clair.t  -, 

His  temples  fair,  a  ftreaking  beauty  ftains. 

As  fmooth  white  marble  ftiines  with  azure  vein?. 

He  kneel'd.  Her  fnowy.hand  he  trembling  feiz'd, 

Juft  lifted  to  his  lip,  and  gently  fqueez'd ; 

The  meaning  fqueeze  return'd,  love  caught  its  lor© 

And  enter'd,  at  his  palm,  through  every  pore. 

Then  fweil'd  her  downy  breads,  till  then  enclos'd, 

Faft  heaving,  half-conceal'd  and  half-e::pos*d  : 

Soft  {he  ri2cllnes.     He,  as  they  fall  and  rife. 

Hangs,  hovering  o'er  them,  with  enamour'd  eyej. 

And,  warm'd,  grows  wanton — As  he  thus  ad- 

mii;'d, 
He  pry'd,  he  touched,  and  with  the  touch  was  fir'd, 
Hali'-angry,  yet  half  pleas'd,  her  frown  beguiles 
The  boy  to  fear;  but,  at  his  fear,  Ihe  fmiles. 
The  youth  lefs  timorous  and  the  fair  lefs  coy, 
Supinely  amorous  they  reclining  toy. 
More  amorous  ftill  his  fanguine  meaning  ftole 
In  wiltful  glances,  to  her  foftening  foul : 
In  her  fair  eye  her  foftening  foul  he  reads  : 
To  freedom,  freedom,  boon,  to  boon,  fucceeds. 
V/ith   confcious  blufli,   th'   impaflion'd   charmer 

burns ;  [turn?. 

And,  blufh  for  blufh,  the  impaflion'd  youth  rc- 
They  look,  they  languilh,  figh  with  pleafing  pain. 
And  wifti  and  gaze,  and  gaze  and  wifii  again. 
'Twixt  her  white,  parting  bofom  fteals  the  boy. 
And  more  than  hope  preludes  tumultous  joy; 
Through  every  vein  the  vigorous  tranfport  ran. 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  brac'd  the  boy  to  man. 
Struggling,   yet  yielding,    half  o'erpower'd,  fhe 

pants, 
Seems  to  deny,  and  yet,  denying,  grants. 
Quick,  like  the  tendrils  of  a  curling  vine, 
Fond  limbs  with  limbs,  In  amorous  folds,  entwine. 
Lips  prefs  on  lips,  carefGng  and  careft, 
Now  eye  darts  flame  to  eye,  and  breaft  to  breaft. 
All  fhe  refigns,  as  dear  defires  incite. 
And  rapt  he  reach'd  the  brink  of  full  delight. 
Her  waiil  comprefs'd  in  his  exulting  arms, 
He  Aormsj  exploree,  and  rifles  all  her  charms^ 
S  i  iiij 
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Clafps  in  ecftatic  tlifs  th'  expiring  fair, 

And,  thrilling,  melting,  neftling,  riots  there. 

How  long  the  rapture  lafts,  how  foon  it  fleets, 
How  oft  it  paufes    and  how  oft  repeats; 
"What  joys  they  boih  receive  and  both  beftow, 
Virgins  may  guefs,  but  wives  experienc'd  know  : 
From  joys,  like  thtfe,  (ah,  why  deny'd  to  me  ?) 
Sprung  a  frefli,  blooming  boy,  my  fair,  from  thee. 
May  he,  a  new  Adonis,  lift  his  creft. 
In  all  the  florid  grace  of  youth  confeft! 
Firft  let  him  learn  to  lifp  your  lover's  name, 
And,  when  he  reads,  here  annual  read  my  flame. 
"When  beai.ty  firft  ftiall  wake  his  genial  fire. 
And  the  firft  tingling  fenfe  excite  defire  ; 
"When  the  dear  objed:,  of  his  peace  pofleft, 
<}ains  and  ftill  gains  on  his  unguarded  breaft  : 
Then  may  he  fay,  as  he  this  verfe  reviews, 
So  my  bright  mother  charm'd  the  poet's  mufe. 
His  heart  thus  flu^ter'd  oft  'twist  doubt  and  fear, 
Lighten'd  with  hope,  ard  fadden'd  with  defpair. 
Say,  on  feme  rival  did  ftie  fmile  too  kind  ? 
Ah   read — what  jealoufy  diftrads  his  mind  ! 
Smil'd  fhe  on  him  ?  He  imag'd  rays  divine. 
And^as'd  and  gladden'd  with  a  love  like  mine. 
How  dwelt  her  praife  upon  his  raptur'd  tongue ! 
All ! — when  ftie  frown'd,  what  plaintive  notes  he 

fung  ! 
And  could  ftie  frown  on  him— Ah,  wherefore,  tell! 
On  him,  whole  only  cnme  was  lovirg  well.' 

Thus  may  thy  fon  his  pangs  vvith  mine  compare. 
Then  wifh  his  mothtr  had  been  kind  as  fair. 
Tor  him  may  love  the  myrtle  wreath  entwine  ; 
Though  the  fad  willow  fuits  a  woe  like  n"  ne  ! 
Ne'er  may  the  filial  hope,  like  me,  complain  ! 
Ah  !  ncvtr  ilgh  and  bleed,  like  me  in  vain  ! — 

When  death  afi"ords  that  j:  eacc  which  love  denies, 
Ah,  no  ! — far  other  ftenes  my  fate  fupplies; 
When  earth  to  earth  my  lifelefs  corfe  is  laid, 
And  o'er  it  hangs  the  yew  or  cyprefi  ftiadc  : 
"When  pale  I  flit  along  the  dreary  coaft, 
An  helplelV  lever's  pining  p]ai.iti%-e  ghoft; 
Here  arrbal  on  this  dear  returning  day, 
While  ftather'd  choirs  renew  the  melting  lay  ; 
May  you,  m.y  fair,  whfn  you  thtfe  ftrains  ftiail  fee, 
Juft  fpaie  cne  figh,  i.ne  tear,  tc  love  and  me, 
Me,  who,  in  abfeiite  or  in  death,  adore 
Thtfe  heavenly  charms  I  muft  bthold  no  more. 

TO  JOHN  POWELL,  ESQUIRE, 

BARRISTER   AT   LAW. 

In  me  long  abfent,  long  with  anguifli  fraught, 
In  me,  though  filerce  If^r.g  has  deiiden'd  thought. 
Yet  memory  lives,  and  calls  the  mule's  aid. 
To  fnatcb  our  fritndftiip  from  oblivion's  (liade. 
A.6  fcon  the  fun  fiiall  ceafe  the  woi  !d  to  warm, 
As  focn  LlancUy*?*  fair  that  world  to  charm, 
As  grateful  feiife  of  goodnels,  true  like  thine. 
Shall  e'er  defcrt  a  breaft  fo  warm  i'S  mine. 

When  imag'd  Cambria  ftrikes  my  m.emory's  eye, 
(Cambria,  my  darling  fctne  !)   I,  figl.ing,  cry, 
Wr.ere  is  my  Powell  ?  dear  afi"L.ciate  ! — where  ? 
'i  0  hmi  1  wcalti  untofom  eviry  care ; 

*  Mn.  Bridget  Jones. 


To  him,  who  early  felt,  from  beauty,  pain  ; 
Gall'd  in  a  plighted,  faithlefs  virgin's  chain. 
At  length,  from  her  ungenerous  fetters,  freed, 
Agani  he  loves  1  he  woos  !  his  hopes  fucceed  I 
But  the  gay  bridegroom,  ftill  by  fqrtune  croft, 
Is,  inftant,  in  the  weeping  widower  loft. 
Her,  h's  fole  joy  !  her  from  his  bofom  torn. 
What  feeling  heart,  but  learns,  like  his  to  mourn? 
Can  nature  then,  fuch  fudden  fliocks,  fuftain  ? 
Nature  thus  ftruck,  all  reafon  pleads  in  vain  ! 
Though  late,  from  reafon  yet  he  draws  relief. 
Dwells  on  her  memory  ;  but  difpels  his  grief. 
Love,  wealth,  and  fame  (tyrannic  paflions  ail!) 
No  more  enflame  him,  and  no  more  enthral. 
He  feeks  no  more,  in  Rufus'  hall,  renown ; 
Nor  envies  Pelf  the  jargon  of  the  gown ; 
But  pleas'd  with  competence,  on  rural  plains. 
His  wifdoni  courts  that  eafe  his  worth  obtams. 
Would  private  jars,  which  fudden  rife,  cncreafe  I 
His  candour  fmiles  all  difcord  into  peace. 
To  party  ftorms  is  public  weal  refign'd  ? 
Each  fteady  patriot-virtue  fteers  his  mind. 
Calm,  on  the  beach,  while  maddening  billows  rave. 
He  gains  philofophy  from  every  wave  ; 
Science,  from  every  objetft  round,  he  draws; 
From  various  nature,  and  from  nature's  laws. 
He  lives  o'er  every  paft  hiftoric  age  ; 
He  calls  forth  ethics  from  the  fabled  page. 
Him  evAngelic  truth,  to  thought  excites; 
And  him,  by  turns,  each  clafllc  mufe  delights. 
With  wit  well-natur'd;  wit.  that  would  difdaia 
A  pleaiure  rifing  from  another's  pain  ; 
Social  to  all,  and  moft  of  blifs  pofl"eft. 
When  moft  he  renders  all,  around  him,  bleft  : 
To  unread  'fquires  illiterately  gay; 
Amoi  g  the  leain'd,  as  learned  full  as  they  ; 
With  the  polite',  all,  all-accomplifli'd  eafe. 
By  nature  form'd,  without  deceit,  to  pleafc. 

Thus  fliines  thy  youth ;  and  thus  my  friend,  elate 
In  blifs  as  well  as  worth,  is  truly  great. 
Me  ftill  ftiould  ruthlefs  fate,  unjuft,  espofe 
Beneath  thofe  clouds,  that  rain  unnumber'd  woes  3 
Me,  to  fome  nobler  fphere,  fliould  fortune  raife, 
To  wealth  confpicuou',  and  to  laurel'd  praife  ; 
Unalter'd  yet  be  love  and  friendfhip  mine  ; 
I  ftill  am  Chloe's,  and  I  ftill  am  thine. 

LONDON  AND  BRISTOL  DELINEATED*. 

Two  fea-port  cities  mark  Britannia's  fame. 
And  thefc  from  commerce  difterei.t  hortcurs  claim. 
What  different  honours  fliall  the  mufes  pay. 
While  ore  infpires  and  one  imtunes  the  lay  ? 

Now  filvtr  Ifis  brightening  flows  along, 
Erhoii.g  from  Oxford  ftiore  each  claflic  fong ; 
Then  wee's  with   1  anic  ;  and  thefe,  O  London,  fee 
Swelling  with  naval  pride,  the  pride  of  thee  ! 
Wide,  deep,  unluiiied   fhamec,  meandering  glides 
.And  hears  thy  wealth  on  mild  majeftic  tides. 
Thy  fhips,  with  gilded  palaces  that  vie. 
In  glittering  pomp,  ftnke  wondering  China's  eye 

*  Tfje  Aulhcr  preferred  iLls  title  to  that  »f  London 
and  Erificl  conipared  :  ivbi^hf  ivher.  be  keaan  th» 
piece,  le  intended  to  prefer,  to  it. 
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Aftd  thence  returning  bear,  in  fplendid  ftate, 
To  Britain's  merchants,  India's  eaftern  freight. 
India,  her  treafures  from  her  weftern  (hores, 
t)ue  at  thy  feet,  a  willing  tribute  pours ; 
Thy  warring  navies  diftant  nations  awe, 
And  bid  the  world  obey  thy  righteous  law. 
Thus  fliine  thy  manly  fons  of  liberal  mind  ; 
Thy  change  deep-bufied,  yet  as  courts  refin'd; 
Councils,  like  fenates,  that  enforce  debate, 
"With  fluent  eloquence  and  reafon's  weight. 
Whofe  patriot  virtue,  lawlefs  power  controls  i 
Their  Britifh  emulating  Roman  fouls. 
Of  thefe  the  worthieft  ftill  fele<5led  ftand, 
Still  lead  the  fenate,  and  ftill  fave  the  land  : 
Social,  not  felfini,  here,  O  learning,  trace 
Thy  friends,  the  lovers  of  all  human  race  ! 

In  a  dark  bottom  funk,  O  Briftol  now. 
With  native  malice,  lift  thy  lowering  brow  ! 
Then  as  fome  hell-born  fprite  in  mortal  guifc, 
Borrows  the  fhape  of  goodnefs  and  belies, 
All  fair,  all  fmug,  to  yon  proud  hall  invite, 
To  feaft  all  ftrangers  ape  an  air  polite  t 
From  Cambria  drain'd,  or  England's  weftern  coaft, 
Not  elegant,  yet  coftly  banquets  boaft ! 
Revere,  or  feem  the  ftranger  to  revere ; 
Praifc,  fawn,  profefs,  be  all  things  but  fincere ; 
Infidious  now,  our  bofom-fecrets  fteal. 
And  thefe  with  fly  farcaftic  fneer  reveal. 
Prefent  we  meet  thy  fneaking  treacherous  fmiles- 
The  harmlefs  abfent  ftill  thy  fneer  reviles ; 
Such  as  in  thee'all  parts  fuperior  find, 
The  fneer  that  marks  the  fool  and  knave  combln'd ; 
When  melting  pity  would  afford  relief, 
The  ruthlefs  fneer  that  infult  adds  to  grief. 
What  friendfhip  canft  thou  boaft  ?  what  honours 

claim  f 
To  thee  each  ftranger  ov/es  an  injur'd  name. 
What  fmiies  thy  fons  muft  in  their  foes  excite ! 
Thy  fons,  to  whom  all  difcord  is  delight ; 
From  whom  eternal  mutual  railing  flows ; 
Who  in  each  other's  crimes,  their  own  expofe  : 
Thy  fons,  though  crafty,  deaf  to  wifdom's  call ; 
Defpifing  all  men,  and  defpis'd  by  all ; 
Sons,  while  thy  cliffs  a  ditch-like  river  laves. 
Rude  as  thy  rocks,  and  muddy  as  thy  waves, 
Of  thoughts  as  narrow  as  of  words  immenfe. 
As  full  of  turbulence  as  void  of  fenfe  ? 
Thee,  thee,  what  fenatorial  fouls  adorn  ! 
Thy  natives  fure  would  prove  a  fenate's  fcorn. 
Do  ftrangers  deign  to  ferve  thee;  what  their  praife? 
Their  generous  fervices  thy  murmurs  raife. 
What  fiend  malign,  that  o'er  thy  air  prefides. 
Around  from  breaft  to  breaft  inherent  glides, 
And,  as  he  glides,  there  fcatters  in  a  trice 
The  lurking  feeds  of  every  rank  device  ? 
Let  foreign  youths  to  thy  indentures  run  ! 
Each,  each  will  prove,  in  thy  adopted  ioo, 


Proud,  pert,  and  dull — though  brillant  ODCC  froiu 

fchools. 
Will  fcorn  ail  learning's  as  all  virtue's  rules; 
And,  though  by  nature  friendly,  honeft,  bravcj 
Turn  a  fly,  felfifti,  fimpering,  fharping  knave. 
Boaft  petty-courts,  wiiere  'ftead  of  fluent  eafc. 
Of  cited  precedents  and  learned  pleas; 
'Stead  of  fage  counfel  in  the  dubious  caufe, 
Attornies,  chattering  wild,  burlefque  the  laws-* 
(So  Ihamelefs  quacks,  who  do<ftors  rights  invad^i 
Of  jargon  and  of  poifon  form  a  trade. 
So  canting  coblers,  while  from  tubs  they  teach. 
Buffoon  the  gofpel  they  pretend  to  preach.) 
Boaft  petty  courts,  whence  rules  new  rigour  drawi 
Unknown  to  nature's  and  to  ftatute-law ; 
Quirks  that  explain  all  faving  rights  away. 
To  give  th'  attorney  and  the  catchpoll  prey. 
Is  there  where  law  too  rigorous  may  dcfcend. 
Or  charity  her  kindly  hand  extend  ? 
Thy  courts,  that,  Ibut  when  pity  would  redre&j 
Spontaneous  open  to  infli<S  diftrefs. 
J  ry  mifdemeanours  !— all  thy  wiles  employ, 
Not  tg  chaftife  the  offender,  but  deftroy  ; 
Bid  the  large  lawlefs  fine  his  fate  foretel ; 
Bid  it  beyond  his  crime  and  fortune  fwell  j 
Cut  off  from  fervice  due  to  kindred  blood, 
To  private  welfare  and  to  public  good. 
Pitied  by  all,  but  thee,  he  fentenc'd  lies; 
Imprifon'd  languifhes,  imprifon'd  dies. 

******* 
******* 
******* 
******* 

*  *         *  «  *  «         * 

•  *****« 
Boaft  fwarming  veffels,  whofc  plebeian  ftate 
Owes  not  to  merchants  but  mechanics  freight. 
Boaft  nought  but  pedlar-fleets — in  war's  alarms,' 
Unknown  to  glory,  as  unknown  to  arms. 
Boaft  thy  bafe*  Tolfey,  and  thy  turn-fpit  dogs, 
Thyf  Halliers  horfes  and  thy  human  hogs ; 
Upftarts  and  mufhrooms,  proud,  relentlefs  heartsj 
Thou  blank  of  fciences  1  thou  dearth  of  arts ! 
Such  foes  as  learning  once  was  doom'd  to  fee  ! 
Huns,   Goths,  and  Vandals,  were  but  types  of 

thee. 
Proceed,  great  Briftol,  in  ail-righteous  ways, 
And  let  one  Juftice  heighten  yet  thy  praife ; 
Still  fpare  the  catamite,  and  fwinge  the  whore. 
And  be,  whate'er  Gomorrha  was  before.  i 


*  A  place  "where  the  merchants  ufedto  meet  to  franfz^ 
their  affairs  before  the  Exchange  ivas  ereSed.  See  Gent^ 
man's  A-Iagazine,   -vol.  xiii.  f.  496. 

f  Halliers  are  the  per  fons  ivho  drive  or  evifi  tbejledptfy 
•which  are  here  ujed  inflead  of  cart:. 
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To  Virtue  and  the  Mufe  for  ever  dear. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HILL. 


Aaron  Hill  was  the  eldeft  fon  of  George  Hill,  Efq.  of  Malmefbury  Abbey,  in  Wiltfliirc,  and 
born  in  Beaufort  Buildings,  in  the  Strand,  London,  February  lo.  1784-5. 

His  father  having,  by  his  mifmanagement,  deprived  him  of  the  fucceflion  to  the  family  eflate  of 
about  3000 1.  a-year,  he  was  left  to  the  care  of  Mrs.  Gregory,  his  grandmother,  "  a  woman  of  un« 
common  underflanding,  and  great  good  nature." 

At  nine  years  old,  he  was  fent  to  the  fchool  of  Barnftaple  in  Devonfliir'e,  under  the  care  of  Mr* 
Rayner ;  from  whence  he  was  removed  to  Weftminftcr  |chool,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Knipe,  where 
his  genius  foon  became  confpicuous,  and  often  made  him  ample  amends  for  his  very  fcanty  allow- 
ance of  pocket-money,  by  enabling  him  to  perform  the  talks  of  others  who  had  not  his  capacity. 

He  left  Weftminfter  fchool,  on  account  of  his  narrow  circumftances,  in  1699,  at  fourteen  years 
of  age.  Soon  after,  he  formed  a  refolution  of  paying  a  vifit  to  his  relation.  Lord  Paget,  then  am- 
bafTador  at  Conflantinople  ;  and  meeting  with  no  oppoQtion  from  his  grandmother,  he  accordingly 
embarked  on  board  a  vcffel  going  there,  March  a.  1700. 

On  his  arrival,  he  was  received  with  the  utmoft  kindnefs  and  cordiality,  by  Lord  Paget,  who  was 
no  lefs  pkafed  than  furprifed  at  that  ardour  for  improvement,  which  could  induce  a  youth  of  his 
tender  years,  to  run  the  hazard  of  fuch  a  voyage,  to  vifit  a  relation  whom  he  only  knew  by  cha- 
radler. 

The  ambaffador  immediately  provided  him  q  tutor  In  his  own  houfe  ;  under  whofc  care  he  very 
-  foon  fent  him  to  travel  through  Egypt,  Palelline,  and  the  greateft  part  of  the  Eaft,  being  dcfirous 
of  gratifying  that   laudable  curiofity,  and  thirfl  of  knowledge,  which  feemed  fo  llrongly  imprefled 
on  the  amiable  mind  of  his  young  relation. 

He  returned  home  with  Lord  Paget,  about  the  year  1703;  and,  on  his  journey,  had  an  op- 
portunity of  feeing  great  part  of  Europe,  at  moft  of  the  courts  of  which  his  Lordfliip  made  fome 
little  flay. 

It  is  fuppofed  that  Lord  Paget  would  have  made  fome  provifion  for  him  at  his  death,  had  not 
the  malevolence  of  a  certain  female,  who  had  great  influence  with  him,  prevented  his  kind  inten- 
tions towards  him. 

A  few  years  after,  his  abilities  and  fobriety  recommended  him  to  Sir  William  Wentworth,  Bart, 
cf  Yorkfliire,  who  was  then  going  to  make  the  tour  of  Europe,  with  whom  he  travelled  two  or 
three  years. 

In  1709,  he  publiflied  a  H if ory  cf  the  Ottoman,  Empire,  compiled  from  the  materials  which  h€ 
had  collefted  in  his  travels,  and  during  his  refidence  at  the  Turkifh  court.  This  work,  .though  ic 
met  with  fuccefs,  he  afterwards  very  fevercly  criticifed,  and  with  fome  juftice ;  for  there  are  in  it 
3  great  number  of  puerilities.  It  is  the  produdtion  of  youthful  genius,  rather  choofing  to  indulge 
the  imagination  of  the  poet,  than  to  make  ufe  of  the  plainnefs  and  pcrfpicuity  of  the  hiftorian. 
Sprat,  however,  ufed  to  obferve  that  "  there  is  certainly  in  that  book,  the  feeds  of  a  great  write?i  ?'_, 
3  predi^ion  which  was  amply  verified  by  the  merit  ojF  his  fubfefiuent  writings. 
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The  fame  year,  he  puhllftied  his  firft  poetical  piece,  intituled  Camillus,  In  vindication  of  the  EarZ 
of  Peterborough  ;  who  was  fo  well  pleafed  with  the  compliment,  that  he  appointed  him  his  fecre- 
tary,  and  introduced  him  to  Harley,  and  St.  John,  and  other  leaders  of  the  Tory  party,  of  which 
he  appears  to  have  been  an  adherent. 

In  1 710,  he  quitted  the  fcrvice  of  Lord  Peterborough,  and  married  the  only  daughter  of  Edmund 
Morris,  £fq.  of  Stratford,  in  EfTex,  a  young  lady  of  great  merit  and  beauty,  with  whom  he  had  a 
very  handfome  fortune. 

The  fame  year,  he  was  appointed  Manager  of  the  theatre  In  Drury  Lane,  and,  at  the  defire  o£ 
Booth  the  player,  wrote  his  firft  tragedy  of  El/rid,  or,  the  Fair  Inconjlant,  which  was  favourably 
leceived  on  the  ftage,  though  he  has  himfelf  defcribed  it  to  be  "  an  unpruned  wildernefs  of  fancy, 
with  here  and  there  a  flower  among  the  leaves,  but  without  any  Truit  of  judgment."  To  this  play- 
was  annexed,  in  the  reprefentation,  a  dramatic  piece,  called  'The  Waiting  Statue ;  try  the  Devil  in  the 
IVine  Cellar :  the  plot  of  which  is  farcical,  and  the  incidents  beyond  the  limits  of  poflibility. 

The  year  following,  he  wrote  the  opera  of  Rinaldo,  which  was  performed  at  the  theatre  in. the  Hay- 
Market,  of  which  he  was  diredior,  and  met  with  very  great  fuccefs.  The  mufic  was  the  firft  that 
Handel  compofed  after  his  arrival  in  England. 

His  genius  feems  to  have  been  admirably  adapted  to  the  bufinefs  of  the  ftage  ;  and  while  he  held 
the  management,  he  conduded  both  theatres,  highly  to  the  fatisfadion  of  the  pmblic;  but  having 
a  mifundcrftanding  with  the  Duke  of  Kent,  then  Lord  Chamberlain,  he  relinquifhed  it  in  a  few 
months ;  and  though  he  was  not  long  after  very  earneftly  folicited  by  a  perfon  of  the  firft  diftinc- 
lion,  torefume  the  theatrical  diredlion,  he  ftill  declined  it. 

It  is  probable,  however,  that  neither  pride  nor  refentment  were  the  motives  of  this  refufal,  but  aa 
ardent  zeal  for  general  improvement,  and  the  public  good,  which  feems  to  have  been  his  darling 
pallion,  and  to  which,  on  different  occafions,  he  facrificed  not  only  his  eafe,  but  large  fums  of 
money. 

In  1713,  he  undertook  to  make  an  oil  as  fweet  as  that  from  olives,  from  beech  nuts,  and  ob- 
tained a  patent  for  the  purpofe ;  but  being  an  undertaking  of  too  great  extent  for  his  private  for- 
tune, he  took  a  fubfcription  of  25,000!.  on  fhares  and  annuities,  in  fecurity  of  which,  he  affigned 
over  his  patent  in  truft  for  the  fubfcrlbers,  forming  a  Company  who  were  to  &£t  in  concert  with  the 
patentee,  under  the  denomination  of  Tbe  Beech  Oil  Company. 

The  fuccefs  of  this  undertaking,  at  a  time  when  profits  were  already  arifing  from  It,  was  fruf- 
trated,  by  the  erroneous  warmth  and  impatience  of  thofe  perfons  with  whom  he  was  obliged  to  unite 
himfelf;  and  after  three  years  labour  and  application,  came  to  nothing. 

In  I716,  he  publiflied  An  Impartial  State  of  the  Cafe  between  the  Patentee,  Annuifantt,  and  Sharers  in 
the  Beech  Oil  Company,  by  which  It  appeared  that  all  the  money  that  had  been  employed,  had  been 
fairly  expended  for  the  benefit  of  the  Company,  and  that  the  patentee  had  not  availed  himfelf  of  the 
advantages  to  which,  by  the  agreement,  he  had  been  entitled. 

After  the  failure  of  this  projed,  he  was  concerned  with  Sir  Robert  Montgomery,  in  a  defign  for 
eftablilhing  a  plantation  in  that  part  of  South  Carolina,  which  has  fince  been  extenfively  cultivated 
under  the  name  of  Georgia  ;  yet,  through  inequality  of  his  fortune,  it  never  proved  of  any  advan- 
tage to  him. 

In  1716,  he  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  The  Fatal  Vifion ;  or,  Tht  Fall  of  Sltfm,  a 
tragedy ;  which  was  aded  with  fuccefs.  The  fcene  is  laid  in  Siani,  but  the  fable  is  fidlitious,  and 
the  charaders  Imaginary.  The  moral  is  to  expofe  the  dangerous  confequences  of  giving  way  tp 
rage  and  rafhnefs  of  determination.  It  Is  dedicated  to  the  two  critics,  Dennis,  and  Gildon.  Ha 
prefixed  to  it  this  motto  from  Horace,  to  which  he  declared  his  conftant  adherence. 

I  not  for  vulgar  admiration  write, 

To  be  well  read,  not  much,  is  my  delight. 

The  fame  year,  he  publiflied  the  two  firft  books  of  an  epic  poem,  called  Gideon,  In  twelve  books^ 
on  the  foundation  of  the  ftory  of  the  redemption  of  Ifi-ael  by  Gideon,  in  the  book  of  Judges;  of 
which  he  afterwaMs  wrote  fix  books  more,  which  made  eight ;  but  did  not  finifh  it. 
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In  I?l8,  he  wrote  a  poem  called  The  Northern  Star,  a  panegyric  on  Fetcr  the  Great ;  for  which 
he  was  afterwards  complimented  with  a  gold  medal  from  the  Emprefs,  Catherine,  according  to  the 
Emperor's  defire  before  his  death.  By  an  advertifement  to  the  fifth  edition  of  this  poem,  printed  in 
3739,  it  appears  that  he  was  to  have  wrote  the  life  of  Peter,  from  his  papers  which  were  to  have 
been  fent  to  him ;  but  the  death  of  the  Emprefs  prevented  it. 

In  1720,  he  wrote  Tie  Fatal  Extravagance,  a  tragedy  in  one  aft,  which  he  gave  to  Mr.  Jofeph 
Mitchell,  at  that  time  in  great  diftrefs,  and  got  it  a<fted  at  the  theatre  in  Lincoln's  Inn-fields,  and 
fupported  it  on  the  fuppofed  author's  third  night,  with  all  that  ardour  of  benevoIenrf:e  which  con- 
ftitutcd  his  chara(2er.  It  was  afterwards  enlarged  into  five  z&s,  and  exhibited  at  Drury  Lane,  ia 
1726,  with  great  fucccfs.     It  is  one  of  the  moft  interefting  dramas  in  the  Englifli  language. 

In  17*3,  he  brought  on  the  ftagc,  at  Drury  Lane,  his  tragedy  of  Henry  V.  or,  The  Conqueji  »f 
France  by  the  Englijh ;  which  is  juflly  eftecmed  a  very  good  play.  The  plot  and  language  are  in 
fome  places  borrowed  from  Shakfpeare;  yet,  on  the  whole,  it  is  greatly  altered,  and  a  fecond  plot  is 
introduced  by  the  addition  of  a  new  female  charader,  a  niece  to  Lord  Scroope,  who  has  been  for- 
jncrly  feduced  by  the  king. 

In  i7Z4,for  the  benefit  of  a  diftrefled  officer  in  the  army,  he  began  a  periodical  paper,  called.  The 
Plain  Dealer,  in  conjun<5lion  with  William  Bond,  Efq.  whom  Savage  called  the  two  contending 
powers  of  light  and  darknefs.  They  wrote  by  turns,  eacri  fix  eflays ;  and  the  charaAer  of  the  work 
was  obferved  regularly  to  rife  in  Hill's  weeks,  and  fall  iu  Mr.  Bond's. 

"  I  am  particularly  indebted"  fays  Savage,  in  the  preface  to  his  •  Mifcellany,'  "  to  the  author  g£ 
*  The  Plain  Dealer,'  who  waspleafed,  in  two  of  his  pnpers  (which  I  entreat  his  pardon  for  reprint- 
ing before  my  Mifcellany),  to  point  out  my  unhappy  ftory  to  the  world,  with  fo  touching  a  hu- 
manity, and  fo  good  an  efFecft,  that  many  perfons  of  quality,  of  all  ranks,  and  of  both  fexes,  diftin- 
guifhed  themfelves  with  the  promptnefs  he  here  hinted  to  the  noble  minded,  and  not  flaying  till 
they  were  applied  to,  fent  me  the  honour  of  their  fubfcriptions,  in  the  moft  liberal  and  handfome 
manner.  I  ought  here  to  acknowledge  feveral  favours  from  Mr.  Hill,  whofe  writings  are  a  fliining 
ornament  of  this  Mifcellany :  but  I  wave  detaining  my  readers,  and  beg  leave  to  refer  them  to  & 
topy  of  verfes  called  "  The  Friend,"  which  I  have  taken  the  liberty  w  addrefs  to  that  gentle- 
man." 

Mallet  communicated  to  Hill  the  firft  jketch  of  his  beautiful  ballad  of  "  William  and  Margaret,*? 
originally  printed  in  The  Plain  Dealer. 

In  1728,  he  made  a  journey  into  the  north  of  Scotland,  where  he  had  been  about  two  years  be- 
fore, having  contradled  with  the  York-Buildings  Company,  to  apply  the  timber  upon  their  eftates, 
on  the  river  Spey,  to  the  ufes  of  the  navy.  In  this  undertaking,  however,  he  found  various  ob- 
flacles  ;  for  when  the  trees  were  by  his  order  chained  together  into  floats,  the  ignorant  Highlanders 
refufed  to  venture  themfelves  on-  them  down  the  Spey,  till  he  firft  went  himfelf,  to  fhow  there  was 
no  danger. 

The  rocks  in  the  river  were  another  impediment,  which  his  fagacity  and  perfeverance  overcame  » 
by  ordering  fires  to  be  made  on  them,  where  they  were  moft  cxpofed,  and  throwing  great  quanti- 
ties of  water  on  them,  they  were,  by  the  help  of  proper  tools,  broken  to  pieces,  and  a  free  paflage 
©pcned  for  the  floats. 

"  The  fhorc  of  the  Spey,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  his  wife,  from  the  Golden  Groves  of  Abernethy^ 
Jfvgujl  18.  1728,  "  is  all  covered  with  mafts,  from  50  to  70  feet  long,  which  they  are  daily  bring- 
ing out  of  the  wood,  with  ten  carriages,  and  a'pove  a  hundred  horfes,  and  bring  down  from  forty 
to  fifty  trees  a-day,  one  day  with  another. 

"  In  the  middle  of  the  river  lie  at  anchor,  a  little  fleet  of  our  rafts,  which  are  juft  putting  off 
^  Findhorn  harbour ;  and  it  is  one  of  the  plcafanteft  fights  poflible,  to  obferve  the  little  armies 
ef  men,  women,  and  children,  who  pour  down  from  the  Highlands,  to  ftare  at  what  we  have 
teen  doing." 

The  undertaking  was  for  fome  time  carried  on  with  great  vigour,  and  confiderable  advantage, 
^iU  the  diredors  thought  proper  to  call  off  the  men  and  horfes  from  the  v/oods  of  Abcmethy,  tt, 
work  their  Ica^  mines.  ■* 
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What  private  emolument  he  received  from  this  proje<5l,  is  not  certainly  known ;  but,  during  Bis 
refidence  in  the  Highlands,  the  Magiftrates  of  Aberdeen,  Invernefs,  &c.  complimented  him  witb 
the  freedom  of  their  refpeflive  towns  ;  and  he  met  with  diftinguiftied  civilities  from  the  Duke  of 
Gordon,  and  other  perfons  of  rank  in  that  part  of  the  country.  His  prophetic  Verfes,  \a.  compli- 
ment to  Scotland,  are  generally  known. 

In  his  return  from  the  north ,  he  fpent  fome  time  in  Yorkfhire,  where  his  wife  then  was,  with 
fome  relations,  for  the  recovery  of  her  health ;  which  afforded  an  opportunity  to  fome  perfons  to 
be  guilty  of  a  breach  of  truft,  that  would  have  been  of  very  unhappy  confcqucnce  to  his  fortune ;  but 
he  returned  time  enough  to  fruftrate  their  villainous  intentions. 

During  his  peregrination  in  the  north,  he  wrote  an  allegorical  poem,  intituled,  Tl:  Progrefs  of 
Wity  a  Caveat  for  the  ufi  of  an  eminent  Writer,  which  gave  great  uneafincfs  to  Pope,  who  had  been 
the  aggreffor  in  "  The  Dunciad." 

About  the  fame  time,  he  wrote  his  Ad-vke  to  the  Poets,  in  which  he  praifes  worthy  poetry,  cen* 
liixcs  the  mifapplication  of  poetry  in  general,  and  reproves  Pope  for  defcending  below  his  genius. 

While  every  meaner  art  exerts  her  aim, 

O'er  rival  arts  to  lift  her  queftion'd  fame; 

Let  half-foul'd  poets'  ftill  on  poets  fall, 

And  teach  the  willing  world  to  fcorn  them  all. 

But  let  no  niufe,  pre-eminent  as  thine, 

Of  voice  melodious,  and  of  force  divine. 

Stung  by  wits,  wafps,  all  rights  of  rank  forego, 

And  turn  and  fnarl,  and  bite  at  every  foe  ; 

No — like  thy  own  Ulyffes  make  no  (lay, 

Shun  monfters — and  purfue  thy  flreamy  way. 

In  1 73 1 5  he  had  the  affliflion  to  lofe  his  wife,  to  whom  he  had  the  fmcereft  and  tendered;  at- 
iachment.  By  her  he  had  nine  children ;  four  of  whom  (a  fon  and  three  daughters)  furvived 
iuim. 

Her  amiable  worth  and  elegant  accomplifliments  are  finely  delineated  by  Savage,  in  his  Terfes 
^0  ths  Excdlerl  Miranda,   Coiifort  of  Aaron  Hiil,  Efq.  on  reading  her  Poems.—- 

Each  foftening  charm  of  Clio's  fmiling  fong, 
Montague's  foul,  which  fhines  divinely  flrong ; 
Thefe  blend,  with  graceful  cafe,  to  form  thy  rhyme. 
Tender,  yet  chafte,  fweet-founding,  yet  fublime, 
Wifdom  and  wit  have  made  thy  works  their  care, 
Each  paflion  glows,  refin'd  by  precept  there  ; 
To  fair  Miranda's  form  each  grace  is  kind, 
The  mufes  and  the  virtues  tune  thy  mind. 

The  thought  of  the  following  epitaph  for  a  monument  he  defigned  to  eretSl  over  her  grave,  though 

^ot  original,  is  truly  poetical. 

Enough,  cold  flone  I  fuffice  her  long-liv'd  name, 

Words  are  too  weak  to  pay  her  virtue's  claim  : 

Temples,  and  tombs,  and  tongues,  fhall  wafte  away, 

And  power's  vain  pomp  in  mould'ring  dufl  decay. 

But  e'er  mankind  a  wife  more  perfedl  fee,  i 

Eternity,  O  Time  \  fhall  bury  thee. 

The  fame  year,  he  brought  his  tragedy  of  Athel-wold  upon  the  ftage  in  Drury  Lane,  written  on  the 
^bicdl  of  h'la  Elfrid ;  or,  The  Fair  Inccnjlant.  The  difference  of  time  and  judgment  is  vlfible  in 
favour  of  Athel-wold.  The  language  is  poetical  and  fpirited,  the  charaders  chafte  and  genuine,  and 
flie  defcriptions  affeding  and  piifturcfque. 

Ip  1733,  his  tragedy  of  Zara,  taken  from  Voltaire,  was  aded  for  the  benefit  of  Mr.  Bond,  at 
the  Long-room  in  Villars  Street,  York-Bujldings,  who  performed  the  part  of  Lvifignan,  but  died 
before  the  run  of  the  play  was  over.  It  was  afterwards  brought  on  the  ftage  at  Drury  Lane, 
1.735,  where  the  part  of  Zara  was  played  by  Mrs.  Cibber,  being  her  firft  attempt  in  tragedy, 
Vhis  is  iuftly  efteetoed  one  of  his  bcft  play*. 
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In  I735i  ^e  projecSed  a  periodical  paper,  called  The  Prompter,  defigned  to  corred  the  Imper- 
f-sflions  of  the  ftage,  to  which  he  contributed  the  papers  figned  B. 

In  17361  hh^lxira,  or,  The  Spanijb  Jnfult  ReptnUdy  a  tragedy,  taken  from  Voltaire,  wasafled 
at  Lincoln's  Inn-fields.  This  play  has  been  much  improved  in  the  Englifli  verfion ;  as  was  gene- 
roufly  acknowledged  by  Voltaire  himfelf :  the  language  is  nervous  and  forcible,  but  it  abounds  in 
declamation,  rather  than  paflion,  which,  however  ilrongly  it  may  be  fupportcd,  renders  it  tedious  to 
an  Englifli  audience. 

In  1737,  he  publifhed  The  Tears  0/  the  Mnfes,  a  fatire,  which  he  calls  a  "  Species  of  Poetry  that 
can  only  be  reconciled  to  humanity  by. the  general  benevolence  of  its  purpofe,  attacking  particulars 
for  the  public  advantage," 

"In  1738,  he  publifhed  An  Inquiry  into  ili  merit  of  j'jf.ijfznatton^  xvith  a  vie~M  to  the  CharaSier  ofCafar; 
on  whofe  death  he  had  written  a  tragedy  the  year  before,  named  The  Roman  Revenue,  which  was 
adted  at  the  theatre  in  Bath,  1753,  with  fuccefs.  "  The  tragedy,"  fays  Bolingbrt;ke,  to  whom  it 
was  dedicated,  "  is  finely  wrote;  the  charaflers  are  admirably  well  drawn,  the  fentiments  are  noble, 
beyond  the  power  of  words,  and  the  expreiSion,  dignified  as  it  is,  can  add  nothing  to  their  fublime. 
By  infcribing  to  me  one  of  the  nobleft  dramas  that  our  language,  or  any  age  can  boaft,  you  tranf- 
mit  my  character  to  pofterity  with  greater  advantage,  than  any  I  could  have  given  it." 

About  this  time,  he  withdrew  himfelf  from  the  world,  and  fettled  at  Plaiftow  in  Effex,  where 
he  devoted  himfelf  entirely  to  his  fludy,  family,  and  garden  ;  and  the  perfedion  of  many  profitable 
improvements ;  one  of  which  only  he  lived  to  complete,  though  not  to  reap  any  benefit  from  it 
himfelf,  the  Art  of  making  Pot  /fh,  equal  to  that  brought  from  Ruffia. 

In  his  folitude  he  wrote  an  heroic  poem,  called  The  panciad,  infcrlbed  to  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, 1743,  The  Impartial,  a  poem,  infcrlbed  to  Lord  Carteret;  a  poem  upon  Faith,  174$, 
the  Art  of  ASiing,  a  poem,  dedicated  to  Lord  Chefterfield,  1747  ;  a  tradl  on  War,  and  another  oa 
Agriculture,  which  he  left  unfinifhed,  with  feveral  other  pieces. 

In  1749,  he  revifcd  the  eight  books  be  had  finithed  of  his  epic  poem,  called  Gideon,  and  publifhed 
three  of  the  books  to  which  he  gave  the  title  of  Gideon,  or,  The  Patriot,  with  a  dedication  to  Lord 
Bolingbroke;  in  which  he  accounts  for  the  alterations  he  had  made  fince  the  firft  pubhcation  of 
two  books. 

He  alfo  adapted  to  the  Englifli  flage,  Voltaire's  tragedy  of  Merope,  which  was  a(5led  at  Drury- 
Lane,  1749,  with  great  applaufe,  and  was  the  lafl;  work  he  lived  to  complete. 

This  play,  which  he  has  made  entirely  his  own,  by  his  manner  of  tranflating  it,  flill  continues  to 
\>t  aded  with  applaufe,  and  the  ufe  which  has  been  made  of  the  defign,  in  "  Barbaroffa,  Creufa, 
Douglas,"  &c.  affords  a  ftrong  evidence  in  its  favour. 

He  juft  lived  to  fee  his  tragedy  introduced  to  the  public,  and  to  write  a  dedication  to  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  in  which  there  is  a  melancholy  prefage  of  his  approaching  diflblution. 

Cover'd  in  fortune's  (hade  I  refl  reclin'd, 

My  griefs  all  filent,  and  my  joys  refign'd  ; 

With  patient  eye  life's  evening  gloom  furvey. 

Nor  fhake  th'  out  hafting  lands,  nor  bid  them  ftay; 

Yet  while  from  life  my  fetting  profpecfts  fly,    ' 

Fain  would  my  mind's  weak  offspring  fhun  to  die ; 

Fain  would  their  hope  fonie  light  through  time  explore, 

The  name's  kind  paflport,  when  the  man's  no  more  ; 

Mallet  had  made  intereft  with  the  Prince  of  Wales,  to  have  it  performed  for  his  benefit ;  but 
the  day  before  it  was,  by  the  command  of  the  Prince,  to  have  been  reprefented,  he  di^d,  Feb.  S. 
1749-50,  beforft  he  had  completed  his  68th  year,  as  it  is  faid,  in  the  very  minute  of  the  earthquake, 
after  enduring  a  twelvemonth's  torment  of  body,  with  great  fortitude  and  reflgnation. 

He  was  buried  in  the  fame  grave  with  his  wife,  in  the  great  cloifler  cf  Weftminfter  Abbey,  x^.^t 
Lord  Godnlphin's  tomb.. 
Vol.  VIJ!,  T  t 
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A  CoIIedllon  of  his  Original  Poems  and  Letters,  Was  printed  for  the  lemjit  of  the  family ,  by  fubfcriptloaj 
5n  4  voli.  8vo,  1751 ;  with  a  poetical  dedication  to  the  princefs  of  Wales,  by  his  daughter,  Mn. 
Urania  fohnfon,  who  feems  to  have  inherited  a  large  portion  of  his  tafte,  and  amiable  benevolence. 

His  dramatic  -wcris,  including  the  plays  above-mentioned,  and  Tie  Soman  Revenge,  a  tragedy,  I753» 
7be  Infolvent,  or.  Filial  Piety,  a  tragedy,  1 7J  8,  Merlin  in  Love,  an  occaConal  prelude,  Tbe  Mufe  in 
Mourning,  a.  comic  opera,  The  Snake  in  the  Grafs,  a  dramatic  fatire,  Saul,  a  tragedy,  and  Daraxes,  a 
tragedy,  were  printed  in  a  vols.  8vo,  1759.  A  feledion  from  the  mafs  of  his  mifcellaneous  com- 
pofitions  is  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  colle(ftion  of  claffical  Englifh  poetry. 

The  charaAer  of  Hill  was  in  every  refpe(5l  perfedly  amiable.  His  perfon  was,  in  his  youth,  ex- 
tremely fair  and  handfome.  He  was  tall,  not  too  thin,  yet  genteelly  made.  His  eyes  were  a  dark 
blue,  bright  and  penetrating,  his  hair  brown,  and  his  face  oval.  His  countenance  was  generally 
animated  by  a  fmile.  His  adJrefs  was  moft  engagingly  affable,  yet  mingled  with  a  native  unaf- 
fumed  dignity,  which  rendered  him  at  once  refpedled  and  admired.  His  voice  was  fweet,  and 
his  converfation  elegant ;  and  fo  extenfive  was  his  knowledge  in  all  fubjecSs,  that  fcarcely  any  could 
occur,  on  which  he  did  not  acquit  himfelf  in  a  mod  mafterly  and  entertaining  manner.  His  temper, 
though  naturally  warm  when  roufed  by  injuries,  was  equally  noble  in  a  readinefs  te  forgive  them  \ 
and  fo  much  inclined  was  he  to  repay  evil  with  good,  that  he  frequently  exercifed  that  chriftian 
lefTon,  to  the  prejudice  of  his  own  circumftances.  He  was  a  generous  mailer,  a  fincere  friend,  an 
afFeSionate  hulband,  and  an  indulgent  ^nd  tender  parent ;  and,  indeed,  fo  benevolent  was  his  dif- 
pofitlon  in  general,  even  beyond  the  power  of  the  fortune  he  was  bleffed  with,  that  the  calamities 
of  thofe  he  knew,  and  valued  as  deferving,  affefted  him  more  deeply  than  his  own.  In  confequence 
cf  this  he  beflowed  the  profits  of  many  of  his  works  for  the  relief  of  his  ffiends,  and  particularly 
his  dramatic  pieces,  none  of  which  he  could  ever  be  prevailed  on  to  accept  of  a  benefit  for,  except 
Ms  Merope,  which,  at  the  very  clofe  of  his  life  was  commanded  to  be  reprefented  for  the  relief 
cf  its  author,  from  thofe  difficulties  out  of  which  he  had  frequently  been  the  generous  inftrument 
of  extricating  others.  His  manner  of  living  was  temperate  to  the  greateft  degree,  in  every  refpeifi 
but  that  of  late  hours,  which  his  indefatigable  love  of  ftudy  frequently  drew  him  into.  No  labour, 
deterred  him  from  the  profecution  of  any  defign  that  appeared  to  him  to  be  praife-worthy  and 
pradlicable  ;  nor  was  it  in  the  power  of  misfortune,  which  from  his  birth  he  feemed  deftined  to  en- 
counter, to  overcome,  or  even  {hake  his  fortitude  of  mind. 

He  feems  to  have  lived  in  perfeA  harmony  with  all  the  writers  of  his  tim.e,  except  Pope,  with 
whom  he  had  a  Ihort  controverfy,  greatly  to  his  advantage,  occalioned  by  the  following  lines  in  th^ 
J'  Dunciad."  '  » 

Then  H —  effay'd ;  fcarce  vanifli'd  out  of  Cghtj 
He  buoys  up  inftant,  and  returns  to  light ; 
He  bears  no  token  of  the  fabler  flreams, 
And  rnounts  far  off  amon^  the  fwans  of  Thames. 

This,  though  the  gentleft  piece  of  fatire  in  the  whole  poem,  and  conveying  at  the  fame  time  ati 
oblique  compliment,  he  retaliated  in  his  Progrefs  cf  Wit,  which  begins  with  the  following  lines,  in 
^hich  Pope',s  well  known  difpoQtion  is  elegantly,  yet  very  feverely  charaderifed. 

Tuneful  Alexis,  on  the  Th.^me's  fair  fide, 

The  ladies*  play-thing  and  '.he  mufc's  pride; 

With  merit  popular,  with  wit  polite, 

Eafy,  though  vain,  and  elegant,  though  light; 

Defiring,  and  deferving  others  praife. 

Poorly  accepts  a  fame  he  ne'er  repays; 

Unborn  to  cherifli,  fneakingly  approves. 

And  wants  the  foul  to  fpread  the  Worth  he  loves.  » 

The  "  fneakingly  approves"  in  the  laft  couplet  affefled  Pope  extrem.ely ;  who,  indeed,  througJ^ 
the  whole  controverfy,  feems  rather  to  cxprefs  his  repentance  by  denying  the  offence,  than  to  vin- 
dicate himfelf,  fisppofing  it  to  have  been  given. 

"  That  the  letters,  A-  H."  fays  he,  "  were  applied  to  you  In  the  papers,  I  did  not  knnw,  (for 
I  feldam  read  them)  I  fceard  it  only  from  Mr.  Savage,  as  ftrom  yowrfilfj  and  fent  my  afTurrince  ta 
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t\e  contrary.  But  I  don't  fee  how  the  annotator  to  the  Dunciad  could  have  reftified  that  miftake 
pablicly,  without  particulariling  your  name  in  a  book,  where  1  thought  it  too  good  to  be  in- 
ferted,  &c." 

"  I  fhould  imagine,"  he  add?,  in  another  place,  "  the  Dunciad  meant  yon  a  real  compliment, and 
fo  it  has  been  thought  by  many,  who  have  alked  to  whom  that  paffage  made  that  oblique  panegyric. 
As  to  the  notes,  I  am  weary  of  telling  a  great  trijth  ;  which  is,  that  I  am  not  the  author  of  them; 
though  i  love  truth  fo  well,  as  fairly  to  tell  you,  I  think  even  that  note  a  commendation,  and 
ihould  think  myfelf  not  ill  ufed  <o  have  the  fam:  ivards  faid  of  me. — But  I  alk  you  not  to  believe  this, 
except  you  are  vaftly  inclined  to  it.  I  will  come  clofer  to  the  point ;  would  you  have  the  note  left 
out  ?  It  fhall.  Would  you  have  it  csprefsly  faid  you  -were  not  meant  ?  It  Ihall,  if  I  have  any  influ  encc 
•n  the  editors." 

"  As  to  your  oblique  panegyric,"  fays  Hill,  "  I  am  not  under  fo  blind  an  attachment  to  the  god- 
defs  1  v,'as  devoted  to  in  the  Dunciad,  but  that  I  knew  it  was  a  commendation,  though  a  dirtier  one 
tlian  I  wifiied  for  ;  who  am  neither  fond  of  fome  of  the  company  in  which  I  was  lifted,  the  noble 
3  eward  for  which  I  was  to  become  a  diver,  the  allegorical  muddinefs  in  which  I  was  to  try  my  IkilJj 
nor  the  inftituter  of  the  games  you  were  fo  kind  to  allow  me  a  ftiare  in." 

"  Your  offer  is  very  kind,"  he  adds,  "  to  prevail  on  the  editor  of  the  Dunciad  to  leave  out  the 
note,  or  declare  that  I  was  not  meant  in  it ;  but  I  am  fatisfied  : — It  is  over,  and  deferves  no  more  oi 
your  application." 

The  controverfy  ended  in  a  perfe<a  reconciliation ;  and  Pope  ever  afterwards  treated  Hill  with  a 
degree  of  refpeft,  that  implied  a  fenfe  of  fuperiority,  bordering  on  reverence. 

The  paffage  in  the  Dunciad  relating  to  Hill,  (lands  thus  in  the  later  editions  : 

Then  *  effay'd  ;  fcarce  vanifli'd  out  of  fight,  &c. 

With  this  note  under  it.  **  A  gentleman  of  genius  and  fpirit,  who  was  fecretly  dipt  in  fome  papers 
of  this  kind,  on  whom  our  poet  bellows  a  panegyric  inllead  of  a  fatire,  as  defsrving  to  be  better 
employed  than  in  party  quarrels,  and  perfonal  invedilives." 

As  a  great  and  general  writer.  Hill  muft  be  allowed  to  ftand  in  a  very  exalted  rank  of  merit. 
His  tragedies,  particularly  Zara  and  Mero^e,  are  generally  known  and  admired.  His  poems  feem 
not  to  have  hitherto  obtained  fo  much  notice  as  they  deferve.  Dr.  Warton  has  unjuflly  reprefented 
him  as  "  an  affeded  and  fuflian  writer,"  who,  "  by  fome  means  or  other,  gained  Pope's  confidence 
and  friendfliip."  Although  it  may  be  allowed,  that  the  rigid  corrciflnefs  with  which  he  conftantly 
re-perufed  his  compofitiops  for  alteration,  the  frequent  life  of  compound  epithets,  Angularity  of  fen- 
timent,  bold  experiments  in  language,  and  an  ordo  ■usrborutjt  peculiar  to  himfelf,  have  juftly  laid  him 
©pen  to  the  charge  of  being,  in  fome  places  rather  too  turgid,  and  in  others  fomewhat  ftiff  and 
obfcure ;  yet,  the  pervous  power,  force,  and  weight  of  fentiment,  opulence  of  imagery,  and  intrinfii 
fierling  fenfe  with  which  his  writings  abound,  amply  atone  for  the  harfhnefs  of  the  ftyle,  and  the  pe- 
culiarity of  the  di(5tion.  They  are  evidently  the  produflion  of  a  genius  truly  poetical ;  they  have 
an  air  of  originality,  which  has  no  refcmblance  of  any  contemporary  writer ;  and  the  verfification  and 
fentiments  have  a  caft  peculiar  to  themfelves,  which  cannot  be  fuccefsfully  imitated.  The  image* 
are  animated,  though  fometiaies  indiftind ;  the  defcriptions  forcible,  though  fometimes  quaint ; 
the  language  elevated,  though  fometimes  forced ;  and  the  numbers  majeftic  and  flowing,  thouo-k 
fometimes  encumbered  and  fluggifh.  His  faults  are,  not  want  of  fire  or  enthufiafm,  of  which  he  has 
an  ample  ftiare  ;  but  an  elaborate  exadlnefs  of  language,  that  rather  obfcures  than  heightens  the 
beauty  and  force  of  the  thought,  and  a  ftudied  refinement  of  fentiment,  fupported  by  the  utmofl: 
effort  of  language,  which  has  more  magnificence  than  fubUmity,  more  dignity  than  grace. 

In  extenuation  of  his  faults,  it  ought  to  be  obferved,  that  the  verfatility  of  his  genius  was  unfa- 
Tourable  to  the  attainment  of  excellence  ;  and  that  he  cultivated  poetry  only  as  a  relaxation  from 
the  iludy  of  hiftory,  criticifm,  geography,  phyfic,  commerce,  agriculture,  war,  law,  chemiftry,  ani 
pptural  philofophy,  to  which  he  devoted  the  greatefl:  part  of  his  time. 

f  \n  aJl  events,"  fays  he,  "  1  will  be  eafy,  who  have  no  better  reafon  to  wifli  well  to  poetry^ 
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than  my  love  for  a  miftrefs  I  (hall  never  be  married  to ;  for,  whenever  I  grow  ambitious,  I  (hall 
•wifh  to  build  higher,  and  owe  my  memory  to  fome  occafion  of  more  importance  than  my  writ- 
ings." 

Of  the  poetical  pieces  which  he  at  different  times  compofed,  the  prefent  collection  exhibits  but  a 
fmall  number.  The  epic  poem  of  Gideon,  his  greateft  work,  has  been  omitted,  for  a  reafon  which 
he  has  himfelf  given,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  Clio,  the  poetical  name  of  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Sanfom  ; 
"  It  will  require  a  good  (hare  of  your  patience,  for  it  is  a  very  long  one.  I  will  have  it  writ  fair, 
book  by  book,  for  your  perufil,  if  you  have  courage  enough  to  refolve  on  going  through  with  fo 
formidable  a  mortification,  as  to  pick  out  ihefne  things  of  the  (lory  from  the  dull  ones  of  the  author." 
It  has  been  praiftd  by  Savage  ;  and  muft  be  allowed  to  have  fome  fine  paffages ;  but  the  meafure  is 
injudicioufly  chofen,  and  the  flory  tedious  and  uninterefting.  All  the  riches  of  poetic  dicSlion  are  re-» 
quired  to  inveft  epic  poetry  in  fuitable  fplendor  ;  but  it  rejedls  the  variety  of  meafure  which  is  appro- 
priated to  lyric  compoCtion.  The  Fanciad  is  not  liable  to  the  fame  objections;  but  a  copy  of  it  could 
not  be  procured.  An  epifode  from  Gideon,  is  inferted  among  his  Original  Peems,  t5*f.  but  the  Fanciad^ 
and  many  of  his  earlier  pieces,  are  omitted  in  the  collection  of  his  works. 

The  lift  of  his  piece*  which  have  been  feltfled  for  repuWication,  might  perhaps  have  been  aug- 
mented without  any  injury  to  his  reputation ;  but,  it  is  hoped,  the  fcledlion,  imperfedl  as  it  is, 
v.hen  every  deduction  is  made  which  critlcifm  requires,  will  make  good  his  claim  to  more  notice 
than  he  has  hitherto  obtained,  and  juftify  the  revival  of  his  writings. 

It  conCfts  of  pieces  in  various  kinds  of  compofition,  ferious,  fentimental,  humorous,  fatirical, 
dcfcriptive,  and  amatory,  which  have  all  their  brighter  paflages  ;  but  require  no  diftindt  conlidera- 
tion,  nor  particular  criticifm. 

On  the  charaifter  of  Hill,  it  is  unneceiTary  to  enlarge,  as  the  teftimonies  to  his  merit,  by  Boling- 
broke.  Pope,  Chefterfield,  Voltaire,  Thomfon,  Mallet,  Savage,  Richardfon,  Sewcli,  Dyer,  Field- 
ing, Vi\51or,  and  Garrick,  are  fufSciently  knovsn  to  the  general  readers  of  Englifti  poetry.  The 
following  complimentary  epigram  by  Richardfon  does  not  appear  extravagant ;  and  it  is  hoped  this 
article  will  not  be  thought  too  long,  when  it  is  rememliered  that  Hill,  however  negle61ed  in  later 
days,  was  celebrated  by  the  moft  eloquent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  and  commended  by  the 
cxceilent  author  of  "  Clariffa,"  and  "  Sir  Charles  Grandifon." 

When  noble  thoughts  with  language  pure  unite, 
To  give  to  kindred  excellence  its  rij^ht. 
Though  unencumber'd  with  the  clogs  of  rhime. 
Where  tinkling  founds,  for  want  of  meaning  chimeg 
Which  like  the  rocks  in  Shannon's  midway  courfe,    ' 
Divide  the  fenfe  and  interrupt  its  force; 
Well  may  we  judge  fo  ftrong  and  clear  a  rill, 
flows  higher  from  the  Mufes'  (acred  Hill. 
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TO  CLIO. 

SnAr'd  in  entangling  mazes  of  thy  charms, 

Teach  me  to  (hake  thefe  filky  chains  away  : 
Slow,  thy  fweet  force,  my  ftubborn  mind  difarms, 

•  rill  ev'n  ambition  bends  beneath  thy  fway. 
What  {hall  I  do  to  free  my  ftruggiing  foul, 

Bow'd  to  the  foft'iiing  bias  of  thy  fong  ? 
As  circling  flraws  in  whirlwinds  driving  roll, 

So  are  my  hurry'd  paffions  fwept  along. 
Fool  as  I  was ! — I  felt  thy  didant  fire, 

E'er  from  thofe  eyes  it  flafli*d  undying  flame; 
Yet  fure,  faid  I — for  once— I  may  afpire. 

And  view  that  heav'n  whence  all  this  bright- 
nefs  came. 
So  the  light  cork  that  on  the  Thames'  fmooth  fide 

Embay'd,  glides  buoyant,  and  juft  flcims  the 
Ihore, 
£dges,  ambitious,  to  the  rapid  tide. 

And  rufhing  down  the  ftream  returns  tio  more. 

Late  my  free  thoughts,  unbounded  as  the  air,    [fky; 

Could,  with  an  eye  beam's  fwiftnefs,  fcale  the 
Wander  in  ftarry  worlds,  and  bufy'd  there. 

From  human  cares  and  human  paffions  fly. 
Down  to  dark  earth's  deep  centre  could  I  roam, 

And   through  her  chafmy  iab'rinths  wind  my 
way ; 
See  gold  unripen'd  in  its  dufky  hotpe, 

And  mark  how  fprings  in  veiny  bendings  ftray. 

Oft  as  th'  alarming  trumpet  flruck  my  ear,    [rofe, 
Or  the  big  drum's  dead  beat  hoarfe-thund'ring 

My  fummon'd  foul  fprung  'out  to  war's  wifh'd 
fphere. 
And  plung'd  me  in  the  ranks  of  fancy'd  foes. 

Wide  as  unmeafur'd  nature's  tracklefs  fpace, 

Untir'd  imagination  reftlefs  flew; 
Difdain'd  to  fix  on  objeft,  or  on  place, 

And  every  moment  fomc  freih  labour  knew. 
Clio  was  then  unfeen,  unread,  unknown  ; — 

Now,  lovely  tyrant,  fhe  ufurps  my  mind ; 
Devoted  fancy  vows  itfelf  her  own  : 

And  my  whole  thought  is  to  one  theme  confin'd. 
Yet,  pSw'rful  as  fiie  is— Ihe  doubts  her  lays; 

£Ii_.id,  like  the  fun,  to  her  uwn  blazing  flame, 


Tranfporis  the  lift'ning  foul— -engroffes  praife; 

Yet  humbly  wifhes — an  imnicrcal  name. 
Oh  1  that  1  ctmld  but  live,  till  that  late  day 

When  Clio's  unremember'd  name  fliall  die'. 
Then  fiiould  I  hope  full  leifure  to  difplay 

Thofe  unborn  deeds  which  in  my  bofom  lie. 

But,  as  it  is,  our  fleeting  fands  fo  faft 
Ebb  to  their  end,  and  lead  us  to  decay, 

That  ere  we  learn  to  fee,  our  daylight's  paft. 
And,  like  a  melting  mift,  life  Ihrinks  away. 

TO  MR.  POPE. 

TuE  glow-worm  fcribblers,  of  a  feeble  age, 
Pale  twinklers  of  an  hour,  provoke  my  rage; 
lu  each  dark  hedge  we  ftart  an  itifeifl  fire. 
Which  lives  by  night  and  muft  at  dawn  expire. 
Yet  fuch  their  number,  that  their  fpecks  combine, 
And  the  unthinking  vulgar  fvvear  they  fhine. 

Poets  are  prodigies,  fo  greatly  rare, 
They  feem  the  tafko  of  heaven,  and  built  with  care. 
Like  funs  unquench'd,  unrivall'd,  and  fublime, 
They  roll  immortal  o'er  the  walles  of  time  : 
Ages  in  vain  dofe  round,  and  fnatch  in  fame. 
High  over  all  If  ill  Ihines  the  poet's  name  : 
Lords  of  a  life,  that  fcorns  the  bounds  of  breath. 
They  ftretch  exiftence — and  awaken  death. 

Pride  of  tlieir  tnvy'd  climes  !  they  plant  renown. 
That  fiiades  the  monarch's  by  the  mufe's  crown  : 
To  fay  that  Virgil  with  Auguftus  fliin'd. 
Does  honour  to  the  lord  of  half  mankind. 

So,  when  three  thoufand  years  have  wan'd  away, 
And  Pope  is  faid  to've  liv'd  when  George  bote 

Iway, 
Millions  Ihali  lend  the  king  the  poet's  fame, 
And  blefs,  implicit,  the  fupported  name. 

STUNG  BY  A  NETTLE. 

Revenge,  you  fee,  is  fure,  though  fometlmesflow: 
lake  this — 'tis  all  the  pain  I'd  have  you  know  1 
There's  odds  enough  yet  kft  betwixt  our  fmart, 
I  fting  your  fingers,  and  you  fling  my  heart. 

THE  SNUFFERS. 

Despis'd  and  worthlefs  though  I  feem  to  be, 
Yon  ncw-top'd  flames  owe  their  befl  light  to  me, 
T  t  iij 
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Though  fcorn'd— y(fti  fse  I  can  do  fervice  ftill ! 
Some  good  lies  hid  in  every  feeming  ill. 
And  hence  let  fortune's  fav'rites  learn  to  know, 
That  virtue's  virtue  though  in  rags  it  go. 

TO  A  SATIRICAL  YOUNG  LADY. 

Forbear,  loud  thing  I  to  live  in  laugh  and  jeft, 

Wit  is  hke  love — the  fofteft  is  the  beft  '. 

If  thou,  by  this,  wouldft  lively  thoug&t  proclaim, 

If  empty  prr.ife  is  thy  wild  fancy's  aim  ; 

A  -while  thi'!  fait  may  feafon  fingie  life. 

But  no  man's  tafte  approves  a  piquant  wife. 

Be  wife,  and  match,  and  charm  by  judgment's  aid, 

Or  witty,  and  defpis'd,  and  die — a  maid. 

So  the  thin  razors  which  young  learners  pleafe. 

Grow  notch'd  and  edgelefs,  by  unmark'd  degrees, 

Till  worn  and  blunted,  by  too  frequeut  ufe, 

Th'  experienc'd  hand  deteifts  the  fleel's  abufe; 

Then  cheaply  thrown  afide,  they  gather  dufl. 

Like  thee  negleded,  till  confum'd  by  ruft. 

TO  TH£  EXCELLENT  DAUGHTERS 

OF   A   DECEASED    LADT. 

Wh7  flioti'.d  ye  thus,  to  prove  but  vainly  kind. 
And  a  weak  body  to  a  fickly  mind  ? 
Could  buc  your  pious  grief  recal  her  breath. 
Or  tears  of  duty  win  her  back  from  death, 
"We  would  not  blame  the  pafiion  you  exprefs, 
But  (hare  it  with  you,  if 'twould  make  it  lefs  I 

But  oh !  when  certain  death's  uncertain  hour 
Ixerts  his  known,  his  unrefifted  pow'r; 
When  we  are  fummon'd  from  our  cares  below, 
To  joys  which  living  merit  mufl  not  know ; 
When  fouls,  like  your  dear  mother's,  quit  their 

clay, 
And  change  earth's  darknefs  for  eternal  day  : 
Trom  their  blifs-circled  feats,  perhaps,  they  view 
Thefe  humbler  regions,  which   themfclves  once 

knew.  [kind, 

And  fweil'd  with  thoughts,  which  make  the  angels 
Pity  the  pledges  they  have  left  behind. 

'Tis  true,  the  lofs  you  mourn  is  vaftly  great. 
But  in  that  lofs  your  country  fliares  your  fate  ; 
The  public  good  her  wifnes  v/ould  have  done, 
Made  ev'ry  man  in  cv'ry  land  her  fon  : 
Thence,  lovely  mourners  1  give  us  leave  to  prove, 
We  ought  to   Ihare  your  grief,  who  Ihar'd  your 

mother's  love. 
Yet  may  all  parties  make  their  forrow  lefs. 
And  yeu,  and  we,  concern  enough  exprefs; 
Tou  may  with  comfort  calm  your  ruffled  niind, 
I'o  think  your  mother  left  her  cares  behind  ; 
And  we,  though  lofers,  fliould  be  thankful  too. 
Since  we  are  flill  left  rich,  poffeffing  you. 

PAR.'i.PHRASE 

ON  TH2  THIRD  CHAPTER  OF  HABAKKITK. 

CoD  of  my  fathers  '.  ftretch  thy  oft-try'd  hand, 
And  yet,  'once  more,  redeem  thy  chofen  land  : 
Once  mere,  by  wonders,  make  thy  glories  known, 
And,  'midft  thy  anger,  be  thy  mercy  (hown  ; 
O,  I  have  heard  thy  dreadful  a61;ion3  told, 
/ksd  my  foul  burns  thy  terreri  to  unfold  I 


At  Ifrael's  call,  tb'  Almighty's  thunder  hntVdf 
From  Piiran's  fummit  fnook  the  aftonifh'd  world; 
The  flaming  heav'ns  blaze  dreadful  through  the 

flcy, 
And  earth's  dark  regions  gleam  beneath  his  eye. 
High,  in  his  undetermin'd  hiinds,  he  bore    [ftore  ; 
Judgment's  heap'd  horn,  and  mercy's  ftruggliog 
Meagre  before  him,  death,  pale  horror,  trod  1 
And,  grinning  ftiadowy,  watch'd    the  Almighty 

nod  : 
Gath'ring  beneath  his  feet  flafh'd  light'nings  broke. 
And  the  aw'd  mo\intain  {hook,  concealed  in  fmoke. 
He  flood ;  and,  while  the  meafur'd  earth  he  ey'd. 
The  darting  nations  dropp'd  their  confcious  pride;^ 
High-boafting  Cufnan  ftruck  her  tents,  in  fhame. 
And  Midian  groan'd  beneath  repented  fame. 
He  mov'd  ;  and,  from  their  old  foimdations  rent^ 
'I'he  everlafting  hills  before  him  bent; 
He  ftept ;  and  all  th'  uprifing  mountains  ftray 
And  roll  in  earthquakes,  to  efcape  his  way  : 
From  their  enormous  ehafms,  with  roaring  tide, 
Earth-cleaving  rivers  fpout,  and  deluge  wide  : 
The  fea,  alarm'd,  climb'd  faft,  its  God  to  fpy, 
Aj\d  ia  outrageous  triumph  fwept  the  (ky. 
Confcicus  of  wrath  divine,  the  fun  grew  pale, 
And  o'er  his  radiance  drew  a  gloomy  veil. 

Thus  did  my  God  (to  fave  th'  endanger'd  land) 
March  forth,  indignant,  with  vindidlive  hand ; 
This,  when  I  hear,  chill  Wafts  my  foul  o'erfpread. 
And  my  lips  quiver  with  the  rifmg  dread  : 
Trembling  all  o'er,  my  limbs  I  faintly  draw, 
And  my  bones  crumble  with  ideal  awe.       [yield  j 
Now,  though  the  fig-tree   ne'er  fhould    blofforrt 
Though  fterlle  eoldnefs  curfe  th'  unrip'ning  field  ; 
Though  vines  and  olives  fail  their  loady  cheer;. 
Nor  fainting  herds  out-live  the  pining  year; 
Yet  fhall  my  foul  in  God's  fure  aid  rejoice, 
And  earth's  High  SovVeign   claim  my  hsar'av 

tiMi'd  voice. 


MUSE'S  EXPOSTULATION  WITH  A  LAIXY, 

Who  denied  berfelf  the  freedom  ef  FrkndJJnp,  from  fo$ 
delicate  an  apprebeiifian  of  the  World" s  mijlaken  Ceiifure. 

O  BORN  to  pity  woes,  yet  form'd  to  give, 
Shut  from  whofe  prefence  'twere  a  pain  to  live  '. 
Who  make  all  converfe  tedious  but  your  own  ; 
And,  that  withheld,  leave  the  forfaken  none. 
Urg'd  by  what  motives  v/ould  you  wlfh  to  fbun 
The  light  and  voice  of  him  whofe  foul  you  won  ? 
On  what  falfe  fears  does  this  cold  flight  depend  ? 
What  fancy 'd  foe  does  prudence  apprehend  ? 

When  bodies  only  are  to  bodies  dear. 
The  danger  there  confifts  in  being  near ; 
And  when  the  fair  the  foft  contagion  fpy, 
Difcretioir  calls  'em — and  'tis  wife  to  fly. 
But  where  afTociate  fpirits  catch  the  flame, 
Flight  is  a  cruel,  and  a  fruitlefs  aim. 
Souls  have  no  fezes ;  and  if  minds  agree, 
Parting  is  dying,  to  fet  fancy  free. 

Nor  let  miflaken  virtue  wrong  the  breaftj 
That  opens  kindly  to  fo  fweet  a  gueft  ; 
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X<c>i  f.i:nls  in  heav'n  a  purer  warmtli  exprefs, 
Than  reafon  feels,  when  touch'd  by  tendfrnefj. 
Relenting  wifdoiji  dignifies  defire, 
And  rais'd  ideas  fan  the  brlght'ning  (ire; 
Till  the  white  flame,  afcending  to  the  fl:y, 
Spreads  its  low  fmoke  in  envy's  darken'd  eye. 

Whence  grew  fociety,  fo  wirti'd  an  art. 
If  the  mind's  elegance  betrays  the  heart  ? 
A\'ere  it  a  crime  in  flafliing  fouls  to  rife, 
And  ftrike  each  other  through  the  meetincj  eyes? 
"Thofe  op'ning  windows  had  not  let  in  light, 
5      Nor  flreani'd  ideas  out,  to  voice  the  figl.t. 

r         Why  are  you  form'J  fo  pow'rful  in  your  charms, 
Tf  beauty  ought  to  fiy  the  wi(h  it  warms? 
Vainly  did  heav'n  infpire  that  tuneful  tongue, 
With  notes  more  fweet  than  ever  feraph  fung  I 
Jf,  jufrly,  all  that  harmony  you  hide, 
Your  mulic  ufclefs,  and  its  pow'r  untry'd. 
Have  wit  and  eloquence  in  vain  confpir'd. 
And  giv'n  you  brigbtnefs,  but  to  fliine  retir'd  ? 
Mufl  you  be  loveliefl:,  yet  be  never  fhown  ? 
Than  all  be  v/ifer,  yet  be  heard  by  none  ? 
Oh,  'tis  too  delicate  ! — 'tis  faifely  nice. 
To  bar  the  heart  againft  the  mind's  advice. 

But  you  v;lll  fay  that  honour's  call  you  hear  ; 
That  fame  is  tender — reputation  dear  : 
That  from  the  w^orld's  malignant  blaft  you  fly, 
Tear  the  fool's  tonguf,  and  the  difcerner's  eye. 
The  fpleen  of  difappoinced  wifbes  dread. 
Or  envy's  v,'hifpi'rs,  by  detracSion  fpread  ? 
Alas '.  what  bounds  can  limit  your  retreat  ? 
Where  will  fought  fafety  reft  your  flying  feet  ? 
ts  there  a  corner  in  the  globe  fo  new, 
That  malice  will  not  find  as  fiirc  as  you  r 
The  very  flight  that  fhuns,  attracts  the  wrong  ? 
And  every  cenfure  fear'd,  you  force  along.      [fay, 
"  There's  Caufe,  no  doubt,  for  her  retreat,  they'll 
"  A  fearlefs  innocence  had  dar'd  to  flay  !" 
Scandal  has,  either  way,  an  edge  to  ftnke, 
And  wounds  diftindhion  every  where  alike  : 
Superior  excellence  is  doom'd  to  bear 
The  flings  of  fland'rous  hate,  and  rafh  defpair  : 
'Tis  the  due  tax  your  rated  merit  pays, 
Aiid  ev'ry  judging  ear  will  call  it  praife. 

Think — and  be  kind — convert  this  fruitlel^  pain 
To  a  iix'd  firmnefs,  and  a  calm  difdain. 
Since  cautious  abfence  can  no  more  be  free 
From  falfe  reproach,  than  prefent  fmiles  will  be, 
Diffufe   thofe  gifts  which   heav'n  defign'd  fhould 

blefs. 
Nor  let  their  greatnefs  make  their  pity  lefs. 
Indulging  freedom  ev'ry  fear  difarm, 
And,  with  a  confcious  fcorn  of  flander,  charm. 
Bold  in  your  guarded  ftrength  your  heart  unbind, 
And  [o  be  fafe — fuppofe  yourfclf  all  mind. 

Yet  needlefs  that !  fince  fuch  refpedl  you  draw. 
That  ev'n  your  tendernefs  is.  arm'd  with  awe  : 
Permitted  love  would  filently  admire, 
And  a  foft  rev'rence  tremble  through  defire; 
The  warmeft  wiflies,  when  infpir'd  by  you. 
Strike — but  as  heav'nly  infpirations  do. 
The  op'ning  heart  makes  room  for  j^ys  refin'd. 
And  &v'ry  grofs  jdea  llwinks  behind. 
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You  need  not  then  the  gentle  found  rejcdt. 
Should  love's  fear'd  name  be  given  to  foft  refpecSlr 
Wlien  ill-diftinguifh'd  meanings  are  the  fame. 
How  poor  the  diff 'rence  which  they  draw  from 

name  I 
There  are,  in  love,  th'  extremes  of  touch'd  defire, 
The  noblcll  brightnefs,  or  the  coarfeft  fire  ! 
In  vulgar  bofoms  vulgar  wifhes  move  ; 
Nature  guides  choice,  and,  as  men  think,  they  love* 
But  when  a  pow'r  like  yours  impels  the  woui)d, 
l>ike  the  cle^r  caufe,  the  bright  eSeA  is  found. 
In  the  loofe  paffion,  men  profane  the  name, 
Miflake  the  purpofe,  and  pollute  the  flame  : 
In  nobler  bofoms,  fricndfliip'R  form  it  takes. 
And  fex  alone,  the  lovely  diff'rence  makes. 
Love's  generous  warmth  does  reafon's  pow'r  dif^ 

play,  _     ,        .     _  . 

And  fills  defire,  as  light  embodies  day. 

Love  is  to  life  what  colour  is  to  form  : 
Plain  drawings  oft  are  jiift,  but  never  warm. 
Love,  in  a  blaze  of  tints,  his  light'ning  throws  ^ 
I'hen  the  form  quickens,  and  the  figure  glows. 

AN  EPIGRAM, 

Occajiomd  hy  pme   F'erfes  on   a   Monument  In  IVeJl^ 
m'mjler  Alley, 

How  loft  this  pomp  of  verfe  !  how  vain  the  hopcj 
That   thought  can  dwell  on  Craggs,  in  view  of 

Pope ! 
When  upon  Rubicon's  fatn'd  bank  is  fhown 
Csefar's  prefs'd  foot,  on  the  remember'd  ftone  ; 
No  traveller  oncis  aflcs  the  quarry's  name, 
Whence  the  coarfe  grit,  by  chance  diftinguifh'i 

came  ; 
But  thinks,  with  re'verence,  here  great  Julius  trodj 
And  hails  the  footftcp  of  a  Roman  god  1 


TO  MRS.  L- 


-R, 


PLAYING    ON    A    BASS   VIOL. 

While  o'er  the  dancing  chords  your  fingers  fly^ 
And  bid  them  live,  till  they  have  riiade  us  die  ; 
Trembling,  in  tranfport,at  your  touch  they  fpring,'' 
As  if  there  dwelt  a  heart  in  every  ftring. 

Your  Voice,  foft  rifing,  through  the  lengthcn'd 
notes, 
The  marry'd  harmony,  united,  floats  ; 
Two  charms,  fo  join'd,  that  they  compofe  but  one; 
Like  heat  and  brigbtnefs  from  the  felf-fame  fun. 

The  wilbful  viol  would  its  wealth  retain. 
And,  fweetly  confcious,  hugs  the  pleafing  pain. 
Envious,  forbids  the  warbling  joys  to  roll. 
And,  murm'ring  inward,  fwells  its  founding  fouh 

Proud  of  its  charming  pow'r,  your  tuneful  bov^ 
Floats  o'er  the  chords  majeftically  flow  ; 
Carelefs  and  foft,  calls  out  a  tide  of  art, 
And,  in  a  ftorm  of  mufic,  drowns  the  heart. 

So  when  that  god,  who  gave  you  all  your  Ikill, 
To  angel  forms  (like  yours)  intrufts  his  will, 
Calm  they  defcend,  fome  new-meant  world  t» 

found, 
And,  fmlling,  ft«  creation  rifing  round  ! 
T  t  iiij 
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THE  CHANGE; 

TO  TUB  LOVELY  CAUSE  OF  IT. 

Sweet  cnflaver  !  can  you  tell, 

Ere  I  learnt  to  lore  fo  well, 

How  my  hours  had  wings  to  move, 

All  unbufied  by  my  love  1 

*Tis  amazement  now  to  me, 

Wha".  could  then  a  pleafure  be  J 

But  you,  like  God,  new  ienfe  can  give, 

And  now,  indeed.  I  feel  1  live. 

Oh  !  •  what  pangs  his  breaft  alarm, 
Whom  foul  and  body  join  to  charm  ! 
Endlefs  tranfports  dance  along, 
Sjweetly  fofc  I  or  nobly  ftrong  ! 
Flaming  fancy  !   cool  refle<ftion  ! 
Jierce  defire  !  and  aw'd  fubjetSion  I 
Aching  hope  !  and  fear  encreafing  ! 
Struggling  paflions,  never  ceafing  1 
Wiihing  !  trembling  !  foul  adoring  ! 
Ever  bleft,  and  ftill  imploring. 

Let  the  dull,  the  cold,  and  tame, 
All  thofe  dear  diforders  blame  ; 
Tell  'em  that  in  honour's  race, 
Charm'd  by  fome  fuch  heav'nly  face. 
Lovers  always  foremofl  ran; 
Love's  a  fecond  foul  to  man. 
Eafe  is  languid,  low,  and  bafe ; 
Love  excites  a  generous  chafe  : 
Glory  !  v/calth  '.  ambition  !  wit ! 
Thoughts  for  boundlefs  empire  fit  I 
All  at  love's  approach  are  fir'd, 
Bent  more  ftrong,  and  never  tir'd, 
He  who  feels  not  love's  fweet  pain 
Lives  at  eafe — but  lives  in  vain  ! 

Little  dream  you  what  is  due. 
Angel  form  !  to  love  and  you  : 
'Tis  from  you  I  joy  pofTefs  ; 
'Tis  by  you  my  grief  grows  lefs  : 
Sadly  penfive,  when-alone, 
I  the  fhadcs  of  life  bemoan  ; 
If  fome  voice  your  name  impart, 
Care  lies  lighten'd  at  my  heart ; 
Iv'ry  woe  difarms  its  fting, 
And  1  lock  down  on  Eritam's  king. 

When  my  fancy  brings  to  view 
Works  which  wealth  and  pow'r  can  do; 
All  my  fpurr'd  excitements  wake. 
And  fortune  charms  me  for  your  fake. 
Oh  !  I  cry — 'twere  heaven  poffeft, 
To  make  her  great  who  made  mc  blcft. 

In  the  morning  v.hea  I  rife. 
If  the  fun-(kine  ftrikes  my  eyes, 
All  that  pkafes  in  his  view, 
Is -my  hope  to  look  on  you. 

When  the  fable  fweep  of  night 
Drowns  diftindinn  from  my  fight, 
1  no  inward  darknefs  find  ; 
"You  are  day-light  to  my  mind. 

All  my  dreams  are  lives  of  joy, 
Which,  in  waking,  I  deftroy  : 
"You.  a  flave  to  cuftcm  made, 
Are  of  Icrms  and  rules  afraid  t 
Hut  your  happier  image,  free 
Trom  fantaftic  tyranny ; 


Independent,  kind,  and  wife, 
Scorns  reftraint,  and  knows  no  ties. 
Oh  I  the  dear,  the  racking  pain  ; 
Who  that  fleeps  thus  would  wake  again. 

A  SONG. 

Ou  !  forbear  to  bid  me  flight  her. 

Soul  and  fenfes  take  her  part ; 
Could  my  death  itfelf  delight  her. 

Life  fliould  leap  to  leave  my  heart. 
Strong,  though  foft,  a  lover's  chain, 
Charm'd  with  woe,  and  pieas'd  with  pain. 
Though  the  tender  flame  were  dying, 

Love  would  light  it  at  her  eyes ; 
Or,  her  tuneful  voice  applying. 

Through  my  ear  my  foul  furprife. 
Deaf,  I  fee  the  fate  1  (hun; 
Blind,  I  hear  I  am  undone. 

A  SONG. 

Now  ponder  well,  ye  hufbands  dear. 

The  fate  of  wives,  coo  brijjht ; 
A  v/oeful  caufe  you  have  to  fear. 

Their  d^y  will  turn  to  night. 

At  firft  all  gay,  and  rais'd  with  joy. 

They  charm  the  poor  man's  heart; 
With  imiling  eyes  they  fport  and  toy. 

And  gild  the  nuptial  dart. 

But  ah  !   too  foon  they  quench  their  fire ; 

(Alas!  good  hearer,  weep) 
Then  gape,  and  ftretch,  and  yawn,  and  tire, 

And  hum.  their  fouls  to  fleep. 

HINT  FROM  SOME  OLD  VERSES, 
On  a  Stone  in  Stepney  Churchivall. 

Two  thoufand  years,  ere  Stepney  had  a  name, 
In  Carthage  walls  I  fliar'd  the  punic  fame; 
There  to  the  ftrongeft,  added  ftrength  I  lent, 
And  proudly  propp'd  the  world's  beft  ornam.ent. 
Now  to  cold  Britain  a  tc  rn  tranfport  thrown, 
I  piece  a  church-yard  pile  unmark'd,  unknown  : 
Stain'd,  and  half  funk  in  dirt,  my  fculpture  lies, 
And  moulders,  like  the  graves  wliich  round  ms 

rife.  [claim. 

Oh  I  think,  blind  mortals  !  what  frail  duft  you 
And  laugh   at  wealth,  wit,  beauty,  pow'r,  and 

fame ; 
Short  praife,  can  fleeting  hopes  like  yours  fupply, 
Since  times,  and  tongues,  and  tow'rs,  and  empires 

die. 

ON  CLIO'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

O'er  the  blue  violet,  while  the  amorous  wind 
Bends  and  perfumes  his  wingi,  to  fan  this  day; 

Why  has  pale  ficknefs  winter'd  o'er  my  mind. 
And,  with  chill  agues,  check'd  the  warmth  of 
May? 

Is  it  not  Clio's  birth-day  ? — Toil  of  thought ! 
Height  beyond  all  that  e'er  ambition  trod. 
Sum  of  refin'd  defire  !  by  angels  taught, 
,  To  look,  and  think,  and  ait  a  fe.i^ale  god ,' 
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Oh  I  'aiy  rapt  foul  fits  trembling  in  my  ejes,  i 

Starting,  impatient,  at  herpow'rful  name  :  | 

Dearer  than  life,  to  that  fweet  found  i:  flies, 

And  health  rides  rofy  on  the  living  flame. 
Wak'd  into  fudden  flrength,  I  blaze  again, 

Love,  the  reftorer,  drefs'd  in  Clio's  fmile, 
Triumph'd  o'er  nature,  gave  delight  to  pain, 

Sweeten'd  afflidtioii,  and  could  death  beguile. 
May  joys  unnumber'd,  as  the  charmer's  fvveets, 

Blefs  this  revolving  day's  eternal  round  ; 
Till  the  proud  world  its  dawn  with  rapture  greets, 

Confcious  of  her  who  made  it  firft  renown'd. 
Long — let  'em  fay — long  ere  our  father's  days, 

Three  thoufand  years  ago,  on  this  fweet  day, 
That  Clio,  whom  contending  nations  praife, 

Embloom'd,  by  her  fweet  birth,  the  firft  of  May. 
Britain,  illuftrious  by  the  ftarry  lot, 

Far  in  the  north,  diftinguiih'd  ifland,  lies, 
Now  known  by  later  names — oh,  envy'd  fpot ! 

Why  did  Ihe  not  in  our  warm  climates  rife  ? 
Sure  file  was  heav'nly  grac'd  ;  for  to  this  hour. 

After  fuch  length  of  ages  roll'd  away. 
Fame  of  her  charms,  augments  her  fexed  pow'r. 

And  her  thought's  luftre  gives  our  wits  their 
fway. 

TO  A  LADY, 

DESIRING    HER    LETTERS    MIGHT    NOT    BE 
EXPOSED. 

No  !  thou  beft  foul  that  e'er  this  body  knew, 
Unhappy  I  may  be,  but  not  untrue. 
Bleft,  or  unbleli,  my  love  can  ne'er  decay. 
Nor  could  I,  where  I  could  not  love,  betray. 
Cold,  and  unjuft,  the  fliocking  caution  kills. 
And,  in  one  meaning,  fpots  me  o'er  with  ills. 
Silent,  as  facred  lamps,  in  bury'd  urns, 
The  confcious  flame  of  lovers  inward  burns  : 
Life  fhould  be  torn,  and  racks  be  ftretch'd  in  vain, 
And  vary'd  tortures  tire  their  fruitlefs  pain, 
Ere  but  a  thought  of  mine  Ihould  do  thee  wrong, 
Or  fpread  thy  beauties  on  the  public  tongue. 
Yet  thou  canfl;  fear  me — oh !  be  loft  the  fiiame, 
_Nor  heapdilhonouT  on  my  future  name  1 
Have  I  been  never  lov'd  ?^— yet,  cruel,  tell, 
Whom  I  betray'd  to  thee,  though  lov'd  fo  vi-ell  ? 
Take  thy  fweet  mifchief  back,  their  charms  erafe, 
Oh  !  leave  me  poor,  but  never  think  me  bale. 
Not  e'en  when  death  fhall  veil  thy  ftarry  eyes, 
Shall  thy  dear  letters  from  my  afties  rife ; 
Fijc'd  to  my  heart,  the  grave  ftiall  give  'em  room 
To  charm  my  waking  foul  in  worlds  to  come. 
Wliile  in  my  verfe,  with  far  more  faint  elfay, 
Thy  wonders  I  to  after  times  convey ; 
Tell  thy  vaft  heav'n  of  fweets,  and  fmg  thy  name, 
Till,  fir'd  by  thee,  whole  kingdoms  catch  thy  flanie. 

EPITAPH  ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 

More  than  his  name  were  lefs. — 'Twould  fcem 
to  fear,  [here. 

He  who  increas'd  heav'n's  fame  could  want  it 
Yet  when  the  funs  he  lighted  up  fhall  fade. 
And  all  the  worlds  he  found  are  firft  dscay'd  ; 
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Then  void  and  wafte  eternity  ftiall  He, 
And  time  and  Newton's  name  together  die. 

TO   MR.  DYER,    ON   HIS   ATTEMPTING 
CLIO'S  PICTURE. 

Soul  of  your  honour'd  art  1  what  man  can  do 
In  copying  nature  may  be  reach'd  by  you  : 
Your  peopling  pencil  a  new  world  can  give, 
And,  like  Deucalion,  teach  the  ftones  to  live. 
From  your  creating  hand  a  war  may  flow, 
And  your  warm  ftrokes  with  breathing  aftioA 

glow  : 
But,  from  that  angel  form  to  catch  the  grace 
And  kindle  up  your  ivory  with  her  face  ; 
All  unconfum'd  to  fnatch  the  living  fire. 
And  limn  th'  ideas  which  thofe  eyes  infplre  ; 
Strong  to  your  burning  circle  to  confine 
That  awe-mix'd  fwectnefs,  and  that  air  divine; 
That  fpirkling  foul,  which  lightens  from  within. 
And  breaks  in  unfpoke  meanings  through  her  (kin. 
This,  if  you  can — hard  talk,  and  yet  unprov'd  \ 
Then  ftiall  you  be  adorn'd,  as  now  bclov'd. 
'i'hen  ftiall  your  high-afpiring  colours  find 
The  art  to  pidure  thought  and  paint  the  wind: 
Then  fliail  you  give  air  ftiape,  imprifon  fpace. 
And  mount  the  painter  to  the  maker's  place. 

WHITEHALL  STAIRS. 

From  Whitehall  Stairs,  whence  oft,  with  diftant 

view, 
I've  gaz'd  whole  moon-fliine  hours  on  hours  away, 
Bleft  but  to  fee  thofe  roofs  which  cover'd  you, 
And  watch'd  beneath  what  ftar  you  fleeping  lay. 

Launch'd  on  the  fmiling  ftream,  which  felt  my 
'  hope. 
And  danc'd  and  quiver'd  round  ray  gliding  boat, 
I  came  this  day  to  give  my  tongue  free  fcope. 
And  vent  the  paflion  which  my  looks  denote. 

T    tell  my  dear,  my  foul-difturbing  mufc, 
(But  that's  a  name  can  fpeak  but  half  her  charms) 
How  my  full  heart  does  my  pen's  aid  refufe. 
And  bids  my  voice  defcribe  my  foul's  alarms. 

To  tell  what  tranfports  your  laft  letter  gave, 
What  heav'ns  were  open'd  in  your  foft  complaint; 
To  tell !— what  pride  I  take,  to  be  your  flave. 
And  how  triumphant  love  difdains  reftraint. 

But  when  I  mifs'd  you,  and  took  boat  again, 
The  fympathetic  fur  condol'd  my  woe; 
Drew  in  his  beams,  to  mourn  my  pity'd  pain 
'And  bid  the  fhadow'd  ftream  benighted  flow. 

Sudden,  the  weeping  flcies  unHuic'd  their  ftore, 
And  torrents  of  big  tears  unceafing  ihed  ; 
Sad  I  drove  downward  to  a  flooded  ftiore. 
And,  difappointed,  hung  my  dripping  head. 

Landed  at  length,  1  fable  coffee  drink. 
And  ill  furrounded  by  a  noify  tribe. 
Scornful  of  what  they  do,  or  fay,  or  think, 
I,  rapt  in  your  dear  heav'n,  my  lofs  defcribe. 

TO  THE  SAME. 
Yes — now  'tis  time  to  die-— defpair  comes  on; 
Who  keeps  the  bady  '.vhcn  tlie  foul  is  goac  ? 


m 
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She  fet-— fair  liglit,  that  fhow'd  me  all  my  joy, 
And,  like  the  lun'j,  her  abfeiicc  niuft  dtllroy. 
She,  wiio  once  wept  my  fancy'd  lofs  of  breath, 
'Kow,  crimelefs  murd'rer  !  g^ves  me  real  death. 

Yet  have  a  care,  touch'd  heart,  nor  figh  one 
thought, 
That  ftaiiis  fuch  goodnefs  with  a  purpos'd  fault. 
Soft  as  her  ttar?,  her  gentle  meanings  move ; 
Her  foul  Ihedu  fwcctnefs  though  her  look  is  love. 
Her  voice  is  mufic,  tun'd  to  heav'n's  low  note  ; 
Her  tench  bids  tranlport,    through  each  art'ry, 

flcat ;  , 

Her  ftep  is  dignity,  by  pity  check'd  ; 
At  once  fhe  fans  deCre  and  plants  refpedl:. 
Unconfcious  of  her  charms,  ilie  dreams  of  none, 
And  doubling  other's  praifes  fliuns  her  own. 
jVIodeft  in  pow'r,  as  kneeling  angels  pray, 
Noifclefi  as  night's  foft  Ihade,  though  bright  as 

day, 
^'ife  'jnalTamingly  ;  fcrcneiy  deep, 
Eafy  as  air,  and  innocent  as  fleep  : 
Blooming  like  beauty,  v/hen  adorn'd  for  fin  ; 
Yet  like  the  bud  unblown  ail  blufa  withia. 

O  1   'tis  impofiible,  to  quit  fuch  blifs, 
Yet  live  fup'zrior  to  a  lofs  like  this ! 
Where  will  flie  next  her  thoufatid  cnnaueflj  make? 
On  what  nev.'  climate  will  her  fun-fiuiie  break  ? 
Where  will  fhe  next  (Iweet  taficer  of  my  care  '.) 
Teach  our  charm'd  fex,  to  hope,  to  wifh,  to  dare  ? 
Far  from  her  fruiticfs.  guardian's  watchful  eye. 
What  may  ihe  hear  1   what  anfwer  '.  oh  !   I'll  die. 
Blefs'd  by  her  fight — time's  race  were  one  Ihort 

ftage ; 
She  gone— one  widow'd  moaient  were  an  age. 

A  SONG. 

Clio  I  fmiling,  foul-invader  1 

Soft  amufer  of  my  days, 
Be  my  fileiit  pafiion's  aider,     , 

Teach  my  tongue  to  fpeak  thy  praife. 

Thou,  like  heroes,  fcarr'd  all  over. 

Wanting  room  to  fuffer  more  ; 
Pil'd  with  praife,  can'fl,  hear  no  lover 

Tell  thee  ought,  untold  before. 

Truth,  with  modefl.  bounds  contented. 

Rightly  praifing  thee,  mud  fay. 
More  than  falfehood  e'er  invented. 

When  file  wideft  went  aftray. 

WRIT  ON  A  BLANK   LEAF  OF  AN  OB- 
SCENE POEM. 

The  faercd  nine,  firft  fpread  their  golden  wings, 
In  praife  of  virtue,  heroes,  and  of  kings  ; 
Chafte  were  their  lays,  and  cv'ry  verfe  dcfign'd 
To  foften  nature,  and  exalt  the  mind. 
Loofely  the  moderns  live,  and  loofcly  write, 
And  woo  their  mufe,  as  miflrefs,  for  delight. 
Thick  in  their  lays  obfcenities  abound. 
As  weeds  fpring  plenteous  in  the  ranked  ground  : 
All  who  write  vcrfe,  to  taint  a  guiltlcfs  heart, 
Are  vile  profaners  of  the  facred  art, 
3  " 


Cloy'd  the  fick  reader  from  the  work  retires^ 
And  e'er  the  writer  dies  his  fame  expires. 

TO  MRS.  T T. 

Where  in  this  land  (Alzira  cry'd) 

Shall  Indian  virtues  reil?> 
Who  will  be  here  the  ftranger's  guide, 

And  lead  her  to  be  bleft  .> 

Seek,  faid  the  whifpering  mufe,  fome  fair 

Of  England's  beauteous  race  ; 
Who  does  herfelf  thofe  virtues  fhare 

Which  m6it  Alzira  grace. 

One  who  has  tafle  as  nobly  ftrong, 

.\nd  charms  as  foftly  fweet, 
Will  i^uarJ  her  filler  foul  from  vvronffj 

Whilij  graces  graces  meet. 

I  took  the  mufe's  kind  advice, 

Look'd  round  the  fair  and  bright, 
And  found  .alzira,  in  a  trice, 

Was  matchlefs  1' t"s  right. 

A  SONG. 

O  Celia  !  be  v/ary  when  Celadon  fuca, 

Thefe  wits  are  the  bane  of  your  charinE  ; 
Beauty  play'd  againft  reafon  will  certainly  lofe. 

Warring  naked  with  robbers  in  arms. 
Young  Damon,  defpis'd  for  his  plainnefs  of  parts. 

Has  worth  that  a  woman  mould  prize  ; 
He'll  run  the  race  out,  though  he  heavily  darts, 

And  diftance  the  ftiort-winded  wife. 

The  fool  is  a  faint  in  the  temple  of  love, 
Ami  kneels  all  his  life  there  to  pray  : 

The  wit  but  looks  in,  and  makes  hade  to  remjvi;/ 
'Tib  a  dage  he  but  takes  in  his  way. 

THE  RECONCILIATION. 

Sick  of  the  worthlefs  world,  and  courting  refi. 
My  fuIKn  foul,  with  penfive  weight  Oppieft, 
Difturb'd  and  mournful  fought  the  filent  ftiade. 
And  fed  refltdlinn  in  the  breezy  glade  : 
Stretch'd  on  the  grafTy  margent  of  a  brook, 
\\'hofe  murm'ring  fellowfiiip  my  mind  partook, 
AClivcly  idle  I  repining  lay, 
Gaz'd  on  the  flood  and  figh'd  the  dream  away. 

Who  knows,  I  cry'd,  what  courfc  thou  had  tn 
pafs,  [gtafs? 

Sweet  dream,  that  thou  creep'd  foftly  through  thi* 
How  wilt  thou  flow  ! — .Anon,  perhaps.  Aid  hence,. 
Thy  dcep'ning  channel  fills  fome  moated  fence. 
Hems  in  fome  farm,  vi'here  homely  rudics  meet. 
And  their  fweet  bread,  prize  of  hard  labour,  eat  ; 
Thence,  through  fome  lord's  delightful  garden,  led. 
Thou  niaj'd  thy  vegetative  influence  fpread; 
Where,  as  through  fragrant  bcd«,  thy  purlings  Aide,' 
The  grateful  flow'rs  fhall  kifs  'em  as  they  glide  : 
There,  charm'd  and  ling'ring,  thou  may'll  wifh  to 

day. 
And,  hoarfely  murm'ring,  roll  difpleas'd  away. 

But  while,  with  carelefs  pace,  thou  journey'fl: 
flow, 
Ofc  hiking  to  look  back  at  this  faif  Ihow, 
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Some  precipice,  that  in  clofe  ambufh  lies, 
Thy  virgin  current  fliall  at  once  furprife, 
Crofs  wiiofe  broad  flioulders  thrown,  and  tum- 
bling o'er,  [roar. 
Thy  frighted  ftream  ihall  ru(h   with   utiavailing 
Next  may  thy  filver  current's  brightnefs  die, 
And  muddily  fume  ftagnate  fen  fupply  ; 
Where  {hadow'd  reeds  in  thy  flow  ftream  fliall 
(hake,                                                [make : 
And  floods  fly  trembling  from  the  gloom  they 
Frighted,  are  glad  to  'fcape  this  horrid  place. 
Thou  may'ft.  wind  fliort,  and  new-dire6l  thy  race, 
Through  verdant  meads,  o'crjoy'd,  may'ft  dan- 
cing go, 
'Till  cattle  fip  thy  whirpools,  as  they  How  : 
Thence,  for  protedion  of  thy  ruffled  charms, 
Thou  may'ft  rufti  fwift  to  fome  great  lover's  arms; 
Some  ftately  ftream  by  keely  courtftiip  preft. 
And  mark'd  with  wealth's  proud  furrows  on  bis 
breaft  :                                                _  [brace. 
Grave  Thames  may  next  receive  thy  mix'd  em- 
And  fam'd  Augufta  fee  thy  fully'd  face; 
From  her  wafti'd  foot  thy  fcatter'd  flood  may  ftray, 
And  to  the  fwallowing  ocean  roll  away  : 
There,  wafted  ftream,  in  wind-driv'n  billows  toft, 
Thy  oft-chang'd  being  fliall  be  wholly  loft. 

So,  gentle  brook,  I  cry'd,  does  human  life, 
'Midft  endlcfs  changes,  and  in  endlefs  ftrife, 
Glide,  with  impatience,  through  unknown  events, 
'Till  nature  aiks  repofe  and  death  confents. 
Why  then  is  fuch  a  life  fo  much  deur'd  ? 
By  what  purfuits  is  vain  ambition  fir'd  ? 
Friendfliip  is  loft  on  earth  ;  love  goea  aftray  ; 
And  men,  like  beafts,  each  on  the  other  prey  :  • 
Ev'n  the  foft  fex  their  downy  bofoms  hide 
With  inward  artiflce  or  outward  pride. 
Beauty's  fpoil'd  fliafts  no  more  the  foul  can  hit, 
DuU'd  by  grofs  folly  or  mifguided  wit. 
Nothing  is  now  worth  wifliing  for  on  earth, 
And  death  is  grown  a  much  lefs  woe  than  birth 
While  thus  I  mourn'd — back  roll'd  th'  aftonifli'd 
brook,  [ftiook; 

The  trees  bow'd  down,  the  earth  beneath  me 
All  heav'n  defcended  to  the  glowing  ground. 
And  radiant  terror  dazzling  flione  around  : 
Blind  with  tbe  ftrong  refulgence,  fix'd  I  lay 
Bury'd  in  brightnefs  and  o'erwhelm'd  with  day. 
Liften,  a  found  broke  out — impatient  youth, 
l,iften  and  mark  the  voice  of  facred  truth, 
Rous'd  at  that  name,  I  would  have  blefs'd  my  fight, 
But  ftrove  in  vain  to  ftem  the  tide  of  light ; 
Still  as  I  rais'd  my  eyes,  their  balls  ftruck  fire, 
And  wat'ry  guftiings  wept  the  rafh  defire : 
The  tinfeen  phantom's  voice,  fudden  and  loud, 
Startled  the  ear  as  thunder  rends  a  cloud ; 
But  foft'nihg  iriore  and  more,  grew  fweet  and 

kind, 
And  dy'd  away  like  mufic  in  the  wind  : 
I  come,  continues  flie,  to  bring  thee  peace, 
To  bid  thy  diflidence  in  friendfhip  ceafe  ; 
Again  to  reconcile  thee  to  mankind, 
New-wing  thy  tranfports,  and  unclog  thy  mind  ; 
To  guide  thy  wand'ring  choice,  to  find  that  joy 
Biftruft  of  whUh  doss  ;hy  fad  howr»  cmploj  : 


There  lives  a  charmer,  whom  divinely  fir'd 
E'en  her  whole  fex's  virtues  have  infpir'd  ; 
Where  all  that's  manly  joins  with  all  that's  fwert. 
And  in  whofe  breath  cngrofs'd  perfedlions  meet ; 
Her  mind  no  confcious  pride  of  merit  ftains ; 
O'er  her  wide  foul  unfuUy'd  reafon  reigns  : 
Blind  to  her  worth,  flie  feels  not  her  own  flame^ 
Enriches  merit,  yet  defpifes  fame. 
Her  unaffeded  charms  what  words  can  paint  ? 
She  looks  an  angel,  and  flie  fpeaks  a  faint : 
While  fparkling  gaynefs  wantons  in  her  eye, 
In  her  wife  foul  the  laughing  Cupids  die. 
A^thoufand  graces  round  her  perfon  play. 
And  all  the  mufes  mark  her  fancy's  way  : 
To  hear  her  fpeak,  the  foul  with  rapture  fills. 
Her  looks  alarm — bat  when  fhe  writes  flie  kills. 
Rjfe,  then,  and  meet  her,  as  flie  this  way  ftraysj 
And  thy  own  wonder  fliall  outfpeakmy  praife. 

The  goddcfs  vanifli'd  to  her  native  flcies. 
And  the  recover'd  fliade  unbarr'd  my  eyes; 
I  look'd,  and  lo  '.  within  the  honourM  wood. 
Lovely  Cleora  hid  in  bay  leaves  flood  ; 
Cleora — but  her  wonders  to  reveal. 
Were  to  defcribe  what  I  can  only  feel ! 
Now  reconcil'd  to  the  (hunn'd  world  I'll  live  t 
Her  friendfliip— joys  worth  living  for  can  give- 

ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  MISS ' 

Care,  be  banifli'd  far  away — 

Fly,  be  gone,  approach  not  here ; 
Mirth  and  joy  demand  this  day, 

Happicft  day  of  all  the  year  I 
Summers  three  times  fev'n  have  fhone,  ] 

All  outftiin'd  by  Delia's  eyes  : 
Winters  three  times  fev'n  are  gone. 

All  v/hofe  fnows  her  breaft  fupplies ! 
Dance  we  then  the  cheerful  round, 

Mufic  might  have  ftay'd  away; 
She  but  fpcaking,  organs  found  : 

She  but  fmiling,  angels  play.  • 

'Tis  her  birth-day — let  it  blaze  ; 

Born  to  charm  and  form'd  for  blifs  ; 
Live  flie  lov'd  a  world  of  days, 

Ev'ry  day  as  blefs'd  as  this, 

Let  her  beauty  not  increafe  ; 

Too,  too  ftrong,  already  there  ; 
But  let  heav'n  augment  her  peace, 

'  rill  (he's  happy  as  flie's  fair. 

THE  GLOVE. 

Tell  me,  fweet  glove !  what  nanie  th^e  charmer, 

bears, 
Whofe  downy  hand  thy  fnowy  cov'rlng  wears  I 

'Tis  a  dear  name  I  am  forbid  to  tell. 
But  thefe  diftinguifli'd  marks  may  paint  h^r  well » 
She  gently  awful,  winningly  fevere. 
Charms  whenftie  fpeaks,  yet  rather  loves  to  hear;. 
Wife  as  a  god  ;  as  fancy 'd  angels  fair  ; 
Lovely  as  light,  and  foft  as  upper  air. 

Enough,  fw^eet   glove  I   by   this  plain  piiaure 

taught, 
g  e,  I  find,  i»  the  dear  name  I  fought. 


m 
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RONALD  AND  DORNA ; 


BT  A  HIGHLANDER,    TO   HIS  MISTRESS. 
J^rsm  a  literal  Tranjlation  of  the  Original. 

Come,  let  us  climb  Skorr-urran's  fnowy  top  ; 

Cold  as  it  fecms,  it  is  Icfs  cold  than  you  : 
Thin  through  its  fnow  thcfe  lambs  its  heath -twigs 
crop ; 

Your  fnow,  more  hodile,  ftarvcs  and  freezes  too. 
What  though  I  lov'd  of  late  in  Skie's  fair  ifle  ; 

And   blufli'd — and  bow'd — and   flirunk   from 
Kenza's  eye; 
All  file  had  power  to  hurt  with  was  her  fmile  • 

But,  'tis  a  frown  of  your's  for  which  I  die. 
Afc  why  thefe  herds  beneath  us  rufli  fo  faft 

On  the  brown  fea- ware's  ftranded  heaps  to  feed  i' 
Winter,  like  you,  withholds  their  wifh'd  repaft, 

And,robb'd  of  genial  graf#,  they  broufe  on  weed. 
"Mark  with  what  tuneful  hafte  Sheleila  flows. 

To  mix  its  wid'ning  ftreani  in  Donnan's  lake  ; 
Yet,  fliould  fome  dam  the  current's  courfe  oppofe, 

It  muft,  per  force,  a  lefs  lov'd  paffage  take. 

£orn,  like  your  body,  for  a  fpirit's  claim, 

Trembling,  I  wait,  unfoul'd,  till  you  infpire  : 

God  has  prepar'd  th"e  lamp,  and  bids  it  flame  ; 
But  you,  fair  Dorna,  have  with-held  the  fire. 

High  as  yon  pine;  when  you  begin  to  fpeak, 
My  light'ning  heart  leaps  hopeful  at  the  found ; 

But  fainting  at  the  fenfe,  falls,  void  anyl  weak, 
And  finks  and  faddens  like  yon  moffy  ground. 

All  that  I  tafte,  or  touch,  or  fee,  or  hear. 

Nature's  whole  breadth  reminds  me  but  of  you; 

Ev'n  heav'n  itfelf  would  your  fweet  likenefs  wtar, 
If,  with  its  power,  you  had  its  mercy  too. 

ABSTRACT  FROM  PSALM  CXIV. 

When  from  proud  Egypt's  hard  and  cruel  hand, 
High-fummon'd  Ifrael  fought  the  promis'd  land. 
The  opening  fea  divided  at  her  call, 
And  refluent  Jordan  rofe,  a  v^at'ry  wall : 
Light  as  met  lambs  the  ftarting  hills  leap'd  wide, 
And  the  flow  mountains  roU'd  themfelves  afide. 
Why,  O  thou  fea  f  did  thy  vafl;  depth  divide  ? 
And  why,  O  Jordan  !  fled  thy  back'ning  tide  ? 
Why  leapt  your  lines,  ye  frighted  hills,  aftray  ? 
And  what,  O  mountains  I  rent  your  roots  away  ? 
Hark !  I  will  tell — proud  earth  confefs'd  her  God, 
And  mark'd  his  wond'rous  footfteps  as  he  trod. 
While  bent  to  blefs,  He  cheer'd  his  thirfty  flock. 
And  into  floods  of  liquid  length  diflblv'd  the 
loofening  reck. 

THE  SINGING  BIRD. 

ToT'E,  in  abfence  of  his  pain, 

Eafy,  negligent,  and  gay. 
With  the  fair  in  am'rous  vein, 

Lively  as  the  fmiling  day, 

Talk'd,  and  toy'd  the  hours  away, 
Tuneful,  o'er  Belinda's  chair, 

Finely  cag'd,  a  linnet  hung; 
Prcath'd  its  little  foul  in  air, 


Flutt'ring  round  its  manfibn  fprutig, 

And  its  carols  fwtetly  fung. 
Winding,  from  the  fair  one's  eye. 

On  her  feather'd  flave  to  gaze; 
Meant,  cry'd  Pope,  to  wing  the  flcy, 

Yet,  a  captive  all  thy  days, 

How  doft  thou  this  mufic  raife ! 
Since  a  ptifoner  thou  can'ft  fing. 

Sportive,  airy,  wanton,  here, 
Hadft  thou  liberty  of  wing. 

How  thy  melody  would  cheer  ! 

How  tranfport  the  lift.*nir.g  ear  ! 
No,  reply'd  the  warbling  fnng. 

Rais'd — articulate,  atid  clear  ! 
Now,  to  wifli  me  free  were  wrong  ; 

Loftier  in  my  native  fphere. 

But  with  fewer  friends  than  here. 
Though  with  grief  my  fate  you  fee, 

Many  a  poet's  is  the  fame ; 
Aw'd,  fecluded,  and  unfrec. 

Humble  avarice  of  fame. 

Keeps  'em  fetter'd,  own'd,  and  tame. 
To  our  feeders,  they  and  I 

Lend  our  lives  in  narrow  bound  ; 
Perch'd  within  our  owner's  eye. 

Gay  we  hop  the  gilded  round. 

Changing  neither  note  nor  ground. 
For,  fliould  freedom  break  our  chain. 

Though  the  feli^-depcndent  flight 
Would  to  heav'n  exalt  our  drain. 

Yet  unheard  and  out  of  fight. 

All  our  praife  were  forfeit  by't. 

A  SONG. 

Gentle  love,  this  hour  befriend  me. 

To  my  eyes  refign  thy  dart ; 
Notes  of  melting  mufic  lend  me, 

To  dilTolvc  a  frozen  heart. 
Chill  as  mountain  fnow  her  bofom. 

Though  I  tender  language  ufe, 
'Tis  by  cold  indifl'rence  frozen. 

To  my  arms,  and  to  my  mafe. 
See  1  my  dying  eyes  are  pleading. 

Where  a  breaking  heart  appears : 
For  thy  pity  interceding. 

With  the  eloquence  of  tears. 
While  the  lamp  of  life  is  fading, 

And  beneath  thy  coldnefs  dies, 
Death  my  ebbing  pulfe  invading, 

Take  my  foul  into  thy  eyes. 

MY  SOUL'S  LAST  SIGHS, 

TO  THE  DIVINE   LOTHARIA. 

Lf.t  plaintive  thoughts  in  mournful  numbers  flow, 
Profe  is  too  dull  for  love,  too  calm  for  woe. 
Has  flie  not  bid  thee  quit  thy  faithful  flame  ; 
Sell  her  and  truth  for  <  quipage  and  name  ? 
Nay,  file  has  bid  thee  go — Whence  this  delay  ? 
Whence  this  fond,  fruititfs,  ling'ring  wifli  to  flay  ? 
Lotharia  bids  thee  go — flie,  who  alone 
Makes  all  life's  futuie  bleffings,  means  thee  none  ! 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


Bfgore  then— let  thy  ftruggling  heart  obey, 
And  in  long  diftance  figh  fad  life  away. 
Still,  ftill,  vain  flatt'ring  hope  milleads  defire, 
Fed  by  faint  glimni'ring  flioors  of  glow-worm  fire. 
What  though  flie  fweetly  writes  to  eafe  thy  grief, 
Or  points  kind  comfort  by  the  folded  leaf: 
Such  pity  mull  thy  grateful  rev'rence  move, 
But  judge  it  right — nor  think  compaffion  love. 
What  though  each  word  ihe  marks,  like  Ipring's 
foft  fliow'rs,  [iiow'ri. 

Flows  fweet   as   new-blown   breath   of   op'ning 
Such  bornAv'd  founds  flic  need  not  have  apply'd, 
Her  own,  more  tuneful,  thou  too  oft  has  try'd. 
To  fpeak  in  mufic  ever  was  her  claim, 
And  all  grows  harmony  that  bears  that  name. 
Had'll  thou  e'er  touch'd  her  heart  with  one 
foft  pain, 
And  blefs'd  in  loving  been  belov'd  again, 
All  her  cold  reafoning  doubts  had  ceas'd  to  move, 
And  her  whole  gen'rous  breaft  conceiv'd  but  love. 
She  who  believes  not,  loves  not — Feci  thy  fate  : 
Friendihip  from  her  pains  more  than  other's  hate. 
All  the  kind  paflions,  wanting  one,  (he'll  own  ; 
But,  that  one:  wanting,  all  the  retl  are  none. 
Would  love  and  ftie  difperfe  the  threat'iiing  llorm, 
Let  her  believe,  and  truft,  and  break  through  form: 
Let  her  command  thy  Hay  to  know  fuccefs, 
Nor  fear  the  god-like  attribute  to  blefs  : 
Born  to  diftinguifli  her  from  womankind. 
To  court  her  converfe  and  to  tafte  her  mind; 
Fram'd  for  her  empire,  with  her  image  fiU'd, 
Charm'd  by  her  form,  and  in  her  temper  fiLiU'd; 
Piercing  her  tim'rous  heart's  moft  fecret  thought, 
And  knowing,  and  adoring  each  dear  fault, 
How  art  thou  pain'd — to  find  her  fpft'ning  will 
Held  againfl  love  by  ev'ry  guard  of  (kill  I 
How  art  thou  doom'd  to  lengths  of  op'ning  woe, 
Should  (he  feel  love— -yet  fear  to  tell  thee  fo  ? 
If  (he  diftrufts  thy  truth — all  hope  muft  fall, 
Doubting  her  pow'r,  (he  difbelieves  thee  all. 
And  none  who  doubts  her  lover  dares  to  love. 
Go,  then— -to  climes  cold  as  her  heart  remove; 
A  diftant  fate  thy  gloomy  choice  prefers, 
Prefent  thcu  can'fl  not  live  and  not  live  hers. 

Farewell,  kind,  cautious,  unrefolving  fair  1 
To  hear  the  blefs'd  will  charm  amidft  defpair. 
*Tis  death  to  go — 'tis  more  than  death  to  (lay, 
Reft  will  be  fooneft  reach'd  the  firft  dark  way. 
Ne'er  may'il  thou  know  a  pain  ;  llill  cheerful  be, 
J4or  check  life's  comforts,  with  one  thought  of  me. 

TO  MR.  JAMES  THOMSON, 

On  his  ajk'ing  my  advice  to  "U'hat  Patron  hs  jhuuld  ad- 

drefs  his  Poem,  called  Winter. 

Some  peers  have  noble  fkill  to  judge,  'tis  true. 
Yet,  no  more  profpeA  bounds  the  mufe's  view  : 
Firm,  in  your  native  ftrength,  thus  greatly  fliown, 
Slight  fuch  delufive  pfops,  and  f^and  alone  : 
Fruitlefs  dependance  oft  has  prov'd  too  late. 
That  greatnefs  dwells  not  always  with  the  great. 
Patrons  are  nature's  nobles,  not  the  (late's, 
And  wit's  a  title  no  broad  ieal  creates  :         [flow, 
E'en  kings,  from  whole  high  fource  all  honours 
jfi.re  poor  in  pow'r  when  they  woyld  fouls  bellow. 


He  who  (loops  fafe  beneath  a  patron's  (hade, 
Shines,  like  the  moon,  but  by  a  borrow'd  aid  : 
Truth  (hould,  unbiafs'd,  free  and  open  fteer. 
Strong  as  heav'n's  heat,  and  as  its  brightnefs  clear; 
Hcedlefs  of  fortune,  then,  look  down  on  (late, 
Balanc'd  within  by  merit's  coiifciaus  weight : 
Divinely  proud  of  independent  will. 
Prince  of  your  wifhes  live  a  lbv'reiu;n,  ftill ; 
Oh  !   fwcll  not,  then,  the  bofoms  of  :he  vain, 
With  falfe  conceit  you  their  proti'ifcion  gain. 
Poets,  like  you,  their  own  protetSlors  (land, 
Plac'd  above  aid  from  pride's  inferior  hand. 
Time,  that  devours  a  lord's  unlailing  name,    ^ 
Shall  lend  her  foundnefs  depth  to  float  your  fame  a 
On  verie  like  yours  nofmiles  from  pow'ir  expeci. 
Born  with  a  worth  that  doom'd  you  to  negledl.    • 
Yet,  would  your  wit  be  prais'd — refletfl  no  more. 
Let  the  fmocth  veil  of  flatt'ry  filk  you  o'er, 
Aptly  attach'd,  the  court's  foft  climate  try ; 
Learn  your  pen's  duty  from  your  patron's  eye. 
Dudile  of  foul  each  pliant  purpole  wind. 
And,  following  int'reft  clofe,  leave  doubt  behind  J 
Then  fhall  your  name  (Irike  loud  the  public  ear, 
For  through  good  fortune  virtue's  felf  fhines  clear. 

But,  in  defiance  of  our  tafte — to  charm, 
And  fancy's  force  with  judgment's  caution  arm, 
Difturb  with  bufy  thought  fo  luli'd  an  age, 
And  plant  ftrong  meanings  o'er  the  peaceful  page. 
Impregnate  found  with  fenf»,  teach  nature  art. 
And  warm  ev'n  winter,  'till  it  thaws  the  heart : 
How  could  you  thus  your  country's  rules  tranC,;^ 

grefs, 
Yet  think  of  patrons,  and  prcfume  fuccefs! 

A  SONG. 

Vainly  now  ye  ftrive  to  charm  me. 

All  ye  fweets  of  blooming  May  ; 
How  can  empty  funfiiine  warm  me. 

While  Lotharia  keeps  away  ? 
Go,  ye  warbling  birds  ;  go,  leave  me. 

Shade,  ye  clouds,  the  fmiling  flcy  ; 
Sweeter  notes  her  voice  can  give  me. 

Softer  funlhine  fills  her  eye. 

VERSES, 

Writ  for  and  feiit  to  a  Widoxu  Centre-woman,  on  eccnflcn 
of  her  Sons  melancholy,  upon  their  lojfes  and  dfap~ 
pointments  in  life. 

Welcome,  ah  !  welcome,  life's  laft  friend,  decay  \ 
Faint  on  tir'd  foul,  and  lapfe,  unmourn'd,  away  ; 
Now  I  look  bark,  afham'd  at  hope's  falfe  blaze, 
'I  hat  Ihone,  delightful,  on  my  happier  days; 
In  their  true  colours  now,  too  late,  I  fee 
What  youth,  and  pride,  and  mirth,  and  pralfe, 

muft  be  ; 
Bring,  then,  great  curer,  death,  thy  dark  relie.^, 
And  fave  mc  from  vain  fenfe  of  hopelefs  grief. 
Shut  me  for  ever  from  the  fufFering  fcene. 
And  leave  long  voids  for  filcnt  reft  between  ; 
Thy  hand  can  fnatch  me  from  a  weeping  fon, 
Heir  to  my  woes,  and  born  to  be  undone  ! 
Piace  rac  where  1  no  more  his  wropg^s  fliall  hear^ 
Nor  hi)  told  forrows  reach  my  faciter'd  car. 
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Thus  while  I  mournM,  retir'd  from  hated  light, 
Sleep  came,  and  hid  affliiftion  in  the  night ; 
The  night,  inftrudlive  to  my  bold  complaint, 
1b  a  long  dream  did  that  fad  march  repaint. 
That  pomp  of  tears  which  did  for  Sheffield  flow. 
Who  lately  blacken'd  half  our  ftreets  with  woe. 
There,  cry'd  a  pointing  feraph,  look !  compare! 
And  blulh,  forgetful  of  your  light  defpair  ! 
What  has  this  mother  lofl,  as  far  diftrefs'd 
Beyond  her  fex,  as  late  beyond  'em  bleft. 
Son  of  her  foul !  her  child,  by  mind  and  birth. 
Bright  by  her  fires,  and  guardian  of  her  worth; 
Promifc  of  virtues  to  the  rifing  age. 
Yet,  ah !  how  blafted  is  the  lov'd  prefage ! 
Think  of  her  lofs,  her  weight  of  woe  bemoan, 
And,  humbly  confcious,  figh  not  for  your  own. 

ST.  MATTHEW,  CHAP.  VI. 

Fart  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 

Let  Ihining  charity  adorn  your  zeal, 
The  nobleft  impuUe  gen'rous  minds  can  feel : 
But  have  a  care  you  take  this  virtue  right, 
And  fliun  the  glare  of  the  proud  hypocrite. 
Miftaken  men  !  who,  fond  of  public  fame, 
Pifgrace  the  a<a,  while  they  afFed:  the  name ! 
On  earth,  vain-glorious  zeal  may  meet  regard, 
But  heav'n  nor  owns  it,  nor  vouchfafes  reward. 

Thou,  on  the  contrary,  whofe  pitying  breaft 
Wou'd,  as  it  ought,  give  eafc  to  the  diftreft; 
Scarce  tell  thy  right  hand,  what  thy  left  will  do, 
But  be  at  once  refolv'd  and  Clent  too. 
Secret,  as  night,  thy  pious  alms  convey  ; 
For  God,  who  fees  by  night,  rewards  by  day. 

So,  when  thy  foul  approaches  God  in  pray'r, 
Be  not  deceiv'd,  asthofe  falfe  zealots  are, 
Who  daily  into  crowded  temples  prefs, 
And  there,  with  feign'd  devotion,  heav'n  addrefs; 
But,  when  thou  pray'ft,  all  public  notice  fliun, 
And,  private,  to  thy  inmoft  clofet  run  : 
There,  clofe  and  earneft,  to  thy  duty  fall. 
And  God  will  Ihow  thee  that  he  hears  thy  call. 

Swell  not  thy  forms  of  pray'r  with  wild  deiires, 
Excefs  of  fuel  chokes  the  brighteft  fires ; 
The  erring  heathen  fo  miftake  their  way. 
And  think  they  beft  are  heard  who  mod  can  fay. 
But  ftiun  thou  this,  and  know  God's  piercing  eye 
Bees  all  thy  wants  before  thy  words  come  nigh. 
From  rifing  malice  guard  thy  yielding  will, 
}»Ior  proudly  dare  to  take  revenge  for  ill : 
Thou  muft  forgive,  that  God  may  pardon  thee  ; 
For  none  who  pities  not  fliall  pitied  be. 

Mifled  by  av'rice,  feek  not  wealth  to  gain. 
By  hoarding  treafures  which  are  got  in  vain  : 
peceitful  riches,  which  the  moth  deftroys. 
Which  ruft  confumes,  or  the  bold  thief  enjoys! 
In  heav'n's  high  ftorehoufe,  let  your  heaps  be  laid, 
A  wealth  which  no  deftroyer  can  invade ; 
^'o  moth  there  enters,  ruft  corrupts  not  there, 
Nor  plund'ring  thief  alarms  the  owner's  care  : 
JSafe,  therefore,  in  that  place,  your  treafures  lay  ; 
For  where  your  riches  are,  your  heart  will  Hay. 

Secure  of  heav'n's  regard,  live  free  from  care, 
^pr  toil,  lift's  common  coioforu  to  prepare  : 


Banifli  vain  forecaft  for  thy  needful  gain,' 

Nor  let  meat,  drink,  and  clothing,  give  thee  pal^' 

Obferve  the  fowls — they  neither  reap,  nor  fow. 

Yet  find  their  wants  fupply'd,  where'er  they  go. 

Look  on  the  lilies  of  the  ripening  field  : 

No  toil  of  theirs  does  thofe  fweet  colours  yield; 

Yet  was  not  Solomon,  when  dreft  to  pleafe, 

So  glorioufly  adorn'd  as  one  of  thefe. 

If,  therefore,  God  fo  feeds  the  feather'd  train. 

So  clothes  the  grafs,  which  withers  on  the  plai  ', 

How  much  more  careful  will  he  be  of  you, 

O,  falthlefs  man  1  who  yet  diftrufls  him  too  ? 


TO  THE  LOVELY  MRS.  H- 


-E, 


On  her  J)  ef cent  from  thefrfl  Saxon  K'lngi  of  our  Jflani. 

H E,  fweet  name  I  whofe  princely  meaning 

fhows,  [flows. 

From  what  high  fpring  your  blood's  rich  current 
With  needlefs  awe,  reminds  us  of  your  race. 
Since  heav'n  has  ftanipt  dominion  on  your  face. 
Still  in  your  fov'reign  form,  dlftin(ftly  live 
All  royal  rights  your  father  kings  could  give. 
In  your  commanding  air,  we  mark  their  ftate, 
And,  in   your  words,  their   wifdom    and  theii* 

weight. 
Warm  in  your  noble  breaft,  their  courage  lies, 
And  all  their  pow'er  and  mercy  in  your  eyes. 

THE  GARDEN  WINDOW. 

Here,  Amanda,  gently  bending, 

Sweetly  penfive,  loves  to  lean 
O'er  the  groves,  her  fight  extending 

Through  the  walks  that  flioot  betwce*', 

Plac'd,  fays  flie,  within  this  window 

Screen'd,  I  diftant  charms  furvey. 
Taught  by  poor  deceiv'd  Olindo, 

Nothing's  fafe  that  looks  too  gay. 

Here,  I  view,  in  foftcn'd  ftiadings, 

Am'rous  fiow'r  to  flow'r  incline, 
Too  remote  to  mourn  their  fadings, 

When  with  hanging  heads  they  pinCt 

Here  I  fmell  the  fragrant  breezes. 

Safe  from  ev'ning's  chilly  blaft  ; 
Here  the  noonday  funfliine  pleafes, 

Fearlefs  when  'twill  ovcrcaft. 
Hence  I  hear  the  tempeft  rifing. 

See  the  grovy  greatnefs  fliake, 
Ev'ry  diftant  ill  defpifuig. 

While  I  every  good  partake. 
So  commanding  life's  gay  garden. 

Let  me  thornlefs  wear  the  rofe ; 
Choice  like  mine  let  fafhion  pardon, 

Tafting  charms  but  Ihunning  woes. 

AT  SETTING  DAY.— A  SON*» 
Since  founding  drums,  and  rifing  war, 

Invite  my  love  to  danger, 
I'll  a(k  of  every  fmiling  ftar 

To  fiiield  my  roving  ranger. 
While  o'er  the  field,  unfearing  wound<^ 

You  prefs  the  foe  retrcAtingj  ., .  i 


MISCELLAN 

X']}  trace  the  dear  remcrobcr'd  bounds 

Of  our  more  gentle  meeting. 
I'll  pafs  whole  clays  in  yon  fweet  grove, 

Where  firft  thy  tongue  deceiv'd  me, 
When,  lift'ning  dumb,  I  blufh'd  my  love, 

And  no  fear'd  abfence  griev'd  me. 
pn  ev'ry  bank  thy  fide  hath  prell, 

I'll  fleep,  and  dream  I'm  near  thee; 
And  each  fv>reet  bird,  that  ftrains  its  breaii, 

Shall  wake  my  hopes  to  hear  thee. 

To  all  our  haunts  I  will  repair, 

And  cold  on  yon  bleak  mountain, 
Trace  all  thy  once- trod  fooffceps  there, 

And  weep  o'er  eacji  fad  fountain. 
There  will  ( teach  the  trees  to  wear 

Thy  name,  in  loft  imprefiion. 
And  borrow  fighs  from  ev'ning  air, 

To  iwell  my  foul's  confcffion. 

EPILOGUE, 

For  a  ZaJy  tvho  aSied  Eudnciajn  the  Stfge  rf  Damaf- 
cus,  reprefenicd  at  ihs  Duie  nj Bedford's  at  IVodurn. 

I've  heard  of  maids,  who  firil  refolve  to  faft, 
And  then  weigh  arguments,  when  fafls  are  paft ; 
Young,  though  my  reafon  is  not  fo,  it  flray'd  ; 
But  firft  found  pleadings  for  thi=  part  1  play'd. 
Play'd,  faid  I, — fecund  thought  that  word  re- 
tradls ; 
Fancies  and  follies  play,  but  paflTion  a(9s : 
Paflion  !  the  fpring  that  all  life's  wheeh  employs, 
Winds  up  the  working  thought — and  heightens 


EOUS    POEMS. 


«;» 


joys. 


\hUiv. 


Paflion  !   the  great  man's  guide,  the  poor  man's 
The  foldier's  laurel,  and  the  figher's  flame. 
Pafiion  !  that  leads  the  grave,  impels  the  gay, 
Bids  the  wife  tremble,  and  the  fool  betray.' 
Ev'n  at  this  hour,  what's  here  our  palUipe  made, 
Gives  the  court  buOnefs,  and  the  kingdom  trade  ; 
Wheft  fadions  quarrel,  or  virhen  Aatefnien  fall, 
Each  does  but  adt  his  part  acpafTion's  call. 
J-,ike  cur's,  to  night,  Lord  Paflion  fets  their  taik; 
Their    fears,   hopes,  flatt'ries,    all    are    paffion's 

mafque. 
The  world's  wide  fiage,  for  this  one  pradice, fiU'd, 
Sees  fome  aft  nobly,  others  play  r.uikili'd. 
Triflers  and  fmarts,  who  toy  time's  dream  away. 
Sots,  beaux,  and  hounds  of  party,  thefc  but  play. 
Sons  of  their  country's  hope,fablin;tly  rack'd 
l^or  other's  refl. — Thefe  do  not  play,  but  aft. 

Who  play  the  pooreft  parts  ? — the  bought,  the 
vain, 
The  light  believer,  and  the  perjur'd  fvvain  ; 
The  dull  dry  joker,  the  coarfe  ill-bred  bear, 
The  friends  of  folly,  and  the  foes  of  care         [jvfij 

Who  aft  their  parts  with  praifc — the  firm,  the 
Who  fell  no  fentiments,  and  break  no  truft  ; 
The  karn'd,  the  foft,  the  focial,  and  the  kind. 
The  faithful  lover,  and  the  plain  good  mind. 

Such  the  beft  aftors — forni'd  for  honour's  flagc '. 
Who  play  no  farces,  and  difgrace  nii  age. 
Eut  copying  nature,  with  true  tafte,  like  ours, 
|*Ie£fe,  and  are  pleas'dy  and  wing  the  guiltlcfs 
hoars.  '<'■''■'■    i 


APOLOGY  FOR  DEATH. 

Whence  this  rtdudance,  when  we  ceafc  to  rua 
Life's  flow  fad  r.ice,  and  leaves  its  toy  unwon? 
Death's  but  our  tide  of  ebb,  to  that  dark  fea. 
Time's  fliorelefs  fwalhnver,  void  eteriiity  1 
'  ris  re!t  from  labour — 'tis  efcape  from  care; 
'  lib  flmnn'd  opprefiion,  anti  relieved  defpair. 
'  ris  but  to  rediflblve  to  formlefs  flow, 
And  join  the  mingled  mafs,  that  feels  no  WOC. 
Fluid  to  fade,  as  all  things  round  us  do, 
Or  from  old  being  launch,  to  find  out  new. 

Emerging,  or  emerg'd,  life  rolls  away. 
Foams  into  note,  or  flattens  to  decay. 
Round,  withunceafing  wheel,  diftinftion  glides, 
And  through  time's  maze,  in  fliort  fucccffiou  flides  f 
Flames  its  hot  hour,  like  humbler  houfehold  fires, 
Shines  but  to  leave  us,  and  in  ufe  expires. 

'Tis  the  flalh'd  fpark  of  thought,  that  burfts  td 
fight. 
Strains  foon,  and  big,  and  rufhesinto  night : 
So  the  proud  ftorm,  that  frights  u'i  with  its  roar. 
Breathes  Icfelf  weary,  and  is  heard  no  more. 
See  that  foftflow'r,  whofe  Cghs  perfume  the  galcS) 
Blooms  into  dull,  and  its  fnufF'd  life  exhales . 
All  nature  heaves,  and  fets,  like  human  breath, 
And  life's  loofc  links  but  ftretch  the  chain  of  death. 

Why  then  docs  erring  fancy  fright  the  mind  I 
Why  call  that  cruel,  nature  meant  for  kind  ? 
Who  knows  but  fates  we  tremble  at  nsay  blefs, 
And  length  of  happieft  life  be  found  diftiefs  ? 
Murder  !  that  blail  of  thought,  that  bane  of  law, 
The  good  man's  horror,  and  ev'n  villain's  awe  ! 
Murder  !   that  nature  dreads,  and  cunfcience  flies, 
Perhaps  butfpurs  us  to  fome  waiting  prize  ! 

Elle,  why  ihould  creature  ftill  with  creature  jarj 
And  clafh'd  exiftence  wage  eternal  war  ? 
Beaft  bleeds  by  bcaft;  fifties  on  fifhes  prey; 
And  birds  aft  murder  with  more  walle  than  they  j 
Ev'n  the  fweet  thrulh,  that  bribes  us  with  her  fong, 
To  guard  her  dread  of  death  from  beaks  mora 

flrong, 
Sav'd  from  the  kite,  flrait  bloodiergrows  than  he. 
And  fuaps  ciie  fiiiv'ring  infeft  from  the  tret. 
Life  fiarts  but  up,  to  anfwer  death's  due  call. 
And  ojae  myflerious  darknefs  wraps  us  all ! 

PASSING  A  LADY, 

IN  THE   PARK,  WITHOUT   SEEING  HEJU 

So  Aide  our  comforts  by,  unmark'd.  unknown. 
While  our  ill-fate  comes  felt, and  all  our  own  1 
Too  cruel  world  !  where  things  we  wou'd  refufCj 
V>  t  ihut  upon — and,  what  we  wifh  we  lofe  \ 
And  ycL  Lotharia  would  be  hid  in  vain. 
She.  cannot  be  conceal'd  whom  thoughts  retain, 
.'iir,  and  Lot'nria,  every  where  are  found  ; 
H-,'id  by  oui  L.  euth,  and  to  our  being  bound  ! 
Darknefs  iti.lf  wants  pow'r  to  covei  friends. 
Whom  the  loul  dweiU  with, and  thefenfe  attend^ 


TO  THE  r 


And  v,i-, 
Sruik  in 


1  HAT  LAUGHS, 

;•!    MEiAPHOR. 

-.1  r.'i  that  n-:a!.ing  eye 
.ill iovei'.s  (wear  they  ^i^\ 


i>1% 


'HE    WORKS    OF   HILL. 


*Twixt  death  and  love,  but  one  fmall  diff 'rence 

lies, 
The  foul,  in  both,  from  its  left  body  flies : 
In  death  'tis  gone,  like  fmokc  difFolv'd  in  air. 
Loft  in  e\panfe,  the  lofer  knows  not  where  : 
In  love  we  trace  it  with  fuch  willing  pain, 
*Twere  to  die  twice  to  take  it  back  again. 

MODESTY. 

As  lamps  burn  filent,  with  uncoiifcious  light, 
So  modeft  cafe,  in  beauty,  fliines  moft  bright : 
Unaiming  charms,  with  edge  refiftiefs  fall. 
And  (he  who  means  no  mifchief  does  it  all. 

TO  A  LADY, 

JVhofeni  back  tie  top  of  a  Siveet  briar  Branch,  and  re- 
tained the  -worjl  end  of  if. 

While  the  way  of  the  world  is,  to  keep  all  the 

beft. 
And  then  in  due  form  oblige  frienHs  with  the  reft. 
You,  Madam,  who  would  lend  ev'ii  trifles  a  grace. 
Teach  your  meanings  to  borrow  a  fmile  from  your 

face ; 
And  polite  to  your  pain,  when  a  prefent  you  fend. 
Give  the  thorn  to  yourfclf,  and  the  rofc  to  your 

friend. 

TO  THE  LADY, 

Who  fends  me  all  her  gtod  Wifhes. 

Suppose   that  the  fun  bad  a  tongue,  and  fliou'd 

fay. 
May  your  journey  be  blefb'd  with  a  very  fine  day  : 
Then,  withdrawing  his  face,  flip  afide  with  his 

light,  [nigbt ; 

And  furround  me,  at  once,  with  the  coldnefs  of 
"What  would  Floriniel  fay  to  this  trick  of  the  fun? 
I  would  fay,  cry'd  the  charmer, 'twas  cruelly  done. 
Would  you  fo,  anfwer'd  I ! — have  a  care  what  you 

own,  [none. 

Who  have  wilh'd  me  all  bleffings,  yet  granted  me 

Writ  upcn  a  Pane  of  Glafs  in  Wefminfer  Houfe,  under 
the  names  of  his  four  Children. 

Ai-t  happy,  then  while  o'er  their  fmiling  air, 
A  living  mother  breath'd  her  guardian  care  ; 
But,  joylefs,  fuice  their  fweet  fupporter  dyd. 
They  wander  now  through  life  with  half  a  guide. 

Augifi  25.  1731- 

BELLARIA  AT  HER  SPINET. 

FwEETLY  confus'd,  with  fcarce  confenting  will, 
Thi.ughtlcfs  of  charms,  and  diffident  of  ikill ; 
.See  '.  v-ith  what  bluMul  bend,  the  doubting  fair 
Props  the  rais'd  lid— then  fits  with  fparkling  air. 
Tries    the   touch'd   notes— and,  halt'ning   light 
alone,  [wrong. 

Calls   out    a  fliort    complaint,   that   fpeaks  their 
Mow  back'ning,  awful,  nerv'd,  eredt,  ferene, 
Afferted  mufic  fwelU  her  heighten'd  mein. 
Tearlefs,  with  face  oblique,  her  formlul  hand 
pes  o'er  the  ivory  plain,  with  arctch'd  ccmmand; 


Plunges,  with  bold  negle£i:,  amidft;  the  keys, 
And  fweeps  the  founding  range  with  magic  eafe* 

Now,  two  contending  fcnfes — ear  and  eye. 
In  pride  of  feafted  tafte,  for  tranfport  vie; 
But  what  avails  two  deftin'd  flaves  debate. 
When  both  are  fure  to  fall,  and  (hare  one  fate  ?  ' 
Whether  the  god  within,  evolving  round. 
Strikes  in  her  notes,"cind  flows  diffolv'd  in  found  ;'■ 
Or  filent  in  her  eye?,  enthron'd  in  light, 
Blazes,  confefs'd  to  view,  and  wounds  our  fight. 
This  way,  or  that,  alike  his  pow'r  we  try. 
To  fee,  but  kills  ns— asd  to  hear,  we  die. 

Oh  !  far-felt  influence  of  the  fpeaking  firing, 
Prompt  at  thy  call  the  mounting  foul  takes  wing; 
Waves   in    the    gale,   fore-runs   th*   harmonious 

breeze, 
And  finks  and  rifes  to  the  changeful  keys. 

Biit,  hark  !  what  length'ning  foftnefs,  thrilling 
new. 
Steals,  'twixt  the  folemn  fwells,  and  threads  'era 

through  : 
'Tis  her  tranfporting  voice  I — fhe  fings— be  ftill. 
Sweet  firings,  forbear! — ye  hurt  her  fweeter  fkill. 
Yet,  no — found  on — the  ftrong  and  fweet  flioul4 

join  ; 
With  double  pow'r,  mix'd  oppofites  conabine. 
'Tis  plain  !  my  captive  fenfes  feel  it  true ; 
Ah,  what  dire  mifchief  may  not  union  do  I 
Cou'd  fhe  not  fave  delight  from  half  this  ftrain  ? 
Heard  and  beheld  at  once  ! — 'tis  hopelefs  pain. 
Fly  and  efcape — let  one  prefs'd  fenle  retire ; 
The  rais'd  hat  fliades  it  from  the  darted  fire. 
Alas,  vain  fcreen  :— the  foul's  unclouded  ray 
Sees  from  within  by  a  new  blaze  of  day  : 
Sees  the  fpread  roof,  with  op'ning  glories  crown'd. 
And  radiant  deities  defcending  round  '. 
Throng'd  in  bright  lines,  or  wing'd  in  ambient  air. 
Spirits,  in  fairy  forms,  enclofe  the  fair. 

Some,  on  the  keys,  in  am'rous  ambufh  lie, 
And  kifs  the  tune-tipt  fingers  dancing  by. 
Some  hov'ring  wide,  expiring  (hakes  prolong. 
And  pour  'em  back  to  fwell  the  rifing  fong. 
Gods,  in  abridgment,  crowd  their  needlefs  aid, 
And  pow'rs,  and  virtues,  guard  th'  unconfcioBS 

maid. 
Pity,  with  tears  of  joy,  (lands  weeping  near ; 
Kneeling  devotion  hai  gs  her  lift'ning  car; 
Candour  and  truth  firm  fix'd  on  either  hand. 
Propping  her  chair,  two  fure  fupporters  ftand  ! 
Round   her,  while  wroiig'd  belief  imbibes  new 

ftrength,  [length. 

And  hugs  th'  inftrudive  notes,  and  aids  theiy 
Love,  and  his  train  of  Cupids  craftier  cares. 
Scatter,  with  plumy  fans,  the  dreaded  airs. 
Pride,  from  a  diftant  corner,  glooms  a  leer, 
And  longs,  yet  hopes  not,  to  be  call'd  more  near : 
But  charity  fits  clofe — a  well  known  gueft. 
Bold,  and  domeftic — snd  demands  her  breaft. 
High  o'er  her  cheeks,  to  Ihade  their  tempting  glow. 
Shame  and  foft  modefty  their  mantles  throw. 
While,  from  her  brow,  majeOic  wifdom  feen, 
Tempers  her  glory,  and  infpircs  her  mein. 

Such,  and  jicrhaps  more  fweet,  thofe  founds  (hal! 

rife, 
Which  wake  rewarded  faints,  when  nature  die* : 
4 
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^Vhen  tieaven's  heard  blaft  fliall  fiiake  the  ftubborn 

mind. 
And  one  mix'd  melody  unite  mankind! 
When  time's  iaft  wreck  {hall  fink  in  feas  of  flame, 
And  void  eternity  refumes  its  name. 

CELIA  IN  THE  GARDEN. 

Come,  walk,  and  roufe  the  languid  year  : 
All  nature  blooms  when  you  appear  j 
Each  Icaflefs  oak  would  bud  a-new, 
And  pulh  out  fliade,  tn  flielter  you. 
Your  fight  would  fummer's  want  fupply; 
You  gone-— 'tis  winter— -and  we  die. 

Yon  warbling  nightingale  complains, 
Your  praile,  too  leldom,  tempts  her  ftrains  : 
The  tow'ring  lark  but  hears  you  fing, 
And  foars  to  heav'n  with  filent  wing. 
Come,  angels  come  (he  cries)— and  fee 
YourfeheB  as  much  outdone  as  me. 

Each  violet  fighs  itfelf  to  death, 
To  fcent  the  gales  that  fans  your  breath  : 
Stop  but,  and  fee  th'  unfrtlding  roic, 
With  emulative  bluihes  glows  : 
While  hood-wink'd  lilies  proftrate  lie, 
Aiham'd  to  fee  yout  breaft  fo  nigh. 

Look  round,«and  fmile—and  ev'ry  flow'r 
Smiles  too — and  charms,  with  ten-fuld  pow'r. 
Depart,  and  lo '  they  bend  and  fall, 
And  weeping  dew-drops  wafte  'cm  all. 
Tis  thus  your  love  inflames  my  joy, 
And  thus  your  coldnefs  might  deftroy. 

THE  RECOLLECTEiD,  COMPLAINER. 

All  mother  asl  am,  and  loth  to  part 
With  this  poor  playful  giadd'ncr  of  my  heart, 
I  know  too  well,  and  I  confcfs  my  crime, 
'Tis  not  my  right,  but  heav'n's,  to  limit  time  : 
Parent  at  once,  of  progeny  and  pain. 
Of  what  would  riiy  regardlefs  grief  complain  ? 
I  gave  him  birth,  but  ah,  dilcern'd  not  why  ! 
Children  are  born,  poor  fufi"'rer8,  but  to  die  ! 

Pity,  'tis  true,  revolves  their  leapful  fprings, 
Sniil'd  thanks,  atoning  pray'rs,  embracing  clings. 
Sallies  of  guiltlefs  joy,  gay  gleams  of  fenfe, 
Soft  flroldng.  flatt'ries — adive  impotence  ; 
Tricks  of  dumb  love,  which  grateful  wills  exprefs, 
And  all  their  namelefs  pow'rs  of  prettinefs! 
Thefe  the  fond  mother's  feeling  mem'ry  feize, 
And  then  the  tear  of  nature  flows  for  eafe. 

But  reafon's  voice  corvefts  the  bold  complaint, 
Enjoins  fubmiflion,  and  inftrufts  rcftraint. 
Thus  wipes  the  plaintive  parent's  weeping  eye, 
And  bids  the  unpermitted  drop — be  dry. 
What  is  it,  thou  thyfelf,  miftaking  mind  ! 
Haft  found  in  this  bad  world,  or  hop'fk  to  find  ? 
That  thy  prefuniptuous  wifh  would  dare  retain, 
Whom  heaven's   kind    call  exempts  from  future 

pain  : 
«rant  that  the  worft;  thou  fear'fl,  fhould  end  this 

blow. 
And  death's  dark  fcreen  defends  thy  child  from 

woe ! 

Vul.  viir. 
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Are  not  thy  fad  forebodings,  too,  no  more  ? 

Are  not  thy  fears  for  all  his  perils  o'er  ?         [way  ! 

Of  what  proud  wrongs  might   clog  his  life's  long 

What  crimes  might  blaft  him,  or  what  wiles  be- 
tray ! 
What  follies  draw  down  fcorn,  what  vice  difgrace^ 
What  lof-.  of  honour  might  befpot  thy  race  I 
What  want  of  duty  might  negleift  thy  tears  ! 
What  want  of  prudence  grind  his  waning  years ! 
What  bloody  dangers  might  cut  fliort  his  fame,        '. 
Or  hooting  infamy  prolong  his  fhame  ! 

Look  up,  fond  '.orrower  !  fee  the  morning's  ray  j' 
Now,  if  you  canll   fore-judge  the  rifing  day  :   . 
Shall  its  afcending  (bine  continue  bright .' 
Or  fhall  o'ercafting  tempefts  call  dovvn  riight? 
Canft  thou  not  tell  ? — Why  then  d.)fl  thy  bold  guefs ' 
Prefume  to  call  an  infant's  death  diftrefs  ? 
Blind  to  the  future,  thank  a  watchful  God,     [rbd- 
That  fnatch'd  the  child  from  fchool,  to  fpare  the 

THE  RESIGNATION. 

Well,  he  it  fo  ! — Sorrow,  that  ftrcams  not  o'er. 
Spares  but  the  eye,  to  wound  the  heart  the  more  i 
Dumb,  infelt  pangs,  too' well  fupply  thev/Ot;^ 
fhat  grief,  in  fuff'rinti;  filence,  {bun.'  to  ftow. 
Yet  let  my  will's  reludtant  pride  fubnitt, 
And  learn  to  love  the  lot  that  heav'n  t  und  fit. 
All  I  can  lofe,  God  gave — and,  when  'tis  flown. 
Whom  does  he  wrong,  who  but  refumes  his  own{ 

Should  I  in  fruitlcfs  agony  complain. 
Fretting  my  wound  but  multiplies  my  pain  : 
While  they,  who  patiently  embrace  diftrefs. 
Teach  fhame  to  fatify,  and  grief  to  blcfs. 
Whate'er  has  been,  'tis  madneis  to  regret  ; 
Whare'er  muft  be,  fnocks  leait  when  bravelieft  mc^, 
Learn  then,  my  foul,  thy  courfe  refign'd  to  run. 
And  never  pray  thy  will — but  God's  be  done. 

COPIES 

FOR  CHILDREN  TO  LEARN  TO  WRITK. 

The  body's  beauty  dwells  in  fhape  and  face, 
The  foul's  in  mildnefs,  modefly,  and  jrrncc  ^ 
I'he  firU  but  charms  an  earthly  lover's  eye. 
The  laft  draws  angels  from  beyrmd  the  Iky ; 
One,  for  a  moment,  man's  frail  heart  procures. 
The  other  makes  your  God  for  ever  yours. 

ADVICE 

TO  THE  VIRGINS,    TO  GUARD  AGAINST  FLAT.. 
TERY. 

Fairest,  forgive  the  too  officious  lay, 
That  fend  the  mufe  you  charm  to  fmqoth  your  way ; 
I,  though  admiring,  aift  no  lover's  part, 
Nor  bid  foft  founds  feduce  your  lii't'ning  heart: 
Candidly  touch'd  my  pen's  f)bcrufive  fear. 
Nor  dares  to  fhock,  nor  aims  to  foothe  your  ear  j 
Ntedlefs,  'tis  true,  to  bid  fuch  nymphs  beware, 
Who  ev'ry  grace  apd  virtue  make  their  care  : 
Yet  modeft  excellence  will  oft  defcend^ 
To  thank  un«fanted  caution  in  afrieiid. 
A  faithful  pilot,  fervent  in  his  fears. 
And,  trembling,  auxioBs  for  the  worth  he  ftcers. 


Now  hai-py,  painlefs  hour*  (hallunperplex 
The  beft-lQv'd  pattero.of  th«  lovelieft  fex. 

LESBIA'S  LAMENTATION 

■OK  THI  DEATH  or  HER  STARROW. ALTEll'iD ' 

FROM   MR.  CARTWRIGUT. 

Tell  me  not  of  joy — there's  none, 
Now  my  little  fparrow'sgone  : 

He,  jufl  like  you, 

Would  toy  and  Woo  :  •' "f 

He  would  chirp,  and, flatter  me: 
Ana,  ti]l  he  law  me  look,  and  fmile. 

Lord,  how  fallen'  he  would  be  I 

He  would  catch  a  crumb,  and  then, 
Spoi^ting,  let  it  go  sgain ; 

He  from  my  lip 

Would  fit  and  fip  ; 
From  my  plate  he  lov'd  to  feed ; 

Here  would  hop,  and  there  would,  rup, 

And  ev'ry  look  and  motion  heed, 
Till  my  very  heart  he  won. 
P,  how  eager  he  would  fight, 
And  never  hurt,  though  often  bite ! 

He  pfcrth'd,  alas ! 

Upon  my  glafs, 
And  ev'ry  thing  I  did  would  do  : 
Ruffling  noW  his  feathers  all, 
Now  as  fudden  let  them  fall. 
And  then  gt^w  proud,  and  flcct'd  'em  too, 
Would'u  thou,  Cupid,  ruach  a  heart  ? 
With  his  feathers  wing  thy  dart  i 

Love  might  that  way 

!iure  wounds  convey. 
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'Twere  m,ostai  pain,  tp  fee  fuch  beaurv  mourn. 
By  bold  diftrefs,  o--  inijjious  falfehood,  torn. 
Love's  gay  deluCon  tempt*  a  thoufand  ways; 
Now  wounds  with  foftnefs,  no.w  dcflroys  with 

praife. 
Thy  veil,  O  flattery  !  hides  a  traitor's  heart, 
And  gives  up  confidence — a  prey  to  art : 
Unbridled  y^i'Jth,  to  confequences  blind, 
Indulging  body,  hears  no  call  of  mind. 
Feeble  difcretion,  fo  by  warmth  o'errun, 
Does)  with  a  peacock's  feather,  fan  the  fun. 
Beauty,  that  tru^s  too  faft;,  is  beauty's  bane, 
A  felf-betrayer,  that  embraces  pain. 
Oh,  hear  fufpiciou'j,  ,when  the  lover  fues  ! 
She  moft  attraiSs,  who  longeft  can  refufe. 
Pjoife  the  try'd  ternis  on  which  his  hope  depends, 
Prop'd  on  the  parent's  counfel,  and  the  frieni's.i 
Set,  ]4"anirjg  fafe,  and  wanting  (pace  to  flray, 
I^ove"^  guardian  angels  crown  your  nuptial  day. 
(Jr  Jhould  tiie  gilded  hypocrite  at  'aft 
Show,  that  he  meant  your  fpotlefs  fame  to  blaft. 
Fly  the  found  tempter,  each  low  luie  defpife, 
And  lift  iFour  heart's  wrong'd  wifli  above  fu^-prifc.' 
Njitjurcthat  form'd  yoii  lovelieft,  doubly  kind. 
To  Hk^:nerfe<ftion  rails'd  your  conquering  mind. 
Pram'd  y/J"!  to  truth,  to  virtue  turn'd  your  tafce, 
For  honour  drefs'd  you,  and  for  rev'rence  grac'd. 
FreedfJn  regain'd,  purfue  the  fhining  track, 
And  leave  the  bafe  repenter  to  hli  rack. 
Then  bkfs  the  verfe,  that  from  fuch  ruin  fa-ff'd  . 
An  artlefs  conqu'ror,  by  fuccefs  enflav'd 


OF   HILL. 

But  my  faithful  bird  is  gono; 
Mournful  turtles  murmur  on. 

Hop,  ye  red-breaft'!,  o'er  his  ftone  ; 

Ceafe  to  litig,  and  learn  to  mouru- 

THE  MESSENGE^L.  . 

Go,  happy  paper,  gently  fteal, 

And  foft  beneath  h<T  pillow  lie  ?     ' 
There,  in  a  dream,  my  love  reveal|^._^. 
A  love  that  awe  mufl  etfc  couceall,, ,, 
In  filent  doubt  to  die.     ,;  ,' 

Should  file  to  flames  thy  ho'pe  configft, 
rhy  fufl^'rirg  moment  foon  expires, 
A  longer  pain,  alas     is  mine, 
C"ndemn'd  in  endlefs,  woe  to  pine, 

And  feel  unflack'ning  fires, 
^ut  if  incliii'd  to  hear  and  blefs, 

V\'hile  in  her.  heart  foft  pity  ftirs; 
Tell  her — her  beauties  might  compel 
\  hermit  to  forfake  his  cell,  .i.,-,  . 

And  change  his  heav'n  for  hcr's. 
Oh,  tell  her-l— were  her  treafures  min«, 
Nature  and  art  would  court  my  aid ; 
The  painter's  colours  want  her  fhine^ 
The  rainbow's  brow  not  half  fo  fiae; 
As  her  fweet  eye-lids  fcade  !  .  < 

By  day  the  fun  might  fpare  his  rayj^ '   , 
No  ftar  make  ev'ning  bright ;  .  _ 

Her  op'ning  eyes,  with  fweeter  blaze^.; 

t'^ould  meafure  all  my  fmiling  days,. 
And,  if  fhe  flept,  'twere  night,    .    ' 

THE  GNAT. 


■  -f  liaa 


•  ij  ni>d 


Mlf^~i7tTr 


»•(  ditrfj  bai 


WniLE  in  fhe  Mall  my  Celia  fhonejl  ■ 

And  drew  th'  adoring  world  to^gaze, 
A  wanton  gnat  came  buzzing  on,    '"  •   ' 

To  gambol  in  her  blaze.  .  ■• 

Enliven'd  by  her  lucid  beams. 

And  urging  blifs  too  nigh, 
iTh'  attraflive  beauty's  pow'rful  ftraam* 

O'erwheliij'd  him  in  her  eye. 
The  glowing  orb  fwifr  catching  fire, . 

Now  heat  was  mix'd  with  light ;  . 
The  wing,  that  durft  fo  high  afpire, 
'     She  rubb'd  to  dufl  in  fpite. 
Mean  while  the  clouded  fight  fhone  dim; 

Her  fun  through  mifts  appears;     ' 
Molfl  anguilh  rofe  above  the  brim, 

And  flow'd  away  in  tears. 

O  Gnat !  too  happy  thus  to  die  I 

My  Celia  weeps  thy  fate  ; 
She  kills  me  ev'xy  day — yet  I 

No  pity  can  create. 
Myfterious  fex  '  by  cuftom  led, 

Mere  trifles,  moft  to  prize ! 
O,  truth,  to  turn  a  lover's  head  I 

They  murder  men,  and  weep  for  flies. 

THE  KISS  THROUGH 'A  WINDOW. 
Sav'd  on  a  (hoal  the  fliipwreck'd  failor  ftands, 
And  views  with  wat'ry  eyes,  and  wringing  ha»»d» 
Soul-checr  ingprofpedtsfroni  the  neighb'ring  lands; 
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feut  if  he  tempts  the  waves,  he  toils  in  vain, 
Big,  buoyant  billows  rife  between,  and  float  him 

back  again. 
bh  !  fhameful  lofs  of  an  invited  kifs  ! 
(Can  brittle  glafs  impede  I'o  near  a  biifs  ? 
Frai)  is  our  arn'rous  hope,  if  love  mufl:  be 
Siibftrvient  to  a  thing  fo  weak  as  thee; 
We  knew  before,  nor  fought  thy  aid  to  prove, 
That  light's  a  nai'ral  enemy  to  love  I 
Put  now,  thy  mahce  does  new  arts  employ; 
Firft,  give  the  hope,  then  dafh  the  profFer'd  joy. 
Thus  abfent  fanciers  dream  they  meet  the  ghoft 
Of  feme  dead  partner,  whom  ihey  value  niofl: : 
But  when,  with  op'ning  arms,  they  ruih  to  greet, 
And,  mix'd  in  mutual  grafp,  would  warmly  meet, 
Cold  blafts  of  wind  divide  the  darting  pair, 
And  the  thiu  phantom  floWs  away  in  air. 

EPITAPH, 

ON  THE  TCM5  OF  HEWRY  JERNEGAN,  ESQ^, 

All  that  accomplilh'd  body  lends  mankind. 
From  earth  receiving,  he  to  earth  refign'd  : 
All  that  e'er  grac'd  a  foul  from  heav'n  he  drew, 
And  took  back  with  him  as  an  angel's  due. 

THE  HAPPY  MAN* 

High  o'er  the  winding  of  a  cliffy  fhore,       [roar ; 
From   whofe  worn   deep    the  black'ning   furges 
Freeman — fweet  lot !  in  quiet  plenty  lives; 
Rich  in  the  uiibought  wealth  which  nature  gives  ; 
Unplanted  groves  rife  round  his  ftielter'd  feat, 
And  lelf-fown  flow'rs  att'l-ad  his  wand'ring  feet  • 
Lengths  of  wild  garden  his  near  views  adorn, 
And  far  feen  fields  wave  with  domeftic  corn. 

The  grateful  herds,  which  hisowii  paftures  feed, 
Pay  their  aflc'd  lives,  and,  in  due  tribute  bleed. 
Here,  in  learn'd  leifure  he  relaxes  life, 
Twixt  prattling  children,  and  a  fmiling  wife, 
tiere,  on  dependent  want  he  flieds  his  care, 
Moves  amid  fmiles,  and  all  he  hears  is  pray'r. 
The.  world  lies  round  him  like  a  fubjeA  foil, 
Stor'd  for  his  fcrvice,  but  beneath  his  toil. 

Hence,  in  a  morning  walk,  his  piercing  eye 
Skims  the  green  ocean  to  the  circling  ficy. 
And  marks  at  diftance  fome  returning  fail, 
Wing'd  by  the  counfhip  of  a  flatt'ring  gale. 
The  fearkfs  crew  concluding  danger  o'er; 
With  gladd'ning  fhoutsfalute  the  op'ning  Ihore  ; 
Tliey  think  how  befl  they  may  their  gains  employ, 
And  antedate  thin  fcenes  of  promis'd  joy. 
Till  a  near  quick-fand  checks  their  fliorten'd  way, 
And  the  funk  mafts  point  through  the  rifing  fpray., 
Freeman  ftarts,  fad  !  revolves  the  changeful  fight, 
Where  mis'ry  can  fo  foon  fucceed  delight ; 
Then  Ihakes  his  head  in  pity  of  their  fate. 
And  fweetly  confcious,  hugs  his  happier  ftate. 


♦ 


THE  POWER  OF'ROY AL  PITY. 


f'erjes  made  for  a  Toung  GentUinan  in  Dcfpair,  and 
'         /att  to  ^een  Caroline,  by  N.  C — p — r. 

From  a  molft  bank,  beneath  a  filent  Ihade, 
Whofe  dark'ning  arch  depending  willows  made, 


A  death  devoted  youth,  In  day's  cool  dawn, 
Weary  of  infidts,  and  from  woes  withdrawn, 
Lont»  on  the  fuUen  furface  fix'd  his  view, 
And  figh'd — refolv'd  to  bid  loath'd  life  adieu. 

'  lis  but  to  plunge,  he  cry'd,  one  moment  thtre 
Saves  me  from  fnrrow,  and  outleapsdefpair ; 
Cover'dwith  calmnefs  in  this  luUinji;  bed. 
No  fear  fliall  reach  my  heart,  no  pain  my  head  : 
Terror,  and  fhame,  and  want,  fhall  with  me  die, 
And  anguilh  be  no  more  alive  than  1. 

Yet,  one  dear  mourner  will  my  death  diftrefs, 
Whom  I  would  live  for,  could  I  live  to  blefs  ! 
Her  tears  are  tortures  which  1  cannot  bear ;       ■..  //• 
Her  charms  give  madnefs,  and  her  wants  defpair.r* 

Juft  at  this  word  the  dear  diflruftcr  came,  - 

Picrc'd  the  deep  gloom,  and  catch'd  the  fatal  aim*. 
Trembling  with  horror,  yet  by  love  impell'd. 
Timely  (he  graf])'d  him;  and,  eonvulfive  held  : 
Ah  :   let  me  keep  thee,  though  we  beg,  Ihe  cry'dj, 
Life  has  no  want,  but  what's  by  love  fupply'd  :■   ,  - 
Wretched  with  thee,  there's  recompence  in  pain,[  -• 
And  blefs''d  without  thee,  I  were  blcfs'd  in  vaia,;.  ■ 
Hope,  fuffer,  think,  refolve,  fubniit,  contend. 
Move  every  foe — foHcit  every  friend  1  * 

Die  not  thus  young — e'er  hjalf  our  days  are  pa?l,     • 
Love  has  long  years  to  come  :   death  pulls  tpo,£aft#- 
I  will  not  feel  diftrefs  while  you  are  kind; 
Nor  bear  a  joylcfs  world  you  leave  behind.  ■ 

See  !  be  advis'd  :  turn  there  your  hopclefs  eye,^  v 
View  thofe  fweet  rifing  fliades  that  fpread  fo  nigh* 
Think,  did  their  royal  planter  hear  my  pray  r,,.  •  '• 
How  would  fhe  pity  my  poor  heart's  defpair  !  •  - 
She  the  heft  wife,  beft  jnother,.  daughter,  queen  \ 
Ah  1  that  fhe,  now,  beheld  thi?  dreadful  fcene  ! 
Think  on  her  fmilea — and  do  but  live  to  try  \ 
And,  if  that  hope  proves  vain — I,  too,  will  die. 

THE  WEDDING  DAY. 

'TwAS  one  May  morning  when  the  clouds  un- 
drawn, 
Expos'd,  in  naked  charms,  the  waking  dawn  ; 
When  night-fall'n  dews,  by  day's  waim  courtfljip 

won. 
From  reeking  rofes,  tlimb'd  to  kifs  the  fun. 
Nature,  new-bloflom'd,  (lied  her  odours  round. 
The  dew-bent  primrofc   kifs'd  the  brecze-fwept 

ground. 
The  watchful  cock  liad  thrice  proclaim 'd,  the  dajr. 
And  glimmering  fun-beams  faintly  forc'd  their 
way :      •  [went, 

Wheii,  join'd  in  hand  and  heart,  to  church  wc 
Mutual  in  vows,  and  pris'ners  by  confent.  •  .^ 

Aurelia's  heart  Iseat  high  with  mix'd  alarms, 
But  trembling  beauty  glow'd  with  double  charm»» 
In  her  foft  bread  a  modeft  druggie  rofe, 
How  die  diould  feem  to  like  the  lot  die  chofe, 
A  fmile  die  thought  would  drefs  her  looks  too  gay; 
A  frown  might  feem  too  fad,  and  blad  the  day  : 
But,  while,  nor  this,  nor  that,  her  will  could  bow. 
She  walk'd,  and  look'd,  and  charm'd— and  knew 
not  how. 
Our  hands,  at  length,  th'  unchanging  fiat  bound 
And  our  glad  fouls  fprung  out  to  meet  the  found,  a 
tJuij 
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Joys  meeting  joys  unite,  and  flronger  fliine ; 
for  paflion  parify'd  grows  half  divine. 
Aurelia,  thou  art  mine,  I  cry'd — and  (he 
Sigh'd  foft — now,  Damon,  thou  art  lord  of  me. 
But  wilt  thou,  whifper'd  flie,  the  knot  now  ty'd, 
Which  only  death's  keen  weapon  can  divide, 
Wilt  thou,  flill  mindfn)  of  thy  raptures  paft, 
Permit  the  fummer  of  love's  hope  to  laft  ? 
Shall  not  cold  wint'ry  frofts  come  on  too  foon  ? 
Ah,  fay  !  what  means  the  world  by  honeymoon  ? 
If  we  fo  fhoi  t  a  fpace  our  blifs  enjoy, 
What  toils  does  love  for  one  poor  month  employ  ? 
Women  thus  us'd  like  bubbles  blown  with  air, 
Owe  to  their  outward  charms  a  fun-gilt  glare. 
Like  them  we  glitter  to  the  diftant  eye ; 
But,  grafp'd  like  them,  we  do  but  weep  and  die. 

Leil  more,  faid  J,  thou  fhould'fl  profane  the  blifj, 
I'll  feal  thy  dang'rous  lips  with  this  clofe  kifs ; 
Not  thus  the  heav'n  of  marriage  hopes  blafpheme, 
But  learn  from  me  to  fpeak  on  this  lov'd  theme.  ^ 
There  have  been  wedlock  joys  of  fwift  decay, 
liike  lightning,  feen  at  once,  and  fhot  aw^ay  : 
But  theirs  were  hopes,  which,  all  unfit  to  pair, 
XTti.e  fire  and  powder,  kifs'd  and  flafh'd  to  air. 
Thy  foul  and  mine,  by  mutual  courtfhip  won, 
Meet,  like  two  mingling  flames, and  make  but  one. 
Union  of  hearts,  not  hands,  does  marriage  make  ; 
'Tis  fympathy  of  mind  keeps  love  awake. 
Our  growing  days  increafe  of  joy  (hall  know, 
And  thick-fown  comforts  leave  no  room  for  woe. 
Thou,  the  foft  fwelling  vine,  fhall  fruitful  laft; 
I,  the  ftrong  elm,  will  prop  thy  beauties  faft  : 
Thou  fhalt  ftrow  fweets  to  foften  life's  rough"^ 
way,  / 

And,  when  hot  paffions  my  proud  wlfhes  fway,  T 
Thou, like  fome  breeze,  fhall  in  my  bofom  play.J 
Thou  for  protection  fhalt  on  me  depend  j 
And  I,  on  thee,  for  a  loft  faithful  friend. 
J,  in  Aurelia  (hall  for  ever  view. 
At  once  my  care,  my  fear,  my  comfort  too! 
Thou  (halt  firft  partner  in  my  pleafures  be, 
3But  all  my  pains  (hall  laft  be  known  to  thee. 

Aurelia  heard,  and  view'd  me  with  a  fmile, 
"Which  feem'd  at  once  to  cherilh  and  revile  1 
O,  God  of  Love  !  fhe  cry'd,  what  joys  were  thine, 
2f  all  life's  race  were  wedding  days  like  mice  ! 

THE  DREAM. 

Slow-risin'g  night  had  her  black  flag  unfurl'd, 
And  fpread  her  footy  mantle  o'er  the  world  ; 
The  waicing  moon  (bed  pale,  a  fickly  light, 
And  ftars  fcarce  twi.ikled  to  th'  inquiring  fight. 
Half  the  loft  earth  by  darluiefs  over-run, 
Wept  in  cold  dews  the  abfence  of  the  lun. 
The  waves  were  hufh'd;  the  winds  forgot  to  roar. 
And  norms  detach'd  in  breezes  cours'd  the  (hore. 
The  mix'd  creation  was  involv'd  in  fleep  ; 
Filhes  roll'd  flumb'ring  through  the  ftagnate  deep, 
Beafts,  birds,  and  ferpents,  various  beds  polTeft, 
Some  m  thick  woods,  fome  in  dark  caverns  reft. 
Antipathies  in  common  fleep  took  part; 
Ciic  curs'd  not  thought,  and  woe  forgot  tofmart. 
Inimerg'd  in  reft  my  drowfy  fcnfes  la». 
And  death's  groud  image  praAis'd  on  my  clay. 


But  while,  difdainfiil  of  the  mean  contfoci, 

No  dull  ddfires  invade  my  wakeful  foul ; 

Adlivc  the  infpirer,  fkilful  to  purfue 

Through  the  wild  tracks  of  mazy  mem'ry  flew; 

There  fcatter'd  images  to  union  brought, 

And  forni'd  this  wond'rous  vifion  to  my  thought; 

I  found  myfclf  at  dead  of  deepeft  night, 
Cheer'd,  by  no  glimm'ring  fpark  of  remnant  light, 
Lock'd  in  that  ancient  venerable  pile. 
Which  holds  her  facrcd  duft,  who,  lately  bleft  our 

ifle; 
Afcending  damps  the  gloomy  concave  fought, 
And  hung  imprifon'd  to  th'  impervious  vault : 
While  my  (hod  feet  trac'd  fwift  the  du(ky  rounds 
Hoarfe  echoes  multiply'd  the  trampling  found. 
The  fweating  ftones  diftill'd  a  noifome  dew. 
And  earthy  (cents  my  death-fed  noftrils  drew. 
Cold  frofts  of  fear  pierc'd  keen  through  ev'ry 

part. 
And  (hiv'ring  agues  (hook  my  ice-bound  heart. 
A  hollow  wind  from  whiftling  murmurs  bore 
As  gath'ring  din  more  high,  and  ftrove  to  roar! 
The  tatter'd  trophies  fann'd  theprifon'd  air. 
And  chill  amazement  ftiffen'd  up  my  hair. 

While  fix'd  I  ftood,  intent  on  rumblings  near, 
And  diftant  groans  alarm'd  my  aching  ear; 
Sudden,  the  temple  (hone,  with  rufhing  light. 
And  new-born  terrors  overwhelm'd  my  fight. 
Ghofts  from  the  loos'ning  pavement  rais'd  theii* 

head, 
And  yawning  graves  difclofe  their  (hrouded  dead. 
Shot  up  in  ftreams,  a  mift  of  fpirits  rife, 
As  morning  exhalations  ftreak  the  Ikies. 
Soul-freezing  horror  tingled  through  my  blood. 
And  curdling  fear  bound  hard  the  vital  flood  ! 
Unbending  nerves  their  dying  vigour  loft, 
And  drooping  life  fcarce  held  her  dang'rous  poft  I 
Large  drops  of  fweat,  from  every  finger  (hed. 
And  the  whole  frame  of  nature  (hook  with  dread  I 
From  the  eaft  end,  where  mould'ring  monarch* 

lie, 
And  worms,  luxuriant,  feaft  on  royalty  ; 
Where  each  proud  tomb  fome  duft  of  princes  boaft*, 
There  marches  out  a  troop  of  fov'reign  ghofts : 
Each  in  his  (hadowy  hand  a  fceptre  brings, 
Th'  acknowledg'd  mark  of  pow'r  in  living  kings, 
A  glittering  diadem  each  forehead  wore. 
Their  robes  trail'd  loofe,  and  fwept  the  honour'd 

floor. 
With  flow  and  ftately  ftride,  the  monarchs  tread, 
.■\nd  ev'ry  meaner  fpirit  bows  its  head. 
In  foremoft  rank,  as  lateft  known  to  fame. 
The  gravc-brow'd  ghoft  of  awful  Anna  came  j 
Calm  and  ferene  the  filent  walks  they  trace. 
And  halt,  regardful,  at  each  folemn  place  : 
Vifit  each  tomb,  and  in  myfterious  (late. 
Hail  the  dry  remnants  of  the  wafted  great. 

This  pomp  of  death,  thus,  wore  half  night  away, 
And  came,at  length,  where  Denmark's  body  lay  : 
There  Anna  ftaid,  and  looking  careful  round. 
With  fhadowy  fceptre,  touch'd  the  confcious  ground. 
'Tis  ftrange,  (he  ligh'd,  that  he  whom  moft  1  bleftj 
Has  never  thank'd  me,  lince  I  came  to  reft. 

The  willing  ghoft  his  marbly  fetters  broke, 
And  rofc  up,  (lowly,  at  the  pow'rful  ftrokc ; 
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An  air  of  forrow  bent  his  ferious  head. 
His  eyes  fome  fecming  tears,  reludlant,   (hed    ; 
With  folded  arms,  and  difcontented  look, 
Thrice  bow'd  he,  gently,  and  thus  faintly  fpoke  : 

Hail,  happy  ihade  !  relt  here,  unforc'd  to  reign, 
Nor  toil,  to  fave  a  ftubborn  land  in  vain  ; 
How  did  juft  pity  fweeten  thy  controul  ? 
How  did'ft  thou  ftrain  thy  virtue-propping  foul  ? 
How  did'ft  thou  wifh  th'  unfinifh'd  courfe  to  run  ? 
And  a<Sl  in  will,  what  pow'r  has  left  undone  ! 
For  this,  fince  death,  detradtion  wounds  thy  fame, 
And  infolent  reproach  corrodes  thy  name. 
Ungrateful  people  !  unrepenting  ftate  ! 
Haft  thou,  O  queen  !  deferv'd  th'  ungentle  fate  ? 

He  ceas'd : — Each  lift'ning  monarch  (hook  his 
head, 
While  ftie  to  whom  he  fpoke,  thus  aafw'ring  faid  : 
O  Denmark  1  wonder  not  at  ills  like  thofe; 
Angels,  if  crown'd  in  England,  would  have  foes  ! 
Defcrt  like  mine,  with  living  glories  paid, 
Can  fear  no  fcandal,  when  become  a  {hade. 
If  aught's  left  wanting  to  my  people's  pray'r. 
Mourn  not  th'  unfinifh'd  progrefs  of  my  care  : 
When  princes  fome  wifti'd  good  in  vain  purfue, 
By  them  not  done,  'tis  left  for  heav'n  to  do. 
Let  us  in  peace  enjoy  our  filent  bed, 
Truth  always  triumphs  when  Ihe  ferves  the  dead. 

THE  NORTHERN  STAR. 

BoBN  in  an  age,  when  virtue  veils  her  face, 
And  bold  corruption  turn*  the  blulh  on  grace ; 
Where  reptile  genius  winds,  at  pow'rs  controul, 
And  fortune's  whelmy  tides  ingulf  the  foul : 
Wheie  fenfe   by   flatt'ry;    ftiame     by    want   is 

weigh'd. 
And  fervile  poets  make  their  art  a  trade. 
Rife,  gen'rous  mufe  !  out-foar  the  venal  view  ; 
For  praife  is  infult  where  'tis  giv'n  undue. 
Though  penfion'd  fame  can  fawn,  till  fools  are 

taught 
To  boaft  th*  imputed  wit  their  brib'ry  bought ; 
Yet  man  to  man's  refpecft  is  rais'd,  not  born. 
And  duUnefs  dignifi'd,  but  doubles  fcorn. 
Ah ;  narrow  hearts  '.  that  know    not  wifdom's 

weight. 
But  impudently  call  the  proud  the  great. 

Spread  the  broad  wings  of  truth,  impartial  mufe  1 
Dare  a  new  theme — nor,  now,  let  fancy  choofe; 
Serious,  and  fad,  the  faults  of  cuftom  mend, 
To  friendlefs  genius  fame's  due  fuccuur  lend— 
If,  in  fome  duiky  corner,  thon  {halt  find 
.  A  ragged  fortune  hide  a  nobler  mind, 
Difpcrfe  the  cloud ;   and  be  the  labour  thine. 
To  teach  the  {hame-fac'd  virtue,  how  to  fhinc. 

Or,  fhould  fome  wcaUh-encumher'd  churl  with- 
hold 
Th'  enlivening  ufe  of  unpartaken  gold, 
If  meanly  proud,  the  wretch  difdains  to  weigh, 
The  wife  man's  wants,  againft  the  treafur'd  clay. 
With  ceafelefs  fatirc,  goad  his  fncaking  foul, 
Till  his  pride,  fuff'ring,  gives  his  tafte  controul. 

Then,  mufe  '.  from  life's  low  wrongs,  indignant, 
turn, 
^/ith  loi tier  flajne,  for  fuff'ring  jnations,  bwrn. 


On  flatter'd  ftatefmen,  fcowl  a  patriot  eye ; 
Strip  their  badg'd  poets,  when  they  write,  to  lie. 
If,  rais'd  by  chance,  fome  tarnifher  of  fway, 
Blund'ring  through  ihifts,  miftakes  th'  unwinding 

way. 
If,  lumb'ring  clogg'd,  he  drags,  be-mir'd,  along, 
Cow'rs,  to  be  fafe— yet,  injures,  to  be  ftroug, 
Tell  him, — that  hair-breadth  'fcapes,  and  life-long 

fear. 
Buy  pow'r,  and  pomp,  and  infamy,  too  dear. 

Pafs,  pafs,  thef;  fulph'ry  meteors,  of  a  day; 
Their  blaze  too  dang'rous !  and  too   loft,  theif 

way  ! 
On  funs,  not  comets,  fix  thy  eagly  ken. 
Touch  the  proud  hearts  of  monarchs,  into  men. 
Thence,  flows  contagion  :    light  muft  generate 

light. 
Or  mimic  millions  catch  the  royal  blite  ; 
Kings,  who  are  kings,  ihed  luftre  o'er  mankind  ; 
But  dim-cy'd  princes  make  whole  nations  blind. 
— So,  godlike  Csefar  rul'd  ungrateful  Rome, 
And  {hort-liv'd  virtue  {hot  a  blafted  bloom  : 
But,  when  lewd  Nero  ftain'd  imperial  fway. 
Vice,  with  a  rapid  ftream,  fwept  ihame  away. 

Let  the  low  mufe,  that  ftrikes  the  venal  ftring?. 
Tune  her  tame  lyre,  and  fvvell  the  pomp  of  kings. 
Undreading,  thou,  where'er  the  cenfure  falls, 
Enter  proud  palaces  imperious  walls. 
There,™good,  or  evil — feize  th'  unihadow'd  fa(3. 
And  cill  truth,  truth,  however  princes  adl. 

Sublimely  iir'd,  I  fnatch  the  glorious  aim ! 
'Twere  great,  indeed,  to  give  the  royal,  fame  I 
But,-— where,  O  fpotlefs  light,  of  reafon's  eye  ! 
Where,  among  princes,  wilt  thou  greatnefs  fpy  ? 
Shall  Britain's  boaft  o'erload  my  lab'ring  lines  ? 
No — with  known  force,  domeftic  glory  fhines  I 
Flatt'ry  were  bafe  :  and  needlefs  the  defign. 
To  fay  (to  angels),  heav'n  is  all  divine. 

Northward,  departing  mufe,  extend  thy  flight ; 
There,  a  new  fun  inflames  the  land  of  night ; 
There,  arts  and  arms,  the   worlds  fifth  empire 

raife ; 
There  datelefs  times  fhall  hail  my  prophet  praife; 
Thy  line,  great  Czar  !  fhall  ftretch  that  fhorten'd 

name. 
To  more  than  Csefar's  pow'r,  and  all  his  fame. 
Taught,  by  thy  plans,  to  reign  viiftorious  ftill, 
And  length'ning  down,  through  time,  thy  death-^ 

lefs  fkill. 
Legions  of  kings,  fhall  wait  their  doomful  nod, 
As  hofts,  from  Mofes,  watch'd  th'  infpiring  God  I 

O  !  pride,  celeftial,  of  my  mufe's  praife  '. 
Thou  !  beft  invok'd  ! — ^infpire  my  rifing  lays. 
Kindle  my  glowing  foul,  with  fires,  like  thine, 
And  lend  me  light,  to  make  my  off'ring  Ihine  '. 
Though  right  to  mark,  how  tow'rirg  eagles  fly, 
Afks  the  try'd  fharpnefs  of  an  eaj^le's  eye  ; 
Though  high-rais'd  view,  can  beft,a  profped  {how. 
Which  he  but  ill  defcribcs,  who  ftands  too  low  ; 
Yet,  if,  afpiring  to  the  theme, — 1  feel 
Thy  glory's  love  propel  my  trembling  zeal, 
O,  prince  !  the  grateful  arrogance  forgive  ; 
No  genuine  mufe,  fo  charm'd,  can  filent  live. 

Perifh  the  pride,  in  poor  diftiniSion  fhown, 

That  makes  mao  blbad,  to  bleffings  not  his  Qwa  J 
U  u  lij 
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Briton  and  Ruffian  differ,  but  in  name  : 
In  nature's  fenfe,  all  nations  are  the  fame. 
One  world,  dii.ided,  diftant  brothers  fiiare 
And  man  is  rcafon's  fubjedl — every  where. 

So,  does  dark  Nile's  myfterious  torrent  ftray, 
And  oozy  wealth,  in  annual  flood,  convey. 
Memphia's  rich   plains,  iqibibe   th'    impregnate 

flow. 
And  pleas'd  Egyptians  fee  proud  harvefts  grow. 
"Yet  while  on  Egypt  partial  harvefts  fmile, 
Eg^T^'s  g'ad  fons  engrofs  not  all  their  Nile. 
Egypt,  and  all  the  world,  the  river  claim  : 
Egypt  in  influence,  and  the  world  in  fame. 
So,  Ruffia  feels  her  Czar's  intenfcil  heat : 
But  the  warm'd  world  his  diflant  brightnefs  greet. 

Ages,  obfcurely  loft  to  flighted  fame, 
Rob'd  the  dim  empire  of  its  bury'd  name  ; 
One  city's  bounds  ufurp'd  her  monarch's  rights, 
And  flirunk  his  thoufand  flatea  to  Mufcovites. 
Unmeafur'd  realms  lay  hid  in  noifelefs  reign, 
And  Ruffia  cover'd  half  the  world  in  vain  ! 
Till  rip'ning  time  this  giant-genius  fent ; 
Divinely  Cz'd  — to  fult  his  crown's  extent'. 
He  breath'd  prolific  foul,  infpir'd  the  land, 
And  call'd  foi-th  order,  with  directive  hand. 
Then  pow'r's  whole  energy,  at  '-nee  fpread  wide. 
And  old  obftrudtion  funk  beneath  its  tide. 
Then,  ihad'wing  all,  the  dread  dominion  rofe. 
Which  late  no  hope,  and  now  no  danger  knows  ! 

Did  not,  O  prince  I  thy  love  of  art's'  foft  charms 
Sufpend  the  keener  influence  of  thy  arms, 
Aftonifli'd  Europe,  envious  of  thy  fway, 
Muft  wink  malignant,  in  thy  ftream  of  day  ! 
But  'tis  thy  generous  tafk,  to  Iteer  thy  reign, 
Twixt  the  two  wide  extremes  of  mean  and  vain. 
To  teach  fierce  conqu'rors  all  that  arts  beflow, 
Yet  hold  back  arms  till  juftice  names  the  foe. 

Not  fo,  of  old,  when,  flern  in  horrid  arms, 
The  needy  north  pour'd  forth  her  Gothic  fwarms ; 
Roughly  they  warr'd,  on  arts  they  could  not  tafte! 
A"d,  blindly  laid  the  tracks  of  learning  wafts. 
Thisheav'n  remember'd,  and,  with  kind  command, 
Call'd  for  atonement  from  the  barb'rous  land. 
The  prince,  difdainful  of  his  country's  crime, 
Guiklefs,  fprmgs  forward,  to  uncurfe  the  clime  : 
And,  nobly  juft,  has  taught  the  nations  more, 
Than  the  world's  empire  ruin'd — loft  before  I 

How   vaft   the   engine! — and  the   force   how 
great!  [weight: 

That   could,    fo   fwlftly,    move    fuch    pond'rous 
Enormous  boaft  of  kings  !  who,— though  his  reign 
Stretch'd  empire's  endlefs  line,  from  main  to  main. 
Counts  not  his  greatncfs  by  his  country's  length, 
Nor  from  dependent  millions  fteals  his  flrength. 
But,  to  himfelf  (like  heav'n)  his  effluence  owes, 
And  gives — not  takes — what  pow'r  from  number 
flows.  [fchemes, 

Born,   for    eternal   growth — and    ftor'd    with 
For  whit'ning  time,  with  ever-blooming  themes. 
"Wonders  on  wonders  gild  a  glowing  land, 
That  almoft  ow'd  diftincftion  to  his  hand  ! 
Fr6m  frozen  climes,  where  nature,  ftiff  with  cold, 
Kourilh'd  no  hope ;  and  time  in  tears  grew  old  : 
Varm'd  by  the  monarch's  worth,  wc  rifing  faw 
Springs  of  gay  virtue— and  ripe  fruits  of  law  ! 
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Doubly  fupreme  !  thy  unreftrain'd  controul 
Diretfls  the  body,  and  empow'rs  the  foul  I 
Whiie  vulgar  kings  their  views  fupinely  fcan, 
.A.nd  limit  what  they  would  by  what  they  can  ; 
Thy  nobler  pow'r,  with  more  than  martial  fway. 
Commands — and  makes  men  able  to  obey  ! 
Tranfportin?  thought ! — let  me  indulge  it  long, 
Hence   realms  grow  mighty  and  their  influence 

!;rong. 
Ah  !  why  by  civil  broils  (hould  patriots  bleed. 
For  parts  in  pow'r,  they  nor  enjoy  nur  need  ? 
Lefs  fa(Mioiis  fubjecls  happier  freedom  fliare; 
Mifrcckon'd  flaves  in  fuch  a  fovereign's  care. 
Slaves  are  blind  buft'lers,  who,  deceiv'd  by  names, 
Promote,  unknowingly,  their  fpoiler's  aims  : 
Who  (told  fedition  fcts  a  nation  free) 
Hug  the  new  chain — and  call  it  liberty. 
Then — walking   gall'd,    beneath    th'  incumbent 

weiglit, 
Grind  a  curb'd  curfc,  and  bear  th'  impos'd  deceit. 

If  juft  Athenians,  by  a  Thefens  led, 
Their  fcatter*d  country's  ftrength-uniting  head  ! 
To  lafting  jraife  conCgn'd  his  cherifti'd  fame. 
And,  confcious  of  his  bounty,  blefs'd  his  name; 
II  hard  lyycurgus,  now  immortal  grown, 
Sheds  deathlels  glory  round  a  realmlefs  throne ; 
If,  Romulus !  thy  mem'ry  triumphs  ftill. 
For  teaching  Ronle  to  rob  with  fafer  fkil! ; 
For  reining  rapine  in  from  private  harms, 
To  mightier  mii'chief  in  confed'rate  arms  : 
What  praife,  prodigious  Czar  '  fhall  dare  to  tread, 
In  a%vful  circles,  near  thy  facred  head  ? 
To  whom,  not  one  fmall  portion  fingly  kneels, 
In  thanks  for  fep'rate  benefits  it  feels  : 
But  nations,  numberlefs  as  Lybian  fands, 
Share  the  long  bounties  of  thy  reaching  hands— 
Thy  hands  1   to  whom  delighted  with  thy  praife, 
God  gave  not  thrones  to  reign  on — but  to  raife. 
Thy  catching  luftre  fires  the  nonh's  wide  foul, 
And  thaws  the  icy  influence  of  the  pole. 
The  ftiaggy  Samoid,  ftiaking  oft  the  fnow, 
Warms  his  cold  breaft  with  new  dtfire  to  know. 
The  rugged  Tartar,  from  whofe  fwarthy  bands 
A  gloom  of  horror  us'd  to  fliade  thy  lands, 
Charni'd  by  thy  gen'rous  daring,  checks  his  own, 
Affumes  new  nature,  and  adorns  thy  throne. 
Beams  of  young  learning,  adtive  as  the  wind. 
Radiant,  flame  out,  and  light  up  half  mankind  : 
Stern  fuperftition's  mifty  cloud' difpell'd,      [held  : 
Quits  her  chief  throne,  through   leng  dark  ages 
And  Ruffian  arms  a  glitt'ring  terror  caft,     [paft  1 
O'er  realms,   where  icarce  the  Ruffian  name  had 
Blufli,  ye  bought  bards  '.  of  our  degen'rate  days, 
Whom  penfion  profliiutes  to  high-way  j'raifc  : 
Who  fear  it  fruitlefs  for  a  mufe  to  roam, 
Thence,  poorly,  pin  your  venal  hearts  at  home  ! 
The  world's  my  country  :  born,  no  matter  where, 
Man  is  a  denizen  of  earth  and  air  : 
Native  to  truth,  'tis  his  all  worth  to  fhow, 
And  love  the  hoftile  virtues  of  a  foe. 

Ah  I  how  too  weak  my  willing  verfe  purfues, 
And  flags  beneath  new  heights  of  op'ning  views  !. 
Touch  my  charni'd  heart,  thou  God  !  that  didll; 

infpire 
His  force  !  and  let  me  feel  th'  impulfive  firct 
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Sunk  amid  fens,  in  fortune's  ftagiiatc  tratft. 
And  curs'd  myfelf.  with  want  of  uo'.ver  to  aiS. 
Let  me  at  leaft  dtfcriHe,  with  coiifcious  blaze, 
And,  from  another's  triumph,  force  fome  piaife. 

O  '  gn  at  Eternal  Pow'r,  that  bounds  our  minds, 
What  ciiclinsi  dirknefs  human  forefight  blinds? 
Where  are  the  loft  efFe«5ls  of  ftarefmen's  dreams  ? 
Whofe  erring  envy  fpun  fuch  cobweb  fchemes  ! 
Long — each  vain  terror  beat  one  devious  road  ; 
And  figh'd  at  growing  France  with  falfe  forebode  : 
While,  unobferv'd,  th'  exulting  northern  bear 
Grin'd  over  gen'ral  empire,  rifing  there. 

Henceforth,  let  none  the  ftrength  of  dates  com- 
:  .-       pare  : 
Nor  what  they  may  be,  judge  from  what  they  are. 
Low  the  lord's  genius,  all  his  realms  the  fame  : 
The  king's  breaft  wid'ning,  fwells  his  throne  to 

fame. 
Then,  pow'r  effulging,  diftanc'd  equals  find, 
That  man's  whole  boundlels  diff'rcnce  dwells  in 

mind. 
This  truth, — dread  dark'ner  of  each  rival  throne  ! 
Well  has  thy  life's  long  tra.ft  of  wonders  fliown  ; 
What  fudden  fleets  have  Ihadow'd  diftant  feas, 
With  flags  that  ftart  to  pow'r,  and  fcorii  degrees; 
Glooming  at  pleafure,  ev'ry  hoftile  fliore. 
Far -trembling  nations  hear  new  thunders  r"ai  ; 
Th'  intrepid  Swede  does  fortune's  chaiige  upbmid, 
And  fees  th'  aflaulted  enemy  invade  ! 
The  Dane  finds  gratitude  too  weak  for  fear. 
And  hates  his  helper's  ftrength,  difplay'd  too  near. 
The  furrow'd  Baltic  a  new  lord  obeys, 
And  to  ftrange  keels  reluftant  homage  pays. 
The  virgin  Cafpian,  he,  bold  lover  '  woes; 
Nor  vainly,  for  her  envy'd  favour  fues  : 
Grafp'd  to  his.wilh,  (he  has  her  love  confef-'d, 
And  giv'n  him  leave  to  vi'ander  o'er  her  breaft. 
Perfi'i's  heap'd  wealth  fliall  her  huge  portion  be, 
And  India's  fovereign's  give  her  lord  the  knee. 

From  namclefs  outlets,  endlefs  naval  hofts. 
Black'ning,  ftill  more,  the  fable  Euxinc's  coafts. 
Shall  teach  the  Porte's  imperial  walls  tp  ftiake, 
And  the  fell  fultan's  iron  fceptre  break. 
Grecia's  loft  foul  (hall  be  reftor'd  by  thee  ! 
Great  faver !  fetiing  empire's  genius  free  ! 
Then,  Hellefpont,  whofe  ftream  indignant  glides, 
And  Ttr  fubjetfted  world's  two  bounds  divides  ; 
Shall  feel,  while  reaching  both,  thy  thunder  roars, 
Europe  and  Afia,  trembling  to  her  fliores. 
Then,  may  thy  floating  empire's  conq'ring  fweep 
New  greet  vaft  Ruffia  round  th'  Atlantic  deep. 

So  fpring  the  feeds  of  pow'r,  when  wifely  fown  ! 
So  pregnant  genius  plans  the  future  throne  ! 
Mean  while,    great   founder  1    gath'ring  ftrength 

from  blows. 
They  fpread  thy  glory  who  thy  arms  oppofe. 
The  (elf-pri^'d  lords  of  China's  boaftful  land, 
Feel  their  pride  flirink  beneath  thy  bord'ving  hand : 
The  tracklcfs  wilds,  which  both  vaft  ftates  disjoin, 
Are   ev'n,    when   arm'd   with   Ihiv'ring  winter, 

thine ! 
O'er  realms  of  fnow  thy  furry  fquadrons  fly. 
And  bring,  at  eafe,  the  dreadful  diftance  nigh  ! 
In  vain  oppos'd,  th'  enormous  wall  they  fee ; 
pioclaim'd  defiance  can  but  quicken  thee. 
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Z-.nbla's  white  clIfFs-etcmal  hoards  of  froft, 
Where  proud  difcov'ry  ha^  fo  oft  been  loft  ; 
Through  every  period  of  the  world  till  now, 
Have  check'd  all  keels  that  would  thofe  ceeans 

plow. 
Nature's  laft  barrier  '.  they  all  fearch  withftood. 
And  bound  ambition  up  in  freezing  blood. 
Rtferv'd  by  hcav'n,  and  for  thy  reign  defign'd,^- 
Thy  piercing  eye  Ihall  that  dark  paffage  find.,  i 
Qr,  eaft's  and  weft's  embracing  confines  ftiown. 
Join  two  emerging  world's  ;  and  both  thy  'own. 

Stop,  headlong  mufe!— Ah!  whither  would; ft 
thou  go  ? 
Look  down  with  caution  on  the  depths  below  : 
Profpedls  tdo  vaft  the  rafli  prefumer  fright ; 
And,  dazzling,  wound  an  uncoileded  fight. 
Congratulate  av/hile  our  church's  gain. 
And  mingling  joy,  relax  thy  wonder's  ftrain. 

Shall  then,  at  luft,  beneath  propitious  fcies. 
The  crofs  triumphant  o'er  the  crtfcent  rife  ? 
Shall  we  behold  earth's  long  fuftain'd  difgrace 
Rcvcng'd  in  arms  on  Ofman's  haughty  race  ? 
Shall  Chriftian  Greece  ftiake  off  a  captive  fhame, 
And  look  unbluftiing  at  her  Pagan  fame  ,' 
•Twill  be.  -Pro]  hetic  Delpbos  claims  her  own  ; 
Hails  her  new  Csifars  on  a  Ruffian  throne. 
Athens  ftiall  teach  once  more  !  once  more  afpire  I 
And  Spartan  breafts  rcglow  with  martial  fire  : 
Stiil,    ftill,    Bizantium's  bright'ning  domes    fhall 

ftiine, 
And  rear  the  ruin'd  name  of  Conftantine,       [be  I 

Tranfcendent  prince  !    how   happy  muft  thou 
What  can'ft  thou  look  upon,  unblef?'d  by  thee? 
What  inward  peace  muft  that  calm  bofom  know, 
Whence  confcious  virtue  docs  fo  ftrongly  flow  ! 
Each  fame,  of  ages  paft.  in  ruin  lies  : 
How  timely,  therefore,  does  thy  greatnefs  rife. 
To  fire  forgetful  thrones,  with  thirft  of  praife  ; 
And  build  example  for  thefe  feeble  days  !     [fliine. 

Such,    are  the  kings,  who  make   God's  image 
Nor  blufti  to  dare  aflfert  their  right  divine  !^ 
No  earth-born  bias  wirps  they  climbing  will; 
N:>  pride  thesr  power-^noav'rice  whets  their  Ikill. 
I  hty  p'-ife  each  hope  which  bids  the  wife  obey. 
And  Ihed  broad  bleffings  from  their  wid'ning  fway. 
To  raife  th'  afflidled,  ilretch  the  hcahng  hand, 
Drive  crufti'd  opprefiion  from  each  refcu'd  land. 
Bold  in  alternate  right,  or  ftieath  or  draw 
The  fvvr.rd  of  conqueft,  or  the  fword  of  law. 
Spare  what  refills  not  ;  what  oppofes,  bend  ; 
And  govern  cool,  what  they  with  warmth  defend. 

How  blefs'd  were  man  :   wooild  heav'n   hereaf- 
ter pleafe, 
That  all  earth's  princes  Ihould  be  form'd  llkelhefe! 
Wifti  it,  O  mufe  !  howe'er  the  wifli  be  vain ; 
It  gives  fome  joy  to  hope  th'unlikelieft  gain,  [ftiine 

Adieu — di-ead  flame  !  that   bids  the   pole  out- 
The  torrid  brightnef'.  of  the  burning  line  I 
Drawn  by  thy  beamy  force,   I  ftill  would  gaze; 
But  my  eyes  ake  beneath  th'  opprtffive  blaze, 
Defcend,  rafn  mufe  ! — 'tis  decent  to  retire  , 
Thy  fall  were  dang'rous,  if  thy  flight  were  higher. 

Thou,  too,  great  prince  ■    forbear  th'  ador'd 
excefs  '. 
Reft— for  thy  life,  and  make  thy  glory  lefs. 
U  u  iiij 
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Heav'n  ftiuft  reclaim  thee— nor  thy  abfence  bear, 
When  earth  yields  no  new  wonder  worth  thy  care. 

Mourn'd,  the  near  profpefi  !  yet  not  mourn'd 
by  all  ' 
There  are,  whofe  humbler  glory  waits  thy  fall. 
Wheh  thou,  great  fun  of  royalty !  {halt  fet, 
/Artfi  pay  fad  nature's  laft  and  fureft  debt : 
Then  earthMow  lordsmayboaft  their  poordefigns, 
And  ev'ry  upftart  twinkler  think — he  fhines. 

Then,  when  nomoreihy  wonders  wake  mankind, 
But  dying  envy  leaves  delight  behind, 
Here,  while  thy  neps  admiring  ages  trace, 
Where  (hall  amazement  firft  encomium  place  ? 
Arduous  decifion  !   which  moft  honour  won  ? 
Thy  anions,  or  the  fpeed  with  which  they're  done. 

When    Rome,   that  glitt'ring,    that  immortal 
name  1 
Afpir'd  to  rule,  and  panted  after  fame ; 
Age  copying  age,  fpun  length  of  patient  will, 
And  ek'd  th'  oft-breaking  thread,  with  lab'ring 

Ikill. 
Nor  till  fev'n  hundred  hard-prefs'd  years  were  paft, 
The  late  propitious  fortune  fmil'd  at  laft. 
Not  fuch  fldw  rife,  O  prince!  thy  Rufiia  feats: 
Thou  dragg'ft  not  glory  fr«m  fuch  depth  of  years. 
At  once  refolv'd,  at  once  the  columns  rife,    ' 
Which  lift  thy  dreadful  fabric  to  the  Ikies. 
Torm  and  degrees,  let  bounded  fpirits  need  : 
Thy  foul,  eccentric,  moves  with  in-bred  fpe^  : 
Sllakes  nature  fhake,  and  raifes  in  a  day, 
What  with  lefs  eafe  in  ages  fhall  decay. 

So,  when  young  time  its  firft  great  birth-day  kept, 
And  huddled  nature  yet  in  chaos  flcpt; 
Th'  ercrnal  Word,  to  fet  diftindlion  free, 
jBut  fpoke  th'  almighty  fiat — Let  there  be. 
■Millions  of  ways  the  flatting  atoms  flew  ; 
Jjike  clung  to  like — and  furtden  order  grew  : 
Struggling  in  clouds,  a  while  confuiion  lay, 
^hen  died  at  once  and  loft  itfelf  in  day. 

THE  PICTURE  OF  LOVjS, 

XiOVE  is  a  pafllon  by  no  rules  confin'd, 
The  great  firft  mover  of  the  human  mind  : 
Spring  of  our  fate  !  it  lifts  the  climbing  willj 
■Or  finks  the  foften'd  foul  in  feas  of  ill : 
Science,  truth,  virtue,  fweetnefs,  glory,  grace, 
All  are  love's  influence,  and  adorn  his  race; 
iove,  too  gives  fear,  dcfpair,  grief,  anger,  ftrife. 
And  all  th'  unnumber'd  woe.s  which  tempeft  life, 

Fir'd  with  a  daiing  wifh,  to  paint  him  right, 
What  mufe  ihall  1  invoke  to  lend  mc  light .' 
Something  divine  there  livts  in  love's  ibft  flame, 
iBeyond  our  fpirit's  pow'r  to  give  it  name! 
How  (hall  I  paint  it  then  ?  or  why  reveal 
A  pleafure  and  a  pain  which  all  muft  feel? 

b'jul  of  thy  lex's  I'wettnefs !  ai<l  my  hope. 
Pride  of  my  reafon,  and  my  paffion's  fcope  ! 
Thou,  whofe  leaft  motion  can  delight  infpire  ! 
And  whofe  fweet  eye-beams  (hed  celeftial  fire! 
Thou,  at  whofe  heav'n-tun'd  voice  tht;dcad  migl^t 

wake! 
And  from  whofe  face  we  fatal  learning  take. 
Teach  me  thy  godlike  pow'r  the  heart  to  move. 
Smile  on  my  virfe  and  look  the  world  to  love  i 


Far,  ye  profane,  from  my  chafte  fubjeift  fly, 
Nor  ftain  its  brightnefs  with  a  tainted  eye  ; 
What  if  a  thoufand  ills  the  wanton  prove, 
Whofe  earth-born  heat  ufurps  the  name  of  love  ? 
Lovers,  indeed,  are  caft  in  no  coarfe  mould. 
How  few  have  yet  been  form'd,  though  time's 

grown  old   1 
No  wild  defire  can  this  proud  blifs  beftow. 
Souls  muft  be  match'd,  in  heav'n,  though  mix'di 
below. 
As  fire,  by  nature,  climbs  diredl  and  bright, 
And  beams  in  fpotlefs  rays,  a  fhining  light ; 
But  if  fome  grofs  obftruition  ftop  its  way. 
Smokes  in  low  curls  and  fcents  the  fullied  day  : 
So  1  ^ve  itfelf,  untainted  and  refin'd. 
Borrows  a  tintSure  from  the  colour'd  mind ; 
The  great  grow  greater  while  its  force  they  prove, 
But  little  hearts  want  room  and  cripple  love. 
Cautious,  ye  fated,  who  frequent  the  fair  ! 
Your  breafts  examine,  nor  too  raihly  dare, 
Curb  your  untrufted  hearts  while  yet  they're  free. 
Love  is  refiftlefs  when  you  feel  'tis  he.  [dart. 

Small  is  the  foul's  firft   wound,  from  beauty's 
Andfcarce  th'  unheeded  fever  warms  the  h^art. 
Long  we  miftake  it,  imder  liking's  name, 
A  foft  indulgence  that  deferves  no  blame; 
A  pleafure  we  but  take  to  do  her  right,        [light ; 
Whofe  prefence  charms  us,  and  whofe  words  de- 
Whofe  fweet  remembrance  broods  upon  our  breaft. 
And  whofe  dear  friendfliip  is  with  pride  poffeft. 

Excited  thus  the  fmother'd  fire  at  length, 
Burfts  into  blaze,  and  burns  with  open  ftrength;. 
That  image  which  before  but  footh'd  the  mind,  J 
Now  lords  it  there,  and  rages  unconfin'd. 
Mixing  with  all  our  thoughts  it  waftes  the  day. 
And  when  night  comes,  it  dreams  the  foul  away. 
Pungent  impatient  tingles  in  each  vein. 
And  the  fick  bofom  throbs  with  aching  pain, 
Abfenc  fi'om  her,  in  whom  alone  we  live. 
Life  grows  a  bankrupt  and  no  blifs  can  give; 
Friends  are  impf>rtunate,  and  pleafu re's  loft, 
What  once  moft  charm'd  us  nov\^  difgufts  us  moft ; 
Fretful  to  filent  folitude  we  run. 
And  men,  and  light,  and  noify  converfe  fhun; 
Penfive  in  woods,  on  river's  fides  we  walk. 
And  to  th'  unlift'iiing  winds  and  waters  talk ; 
How  next  we  fliall  approach  her  pleas'd  we  weigh, 
And  think  in  tranfport  all  we  mean  to  fay  : 
Tenderly  bowing,  thus  will  we  complain. 
Thus  court  her  pity,  and  thus  plead  our  pain  ; 
Thus  figh  at  fancy'd  frowns,  if  frowns  fhould  rifcj 
And  thus  meet  favours  in  her  foft'ning  eyes. 

Reftlefs  on  paper  we  our  vows  repeat. 
And  pour  our  fouls  out  o»  the  miflive  ftieet  : 
Write,  blot,  reftore — and,  in  loft  pieces  rend 
The  mute  entreatcrs,  yet  too  faint  to  fend  ; 
Unblefs'd  if  no  admiflion  we  procure, 
'Tis  heav'n  at  diftance  to  behold  her  door  J 
Or  to  her  window  we  by  night  repair. 
And  let  loofe  fancy  to  be  feafted  there  ; 
Watch  her  lov'd  (hadow  as  it  glances  by, 
And  to  imagin'd  motions  chain  our  eye; 
Has  ftie  fome  field,  or  grove,  or  garden  blefs'd  I 
Pkas'd  we  retread  the  paths  her  feet  have  prefs.'4^ 
Near  ber,  by  chance,  at  vifits  or  at  plays. 
Our  rufliing  fpirits  wov/d  in  fpeaking  gaze  j, 
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Light  on  her  varied  airs  our  eye-balls  ride, 
Blind  as  the  dead  to  the  full  world  befide. 

If  blefs'd  by  feme  kind  letter  from  her  hand, 
The  cherifh'd  flame  is  into  madnefs  fann'd ; 
Trembling  we  half  devour  the  facred  prize, 
And  lend  our  thoughts  and  lips  to  aid  our  eyes; 
No  wild  extravagance  of  joy's  too  much, 
for  aught  once  vvarm'd  by  her  enlivening  touch. 

Thefe  are  the  fweet  effufions  of  delire, 
When  abfence  wounds  us,  or  when  wifhes  fire  ; 
But  when  in  prefence  we  our  vows  addrefs, 
Who  can  the  tumults  of  the  foul  exprefs  ? 
Boundlefs  defire,  aw'd  hope,  and  doubtful  joy, 
Stormy  by  turns  the  veering  heart  employ; 
Sick'ning  in  fancy's  funlhine,  now  we  faint. 
And  licence  wounds  us  deeper  than  reftraint : 
fix'd  in  her  opening  door  iurpris'd  we  ftay  ; 
Dumb  and  depriv'd  of  all  we  meant  to  fay, : 
Qur  eyes  flafli  meanings  but  our  rooted  feet 
Paufe  till  due  rev'rence  faints  the  hallow'd  heat  : 
Soft  tremblings  feize  us  and  a  gentle  dread, 
Speechlefi  our  thought,  and  all  our  courage  fled. 
Slowly  reviving,  we  from  love's  (hort  trance. 
Softly  with  blufhful  tendernefs  advance  ; 
Bow'ing  we  kneel,  and  her  giv'n  hand  is  preft, 
With  fweet  compulfion'tq  our  bounding  bread ; 
O'er  it  in  ecftacy  our  lips  berjd  low, 
And  tides  of  fighs  'twixt  hej-  grafp'd  fingers  fjow: 
High  beats  the  hurried  pulfe  at  each  forc'd  kifs, 
And  ev'ry  burning  finew  aches  with  blifs  : 
Life  in  a  fouly  deluge  rulhes  o'er. 
And  the  charm'd  heart  fprings  out  at  ev'ry  pore. 

The  firfl  fierce  rapture  of  amazement  paft, 
Confufion  quits  us,  and  defire  grows  fall; 
We  fit,  and  while  her  gaz'd-at  beauties  rjfe, 
A  humid  brightnefs  fparkles  from  our  eyes  : 
Modeft  difquiet  ev'ry  a(Slion  wears, 
And  each  long  look  the  mark  of  paffion  bears ! 
Diforder'd  nature  no  cold  medium  keeps, 
Tranfport  now  reigns,  and  dull  refledlion  fleep$ : 
All  that  we  feel,  or  wifli,  or  adl,  or  fay, 
Is  above  thought  and  out  of  reafon's  way  ; 
Joy  murmurs,  anger  laughs,  and  hope  looks  fad ; 
Rafhnefs  grows  prudent  and  difcretion  tiiad  : 
Refllefs  we  feel  our  am'rouj  bofom  burn, 
Now  this  way  look  we,  and  now  that  way  turn. 
Now  in  fweet  fwell  of  thought  our  lifted  eyes, 
Lofe  their  low  langour  and  atteiript  to  rife, 
Now  finking  fuppliant  feek  the  charmer's  feet, 
And  court  wilh'd  pity  in  their  glanc'd  retreat, 
Oft,  in  fix'd  gaze,  they  dwell  upon  her  face. 
Then  flart  allonifh'd  from  fome  dazzling  grace  ; 
Now  in  bold  liberty  fly  out  unhid. 
Now  aw'd,  'Icape  inward  'twixt  the  clofing  lid. 
If  we  dare  fpeak,  and  would  our  wifli  purfue, 
The  words  fall  feath'ry  like  defcending  dew  ; 
The  foft'ning  accents  ev'n  in  utt'ranco  die. 
And  the  tongue's  fweetnefs  here  out-charms  U^e 

eye; 
'Till  mingled  fighs  the  fainting  voice  confound. 
But  lover's  meanings  fpeak  though  robb'd  of  found. 

Is  there  no  more  ?  oh  !  yet  the  laft  remains  ! 
Crown  of  our  conqueft  '.  fweet'ner  of  our  pains  ! 
There  is  a  time  when  love  no  wilh  denies, 
And  [miliog  nature  throws  o£f  all  difguife ; 


But  who  can  words  to  fpeak  thofc  raptures  find  J 
Vaft  fca  of  ecflacy  that  drowns  the  mind  1 
That  fierce  transfufion  of  exchanging  hearts ! 
That  gliding  glimpfe  of  hcav'n  in  pulfive  flarta! 
That  veiny  rufli !  that  warm  tumultuous  roll! 
That  fire  which  kindles  body  into  foul! 
And  on  life's  margin  flrains  delight  fo  high. 
That  fcnfe   breaks  (hort,  and  while  we  tafte  WC 
die. 
By  love's  foft  force,  all  nature  is  refin'd. 
The  dull  made  fprightly  and  the  cruel  kind: 
Gently  the  ftubborn  paflions  learn  to  move, 
And  favage  hearts  are  humaniz'd  by  love  : 
Love  in  a  chain  of  converfe  bound  mankind. 
And  polifli'd  and  awak'd  the  rugged  mind; 
Juftice,  truth,  pity,  opennefs  of  heart. 
Courage,  politenefs,  eloquence  and  art, 
That  gen'rous  fire  with  which  ambition  flames. 
And  all  th'  unfleeping  foul's  divined  aims, 
Touch'd  by    the  warmth  of  love  burn  up  more 

bright, 
Proud  of  the  godlike  pow'r  to  give  delight. 

Thus  have  I  vainly  ftrove,  with  flrokes  too  faint 
Love  in  his  known  and  outward  marks  to  paint  ; 
Unmindful  that  of  old  they  veil'd  his  face. 
And  wifely  cover'd  what  they  could  not  trace. 
Lovely  creator  of  my  foul's  foft  pain. 
Pity  the  pencil  that  afpir'd  in  vain  : 
Vers'd  in  love's  pangs  and  taught  his  pow'r  by 

you, 
Skill'd,  I  prcfum'd  that  what  I  felt  I  drew  ; 
But  I  have  err'd  ;  and  with  delirous  aim, 
Would  pidure  motion  and  imprifon  flame. 
He  who  can  lightning's  flafh  to  colours  bind. 
May  paint  love's  influence  on  the  burning  mind. 
Then  when  we  mailer  him  and  give  him  law. 
Then  may  we  chain  him  and  his  image  draw  : 
But  who  would  bind  this  god  mud  captive  take 
A  power  which  all  mankind  can  captive  make  : 
I  am  too  weak  of  heart,  yet  I  can  tell 
Thofe  who  dare  feize  him,  where  he  loves  to  dwelL 
I  fee  him  now;  in  his  own  heaven  he  lies, 
Clofe  at  fweet  ambufh  iu  Miranda's  eyes. 

ADVICE  TO  THE  POETS. 

Too  long  provok'd,  immortal  mufe,  forgive; 
Roufe  a  dead  world,  and  teach  my  verfe  to  live 
Not  the  low  mufe,  who  lends  her  feeble  fire. 
To  flufn  pale  fpleen,  or  light  up  loofe  defire ; 
But  that  bright  influence,  that  cxpanfive  glow. 
Which  firft  in  angel's  numbers  learn'd  to  fluwj 
Ere  time  had  llruck  eternity  with  Ihade, 
Or  day,  or  night,  or  I'pace,  or  form,  was  made  : 
Tun'd  the  rais'd  notes  at  which  creation  grew, 
A.nd  worlds,  and  flare,  and  funs,  and  heav'ns,  (hot 

new. 
She,  {he,  the  mufe — Oh,  ne'er  to  be  defin'd ; 
Thou  flame  of  purpofe  !  and  thou  flow  of  mind! 
Thou  path  of  praife,  by  heav'n's  firfl  fav'rites  trod  ? 
Thou  voice  of  prophets !  and  thou  breath  of  God  i 

I  feel  her  now — th'  invader  fires  my  bread  ; 
And  my  foul  fvvells,  tofuit  th'  heav'nly  gueft  : 
Hear  her,  O  Pope  !   fhe  founds  th'  infpir'd  decreCj 
Thou  great  archangel  of  wit's  heav'a  !  for  thee. 
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Let  vulgar  genii,  foiir'd  hy  Iharpdifdain, 
Piqu'i.  and  malignant  words,  low  war  maintain, 
"While  ev'ry  meaner  art  txert-  her  aim, 
O'er  rval  arts,  to  lift  her  queftion'd  fame  ; 
Let  half-foul'd  poets  ftill  on  poets  fall. 
And  teach  the  willing  world  to  fcorn  them  all. 
But  let  no  mufe,  pre-eminent  a*  thine, 
Of  voice  melodious,  and  of  force  divine, 
Stung  by  wit's  wafps,  all  rights  of  rank  forego. 
And  turn,  and  fnarl,  and  bite,  at  every  foe. 
No     like  thy  own  Ulyfles,  make  no  flay  ; 
Shun  monfters,  and  purfue  thy  ftreamy  way. 
Wing'd  by  the  mufe'^  god  to  rile  fublime. 
What  has  thy  fame  to  fear  from  peevifh  rhyme  ? 
Shalt  thou,  decreed  till  time's  own  death  to  live, 
Yet  want  the  nobleft  courage — to  forgive  ' 

Slander'd  in  vain, enjoy  the  fplccn  of  foes; 
Let  thefe  from  envy  hate ;  from  int'reft  thofe  ! 
Guilt   like  the  firft,  your  gratitude  requires. 
Since  nene  can  envy,  till  he  firft  admires: 
An-   nature  tells  the  laft  his  crime  is  none. 
Who  to  your  int'reft  but  prefers  his  own. 

Difgrac'd  by  vidory  where  we  ftrike  too  low, 
Ann  meanly  furious  ftretch  the  flooping  blow, 
Pride,  that  provokes  revenge,  mifleads  it  too ; 
Return  of  flander  is  the  weak  man's  view  : 
The  wife  exped  it  with  a  cold  difdain  ; 
And,  while  they  not  receive,  retort  the  pain. 

Should  ev'n  hot  rafhnefs  erring  javelins  throw. 
And  ftrike  our  friendly  breaft,  fuppos'd  a  foe  ? 
How  nobler  ftill  to  undeceive  than  blame  ! 
And  chaften  infult  with  the  blulh  of  Ihame  ? 
Never  ah,  never  fhail  that  worth  be  found, 
Which  neither  malice  n>.r  miftake  can  wound  ! 

Thus  far  might  ev'ry  ftrength  of  heart  extend; 
Thus  far  can  ethic  fprings  our  tempers  bend  : 
Thus  far  the  thoughts  of  laints  or  kings  may  rife. 
And  each  known  greatnefs  of  earth's  ufual  fize  : 
Ent  far  more  tow'ring  ftill  the  poet's  fires ! 
Whofe  breaft  a  ray  from  God's  own  heart  infpires. 
Heroes  and  faints  rife  rare — yet  ftill  they  rife  ; 
*    And  time's  full  ftream  each  common  art  fupplies. 
Philofophy's  proud  heights  are  hourly  gair.'d. 
And  painting's  charms,  and  mufic's  force  attajn'd ; 
But  when  the  deathlefs  pcet  is  to  fliine, 
Long-lab'ring  ages  fwdl  the  flow  defign. 
At  length  he  comes :  the  birth  of  time  apnears  ! 
And  heav'n  fmiles  fatisfy'd  a  thoufand  years. 
Strange  greatnefs  this!  with' which  compai'd, 
pricft,  faint, 
King,  hero,  and  philofopher,  found  faint  1 
He's  none  of  thefe,  whom  time  ftiall  p-et  call, 
But  more  than  either,  and  creates  them  all. 
Learn,  poets,    learn,  th'  importance  of  your 
name ; 
And,  confcious  of  your  pow'r,  exalt  your  aim. 
Soul-ftiaking  fov'reigns  of  the  paffions,  you 
Hold  wider  empire  than  the  Csefais  knew. 
While  dam'rous  rhet'ricbut  fufj  ends  the  mind. 
And  whifp'ring  morah  figh,  unheard,  behind  ; 
While  frail  philofophy  but  ftarts  dcCgns, 
And  revelation's  light  to  diftant  (hines, 
Ardent  and  clofe  the  mufe  maintains  her  fway, 
And  the  confenting  wifhes  make  her  way : 
Ev'n  pride's  rafti  plunge,  the  poet's  curb  endures; 
^d  ev'ry  f  affagc  to  the  heart  is  yours. 


Scorn,  then,  the  fervile  imitator's  name, 
Nor  humbly  fplendid  were  caf:  coat-  of  fame  : 
Lean  not  ftiftaiu'd — a  weight  no  mule  allows  '. 
Pilf 'ring  the  faded  bays  from  claffic  brows; 
Nor  creep  contented  in  the  modern  way  ; 
A  dry,  dull,  foff,  low,  langiiid,  tirefome  lay  ! 
But,  ftrongly  facred,  and  fublimely  warm, 
Strike   the  aw'd  foul,  and   the  touch'd  paffions 

charm ; 
Till  the  ftern  cynic,  foft'ning  at  your  ftrain, 
Feels  himlclf  mov'd,  and  hugs  the  pleafmg  pain. 
While  lazy  lovers  from  their  langoi.r  ftart. 
And  gain  a  conqiiell,  though  they  loft  a  heart. 

Such  wond'rous  change  can  harmony  command  ! 
For  heav'n  lent  nature  V,  the  poet's  hand; 
Gave  him  the  paflion'.?  boundlefs  pow'r  to  know; 
And.  like  a  god.  diftribute  ji>y  and  wee  ;    [fpring. 
Taught  the  tun'd  nerves  at  each  known  fotind  to 
A'ld  bound  obedient  to  the  warbling  ftring 
And  the  blood's  current  in  compliance  roll  ■ 
And  the  charm'd  fpirits  rufti  in  tides  of  foul,  [lent. 
Ye  who  feel  ftrong  this  power  that  heav'n  has 
Be  your  rais'd  hearts  with  equal  ardour  bent  : 
Dare  to  praife  virtue,  though  unprais'd  before; 
Lance  your  keen  I'atires  at  oppreffive  pow'r  : 
Be  worth  obfcure  by  your  bright  genius  fought. 
And  gild  its  palenefs  in  your  fun  of  thought : 
Lift  it  to  notice  ;  give  it  ftrength  to  move. 
And  teach  dull  greatnefs  how  to  know  and  love. 
Wi'h  nerves  of  thought  in  vig'ratc  manly  themes ; 
Nor  idly  fport  in  fancy's  empty  beams  ; 
Let  no  Safe  flatt'ry  tempt  your  verfe  aftray, 
Nor  a  light  laughter  a  low  tafte  difplay. 
In  wit's  cold  fhallows  wade,  for  ftiame !  no  mbr'e. 
Her  foundlefs  ocean  tempts  you  from  the  fliore  : 
Up  her  vaft  ftecps  launch  with  intrepid  climb, 
And  fwim  through  ages  down  the  ftream  of  time. 
Though   faint,   through  modifh   milts  religion 
ftines, 
Oft  let  her  facred  foarings  lift  your  lines  : 
Oft  let  your  thoughts  take  fire  at  that  firft  flame^ 
From  whofe  bright  effluence  infpiration  came. 
Th'  Almighty  God,  who  gave  the  fun  to  blaze, 
Voic'd  the  great  poet  for  his  Maker's  praife  : 
Firft,  for  his  glory,  form'd  the  world's  extent  ^ 
Then  form'd  a  language  for  that  glory  meant. 
Hence  have  all  tov/'ry  mhids,  fublimely  fir'd. 
With  in-bf>rn  ftrength  to  their  own  heav'n  afpir'd  ; 
While  confcious  pertnefs,  for  fuch  heights  unfit. 
Safe  to  flight  fubjedls  pins  its  puny  wit,     [glows  ? 
Lives  there  a  man,  whofe  breaft  with  honour 
Who,  wrong'd  by  friends,  forgives  and  pities  foes; 
Who,  ftill  defcrving,  never  gains  fuccefs, 
But  lives  opprefs'd,  by  fhunning  to  opprefs  ? 
Who  can  ail  grief  for  his  own  woes  reftrain. 
Yet  melts  in  generous  tears  at  other's  pain  .' 
Teach  him,  O  mufe  !   to  wilh  no  monarch's  fway. 
Greater  in  want,  than  in  dominion  they  !      [mind, 
For,   oh  ! — what   diff'rence  '■    'twixt  th'  effulgent 
That  longs  for  light,  left  others  fliould  be  blind. 
And  him,  who,  wanting  nothing,  grafping  all. 
Seems  great  himfclf,  becaufe  all  round  look  fmall ! 

Or  does  a  fofter  fubjed  fuit  your  mind  ? 
Fond  of  the  fair,  and  to  their  int'reft  kind  ; 
Pity  fome  maidj  whom  modeft  wilhes  move, 
Unbkfs'd  by  fonuacj  yet  infpir'd  by  Ipvcj 
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Fair  without  fullowers,  without  art  fincere, 
Piais'd  without  hope,  and  without  conqueft  dear  : 
There  let  the  mule  the  rights  sf  beauty  prove, 
For  all  are  equ;il  by  the  laws  of  love. 
There  let  the  mufe  perUiade  on  virtue's  fide. 
And  teach  lame  love  to  leap  the  bars  of  pride  : 
The  pains  of  pallion  kt  the  nuife  impart, 
And  to  foft  yicidings  mould  the  ftubborn  heart. 
'  Are    there,    whofe   rais'J   difllndion    fweetly 

(hineSj 
And  whom  high  fortune  fills  with  high  defigns? 
Who  greatly  bkfljng  all  o'er  whom  they  rife, 
Smile  on  th'  inferior  world  with  friendly  eyes? 
Or  whop*  the  love  of  ufeful  arts  infpires  ? 
Or  v^hom  faith,  gratitude,  or  friendfhip  fires? 
Or  whom  by  charity's  foft  glowings  warm'd  ? 
All  vice  has  fled  from,  and  all  virtue  charm'd  : 
Thefe,  and  all  thefe,  deferve  the  mufe's  ftrain ; 
At  once  adorn,  and  are  adorn'd  again. 

Shines  there  a  captain,  form'd  for  war's  controul, 
Born  with  the  feeds  of  conqueft  in  his  foul  ? 
By  envy  driv'n  totruft  hisin-b;ed  ftore, 
And  ft  ill  the  lefs  fupply'd  renown'd  the  more  ? 
'Gainft  foes  and  frioiids.at  once  compsU'd  to  guard, 
Bat  hardeft  prefs'd  by  thofe  for  whom  he  vvarr'd; 
Vidlor  alike,  fupported  or  betray'd, 
And  obftinate  in  his  oppreffor's  aid ; 
Pointing  fuperior  from  the  heights  he  won, 
To  teach  his  rafti  fupplanters  what  to  fhun. 
Difclaiming  vengeance,  while  fecure  of  fame, 
And  griev'd,  uat  angry,  at  his  country's  fhame  : 
Fearlefs  of  flartery  here,  confefs  the  great, 
And  to  wrong"d  glory  lend  the  mufe's  weight. 
To  crowns  and  fcnates  hold  a  daring  light, 
And,  'fpite  of  M 's,  do  a  M right. 

Should  wit's  high  guardians  e'er  their  charge 
r.egledl, 
Nor  watch  her  waning,  nor  her  growth  proteA, 
Cold  and  unmov'd  fee  tragic  warmth  decay, 
And  epic  fpiendour  fade,  unfelt,  away ; 
V/hile  in  their  place  low  taftes  the  land  defame, 
Jefts  without  words,  and  laughter  without  ftiame  ! 
Poets  expell'd  the  ftage,  fupremely  theirs. 
And  the  bays  with'ring  round  the  heads  of  play'rs; 
1  hen  fhouJd  the  mufe  indignant  wake  the  throne, 
And  the  whole  thunder  of  her  voice  be  ftown. 

O  that  all  verfe  would  fenfelefs  found  expel, 
And  the  big  fubjed  bid  the  numbers  fwell ! 
But,  ah,  far  fcort  th'  unfolid  tinklers  rife. 
Nor  foar,  bu:  flutter,  in  the  mufe's  fkies ! 

Shame  on  your  jingling,  ye  foft  ions  cf  rhyme  ! 
Tuneful  confumers  of  your  reader's  time  ! 
Fancy's  light  dwarfs  1  whofe  feather-footed  ftrains 
Dance  in  wild  windings  through  a  wafte  of  brains  I 
Vour's  is  the  guilt  of  all,  who,  judging  wrong, 
Miftake  tun'd  nonfenfe  for  the  poet's  fong. 
Provoking  dulnefs !  what  a  foul  has  he, 
Who  fancies  rhyme  and  mesfure  poetry  ! 
He  thinks  profanely,  that  this  gen'rous  art 
Stops  at  the  ear,  with  power  to  ftiake  the  heart. 

For  twice  nine  cent'ries,  why  has  partial  fame. 
O'er  worthier  Romans.fweU'd  th'  Auguftan  name  ? 
O'er  Julius  nobler,  and  of  mightier  mind? 
O'er  ev'u  Vefpafian,  darling  of  mankind  ? 
What  but  the  mufe  this  lalling  dift-'rence  made  ? 
Tkiid  poets  kr.t  ths  world's  grjat  lord  their  aid ; 


And  from  their  grateful  praife  confent  fit  ft  grew. 
That  he,  who  rais'd  the  arts,  furpafs'd  them  too. 
Think,  ye  vain  flatel  len  :  whofe  felf-pointed 
aims 
Die  with  your  duft,  nor  fave  your  bury'd  names. 
Think  on  the  crowds  of  bufy  cyphers  loft, 
Who  once,  like  you,  their  fov'reign's  fniiles  eq- 

grofs'd  I 
Cloudily  buftling  fill'd  a  realm  alone,       [throne : 
And,  with    ftate    curtains,   fcreen'd  the  darketj'<J 
'  Twixt  crowd  and  fubjeil,  ftood  an  envy'd  wall. 
Bought,  built,  clear'd,  clouded,  and  decided  all  : 
Yet,  dead  for  ever,  in  dumb  graves  are  laid. 
And  reft,  forgotten,  with  the  noife  they  made. 

No  Richelieu's  they — nor  knew  the  puet's  powVj, 
Nor,  flcill'd  to  plant,  invok'd  the  genial  ftiow'r  : 
Hence  their  dry  names  in  happy  hafte  decay. 
And  ev'ry  barren  glory  fades  away. 

In  peace,  fuch  themes  demand  the  poet's  fire. 
Such  fubjedts  raife  th'  exalted  avt  ftill  higher  : 
But,  if  provok'd  too  far,  fome  wav'ring  ftate, 
Fufti'd  and  infulted  in  perplex'd  debate. 
Feels  her  flow  patience  blulb — and,  tir'd  at  lengtk, 
Weighs   her  mean   wrongs  againft  her  mighty 

ftrength; 
If  then  wifti'd  war  th'  exerted  genius  warms, 
And  glowing  verfe  would  roufe  a  realm  to  arm^ 
Then  the  joint  mufes  animate  the  fong, 
And  the  whole  godhead  pours  the  found  along  S 
Then  the  big  notes  in  tun'd  excitement  roll. 
Bid  the  blood  boil,  and  wing  the  wafted  fouls 
Courage  impatient  burns  in  ev'ry  breath ; 
And  a  taught  brav'ry  leaps  the  lines  of  death. 
Thefe  are  the  feafons,  O,  ye  mufe-infpir'd! 
When  ftates  unwarlike  may  to  war  be  fir'd; 
Then  pow'rful  verfe  fliould  long  loft  heroes  raife. 
And  kindle  glory  at  the  catching  blaze  : 
Arthur's  great  ghoft  unrefting  and  aftiam'd. 
That  William's  brav'ry  faw  the  brave  defam'd, 
Shining,  redeem'd  in  hoHour  of  our  land. 
Would' fmile  to  'fcape  the  knighted  tort'rer's  hand. 
Then  might  our  great  third  Edward's  awful  Ihade, 
Hem'd  with  ris'n  ftandards  dreadfully  difplay'd. 
Pale  from  his  tomb  in  epic  ftrides  advance. 
And  Iboot  cold  horror  through  the  heart  of  France* 
Wide  o'er  the  reading  world  extend  alarms. 
And  warn  proud  ftates  to  ftiun  Britannia's  arms. 
Or,  fince  the  mufes  fons  in  courts  are  known. 
And  pleas'd  pay  homage  round  a  reigning  throne, 
Why  are  they  flow  to  fing  the  Saxon  fame  ? 
From  whofe  long  lineage  fov'reignBrunfwick came: 
When  their  white  courfer,  by  brave  Hengift  born. 
Did  firft  in  Albion  war's  w.iv'd  pomp  adorn : 
While  German  aids  thy  cliffs,  O  Britain,  fcal'd    ■ 
To  triumph,  where  ev'n  Rome's  great  help  had 

fail'd ! 
To  fave,  and  give  forgetful  England  name ; 
To  plant  a  race,  that  know  not  whence  they  came: 
To  lend  us  language  to  exprefs  our  fires. 
In  grateful  railings  at  our  German  fires. 

Thus,  O  ye  happy  few !  for  glory  born, 
Whofe  ftarry  wreathes  your  country's  fame  adorn, 
Wafte  not,  on  vulgar  themes,  your  breathing  fire. 
But  tune,  for  gen'rous  ends,  your  living  lyre  : 
Teach  the  miftaken  world  a  jufter  rate, 

<;ourt  your  praifes,  and  to  dread  your  hats. 
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Then,  when  kind  heav'n  infpires  the  vaft  fublime, 
And  your  verfe  lives,  and  claims  the  ftamp  of  time, 
Hift'ry  fhall  die,  and  fcarce  preferve  a  name  • 
While  p('ets  fiourifli  in  immortal  fame 

How  have  endanger'd  balancers  of  (late 
l.iv'd  in  light  ign'rance  of  the  mufe's  wreight  ? 
How  might  a  guided  ftage  men's  wills  prepare, 
To  hrook  tame  peace,  or  wifii  reludlant  war  I 
How  might  the  fubtle  fcene  our  paflions  wind! 
And  the  watth'd  arms  of  young  (edition  bind  1 
How  timely  might  this  pow'rful  art  perfuade! 
How  make  light  lovelier,  and  illumine  (hade  ! 
Eafe  ftarefmen's  labours,  animate  their  aims. 
Adorn  their  adions,  and  embalm  their  names. 

Should  W— — 's  felf,  unconfcious  of  the  mufe, 
Provoke  her  vengeance,  or  her  rev'rence  lofe, 
In  vain  were  votes !  (he  could  his  pow'r  defy, 
And  bid  his  blacken'd  mem'ry  never  die  : 
Shade  his  bed  virtues,  widen  each  miftakc, 
Arvd  his  hop'd  fame  from  unborn  ages  fake. 
Or  (he  could  force  unwilling  ptaife  to  climb, 
And  Soat  him,  topmoft,  on  the  tide  of  time ; 
Bid  millions  blefs  him  ages  after  death. 
And  give  new  life  in  a  charm'd  people's  breath  : 
When  no  fkill'd  antiquary  finds  his  bull, 
And  his  proud  buildings  (hall  be  lolt  in  duft. 

Pardon,  ye  living  lights !   wherc'i^r  you  fhine, 
Ye  bled  eledt !  ye  prophets  of  the  nine  1 
Pardon  that  I,  whom  (ainter  flames  infpire, 
Have  thus  prefuni'd  to  point  your  heav'nly  fire  : 
To  make  the  great  more  great,  requires  youi  (kill ; 
I  want  the  pow'r,  nor  ev'n  polTefs  the  will. 
While  to  myfelf  I  live  obfcurcly  blels'd, 
l^ook  round  the  bufy  world,  and  htig  my  reft; 
Plac'd  below  greatnefi,  and  above  diftrefs, 
I  pity  pow'r,  and  hold  faft  happinefs; 
Purfue  no  int'reft,  no  mean  profped  raife, 
Rejefi  no  cenfure,  and  invite  no  praife. 

THE  IMPARTIAL. 

Are  thefe  the  marks  then  of  our  promis'd  (hame  ? 
Or  did  detratftion  (leal  the  patriot's  name  ? 
Weak  if  we  were,  hov*r  rofe  we  now  fo  ftrong  ? 
Or  whence,  if  pow'rful,  were  we  fcorn'd  fo  long  ? 
Bum,  footy  (lander,  burn  thy  blotted  fcroll : 
Greatnefs  is  greatnefs,  'fpite  of  facSion's  foul. 
I  gaze,  aftonilh'd  kingdom,  o'er  thy  face, 
And  each  weigh'd  wonder  to  its  fountain  trace. 
dory  flows  in  where  infamy  was  fpread  : 
And  long  loft  triumph  lifts  her  tow'ring  head. 
Warm  o'er  the  icy  north  thy  influent  awe 
Bids  hoftile  leagues  diffolve  in  friendly  thaw. 
Up  Rhine's  ftrong  ftream  Britannic  thui-ders  wind. 
And  Alpine  mountains  (hake,  and  ftates,  behind. 
Auftria'spium'deaglebeak'd,  and  wing'd  once  more, 
Sees  baffled  Bourbon  driv'n  from  fhore  to  (hore. 
Sea-fkook  Aufonia  red  with  warring  hofts, 
-.  fitarts  from  her  Adrian  to  her  Tyrrheae  coafts. 
Ev'n  Rome's  imperious  mitre  learns  to  bow, 
And  .Spain's  Thaleftris  is  but  woman  now  !  [fear  : 
Whence  this  amazing  change  ? — 'twas  late  all 
JJo  warring  god  invok'd,  indin'd  his  ear. 
Tyrants  combia'd,  found  freedom's  rights  bctray'd  : 
Taith  faft  expiring,  faw  the  falfc  invade. 
Commerce  cajol'd,  relu<2ance  brib'd,  rage  tame: 
Ey'O  empire  crod  on— yet  unco»ci:^'a  by  ihainel 


Then  was  the  crifis ;  then  fate's  hand  appear'd  f 
Then  might  the  world  be  deaf,  for  Britain  heard. 
Wave-worlhippd  Britain  '.  one  to  all  oppos'd  !       j 
By  friends  deferted,  and  by  foes  inclos  d  ; 
Fil's  the  world's  eye — difpels  the  doubter's  care ; 
Bids  the  bold  tremble,  and  ths  backward  dare  : 
High  to  the  nations  points  their  guardian's  throne. 
And  3(9:8,  and  arbitrates,  and  fliines  alone. 

And  have  (uch  fires ioflam'd  a  patient  reign? 
Immortal  heav'n  !  and  muft  we  ftill  complain  J 
Still  muft  we  rail,  and  blacken,  and  fufped  ? 
At  once  curb  vigilance  and  goad  neglcvfl  ? 
Deep  1ft  my  foul  deteft  th   adhefive  pride, 
That  changiiig  fentiment  unchanges  fide : 
True  to  contempr  of  truth  repents  within, 
Yet  fcreens  convi(Sti.<n.  and  ftrainshard  to  fin. 

Shame  un  this  craft  tofcarc! — this  toil  to  feemf 
O  heart  indignant,,  fly  th   unmanly  fcheme  ! 
Blufti  for  thy  pail  injiillice — (brink  no  more; 
But  wake,  and  wonder,  thou  wert  dark  before  ! 
Learn  from  whole  hand  th' unlook'd-for  effluence 

came ; 
And,  in  the  teeth  of  infult,  found  his  name. 

What  though  fome  friend  thou  lov'ft  had  nar« 
rov^'cr  fight  ? 
Truth  knows  no  parties,  and  involves  like  light. 
Shadows  a  id  nam-^s  fright  cowards — but  the  ftrong 
Ne'er  call  that  lighcnefs,  which  is  fcorn  of  wrong. 
Dare  to  be  juft,  'tis  all  that  brav'ry  means ; 
He  ftiiops  too  bafely,  who  to  flatt'ry  leans: 
But  whom  pale  prejudice  has  taught  his  part, 
Born  for  a  (lave,  wears  fetters  on  his  heart ; 
Sees  undifcerning  ;  feels  without  his  touch  ; 
Judges  too  little,  and  decides  too  much. 

Poets  have  nobler  fouls :  fame's  paths  they  (how; 
They  glow  themfelves,  and  teach  the  world  to 

glow. 
Satire's  whole  pow'r  their  own — yet  praife  they 

choofe, 
Ev'n  of  unconfcious  kings,  who  flight  the  mufe. 
Proud  of  negleiSled  force,  each   heav'n  touch'i 

mind 
Open  to  reafon  is,  to  int'reft  blind. 
Self,  all  unthought  of,  can  for  others  think ; 
Swim  till  the  ftate  rides  fafe,  then  finile,  and  fink. 
Lift  evn  the  worth  that  hates  him— love  is  (hown  ; 
And,  for  his  country's  joys,  exclude  his  own  ; 
This  is  to  think  like  mufes,  ad  like  man  : 
This  princes  ought  to  feel — and  poets  can. 

Ye,  once  mifguided  !   is  retracSlion  vain  ? 
Truft  the  brave  injur'd  ;  nor  perfift  to  ftain. 
Why  (hould  fufpicion  penitence  outlive  ? 
None  doubt  forgivenels,  but  who  ne'er  forgive. 
Heav'n  has  been  wrong'd,  yet  ftill  goes  on  to  blefs; 
For  fins  of  blindnefs  err  beneath  diftrefs. 
So  wrong  d,  fo  pard'ning,  Cart'ret  heeds  no  foe ; 
But  faves — uuangry  at  the  rage  below. 

Oft  with  thefe  (hackly  quails  of  twin'd  intrigue, 
Tliefe  nets  for  liberty,  thefe  links  of  league. 
Trite,  venal  cant !  which  envy's  arts  can  teach, 
To  cenfure  cv'ry  pow  r  we  fail  to  reach. 
No  genrous  heart,  mifJrawn  to  devious  beat, 
When  trutiis  new  lurtre  fhines,  difclaims  its  heat. 
Cliarm  d  and  furpris'd,  I  hug  my  country's  fame; 
CoBipar'd,  O  heav'n '.  with  yean  of  Icngth'ning 
ibi^me, 
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Ye  fons,  who  love  her,  weigh  the  threat'ning 
fwell 
Of  Spain,  France,  fadion,  calumny,  and  hell  I 
Wei^h  with  what  fpeed,  repell'd  from   mound  to 

mound. 
Subfiding  danger  fought  her  bidden  bound  ! 
Hail  the  white  cliffs  of  Albion  held  ferene, 
While  round  her  redd'ning  rolls  the  bloody  fcene, 
I  hail  it  all; — and  hail  th'  acknowledg'd  caufe; 
Hail  the  mind's  reach,  that  gives  earth's  uproar 

laws ! 
Safe  mid  furrounding  menace,  guards  mankind  ; 
Guides  ev'ry  council,  bufiesev'ry  wind,        [main, 
Shakes  the   world's  fhakers,  hears  for   land  and 
And  binds  fell  tyrants,  while  they  bite  their  chain. 
Ye    mufe-made    Mentors  !    rais'd   on    fancy's 
wings. 
To  think  for  heroes,  and  to  reign  for  kings ; 
When  cou'd  your  fons  of  time's  feign'd  births  do 

more  ? 
For  ne'er  true  flory  reach'd  thefe  heights  before. 

Fav'rites  have  oft,  in  many  a  troubled  ft  ate, 
Poiz'd  the  king's  love  againll  the  people's  hate ; 
Oft  the  firm  leader,  in  fome  patriot  fcheme, 
Has,  with  bold  fteerage,  ftemm'd  the  royal  ftream : 
And  fometimes  too — yet  rare,  too  rare,  that  praife  '. 
The  fafe  at  home,  abroad,  have  gather'd  bays  ; 
But  none,  till  Cart'ret  rofe,  e'er  hop'd  to  fee 
Onemaft'ring  genius  grafp  th'  unwilling  three! 
Prince  half  confiding — people  all  unjult — 
Abroad  all  difcord,  and  at  home  diftruft — 
Propp'd  on  himfelf,  like  the  world's  weight  he  lay, 
And  through  contention's  impulfe  ftiap'd  his  way  ; 
Heard  the  clafh'd  elements,  defpis'd  their  brawl, 
Roll'd  on  felf-centred — and  inorb'd  'em  all. 


THE  LOVER'S  COMPLAINT. 

If  on  the  tow'ring  Alps'  amazing  height, 
Whofe  cliffy  tops  our  climbling  eyes  affright, 
And  with  chill  horror  flrike  the  ftartled  fight ; 
If  there,  Celinda,  thou  had'ft  chanc'd  to  be 
The  piny  produdl  of  fome  teeming  tree  ; 
Taftelefs  of  human  pity  might'ft;  thou  grow,     ' 
And  forc'd  to   bend,  when  ruffling   tempefli! 

blow. 
Nod  angry  at  the  plains  that  fpread  below. 
Ev'n  pines  and  oaks  can  bend  to  ilones,  and  be 
More  flexible,  than  thy  ftrong  hate  to  me  ! 
The  greedy  ocean,  whofe  infatiate  waves 
Flow  to    devour;    whofe   fmootheft    fmlles  i 

graves ; 
Of  all  its  monftrous  forms,  has  none  fo  cold, 
Nor  does  one  rock,  in  its  vaft  bofom,  hold, 
That,  had  it  fenfe,  fuch  cruelty  would  fhow. 
To  triumph  in  the  fhipwreck'd  failor's  woe  : 
Nothing  in  nature  does  fo  fix'd  remain. 
But  love's  foft  fire  can  gradual  entrance  gain 
And  all  but  thee,  once  lov'd,  will  love  again, 
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See'st  thou  yon  mountain,  fo  immenfely  high. 
Around  whofe  flcy-crown'd  head  raw  tempefls  fly  I 
How  low'ring  darkly  o'er  the  fhadow'd  plain, 
Ic  hangs  the  genuine  feat  of  horror**  reign  [ 


Its  craggy  fides  hold  thin  a  fterile  foil, 
Which,  promifing  no  harveft,  tempts  no  toil '. 
No  grazing  cattle  crop  fubfiftence  there, 
Nor  flow'r-fed  breezes  feafl  the  hungry  air  ! 
No  foft  meand'ring  current  glides  along, 
To  court  the  meadows  with  its  murm'ring  fong; 
No  lofty  fpires  a  wand'ring  glance  invite, 
N  )r  vvind-fhook  woods  arreft  the  ravilh'd  fight ! 
All  rough  and  wild,  it  rears  its  rocky  head. 
Severely  awful,  and  unlovely  fpread  : 
From  its  cold  top,  foil-fweeping  torrents  flow, 
Form'd  by  unfruitful  floods  of  native  fnow  1 
Sorrow  fits  brooding  on  its  furrow'd  face. 
And  defolation  covers  all  the  place.  [flate  ? 

See'ft  thou  all  this,  fond  youth  !  fo  charm'd  witb 
Such  is  the  envy'd  blifs  that  gilds  the  great- 
Such  are  the  barren  honours  they  enjoy  ; 
For  fuch  diftindtion,  they  their  cares  employ. 
They  move  our  pity,  while  they  tempt  our  fight ; 
High  above  all  indeed, but  fruitlefs  in  their  height 

SOLITUDE. 

Welcome  coo!  breeze,  to  fan  my  glowing  mind,' 
Cinder'd  with  feverifh  cares  and  conftant  woe  1 
Welcome  foft  blifs,  by  gracious  heav'n  defign'd. 
The  out-worn  paths  of  ancient  peace  to  fliow. 

The  road  which  wifdom  loves  to  go, 
And  teach  afpiring  man  true  happincfs  to  knoWj 
In  thy  fweet  fliades  uninterrupted  reigns. 

Free  from  care-toil'd  nature's  flrains, 
The  downy  god  of  eafc  1 

In  the  innocent  and  life-blifs'd  fwains, 
Unfway'd,  by  low  defire  of  worldly  gains, 

Their  uncorrupted  fenfes  juftjy  pleafe. 
Nor  know  the  penetrating  curfe  of  pains, 
But  travel  fmoothly  up  to  death,  by  mild  and  floflC 
degrees. 

On  thy  calm  coafts  no  whirlwind  doubts  we  find, 
No  terrifying  blafts  to  break  foft  fleep, 
No  felf-rais'd  tempefts  (hake  man's  hurry'd  mind. 
For  queftion'd  riches  which  the  wild  winds  fweep. 
Along  the  furrow'd  bofom  of  the  deep  ; 
And  which,  ev'n  e'er  we  gain,  we  fear  to  lofe. 
No  watchful  guards  in  thee  we  need  to  keep, 
But  reft  in  peaceful  flumbers  duly  find. 
Nor  feel  the  killing  cares,  which  great  men  madly 
choofe. 

Smoothly  revolving  years, 

Unloaded  with  a  needlefs  weight  of  fears. 
Slide  unpercciv'd  and  fteadily  away  ; 

Safe  in  the  humble  (belter  of  content, 

Our  apprehenfion,  eafy  and  unbent. 
Sometimes  but  feldom  looks  abroad  to  know, 

How  things  about  us  go. 
Sometimes  we  upward  deign  to  caft  our  eye. 
And  view,  with  curious fcorn,  the  gath'ring  clouds. 
Which  warring  princes,  plac'd  for  mifchief  high. 
Supinely  fit  and  bid  againft  each  other  fly  : 
Fioni   coverts,    where   our    choice   our  fortune 
fhrouds. 

We  fee  all  this,  and  hear  the  noife  it  makes  J 
As  one  well  hous'd,  fees  the  blue  light'niog  fiy^ 
And  hears  ths  rolling  thunder  Ihake  Uie  Iky; 


ttt9 


THE    WORKS    OF    HILL. 


While  he,  regardlefs  where  the  tcmpeft  breaks, 
Without  the  danger,  the  delight  partakes  ; 
Thus,  while  on  earth,  cur  bodies  happy  ftay, 
While  here  our  joy-fin'd  moments  fwim  awav. 

Our  elevated  minds,  above  the  fpheres, 
Forget  their  weak-built  tenement  of  clay; 
And  by  the  trying  tire  of  reafon,  grow 
So  pure,  fo  free,  from  thonght-diford'ring  Cn, 
That  when  from  life  on  their  laft  call  they  go, 
In  large  expanfe  of  foul,  they  upwards  flow. 
And  rather  mix  with  heav'n,  than  dwell  therein. 

ON  MR.  COWLEY'S  INTRODUCING  PIN- 
DARIC VERSE. 

Sacred  foul, harmonious  fwan  ! 
Whofe  fweeteft  notes  long  before  death  begin; 
And  the  long  tuneful  race  unwearied  ran, 
JLong  before  death  began   the  fong  ;  ar.d  Aill  the 
fong  improv'd,  [mov'd! 

And  ftiU  new  firings,  and  flill  new  pleafure 
How,  mighty  mufe  !  didft  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
(For  the  gigantic  taflc  was  all  thy  own') 
Find  means  to  draw  fitch  uneshr.ufted  {lore. 

From  fpricgs  which  were  fo  poor  ? 
From  fountains  chok'd  with  blood,   and  made  by 
dull  impure. 
How,  'midft  an  iron  age, 
The  dreadful  aad  the  over-aded  flagc, 
Oi  undiftingii'Qi'd  fcenes  cf  rage. 
Where  ftriving  merit,  flruck  by  mis'ry,  fell : 
And  all  that  learning  then  could  teach,  was  how 
to  fuffer  well. 
How,  in  this  toilfome  age, 
Did'll  thou,  immortal  man  !  when  arts  were  over- 
thrown, 
When  all  the  mufcs  garden  was  o'ergrcwn, 
And  whole  Pariiaffus  tumbled  down, 
Stand  on  its  ruins,  and  erec^  a  new  one  of  thy  own. 

Yet,  as  within  the  all-enlight'ning  fun, 
Some  fpots  our  glaffes  find. amidll  the  blaze; 
Too  fmall,  tho'  vifible,  to  look  on  long, 
Becaufe  encircled  with  eye-dazzline  rays; 
So  thou,  great  king  of  faiicy  !  led  aftray 
By  thy  high  melted  mufe,  uncurb'd  and  gay. 
And  prancing  proudly  on,  ia  wit's  utmieufur'd 

way! 
Haft  err'd  in  judgment,  where  thou  did'fl  deCga 

Thy  judgment  moft  fhould  fliine  !       [vine. 
But  all  that's  human  in  thy  verfe,  is  loft  in  the  di- 
Immortal  man  !   thou  doft  too  ralhly  blame 
The  wafteful  fpirit  of  thy  gloomy  times, 

Ev'n  of  that  age  of  crimes, 
Which  gave  the  fate  of  fufF'ring  Charles  to  fame! 
Shorf-Gghted  man,  fcarce  ever  aiming  right, 
I'hough  eagle-ey'd,  in  mortal  fight. 
Oft  thus  miftakes,  for  chance,  hcav'o's  wcll-rc- 
folv'd  decree. 
And  does  againft  it  fight  I 
That  which  lights  to  ftiadows  are, 

Or  peace  to  war; 
Such  was  that  age  to  thee  f 
Such  contraries  Almighty  wifduin  finds, 

And  ftamps  on  human  minds ; 
Tha.  virtue's  vilage,  made  thereby  more  bright, 
May,  whcD  fct  opfoQcc  to  fin's  black  night, 


To  ftrike  ail  eyes  that  ftali  her  luftre  lee, 
Shins  out  with  double  force,  and  doubly  charm- 
ing be. 

So  fell  the  royal  martyr,  to  convince 
The  wond'ring  age«  fincc, 

How  bleft  their  fathers  were,  in  fuch  a  prince  ; 

Oh,  wond'rous  myftic,  undifcover'd  maze  ! 

What  man  can  fearch  his  God's  untrodden  ways  ? 

Hence  our  flow  learners  late  are  taught,  loft  wortli 
to  idolize  ! 
And  hence  our  long  pofterity  fliall  know, 
(What  heav'n  thence  meant  to  fliow) 
How  many  curfcs  three  torn  nations  owe 

To  zeal's  hot  fons,  who  really  had  no  eyes. 

And  pride,  who  faw  truth  plain,  and  feeing  durfl 
defpife. 
So,  too  immortal  fubjecfl  of  my  mufe, 
The  fav'rite  theme  (he  loves  to  chnofe  ! 

So,  too,  the  fable  ignorance  of  that  age, 

Like  foils,  which  luftre  can  to  diamonds  give, 

Infpir'd  thy  facred  mufe  with  that  juft  rage. 
Which  greatly  handing  up  to  fame. 
Thine  and  thy  fov'reign's  refcu'd  name. 

Shall  ev'n  thy  Pindar's  praife,  bat  in  thy  works, 
outlive. 

THE  MIRACLE  AT  CAN  A. 
TraKHated from  Crajoato. 

WriEV  Chrift,  at  Cana's  feaft,  by  pow'r  divine, 
Infpir'd  cold  water  with  the  warmth  of  wine. 
See  !  cry'd  they,  while  in  redd'ning  tide  it  gufli'd, 
The  bafbful  ftream  hath  feen  its  God  and  blufli'd. 

ARRIA  AND  P-STUS,  FROM  MARTIAL. 

When,  from  her  brcaft,  cha!le  Arria  dragg'd  the 

fword, 
And  faintly  reach'd  it  her  expe«51ing  lord  ; 
My  wound,  faid  Ihe,  but  waftes  nnvalu'd  breath, 
'Tis  thine,  dear  Pactu*,  gives  the  fting  to  death. 

ON    THE  DEATU    OF 
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Since  flie  by  whom  her  peop'e  all  live  Mcft, 
To  forrow's  reign,  has  giv'n  her  ruling  breaft. 
Grief  ftjould  be  loudly  heard  as  well  as  feen, 
To  noifc  hi'!  death,  and  mourn  our  widow'd  queen. 
The  friends  of  Anna  muft  net  ulent  weep; 
Of  ftreams,  'tis  faid,  the  gentleft  are  moft  deep  ! 
But  grief  is  paflion ;  and  where  paffion  reigns. 
Nature  fcorns  decency,  arid  breaks  her  chains  : 
Like  fome  fierce  wind-driv'n  fliow'r  true  grief 

appears; 
'Tis  but  a  breeze  that  is  allay'd  by  tears, 
She  does,  indeed,  with  Cghs  and  tears  complain, 
Like  fpring-boro  zephyrs,  mix'd  with  fprinkling- 

rain !  [fpread. 

But  we,  the  cloud  with  thunder  charg'd,  ftiould 
Aud  gen'ral  woe  fpeak  big,  tofuit  the  virtue  deada 
Great  as  his  mercy  fhould  our  pity  be : 
Ah  :  who  unmov'd,  can  yon  fairforrow  fee  ? 
The  royal  Dane  that  treafure  long  pcfleft, 
)  Dear  to  her  foul,  and  fai:hful  to  her  breaft ! 


MISCiLLANE 

fret  from  ambitloo,  innocently  g:reat, 
'Twixt  fadwn's  flioaU  be  piloted  the  ftate  ? 
And  ten:p!ring  pow'r^  though  lord  of  fov'reign 

fway. 
Shone  bright,  yet  fcorch'd  not  like  the  fun  in 

£riay. 

THE  DISCOVERT. 

This  comes  to  let  Liberia  know. 

That  beauty  is  fo  rr.uch  heav'n's  care, 

That  all,  fine  women  izj  or  do. 
Is  mark'd  ajid  treafur'd  in  the  air. 

Hence  T,  a  Jranger  to  your  fight, 

Whofe  h8n<!  perhaps  you  do  not  know,- 

Learn  all  you  do  by  day  or  nijjht, 
As  by  thefc  prelents  I  ftisU  ftow. 

Your  memory  camlet  but  retain 

Seme  hint  of  little  Pope's  bold  mufe. 

Who,  made  by  ladyli  fecrets  vain. 
Did  G8CC  a  tell-tale  fubjedl  choofe. 

Have  yo«nct  read  him  where  he  prate;, 
Of  Jvrabdla.'s  ra-siih'd  hair ;    ..         ,       ' 

And  (Tories  of  thofe  fjlphs  relates, 
Whofe  fwco  tafeis  to  gsard  tsbt-fair. 

1  am  that  hspOTfylph  afDgn'd,       ^    ,   , 
XoScre^p  tiberia's  breafl  from  harass; 

To  ffuucr  rpopd  her  in  the  wind; 

And  ieaff  niy-  fancy  with  ib^  charms, 

iKkve  yon  alw3ys.in  my  view.; 

And,  t'other  day  employ'd  my  wit, 
With  namelefs'lines  to  puzzle  you, 

On  the  grief-witfaer'd  fun-fljow'r,  wrk. 

1,  at  that  time,  in  ambufb  plac'd, 

Sniig,  vnder  Mopfy's.  left  ear  lay. 
And  liugh'd  to  hear  how  wrong  yu  gusfb'J, 
'Who  thotrght  they  came  another  way. 

'Twas  I,  yofar  faithful  fylph,  'tvral. 

That,  ever  ftndious  of  yont  caie. 
Mv  ftill  itt-verfc,  refcjlv'd  to;,try, 

in  verfe  which  mod  the  fair  can  pleafe. 

Perhaps,  'twill  ftartle  yon  to  hearp^ 

How  I  yonr  adions  hourly,  watch  : 
That  though  you  fee  me  not.  I'm  near  ; 

And  fly  each  ftraggling  figh  to  catch: 

Sometimes  in  this  fhape,  fometimes  that. 

My  various  duties  I  perf'>rm  , 
Sometipies  aftride  your  rambling  cat, 

I  hide  in  fur,  and  fhade  my  form. 

But,  when  yotir  llroking  hand  I  feel. 

From  the  foft  back  I  leap  with  joy; 
My  fairy  fabric  flill  conceal, 

But  Pufs's  active  paws  employ, 
And  fportful,  with  your  milky  fingers  toy. 

Oft  as  you  fit  to  Cp  yo'ir  tea. 

In  a  fly's  (hape,  yoar  charms  to  featxh, 

Seeking  fome  place,  where,  beft  to  fee, 
1,  en  the  lumps  of  fvgar  perch, 

Ther.',  while  one  day  divinely  pleas'd, 
1  gag'd  in  rapttires  on  your  face, 
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V'our  fugar  tongs  the  Captain  feiz'd, 
And  me  between  two  lumps  he  fqueez'd, 
Half  dead  upon  the  place. 

But  T  was  even  with  hini  foon. 

For  catching  him  all  gay, 
At  the  Park  door  one  afternoon, 

Wiih  hands  too  full  of  play  : 
I  took  the  fitjure  of  a  gnat, 

A,n<.\,  midft  his  am'rous  ftrains, 
Whiflc'd  from  your  bofom  where  I  fat^ 

And  ftung  his  fingers  for  his  pains. 

But,  oh  :  I  tremble  to  relate. 

How,  by  your  fmile-blefl  looks,  bcwitch'd, 
I  lately  'fcap'd  a  far  worfe  fate  ; 

While  you,  with  red  and  yellow  mix'd. 
At  work,  on  yonder  thrcfhold  fix'd. 
Your  filky  mazes  flitch'd. 

Ther<  I  again,  a  lucklefs  fly. 

Not  dreaming  any  danger  near, 
Lay  baflcing  in  your  funny  eye, 

My  little  aching  heart  to  cheer. 

When,  on  a  fudden,  through  and  through. 
Your  piercing  needle  carelefs  pafs'd, 

And-the  dragg'd  filk,  fwiff-following,  too, 
Bound  down  my  tiny  body  faft. 

There,  had  I  ftay'd,  transfix'd  till  now. 
Nor  jnifi'd,  nor  mourn'd,  perhaps  by  you! 

But  that  the  flitch,  the  Lord  kaowshow. 

You  lik'd  iiot,  and,  thank  heav'a,  withdrew.     - 

When  oiice  with  you  your  After  Celia  flood, 

Celia !  that  fweet  and  lovely  maid  I  [rudc^ 

Two  thoughtlefs  bold  park-wond'ring  fops  wcxc- 
And  you  two  charmers  both  afraid, 
RulbM  in-  and  fled  difmay'd, 

I,  then,  fair  charge  !  unknown  to  you. 
By  !ove,  and  vow'd  revenge,  infpir'd. 

Did,  like  a  wafp,  the  fools  purfue. 
And  flily  down  their  throats  retir'd. 

Then  to  their  tongue*-  prefumptuous  root  I  flfiC, 
And  both  with  tingling  venom  fir'd ; 

Now  IVaHi,  faid  1,  when  next  you  fee 
Yun  tempting  pair  adorn  their  gate. 

How  facred  mcJcll  lovelinefs  fhouldbe. 
And  what  the  infolent  profaner's  fate ! 

Thus,  all  day  long,  is  Seraphil 

Liberia's  wakeful  fy'.ph  employ'd  ; 
So  rich  a  charge  claims  ten-fold  ikill. 

And  care,  fo  charm'd,  can  ne'er  be  cloy'd. 

But,  when  at  night  the  happy  bed 

Receive"  her  fnowy  limbi  to  reft, 
1  fleep's  foft  mift  about  her  fpread  ; 

Then  ftretch  me,  blifsful,  on  her  breaft. 

There,  till  the  full  grown  morning  fmile?, 

In  downy  heavings  loft,  1  lie. 
Or  wander  o'er  thofc  charms  'twixt  whiles, 

for  which  a  thonfand  lovers  die. 

At  laft,  unwillingly  I  rife. 

And  feizing  faft  her  rubied  lip, 
In  a  fharp-biting  flea's  difguife, 

I,  from  her  brsah  thenedar  Cfk 
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And  then,  Liberia  flarting  cries, 

Deuce  take  this  ugly  fliarp-mouth'd  flea! 

But,  now  I'm  wak'd,  I  think  I'll  rife  : 
So  dreffes — and  ne'er  dreams  of  nie  I 

Thus  have  I  honeftly  at  laft  confefs'd, 

What  fort  of  little  fcribbliiig  thing  I  be  ; 
Left,  growing  curious,  you  might  wrong  have 

guefj'd. 
And  thought  fome  other  fent  what  came  from  me. 

TO  LIBERIA, 

WITH    A    SCTl'lRREL. 

Tbkse,  my  laft  lines,  I  write  with  blecdiifg  heart, 
For,  oh  I  Liberia  and  her  fylph  muft  part ! 
I  muft  no  more  engrofs  that  envy'd  care. 
Which  angels  now  in  crowds  hate  begg'd  tofhare. 
Kow,  I  no  more  muft  flutter  in  your  fight, 
And,  from  your  eye-beams,  gild  my  wings  with 

light: 
No  more  in  fields  of  air  when  fylphs  rejoice, 
Dance  to  the  foft  tun'd  niufic  of  your  voice  ! 
Liften  no  more  while  in  the  Mall  you  walk, 
"What  the  admiring  crowds  that  meet  you  talt. 
On  your  right  ftioulder's  tip  no  more  (hall  blaze. 
Bright  with  the  flafh  of  eyes,  which  paiTing  gaze  ! 
And  when  fometimes  you're  fad,  no  more  fhall  1 
See  myfclf  weep,  by  peeping  in  your  eye  1 
Thcfe  comforts  paft,   and  mention'd  now  in  vain, 
Serve  but  to  make  remembrance  ache  with  pain  ! 
Little,  alas!   I  thought,  when  laft  I  writ. 
That  I,  fo  foon  my  boafted  charge  muft  quit ! 
But  our  great  king,  whom  all  we  fylphs  obey, 
Wretch  that  I  am  1   commanded  me  away  : 
Far  off,  to  eaftern  fliores  I  was  to  go ; 
Where  the  proud  Turk  keeps  love,  and  woman 

low  : 
Where  full  twelve  hundred  rival  beauties  ftrive, 
To  keep  one  lover's  lazy  flame  alive : 
Where  female  charms  arc  taught  the  humble  flcill. 
To  court  the  fancy,  and  not  bow  the  will : 
To  this  new  poft  preferred,  I  was  to  fly; 
And  paft  before  the  haughty  fultan's  eye  ; 
There,  in  his  glitt'ring  palace,  gay  with  ftate. 
On  his  new  fav'rite  fultanefs  to  wait : 
But,  ah,  Liberia  !  by  thy  fweetnefs  won. 
Thy  doating  fylph  was  doom'd  to  be  uiidoue; 
Thefe  proffer'd  honours  had  no  charm  for  me 
I  cou'd  not  tafte  a  joy,  remote  from  thee  ! 
Thou  art  my  pride,  and,  where  thou  art  not  feen, 
Sorrow  would  catch  me,  though  I  ferv'd  a  queen  ! 
This,  when  I  told  our  prince,  he  never  weij;h'd 
My  grief's  juft  caufe,  but  thought  1  difobey'd, 
Swift  he  o'ertook  me,  with  an  angry  vow. 
And  chang'd  me  to  the  ibape  I  come  in  now. 
Scarce  had  I  time  to  write  my  wretched  fate, 
And  begg'd  a  friend  to  bring  me  to  your  gate; 
Helpletand  dumb,  ah  I  whither  ftiould  I  go, 
But  to  her  breaft,  whcfe  pitying  foul  1  know  ? 
She  who  to  Pufs  and  Mopfy  kind  can  be. 
Will  fure,  thought  I,  have  Ionic  concern  for  me. 
Weak  though  1  am,  feme  gratitude  is  due ; 
1  claim  your  care,  for  my  paft  care  of  you. 
Elfewherc  I  will  not  my  new  wanes  fupply, 
And  when  you  ij^ve  me  'twill  be  time  to  die. 


I  may  hereafter  fome  fmall  fervice  rto;  '^'   '  "^^  - 
For  yet  my  body's  weak  an(i  form  but  ncWi  - " 

If  you  fliall  pleafe  to  help  me  through  my  yout^j  ^ 
And  with  milk-foften'd  bifket  fave  my  tooth  ; 
Grateful  when  I  grow  up,  I'll  keep  your's  ftrong,  ^ 
And  crack  nuts  for  you,  all  the  glad  day  long ; 
If  kindly,  you  fhall  blefs  me  with  your  care, 
And  fliitld  me  from  the  pinching  vfrint'ry  air, 
Clofe  round  your  neck,  like  fome  warm  tippet 

roll'd. 
In  frofty  nights,  I'll  guard  you  from  the  cold; 
And  while  in  your  foft  hand  you  let  me  play, 
I'll  growl  the  Captain's  rivals  all  away. 
Refufe  not  then,  though  chang'd,  to  keep  me  ftill, 
And  ch  1  remember,  I'ug  was  Seraphil. 

To  my  dear  and  ever  honoured  Mofher,  in  anfwer  tit 
fame  Verfes  ■which  Jhe  fent  mc  about  Spirits,  from 
Maltnjhury  Abbey. 

Mabam,  your  lovely  mufe's  late  employ  ' 

Was  read  with  wonder,  and  a  pride-mix'd  joy : 
Fortune,  in  vain,  her  batt'ring  engines  bends,        ;; 
'Gainft  fouls,  which  fuch  a  wit-rais'd  fkrecgth  de« 

fend*  I  \ 

Secure  within,  you  outward  ftorms  defy, 
And  look  ferenely  on  a  ruffled  Iky  : 
So  Philomel,  by  r.ijjht,  difdaining  reft,        ' ' 
Sings  o'er  the  pointed  thorn  which  galls'heriyrfiafU 

The  bufyghofts  your  fancy  feetiis  to  hear,'   ' 
Have  no  defign  to  frlg"ht  your  lift'nihg  ear : 
Nor  fprir.gs  their  reftleflhefs,  from^Rome's  olAi 

pride. 
Nor  vain  rcgrer,  that  fo  long  fince  they  dy'd ;        " 
A  purer  race  thefe  bilftling  fpirits  are, 
And  a  more  noble  aim  infpires  their  care  ! 
Some  beauteous  band  of  nuns  they  fcem  to  bd  :    "  " 
Stript  to  the  naked  foul,  and  fo  fet  free. 
Through  death's  dark  fliade  your  (hining  form  th^jA 

fpy, 
And  trace  your  virtues,  with  a  ravifli'd  eye  I         ''' 
Hence  ev'ry  night  allur'd  by  frefti  defire. 
They  prefs  to  view  the  charms  they  fo  admire* 

A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN   DAMON  AND  PltllEMOK, 

dncerning  the  frefcfenc;  of  a  T<rwn  Life  to  a  Conniry" 
Life. 

.         Philemon. 
Why  does  not  Damon,  unafplring  fwain  f 
Choofe  rather  not  to  live,  than  live  in  vain  I 
From  bright  examples  thy  ambition  fire. 
Let  others  honours  whet  thy  dull  defire ; 
Let  ruftic  fports  engage  the  lab'ring  hind, 
And  cultivated  acres  plough  his  mind  ; 
Let  him  to  unfrequented  woods  repair. 
And  fnuff,  unenvy'd,  his  lean  mountain  air  ; 
Till  death,  unfought,  o'crtakes  his  heavy  pace, 
And  unfam'd  duft  confumcs  his  mould'ring  rac^ 
Do  thou  to  warmer  joys  thy  wifltcs  raife. 
And  tafte  the  pleafure  of  deferving  praife ! 
If  fparkling  genius  does  thy  faocy  fiU, 
In  mufc-led  Itaues,  try  thy  journeying  (kill  5, 
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Of,  if  thy  foul  more  fougl»ly  i*  pulTcfl, 

Ar.-l  1  ruggling  waloor  fv/elU  thy  j^lowing  bread  ; 

To  war'i  red  toiU  Itt  glory  call  thee  hence. 

And  draw  thy  untry'd  fword,  in  Brluixi'*  jaft  d*:- 

icDce- 

Damon. 
And  why,  Philemcn,  to  the  ▼idea*  town, 
"Kot  that  way  lie«  the  road  to  yA  rcoowo  ; 
No  Tirtue  proffer*  in  that  barren  foil. 
That  nurf'-ry  of  unregarded  toil : 
There  foob,  and  knave?,  by  purcbat'd  favour  ri£e, 
And  fiiine  beyond  tht:  valiant  and  the  wife. 
S\a\\  hope  aliore  mc  to  the  wretched  flate. 
Of  cringing  at  thr  levee*  of  the  great ; 
With  fervile  awe  to  court  a  ftatcly  nod, 
And  treat  fome  gloriont  folly  like  a  god  ? 
No !  fooner  I'll  the  down's  free  laboor's  ihare, 
And  with  cheir  bnitet  a  DoUer  harden  bear  ! 
The  wari,  (  mud  ai!ow,  a  gen'roi/«  thoaght, 
A  glory  by  fame-thirfty  fptrit*  fcmgbt ; 
Who  fcorch'd  within,  by  hot  ambition't  fl'X>d, 
Quench  pafEon'c  fever  in  a  lake  of  blood ! 
'  i'i*  great  ro  fee  'em  march  through  cannon'*  roar. 
While  (weat-wafh'd  woand*  all-gild  their  faces 

o'er : 
To  brave  the  northern  bla&«,  znd  with  fwoln  veins. 
Bear  fcorching«  when  the  fakry  dog-fiar  reign%. 
Bat  will  yonr  annerv'd  youth  encounter  thefe  I 
Ah  no  <  effeminat^they  refl  in  ea£e ! 
And  (hoold  onr  Gnewy  hinds  fior&ke  the  field, 
France  will  fiand  high  when  Britain  learm  to 

yield. 

PHUmtn. 
Can  Damon  whofe  bright  genitis  Prongly  ibit^ec. 
Through  the  foft  beantie*  of  his  tnnefal  line* ; 
Can  he  defend,  <  r  nialef  blefs  the  ftrifc, 
Th'  nngloriooi  prc&rence  of  a  country  life  i 
'TI%  not  aloce  fcr  honour  or  renown, 
Tht  f?at  of  wit  and  pleafnre  is  the  town  : 
To  her,  Bngratefoi,  <ill  tbofie  darts  yoo  owe. 
Which,  now,  againit  her  baulenienu  yoa  throw. 
Fcr  fure,  no  rural  dtdates  coald  infpire. 
The  rapt'roDt  energy  of  Damon's  fire  ! 
The  cot-bred  Ibat  with  ignorance  content. 
Is  meanly  miferabk  by  confimt : 
Proad  in  his  native  flotb  be  tconu  to  think. 
And  has  no  end  in  life,  hot  meat  and  drink ; 
Wbik  the  brave  ]eam'd,  whole  knowledge  bids 

him  try. 
The  myiUc  gulf  of  deep  plnlofapby. 
Wades  'croL  the  narrow  boosds  to  reafba  giv'a, 
Sporjw  back  the  meaTox'd  earth,   aiui  fat  boms 

heav'n '. 
Had  gl(«7*s  props  in  ages  long  (ince  paft. 
In  the  rovgh  mould  of  coontry  life  been  caft; 
A  blind  ftopidity  the  world  bad  fway'd. 
And  motber  ignorance  been  ftill  obey'd  : 
N3  dearhlefs  wit  had  crown'd  the  Grecian  ftage, 
N'jrr  fluU-mix'd  courage  grac'd  the  Julian  age ! 
Ho  bat  of  thoogfat  bad   fliin'd,    with  glorioes 

beams. 
No  feas  of  knowledge  ^ead  their  filver  ftreaois; 
Tlien  Damon  come,  to  conrtij  pleafura  fly, 
2{or  thus  th'  aitradiTe  dmnu  d  weakli  and 

pow'r  dear. 
YoL  VIII. 


Oh  :  wonid  this  ttincfnl  yontb  niiolie  lumbers 

flow. 
Soft  as  the  love-infpiring  zcfhjr*  blow ; 
Sweet  a«  maid*  lock,  when  iri  they  own  their 

loves. 
Smooth  as  the  down  which  feathers  Venus'  dorse 
Sweet  *;  the  dalcid  flreams,  fr<vm  Hyhla  ran. 
Or  a«  the  bloom,  difphiying  to  the  fan  '. 
Oh  would  he  to  mix  (jlvM  (hades  r'-ptir, 
To  tafie  oar  whoiefbme,  oar  infpiring  air ! 
Would  he  hot  leave  that  iabie-clotided  £m1. 
On  which  Aurora  never  firenu  to  finile; 
What  bright,  what  glorieos  images  would  rile. 
From  all  his  thoogfats  to  emolate  die  fciet! 
For  if  fi.ch  charms,  there,  in  his  mmibers  fhine, 
Here,  they  wouid  prove  ccflatic  and  divine. 
Bat  why  u  D^m-^n  b  nngratefnl  tb/'Ogfat; 
A*  if  the  town  hi'^  humble  faibes  taogfat ! 
What  mufe  could  e'er  endure yoor  foiojke  and  noiie; 
Your  nigh:  alarms  and  yonr  tomoltooiu  joys  i 
Mo    'tis  the  murm'ring  bro'^'k,  the  Ihad'sry  poivtf 
And  fl^Tw'r-drefs'd  valley,  that  invite  their  love! 
Then  hafle,  Philemoa,  to  oar  blififol  ftate. 
And  learn  tu  live,  before  it  grow*  too  late. 
PbiUmtm, 
If  troth,  dear  fwain !  with  freedom  might  ad- 

vife. 
Thou  may'ft  be  happy,  for  I  know  tbee  wife ; 
Quit  f<.r  a  trial  once,  this  meagre  air. 
And  all  impartial  to  'by  friend  repair. 
t  l>en  wilt  tboo  ever  fi^d  with  me  remain. 
And  envious  niftic*  tempt  thee  badt  io  van. 
Thus  fbme  r;aw  yonth,  on  a  domefhc  fh^vre. 
With  t^ror  hears  tb'  endrding  fitrge*  roar; 
Trembling,  be  {ee»  the  threat'oing  temped  roU, 
And  ev'ry  rilLfg  billow  lifts  his  iool : 
Bat  when  a  riper  age  has  call'd  ium  o*er. 
To  try  the  plofures  of  fame  foreign  Aore^ 
Sad  be  retaxBs,  nor  wi9  at  home  lemaio. 
Bat  pams  to  ta^e  abaad:  o'd  joys  again. 
Your  mule,  in  vain,  of  boafted  pnfpc&  fings  ; 
Your  flow'ry   Bieadoiss,   and   yoor  monn'riog 

fprings: 
Poor  QionMw'd  fceaes  of  feadow-jkimming  joy, 
Wbote  pride  a  change  of  fieafbn  can  deitjyj  I 
The  rifing  floods  yoor  valieys  over-flow. 
And  winter  fpceads  yoor  bilb,  with  flicets  cf  fnow: 
Aotnmcal  winds  flrip  hve  your  gawdy  trees. 
And  cold  DfcrmlwT  n^hts  yoor  parliog  carrcrts 

freeze. 
Bot  we,  more  hxppj,  cnnflaot  bkffings  fiure^ 
Nor  hang  oor  coaiforts  in  the  doagc^l  atr  : 
Oar  diff'Ttng  (eatoiu  have  their  dim-enr  fpint. 
The  park,  the  {day,  the  tavern,  asd  the  ooort! 
Oar  rcjUng  boors  can  fweetly  wear  away. 
The  atmoft  moments  of  the  loogeA  day  s 
When  tir'd  witlibBfinc6,we  wmild  csre  dedlae. 
We  drown  the  weig^  ofthoogibc  ia  gea'roes  wise  ; 
By  that  made  ipr^^idy,  to  the  park  repair. 
Aim!  elocpeatlj  fileiit»  conrt  the  £rir : 
Thence,  to  the  theatre,  iofftr'd  we  move. 
And  £eaft  at  ooce,  on  nnngkd  wk  and  love ! 
Thefe  acd  a  thatdzstd  evndtb  new  ddi^het, 
Klake  oor  drji  Crohfol,  aad  errfrh  oor  aigh-j : 
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While  you,  *nndft  few  repeated  paftimes  live. 
Nor  ever  tafte  the  joy  which  changing  plcafures 
give. 

JDarron, 
'Tis  true,  Phileiron,  our  autumnal  ftorms. 
Difrche  our  frees,  and  ftrip  their  quiv'riug  forms  : 
'Tis  true,  our  livelieft  beauties  are  but  Ihorc, 
Short  as  the  joys  wliich  recommend  your  court : 
But  thefe  new  charms,  in  following  fprings  obtain, 
While  thofe,  o;:cc  fet,  fliall  never  rife  again, 
Jn  vain  your  plays  allure  ;  all  there,  that's  fine, 
Does  faintly  to  our  arlkfs  beauties  ihine. 
'J  heir  fcenes  as  grofsly  imitate  cur  groves, 
As  their  lewd  a<5tors  our  foft  paft'ral  loves. 
Frequent  their  comedies  to  plcafe  the  town, 
Defcend  to  borrow,  hence,  lonie  wit-grac'dclown. 
The  park,  their  folly's  larger  flage  charms  k-fs  ; 
An  ill-mix'd  fcene  of  noifc,  grimace,  and  drcfs! 
The  court,  'tis  true,  fhines  out  with  tempting^ 
flate ;  ( 

Tor  ruin,  angling  there,  to  catch  the  great,         C 
Hides  the  hook,  wifely,  with  attractive  bait !     J 
The  joy  which  wine  can  give,  hke  fnioky  fires, 
Obfcure  their  fight  whcfe  fancy  it  infpircs. 
1  i;'5s,  like  old  Sodom's  fiuit,  that  feat  of  fin. 
Your  pleafures,  fair  without,  are  worms  and  duft 
within. 

Affift  me,  facred  fifters  i  aid  my  voice, 
And  guide  loft  Damon  to  a  nobler  choice  ! 
The  crowds  of  ruftics,  who  to  town  repair, 
i\rd  quit,  for  vulgar  hopes,  their  native  air, 
Are  grofs-form'd  vapours  heavily  exhai'd, 
Where  profit's  fanny  influence  has  prevail'd; 
Hut  thofe  alone,  my  friend,  are  beams  for  me 
Which  drawfuch  limpid  innocence  as  thee  ! 
V/h at  plcafures  reap  you  from  the  unprun'd  field. 
Which  cities  cannot  more  completely  yield  ? 
If,  to  ff  me  peace-bleft  cot  we  would  retire. 
An  hour's  fixort  journey  crowns  the  foft  defire  : 
There,  firait  we  taftc  the  fweets  fo  prais'd  by  you, 
And  then  return  to  thofe  yeu  never  knew ! 
Ev'n  heav'n  approves  not  folitude,  elle  why 
Did  his  great  will  dire(ft  fociety  ? 
Why  did  the  ancients  elfc  to  towns  repair, 
And  quit,  for  Iioufe?,  tents  and  open  air  ? 
Would  the  great  Hebrew  favourite  of  Heav'n, 
To  whom  both  pow'r  and  wifdom's  charms  were 

giv'n. 
Would  he  on  Sion's  hills  have  fix'd  his  feat, 
Had  rural  pleafures  been,  in  truth,  moft  fweet  ? 

Damon. 
While  liere  the  rofy-frontcd  morning's  light 
K'lincso'er  the  hilit,  and  charms  the  diftant  fight; 
While  hcav'n's  gay  choriftcrs  in  clouds  arife. 
And,  with  harmonious  warblings,  fhake  the  Ikies; 
M'hik;  we  our  mirth  with  moderation  crown. 
And  fliun  th'excclTes  of  the  dangerous  towu.^ 
Why  would  Philemon,  unadvis'd,  obtrude 
Vv\  us  the  unfelt  woes  of  folitude  ? 
What  (hough  the  Hebrew,  whom  you  well  call 

great, 
iVTade  Sion,  for  her  temple's  fake,  his  feat  ? 
What  knowledge  did  his  city  life  impart  ? 
But  that  'twas  empty  all,  and  vanity  of  htart  1 


i 


Cowley,  that  Ihining  bard,  had  try'd  and  known 
The  whole  heap'd  jileafure  of  your  boaf  cd  towa  ; 
And,  finding  all  its  beauties  falfe  and  bafe, 
Retir'd,  and  ever  after  loath'd  the  place. 
Great  Dioclefian,  v.-hcn  he  reach'd  the  height     ~\ 
Of  human  glory,  Ihook  off  cumb'rous  ftate,  > 

Wak'd  into  man,  and  {hun'd  th'  alluring  bait.    3      ■ 
To  rural  peace,  his  fearch  he  next  addrefs'd. 
And  there  his  crown  defpifing  choice  was  blefk. 
Pblhmon. 
Immortal  Cowley's  tuneful  verfe  I  own, 
Spok^  pow'rful  arguments  againft  the  town  ; 
So  j'Efop's  fox  in  vain  exerts  his  pow'r, 
And  then,  like  Cowley,  cries — the  grapes  are  fow'r* 
Had  court  indulgence  fmil'd  as  he  defir'd, 
He  never  had  to  rural  Ihades  retir'd. 
Your  Dioclefian,  from  plebeian  birth, 
Raib'd  to  the  rule  of  a  dependant  earth, 
Stagger'd,  with  giddy  fteps,  beneath  the  weightj 
And,  trembhng  at  his  danger,  caft  his  flate  1 
But,  if  examples  can  thy  genius  fire. 
And  move  the  rufty  fprings  of  dead  defire ; 
Behold  great  Plato,  whofe  acknowledg'dfame 
Has,  from  his  worth,  immortaliz'd  his  name : 
Big  with  town  hopes  to  Dionyfius  fly, 
And  to  ambition  tune  philofophy. 
Far-fam'd  Charibdis  threaten'd  him  in  vain, 
Nor  Scylla's  terrors  fright  him  back  again. 
Sicilian  grandeur,  like  the  golden  fleece. 
Drew  all  the  men  of  excellence  from  Greece; 
Pythagoras  to  town  invites  his  friends. 
And  Socrates  our  city  life  defends. 
But,  left  you  fiiould  the  pow'r  of  truth  deny. 
And,  in  a  caufe  fo  bad,  unmov'd  reply  ; 
Know,  theugh  afl'tmbled  nature's  fweets  combin'dj 
And  art  the  country's  honour  had  defign'd. 
Their  joint  endeavours  would  allure  in  vain. 
While  heav'n-fought  Anna  does  with  us  remain  : 
For  as  thofe  parts  where  Phoebus  fulleft  fliines. 
Though  rough  and  wild,  arc  llor'd  with  filver 
mines,  [lands 

Whofe    wealth,    attradLive,    draws  from  lovelier 
Advent'rous  thoufands  to  thofe  barren  firands : 
So,  though  the  city  no  delights  pcfleft,  ") 

Did  Anna  choofe  it  for  a  place  of  reft,  > 

Millions  would  hurry  thither  and  be  bleft.         j 

Durnon, 
Farewell,  ye  once  belov'd,  retir'd  abodes  ! 
Ye  murm'ring  fprings !  and  unfrequented  woods! 
Farewell,  ye  winged  choirs  that  warble  there, 
And  fill  with  melody  the  fluid  air! 
Ye  foft  amufemcnts  which  indulge  and  plcafe. 
And  life's  bent  fprings  relax  with  blifsful  eafc  1 
Farewell,  ye  rural  fports,  the  eager  chafe, 
The  mountain  falcon,  and  the  nimble  race  ! 
Philemon  calls,  the  charming  fwain  invites, 
And  wakes  my  drowfy  foul  to  new  delights. 
Impregnated  with  fire,  from  his  bright' lines 
My  mind  unfreezes,  and  my  bofom  fnines. 
We  not  to  all  our  country  plcafures  owe 
Such  foft  delights  as  in  thy  numbers  flow. 
J.efs  bright  the  rofy  blufties  of  the  morn 
Than  thofe  ideas  which  thy  thoughts  adorn. 
Not  tuneful  Philomel,  fo  mufical. 
Nor  murni'rirg  frrings,  with  fwecter  accents,  fall! 
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god  of  oracles  Infplrcs  thy  fongs, 
1  all  is  truth  whLh  to  that  god  belongs. 
Let  others  then  th'  unequal  ihit'c  maintain, 
And,  with  Philemon's  mufe  contend  in  vain  ! 
I  yield  ;  and  in  his  conquefl  take  more  pride, 
Than  if  I'd  conquer'd  all  the  fv/ains  befide. 
Farewell,  ye  once  belov'd,  retir'd  abodes, 
I'll  to  Augufta  now,  the  darling  of  the  gods  1 
Philemon , 
Welcome,  dear  Damon  !  in  a  high  degree ; 
Welcome,  fweet  fwain  !  to  London  and  to  mc. 
To  love  the  hte  finm'd  fie'd  I  now  begin. 
For,  yielding  thus,  you  more  than  conquefl  win. 
Such  tender  warmth  in  thy  foft  foul  I  fee. 
That  I  could  dwell  in  woods,  to  dwell  with  thee. 
Secure  of  thee,  F  may  with  eafe  defy 
Til'  attempt  cf  any  future  enemy. 
Abandon'd  nymphs  will  now  for  fake  the  plains. 
And  dew-drench'd  valleys  weep  departed  fwiins  : 
Envy  fhall  leave  the  lonefome  cottage  free, 
For  wit  aijd  virtue  both  mull  follow  thee. 

A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN    DAMON   AND    PHILEMON. 

Concerning  th:  preference  of  Riches  to  Poverty. 
Damon, 

AccuRSER  gold!  till  thou  begot'fl:  off'^.-ncc, 
Ail  nature  fmil'd  with  artlefs  innocence. 
Men's  days  flld  fmoothly  on  in  foft  delights. 
Nor  fear'd  they  villains  to  difturb  their  nights: 
No  blooming  virgins  then  were  bafely  fold, 
Slaves  to  the  fordid  tyranny  of  gold  !  [prefs'd, 

But  fvvains,  with  honeft  hearts,  kind  truths  ex- 
And  nymphs,  unhlufhing,  their  fdt  fiames  confefs'd : 
Aftrara  then,  with  unftain'd  glory  reign'd; 
The  judge's  ear,  by  brib'ry  yet  ungain'd. 
No  avarice,  with  hei  foul  train,  was  known, 
But  his  was  theirs,  and  ours  was  no  man's  own. 
V/ar  had  not  yet,  with  ftains  of  bloi>d'and  rage, 
Her  mangled  offspring  brought  upon  the  ftage  ; 
But  all  beneath  the  peaceful  olive  fat, 
Fill'd  and  delighted  with  their  bllfsful  flate. 
But  when  thy  birth,  O  gold  !  difturb'd  the  world, 
Nature  was  into  fwift  confufion  hurl'd  : 
Her  charms  were  W.\,  and  her  all-pleafrng  forms 
O'erwhelm'd  by  tempefts,  or  difguis'd  by  ftorms  : 
Noife  and  deflruifticn.  with  gigantic  flrides. 
And  all  their  horrid  children  at  their  fides, 
J  larch'd  round  the  frighted  globe  in  fearch  of  thee, 
And  plow'd  up  murder,  (hame,  and  perjury  : 
Philemon  then  th'  inglorious  chafe  refrain. 
Nor  wafle  thy  li.fe  in  fearch  of  fordid  gain, 
Philemon, 
Gold  !  thou  gay  quintefTence  of  earth  rsfin'd; 
Which  heav'n,  to  balance  flruggUng  pow'r,  de- 

Cgn'd. 
Till  thy  decifive  weight  deprefs'd  the  fcale, 
Contenders  did  alternately  prevaih 
Now,  reign'd  as  lord,  fome  chance-afcending 

fwain  ; 
Another  conquers  him,  yet  wins  in  vain  ; 
A  third  dethrones  'em  both,  nor  can  his  pow'r 

maintain. 
Each  would  be  chief,  but  all  unhelp'd  by  thee, 
■:k  in  the  mire  cf  mcsn  equality. 


Gold  firft  thefamifli'd  mouth  of  learning  fed. 
And  drew  the  curtain  which  dark  ign'rance  fprcad. 
No  lab'ring  induftry  alarm'd  the  day. 
For  there  was  no  reward  fuch  toil  to  pay. 
None  to  the  fearch  of  knowledge  would  afpire,    ■ 
Since  wit's  increafe  could  raife  their  wealth  no 

higher. 
Supine  ftupidity  forbade  all  ftrife, 
And  fleep  refrelh'd  not,  but  imprifon'd  life. 
But,  fmce  thy  worth,  O  gold  !  was  greatly  known, 
Arts  have  fprung  thick,  and  hope  is  wider  grown. 
Men,  bleft  with  thee,  the  murm'ring  world  com- 
mand, 
And  tread  down  difcord  In  each  rebel  land  : 
In  hopes  of  thee,  the  ftupid  aim  to  think. 
And  fin's  broad  eye,  for  profit,  learns  to  wink. 
The  fea's  vaft  depth,  for  thee,  we  boldly  found, 
And  fleep,  undreading,  upon  hoftile  ground. 
For  thee,  the  hind  with  plenty-fpreading  hand, 
Lifts  lazy  nature  from  his  fluggilh  land  : 
Thou,  gold  1  can'ft  melc  the  frofty-breafled  fair. 
And  dry  damp  forrows,  and  foul-drenc!i;ng  care  : 
In  fliort,  by  gold  alone  we  happy  live  ; 
O  Damon  !  joys  are  goods  which  only  gold  can 
give. 

Damon. 
Thus  does  the  glittVing  fiend  debauch  our  wills, 
And  fmiles  to  fee  us  ftroke  his  fting-hid  ills  : 
Bafe  dirt  !   the  fools  who  are  enflav'd  by  thee. 
Slaves  to  a  flave  confcfs  themfelves  to  be, 
'Pis  true  thou  art  the  origin  and  fource. 
Whence  pow'r  firft  rofe,  and  which  maintains  her 

courfe : 
But,  what  is  power,which  wealth,  not  juflice  gives? 
How  ill-diftinguifti'd  fuch  a  fov'rcign  lives. 
Could  men  but  read  the  Oallic  monarch's  breaft. 
And  trace  fwift  tumults  through  his  broken  reft, 
How^  would  they  curfe  his  fhadow-circled  ftatc. 
And  laugh  at  envy,  which  maligns  the  great. 
Sometimes,  O  Ihame  I  the  fair  thy  powr'r  adore. 
And  feign  to  love,  where  they  difdain'd  before. 
But,  ah  !  the  tempters  v/ho  this  charm  have  try'd, 
Gain'd  not  the  woman,  but  the  woman's  pride. 
Can  then  Philemon,  whofe  alluring  flrains, 
Lov'd  by  the  nymphs,  and  envy'd  by  the  fwains. 
Might  reconcile  antipathies,  and  move 
The  cruel  hearts  of  favages  to  love. 
Can  he  efteem  that  baneful  ore  divine  ? 
Or  kneel  dilhonour'd  at  blind  fortune's  fliVine  ? 
No — rather  in  her  iewdefl  form,  defcribe 
That  ftain  affixing   foe  to  virtue's  fnow-wara'd 
tribe. 

Philemon, 
Damon,  I  love  thee,  and  thy  welfare  feefc; 
Thence  lend  my  truth  the  liberty  to  fpeak  : 
Juft  as  I  wifn,  my  friendfhip  would  advife, 
.And  have  thee  rich  and  mighty,  as  thou'rt  wife  : 
Thy  keen-wrought  edge  of  fatire  cuts  too  deep. 
Not  ahvays  ills  ws  from  wealth's  harvefb  reap. 
Gold  is  the  gift  of  heav'n  ;  and  heav'n  is  wife. 
And  knows  the  worth  of  virtue's  far-wilh'd  prize. 
The  darts  which  fliake  the  Gallic  monarch's  breaft, 
Thofe  night-born  tumults  which  diftraft  his  reft, 
Spring  not  from  gold,  my  Damon,  but  from  pride, 
Which  fwell'd  amhi;ion  with  too  high  a  :ids. 
Xx  ij 
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Had  he  heen  pleas'd  with  g;1ories  gain'd  before, 
Fate  had  not  dafli'd  his  hopes  in  fearch  of  more  : 
Though  gold  the  engine  of  man's  fortune  is, 
The  pibt  wifdom  mud  dired  the  blifs  : 
Calm  moderation  ought  to  meafure  choice, 
And  high-flown  \n  iflies  ftoop  at  reafon  s  voice. 
The    un,  which  at  fuch  diftance  paints  the  year. 
Would  fcorch  it,  Damon,  if  it  came  too  near. 
You  may,  with  eafe,  o'er  (hining  millions  reign, 
And  never  be  a  flave  to  flowing  gain. 
But  he  vvhofe  birth  direAing  ftars  decree. 
That  he  fliall  wear  'ju*  life  in  poverty. 
Let  him  be  cafl  in  nature's  choicefl  mould. 
And  lord  of  every  gift  of  heav'n  but  gold  ; 
While  that  alone  he  wants,  to  crown  the  reft, 
Kot  all  his  other  charms  can  make  him  bled. 
Damon. 
Philemon's  lines  do  gtld  fo  far  outfliine. 
So  far  moie  radiant,  dazzling,  and  divine, 
That  ev'n  the  praife  he  gives  it  ferves  to  fhow, 
What  more  to  wifdom  than  to  wealth  we  owe  1 
But  oh  I   'tis  falfe  that  gold  can  give  us  friends, 
FJatc'ry  and  friendfliip  have  wide-difF'ring  ends : 
They  who  crowd  round   us  while  our  hopes  look 

gay, 

Will  in  the  dufk  of  fortune  (brink  away. 
Timon,  the  brave  !  the  gen'rous  .   and  the  great  ! 
Tii  ion.  the  wife  !    but  wife,  alas !   too  lare  ! 
Who  dragii'd  of  wealth'-  proud  drofs  almighty  load, 
And  fhed  his  blefling=  round  him  like  a  t;od  ! 
Timon  who  heal'd  the  woes  of  half  mankmd  ! 
What  curs'd  returns  did  wretched  Fimon  find  ! 
Content  is  blifs,  I'll  vvith  Philemon  hold; 
But  'hat  Vi'as  never  purchas'd  yet  by  gold; 
Our  affluence  but  ft-rves  tp  fpui  deiire, 
And  datJg'rous  flights  attain'd  but  tempt  us  higher. 
Philemon. 

Oh  !  let  me  triumph  in  a  golden  fate  ! 
If  1  am  rich  F  can  be  wifely  great. 
"With  nice-tim'd  aid<  can  fainting  worth  aflift, 
And  make  the  wretched  happy  when  I  lifl : 
!But  if  on  fortune's  barren  flr^inds  1  lie, 
1s.1j  fruitlefi  pity  Ihail  unpity'd  die  ! 
You  tell  me,  Damon,  friends  are  bought  and  fold. 
And  that  if^ftancc  conges  and  goes  with  gold. 
Hi  help  in  life  affords  the  greatefl.  blifs, 
^ure,  that  which  buys  that  help  the  greatefl  com- 
iprt  i§. 

Damon. 

Al!  your  flrong  arguments  no  proof  produce, 
Of  g.^M'sintrinfip  value  but  its  ufe  ' 
Your  generou'  foul  your  friends  v/ou!d  entertain. 
And  gentr;>l  blifs  with  wjde-fpread  aids  maintain, 
Cal'  forth  dim  virtue  on  the  world  to  fhine  ! 
'  I'ls  gr^iat  !   'tis  vi'ond'r'us  ,<rreai !  'tis  all  divjne  t 
But  rtill   Phil;;mon,  thi^  fublin-.e  deliglit,  "j 

Springs  not  from  gold's  acceis,  but  froiait.''flightl  J» 
You  prr.ife  the  ufe,  yet  cannot  bear  the  fight.     J 
Should  villains  aid  uie  f  :r,e  worie  foe  to  kill, 
I'd  lov2  the  a(f>,  but  hate  the  yillr,iri  itili; 
I'd  prize  a  truth  fent  in  the  devil's  name, 
Bui  lliltabhjr  that  devil  from  v/hom  it  carue. 
So  golfl,  pernicious  in  its  parure,  may 
By  fouU  like  your's  be  bent  a  nobler  way  ; 
T}jus._  3s  the  npedle,  by  magnetic  force 
Pnfe  toiich'dj  ftill  to  the  magnet  guides  its  courfc. 


Trembling,  while  wand'nng  thence,  and  finds  n»t 

reft, 
'Till  clafp'd  and  faften'd  to  its  darling  breafl. 
So  though  our  thoughts  on  diff'rcnt  points  &c-~\ 

fign,  I 

Meeting  at  laft  we  in  one  centre  join,      [thine,  l" 
And  in  the  union  lofe  the  terms  of  mine   and  J 
T  hi  lemon. 
I  praife,  dear  fwain,  the  ufe  of  gold,  'tis  true; 
But  ufe  includes  intrinfic  value  too  ; 
Whence  but  from  ufe  does  eftimation  rife? 
And  ev'ry  thing  is  wor'.'n  what  ev'ry  thing  fupplies. 
'  Tis  true,  a  diamond  cannot  keep  out  cold, 
Nor  can  we  eat  or  drink  our  heaps  of  gold ; 
Yet  blefs'd  with  either,  Damon,  we  can  buy 
What  nei.her  in  their  nature  can  fnpply- 
And  Cnce  for  wealth  the  joys  of  life  are  fold, 
There's  an  intrinfic  value  fure  in  gold. 
I  hold  with  Damon  gold  (hould  be  a  flave, 
I  treat  as  fuch  the  moderate  funis  I  have. 
And  as  kind  fortune  fhall  increafe  my  fiore, 
I'll  make  a  flave  <,f  that  and  ten  times  more. 
Yet  gold  pofiefles  every  healing  pow'r ; 
Not  love  alone  falls  in  a  golden  (how'r. 
Gold  makes  men  wife  as  well  as  gives  'em  rule  ; 
For  who  e'er  knew  a  wealthy  man  a  fool  ? 
Ev'n  in  the  fliades  below  the  rich  were  blefb, 
And  born  by  Charon  to  the  fields  of  reft. 
While  the  poor  beggar,  fiiiv'iing  on  the  fhore, 
Wanting  his  penny  found  no  paffage  o'er. 
So  poverty  with  fhame  to  death  was  hurld. 
And  drew  down  fcandal  to  the  other  world. 
But  fince,  my  Damon,  whom  the  mufes  blefs, 
AiFedls  not  g'dd  and  bids  me  love  it  lefs, 
I'll  liften  to  hisfweet  bewitching  voice. 
And  guide  my  foul  to  meet  him  in  his  choice. 
Since  then,  nor  you  nor  I  can  happy  be, 
Ynp  with  much  gold,  nor  I  with  poverty, 
Let's  bend  our  fearch  to  find  fome  freer  fate. 
And  crown  our  wiflies  in  the  middle  ftate. 

TO  A  LADY, 
Dejiring  to  inorv  -what  Love  -was  Hie. 

Love  is  a  treacherous  heat,  a  fmothering  fpark, 
Blown  up  by  children's  breath  who  ftiun  the  dark; 
At  firft,  the  fire  is  innocentlty  bright. 
Glows  gently  gay  and  fcatters  warm  delight : 
But  left  negledled  and  unquench'd  too  h>iig. 
The  ncurifh'd  flame  grows  terrible  and  tlrong; 
Till  blazing  fierce,  it  fpreads  on  eery  fide. 
And  burns  its  kindlcr  with  ungrateful  pride. 

PLAIN  TRUTH. 

Cni.oE.  you  talk  with  joy  of  Celia's  face, 
Admire  her  wit,  and  ape  her  fancy'd  grace; 
The  praife  you  give  is  fure  fmcere  refpedl. 
Your  praAice  proves  what  airs  your  thoughts  af- 

fed. 
But  fince  you  know  that  friendfhip  fliould  be  free, 
Give  her  this  hint,  and  fay — it  came  from  me. 
A  face  like  her's,  if  mana^^'d  well,  mii;-ht  pleafe. 
But  no  charm  ftrikes  that  is  not  arm'd  with  eafe. 
Sfriving  too  eagerly,  fhe  flrives  in  vain  ; 
Thcfs  liudied  airs  put  beauty  to  the  ftrain  : 
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Would  flse  wound  Aire  and  conquer  with  a  grace, 
Tell  her,  the  carelefs  runner  v?ius  the  race^ 

CELINDAIN  THE  SNOW. 

Celtnda  riding-  in  a  fno.vy  day, 

The  wind-driv'n  flakes  about  her  hov'ring  flew, 
Some  to  her  tempting  liofom  made  their  way, 

And  melting;,  chill'd  her  beauties  through  and 
through. 

Some  aiming  with  lefs  art  her  clothes  befet, 
And  froze  to  little  buttons  as  they  fell ; 

Others,  which  could  no?  fuch  fair  quarters  get, 
Flew  by  uableft  and  mifs'd  the  fiiiv'ring  belle. 

Quite  tir'd  at  laft,  and  freezing  as  fhe  rode, 
Her  ivory  teeth  ail  chattering  in  her  head  ; 

Was  ever  fuch  a  day  ?  flie  cry'd,  good  God  1 
If  it  much  longer  fnows  I  fliall  be  dead. 

Madam,  faid  I,  'tis  true,  your  lovely  bread 
Is  far  more  ns'd  to  give  than  fuffer  pain  ; 

Yet  of  this  accident  to  make  the  beft, 

Tis  better  I  fliould  preach  than  you  complain. 

All  nature's  works  in  fonie  degree  alike, 
Confefs  the  wifdom  of  their  Maker's  will. 

And  bear  hid  meanings  man's  dark  mind  to  ftrike 
With  myftic  hints  that  try  comparing  Ikill. 

Thus  fome  wit!i  envy  fiU'd,  envenom'd  lock,  [fee  . 

And  gnaw  themfclves  when  happier  men  they 
Some  can  fuccefs  in  o  hers  gladly  Brook, 

Though  they,  perhaps,  fteep'd  o'er  in  mifery  be. 
Others,  again,  by  outward  winds  unflioofc, 

All  chances  but  their  own  indifferent  fee. 
So,  my  Celinda,  'tis  with  the  fharp  fnow, 

Thofe  fcath'ry  flakes  have  each  a  fev'ral  aim; 
The  envy-acSled  fee  your  bofoni  glow. 

And  rufli,  malicious,  to  alTault  the  flame. 

But  fhock'd  to  find  themfelves,  when  nefbed  there. 
So  far  exceeded  in  their  boafted  vi'hite  ; 

With  melting  grief  their  humbled  pride  they  bear, 
And  weep  themfelves  to  death  to  ihun  the  light. 

OtTiers,  of  this  white  tribe  that  fee  and  know. 

With  rev'rence  fliun  that  blifs-warni  breaft  of 
thine, 
But  ftrive  t'  adorn  thy  drefs  with  fome  new  {how, 

And  froze  to  glitt'ring  gems  about  thee  Ihine. 
A  third  fort,  unatcra<fled  ev'n  by  thee; 

And  cold  indeed  fuch  fnow  we  ought  to  call; 
With  dull  indiff'rence  all  thy  charms  can  fee. 

And,  difregardful,  round  ihec  fcatte  ing  fall. 

Celinda  lift'ning,  anfwer'd  with  a  fmile, 
You  poets  keep  your  fancies  always  warm  ; 

Could  but  this  inward  heat  the  froft  beguile. 
We  need  not  flop  at  yonder  fmokey  farm. 

TO  CELINDA, 
Ik  Excufe  for  looking  on  hsr  at  Church. 

If  fix'd  on  your's  my  eyes  in  pray'r  you  fee, 
You  niuft  not  call  my  zeal  idolatry  ; 
For  fince  our  Maker's  throne  is  piac'd  fo  high, 
That  only  in  his  works  the  God  we  fpy  : 


And  what's  moft  bright,  mofl  gives  him  to  ou'^ 

view, 
I  look  mofl  near  him  when  I  look  on  you. 

GOOD-FRIDAY. 

Am  I  awske  ?  or  is  my  foul  mifled. 

Through  the  bciid  trades  of  mem'ry's  tti32y  detp, 

The  empty  realms  of  mimic  flcep, 
Horrors  by  wild  imagination  bred. 
Skim  fliadowy,  and  about  me  circling  fpread, 
Oh  '    who  can  tell  the  caufe  of  thefe  new  fears.' 
Whence  thefe  loud  groans  which  tortur'd  fancy 
hears  ? 

Whence  this  loi.d  thund'ring  in  my  ears  ? 
M'^hy  fecms  the  Parting  fun  to  hold  bad;  day  .' 
Why,does  he  leap  at  once  out  of  his  fire-pav'dway? 

And  i*alf-extin;.^uilh"d  upward  fly, 
Tolhrowd  iii?  beams  behind  a  fabbledfky  '  [h'jrl*d  ? 
Why  every  way  at  once  are  thefe  fwift  lightnings 

Trembling  nations  to  a, naze, 
And  terribly  adorn  with  quiv'ring  blaze. 
The  horrors  of  a  Ihade-benighted  world  ? 

Why  breaks  yon  riling  ocean  o'er  the  lands  .' 
Difdainful  of  its  old  appointed  bounds  :        [fands. 
Why  does   it  open  far  behind  its  brine-delighted 

And  leaving  dry  its  roomy  bed, 
Let  loofe  at  once   high  lift  its  frightful  head. 

To  fetk  forbidden  grounds  ? 
And  huge'y  fwclling  from  afar,  with  earth-aiTault- 
ing  roar,  [the  kingdoms  o'er. 

Rife  o'er  the  fwallow'd  mountain  tops,  and  fweep 
Why  does  this  cirtle-fprtading  eartiiquake  fwcU, 
DeCj'-flowing  like  a  fubterraneous  tide  ? 

Frighted  fancy,  canft  rhou  tell. 
Why  this  lirong  foe,  aOiam'd,  his  face  fhouldhide? 

'Tis  not  fure  for  want  of  jiride. 
He  fhakes  down  cities  with  his  miideft  fbocks, 
Plows  in  the  hill  he  rolls  beneath,  and  harrows  up 
the  rocks ' 

Unfeen,  he  dreadful  does  appear; 
The  marble- hearted  mountains  quake  for  fear  : 
And  as  they  fiod  the  danger  drawing  near. 
With  huge  unwieldy  terror  leap  afidej 
And,  Ihook  with  agues   call  their  fnowy  pride. 

The  de.id  themfelves,  by  nature's  charter  bleft. 

With  promis'd  beds  of  lafting  reft. 
Are    from   their  graves,    tlieir  dark  long  homes 

thrown  up  and  difpoffefl. 
See  the  pale  ghofls  of  our  forefathers  rife  I 

Horribly  ferene  they  glide, 
And  fiiufF,  with  fhadovvry  noftrils.  fcents  of  day, 
Which  lied  fo  lately,  all  at  once,  away. 
See  how  to  earth  they  bend  their  besmlefs  eyes, 
A.nd  feem  to  wander,  guideiefs,  every  way, 
Unwilling  through  our  hared  world  to  flray. 
In  fearch  of  the  forgotten  graves  where  once  their 
bodies  lay 

Too  confcii  us  foul !   I  feel  it  now : 
Well  may  the  ftubborn  pride  of  nature  bow. 

Well  may  trembling  natio!:s  moan, 
And  meni'ry,  fick  with  confternation,  groaa. 
God,  who  to  man  his  ev'ry  bleffing  gives. 
From  whom,  ungrateful,  he  receiv'd  his  breath  : 
Xx  iij 
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That  God,  by  whom  aloce  man  lives, 
That  very  God,  this  day,  by  man  met  death. 


THE  DISPARITY, 

FROM  A   UINT  OF  SIR.  HENRT  WOTTON. 

Ye  ftarry  fparks,  on  which, -by  night,  we  gaze. 

That  meanly  fatitfy  our  diftant  eyes, 
More  by  your  number  than  your  blaze, 

Ye  common  people  of  the  Ikies  : 
What  are  ye  when  the  fun  fliall  nfe  ? 
Ye  warbling  rangers  of  the  groves, 

That  fweetly  ftrain  your  little  throats  : 
And,  percli'd  on  boughs,  to  fing  your  loves. 

Charm  the  flill  forcft.  with  your  notes; 
Who  will  r.draire  your  tuneful  lays, 

When  Philomel  her  voice  (hall  raife  ? 
Ye  violets  that  in  early  fpriiig  appear. 

And,  cloth'd  in  purple,  wait  upon  the  fun, 
Adorning  earth's  damp  face,  with  blooming  cheer. 

And  making  ev'ry  verdant  bank  your  own, 
What  are  ye  when  the  rofe  is  blown  i 
So,  when  my  charmer  fliall  be  feen, 

Gaz'd  on,  and  wonder'd  at  by  all, 
Beauty  m.ufl  own  her  rightful  queen, 

And  ev'ry  fair  ufurprefs  fall : 
Jor  fhe  was  fure  by  heav'n  defign'd, 

Th'  eclipfe  and  glory  of  her  kind. 

BELINDA'S  GRAVE. 

Here,  woe-marlt'd  fpot !  once  dear  Belinda  lay; 
Here  her  cold  bofom  mix'd  with  colder  clay ; 
And  here,  dcfpairing  and  al3ii5led  I 
Planted  this  tree,  which  now  makes  hade  to  die  : 
W'hile  this  lov'd  cyprefs  a  fad  flielter  made, 
Oft  would  I  lofe  myfeif  beneath  its  fhade ; 
Guide,  with  a  painful  pleafure,  each  dear  (hoot, 
And  water  with  my  tears  the  rich-fid  rcot. 
Sigh  through  the  boughs,  like  feme  moift  April 

breeze, 
And  the  grafp'd  trunk  in  am 'reus  rapture  fqueeze. 
And  when  fume  warbli:;g  fongfter,  nefted  there, 
Belinda's  voice,  methought,  fhook  ibft  the  air  ! 
TJie  murm'ring  branches,  bending  from  the  wind, 
Breath'd  a  cool  comfort  o'er  my  lovc-fhook  mind. 
Thus,  feven  long  years,  I  learnt  to  hear  and  fee 
My  loil  Belinda,  in  her  funeral  tree. 
But,  mad  at  lad,  and  all  impatient  grown. 
To  make  my  fruitlefs  paflion  flill  more  known  : 
fatally  fond,  I  put  a  cruel  mark. 
And  carv'd  my  name  upon  the  flirinking  bark. 
V.'rctch  that  I  was !  the  tree,  from  that  curs'd  day, 
In  fad  refi^ntmcnt,  pin'd  itlelf  away  ! 
And  that  new  life,  which  dead  Belinda  gave, 
Wither'd  with  pain,  crept  downward  to  her  grave. 

THE  ROYAL  SEPULCHRE. 

Is  this  the  boaftfiil  pride  of  mortal  flate  ? 

Is  it  for  this  we  covet  to  be  great  ? 

What    fhort-liv'd    blifs    from    cnvv'd  grandeur 

fpring?. 
When  thtfe  poor  relics  once  were  mighty  kings! 
O  frail  uncertainty  of  earthly  pow'r  '. 
^Vhcre  graves  can  majcfty  itfti:  dctojr  ', 


How  naked  now  does  royalty  appear  ! 
Alas,  how  vaft,  how  fad  a  change  is  here  I 
Tell  me,  dumb  duft,  how  wide  was  thy  coir.mand  ? 
Where's  now  the  fceptre  that  once  CU'd  this  hand.' 
Where  are  thofc  brawny  guards  which  aw'd  thy 

Hate  ?  [wait  ? 

Where  the  gay  crowds  which  once  were  proud  to 
Can  narrow  limits,  dark  like  the.'e,  contain 
The  chang'd  extent  of  thy  contradled  reign  ? 
Car.ft  thou,  at  whole  leaft  frown  a  nation  flicok. 
And,  trembling,  watch'd  the  light'ninj^s  of  thy 

look  : 
Canft  thou,  at  laft  grown  humble,  be  content 
To  let  bold  fearch  profane  thy  monument  ? 
And  common  men,  grown  rude  and  wanton  ti'O, 
Thus  poifc  your  dully  bones,  and  vronder  at  ihc 

view. 

MAY-DAY. 

Welcome,  dear  dawn  of  fummer's  rifing  fway. 
Fair  fav'rite  of  the  year  !  foul-foft'ning  May  ! 
Late  I  have  learnt,  by  love's  fwect  queen  iiifplr'd, 
Why,  from  my  youth,  this  day  my  bofom  fir"d  ; 
'Twas  for  her  birth  that  blooming  nature  fprung, 
Twas  in  her  notes  the  fky's  fofc  rangers  fung. 
The  breeze  blew  foft,  to  figh  her  foul's  Tweet 

frame. 
And  the  boughs  bent  in  homage  to  her  name. 
Thick  Ihot  the  mead.*!,  to  paint  lier  fruitful  mind. 
And  fiow'rs,  tliat  roU'd  her  breath,  cnrich'd  the 

wind  ; 
For  her  the  fun  wak'd  out  to  blefs  our  ifle. 
And  lighted  up  half  heav'n  to  paint  her  fmi'e. 
Oh  1  we  are  lovers  all !  our  Celia  reigns, 
And  the  warm'd  world  is  lick  with  my  fweet 

pains. 

MOSES'S  SONG  OF  THANKSGIVING, 

On  ihi  avtrihroiu  of  Pharaoh  in  the  Red  Sea, 
FROM   EXODUS,  CHAP.  XV. 

Tbef.rjl  Part  only, 

ThMTLES  and  altars  let  us  raife. 

Ours,  and  our  father's  God,  provokes  our  praifc. 

God  is  our  (Irength,  God  is  our  theme  ; 

Where  isEgj'pt's  fall'n  efteenv? 

Pharaoh  wakes  from  his  proud  dream  ; 

Wahci  to  feel  a  warrior's  hand. 

Lord  of  a  pow'r  more  vaft  than  hisj  that  fliakej 
his  wond'ring  land  I 

Vainly  the  following  foes  our  God  defy'd, 

'I'heir  rapid  wheels  in  vain  tore  up  the  ftrand ; 

In  vain  they  mock'd  the  waving  wand ; 

Not  all  their  noifc  could  the  loud  lea  withftand  ; 

The  wat'ry  world  flow'd  fearlefs  o'er  their  pride, 

A  drowning  army  beat  th' involving  tide. 

On  wave-wafti'd  chariots,  half  fuftiui'd,  the  trem- 
bling captains  ride. 

Up-lifted  hoofs  paw'd  loofe  the  liquid  way. 

And  round  'em,  black'ning  through  the  foam,  the 
floating  legions  lay. 
Down,  down,  th'  ungrounded  footfteps  go  ; 
Strain'd  to  feel  for  lands  below, 
i      Sands  wher<;  wat'rv  mountains  flow  ! 
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Sinking,  like  rocks,  they  clog  the  deep  with  prey, 
High-cov'ring  role  the  briny  flood, and  fwept  their 
rage  away. 
Saving  God  !  thy  hand  was  here  : 
Thou  prote6ling,  wlio  can  fear  ? 
Threat'ning  aloud,  the  thund'ring  legions  rofe, 
And  at  thy  chofen  fhook  th'  extended  fpear  : 
Behind,  amaz'd,  we  faw  th*  o'ertaking  foes, 

Hearts  anticipating  blows. 
But  while  thy  blaft,  O  bafe  defpair  !  blew  keen, 

Safely  from  heav'n  fhot  down  between  '. 
Dreadful,  in  wrath,  thy  lifted  arm  but  (hone, 
And  all  th'  unnumber'd  thoufands  melt  away  : 
O'er  ftubbly  fields,  fo  wind-driv'n  fire  rolls  on. 
And  fweeps  the  blazing  breadth  with  crackly  fvvay. 
Th'  Almighty's  voice  but  fpoke  a  loud  command, 
A.nd  flrait  th'  unlinking  furges  backward  rife. 
High  clinibing  waves  in  quiv'ring  mountains  Aand, 
And  hang  their  billowy  horrors  in  the  (kies. 
In  murm'ring  cleft  th'  obedient  deep  yawns  wide, 
And  fliad'wy  glooms  lour  dark  from  either  fide. 
Down  through  the  horrid  vale's  moift  concave  led. 
Safe  and  dry  bold  Ifrael  tread  ; 
Gay,  'twixt  terrors,  round  her  fpread, 
Her  tearful  eye  now  fmil'd  once  more  and  hall'd 
her  guardian  God. 
Hark  !  aloft  the  wond'iing  foe  ! 
Look  !  they  cry'd,  all  pointing  low, 
Shall  the  cowards  'fcape  us  fo ; 
Tv.-ixt  the  dividing  v/aves  they  go  ! 
Their  forc'rer  cleaves  the  fea  with  magic  Ikill: 

Hade,  prevent,  o'crtake  and  kill. 
They  hear,  they  march — they  dare  the  mad  com- 
mand ; 
The  fhouting  fquares  invade  the  cover'd  flrand  ; 
Chariots,  impell  don  fiery  vvhecL,  gore  wide  th'in- 

cumber'd  fand. 
Mix'd  horfe  and  foot,  in  bann'ry  pomp  defcend  ; 
See,  from  each  horn  th'  inclining  length'ners  bend, 
JL'oofe  fiides  the  weeping  oofe  to  fnun  their  weighc, 
And  the  deep  murm'ring  mourns  th'  unufual  llate_ 
Hark  !  the  burfting  thunder  fpeaks ! 
Waves  your  watry  ranks  difband  1 
Oh  !   behold  how  vain,  how  weak 

Strength  tliat  dares  its  God  withftand  ! 
Down  at  once  from  either  hand, 
Hoarfe  founding  hills,  o'er  hills  let  Icofe,  devour 

the  vanifli'd  fand ! 
Hclplefs,  ingulf 'd,  th'  immerging  fquadrons  roll : 
Pharaoh,  proud-finking,  drinks  down  brine  that 

chills  his  fiery  foul. 
Mix'd  on  th'  involving  furge,  a-while  tliey  ilrive, 
Then,  like  funk  plumbets,  to  the  bottom  dive. 
Of  all  the  gods,  no  god  like  ours  is  found  I 
Join  heav'n  an<l  earth,  appiaufe  like  his  let  men 
and  angels  found. 

DAVID'S  ELEGY 

2'or  tbs  Death  of  Saul  and  'Jonathan. 

2  KINGS,  CHAT.  I. 

O  Israel  !  how  does  all  thy  beauty  fade  ! 
How  are  the  mighty  fall'n,  the  flrong  betray'd  ! 
Ne'er  may  this  woe  in  Guth's  fuD  fticecs  be  told  ; 
Never  let  Afcalonour  fate  unfoIJ. 


Mountains  of  Gilboa  !  may  ye  drink  no  dew ; 
Let  rain's  mourn'd  want  turn  red  the  verdant  hue  ; 
Let  your  vines  wither,  and  your  olives  die. 
And  your  parch'd  fields  no  grainy  wealth  fupply  ; 
For  there,  abandon'd  Saul,  brave  monarch,  bled, 
As  if  no  awful  oil  had  hemm'd  his  head. 

Never  in  vain  drew  Jonathan  his  bow ; 
Never  Saul's  fword  fell  fruftratc  on  a  foe : 
Lovely  and  loving,  one  dear  life  they  led, 
Nor  parted  dying,  but  together  bled. 
Swifter  than  eagles,  to  the  fight  they  flew. 
Stronger  than  lions,  they  could  foes  purfue. 

Daughters  of  Ifrael !  weep  the  lofs  of  Saul: 
In  fcarlet  and  in  gold  he  cloth'd  you  all  : 
Peaceful,  beneath  his  warlike  fiiadc,  you  fmil'd; 
And  triumph'd,  by  their  toil,  whofe  hofls  he  fpoil'd. 

Thee,  Jonathan,  my  brother!  thee  [  mourn; 
With  grief  ftiil  growing  mufl  thy  lofs  be  borne. 
Soft  and  delightful  partner  of  my  foul ; 
Two  halfs  divided  made  us  one  dear  whole. 
Vafl  was  thy  love,  and  wonderful  to  me  ; 
And  never  woman  lov'd  as  I  lov'd  thee. 


TO  A  LADY,  '3 

ON  CALLING  ME  JEALOt/S. 

He  whofe  whole  treafure  one  dear  veffel  bears. 

Through   feas    on    which   deftruiSlive    piratcj 
fwarm, 
Mufl:  be  excus'd  a  thoufand  fears  and  cares. 

And  bend  his  foul  to  ev  ry  flrong  alarm. 
Ill  do  they  love,  and  feel  thee  at  their  heart. 

Who  feem  unmov'd,   while   others  hope  thee 
theirs ; 
My  kindling  bofijm  burns  with  open  fmart, 

For  my  proud  foul  her  unveil'd  meaning  wears. 
Nice  38  thy  own,  and  all  refin'd  as  thine. 

My  tow'ring  paflion  climbs  with  gen'rous  Same; 
But,  flirinking  from  ncgle^il,  in  (ad  decline. 

Burns  downward,  and  forgoes  a  frullrate  aim. 
Tender  as  infant  fighs,  in  fiunib'ring  eafe. 

My  foft'ning  foul  admits  and  owns  thy  fway : 
'Tis  my  life's  fweeteft  care  thy  tafie  to  pleafc. 

And  in  thy  funfhinc  melt  my  griefs  away. 

V/bes  are  too  w^eak  to  wound  me  through  thy 
fmiles ;  [me ; 

The  pole's  fix'd  frofl  v/ere  warm  as  heav'n  to 
I  tread  down  malice  through  her  mazy  wiles. 

And  triumph  over  all  things  charming  thee. 
WJiat  talk  fo  dang'rous,  or  what  toil  fo  vail. 

Would  not  thy  love  infpiic  me  to  defy  ; 
Soul'd  with  immortal  fire  my  flame  muft  laft, 

And  I  fiiould  conquer  worlds  beneath  thy  eye. 

Othat  my  (Iruggling  thoughts  which  heave  within, 

Could  borrow  but  a  voice  and  fpeak  my  foul  j 
Then  would  this  heart  thy  grateful  pafllons  win. 

Till — oh,  vaft  empire  !  I  fliould  ckim  the  whole. 
Yet  as  it  is  indulge  my  trembling  fear. 

And  give  thy  lover's  ccunfel  leave  to  fpeak: 
Fools  are  all  .*"alfc,  nor  long  can  hold  thee  dear, 
\      For  foon  they  find  whateer  they  know  to  fetki 
X.^  iii] 
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Boafcful,  ungeinftrous    vain,  and  grofsly  mean 
On  all  thv  charms  thty  only  ftcd  their  fenfe  ; 

Thou  art  by  them  but  as  mer;;  vvotnan  feen, 
Blind  to  thy  heav  n  of  inward  excelience. 

Suiden  the  wretches'  fnokv  flames  expire; 

Such  tarti  y  fuel  mud   .f  courfe  decay; 
But  I,  while  adoration  lift«  defire, 

Light  up  a  love  that  ne'er  can  burn  away. 

ALONE  m  AN  INN  \T  SOUTHAMPTON. 

AprH   25.  1737. 

TwENTT  loft  years  have  flol'n  their  hours  away, 
Since  in  this  inn.ev'n  in  ihi-  r. 'Ora.  I  lay  : 
How  chang'd  !   what  tl.en,  rapture,  fire,  and  air, 
Seems  now  fad  filrnce  all  and  blank  defpair  ! 
Is  It  that  youth  paints  eve'-y  view  too  bright. 
And   life  advancing,  fancy  fades  her  lij^lu  ? 
Ah,  no  ! — iio"-  yet  i?  day  lo  far  declined. 
Nor  can  time's  cree;.iirig  coidnefs  reach  the  mind. 

'Tis  that  I  mils  th'  ;nfpirer  of  that  youth  ; 
Her,  whc.'fe  foft  fmile  was  love,  whofe   foul  was 

truth. 
Her,  from  whofe  pain  I  never  wilh  d  relief. 
And  for  whofe  pleafure  I  could  IVr.ile  at  grief. 
Profpeds  that  view'd  with  her  inipir'd  before, 
Now  feen  without  her  can  delight  nn  more. 
Death  fnatch'd  my  joys,  by  cutting  off  her  fhare, 
But  left  her  grief.-  to  multiply  my  care. 

PenOve  and  cold  this  room  in  each  ch?ng'd  part 
I  -friew,  and.  (hock  d  from  ev  ry  objeft,  ftart :  [day, 
There  hurg  the  watch,  that  be.itiiig  hours  from 
Told  its  fwect  owner's  leffening  life  away. 
There  her  dear  dinmond  taught  the  fafh  my  name  ; 
'Ti.*!  gone  '  frail  image  of  love,  life,  and  fame. 
That  glafs,  (be  drefs  d  at,  keeps  her  form  no  more  ; 
Not  one  dear  footftep  tunes  th'  unconfci'^us  flour, 
There  fat  file — yer  thofe  chairs  no  fenfe  retain. 
And  bufy  reC(>ll.(5licii  fmarts  in  vain. 
Sullen  and  dim,  what  faded  fcenes  are  here  ! 
I  wonder,  and  rctrafc  a  flarting  tear. 
Gaze  in  attentive  d^ubt — with  anguifh  fwell. 
And  oer  and  o'er  on  each  weigh'd  objed  dwell. 
Then  to  the  window  ru(h,  gay  views  invite, 
Ard  temp;  idea  to  permit  delight. 
But  unin.preffive,  ah  in  forrow  drown'd. 
One  void  forgetful  defert  glooms  around. 

Oh  life  I — deceitful  lure  of  loft  defires  I 
How  fhort  thy  period,  yet  how  fierce  thy  fires! 
Scarce  can  a  pafiion  (lart  (we  change  fo  laftj, 
Ere  new  lights  ftrike  Ub,  and  the  old  are  pafb, 
Schemes  following  fchemes,  fo  long  life's  tafte  ex- 
plore. 
That  e'er  we  learn  to  live,  we  live  no  more. 
"Who  then  can  think — yet  figh,  to  part  witii  breath? 
Or  fhun  tlie  healing  hand  of  friendly  death  ? 
Guilt,  penitence,  and  wrongs,  and  pain,  and  ftrife. 
Form   the   whole  heap'd  ami;unt,  thou  flatterer, 

life ! 
Is  it  for  this,  that  tofs'd  'twixt  hope  and  fear. 
Peace,  by  new  fhipwrecks,  number.-  each  new  year  ? 
Oh  take  me,  death  !  indulge  dciir  d  repofe, 
And  draw  thy  fdent  curtain  round  my  woe.=. 

"i'et  hold — one  tender  pang  revokes  that  pray'r, 
Stiil  there  remains  one  claiiu  to  tax  uiy  care. 


Gone  though  fhe  is,  (he  left  her  foul  belilfid^ 
In  four  dear  tranfcript*  of  her  copy'd  mind. 
They  chain  me  down  to  life,  new  taik  fupply. 
And  leave  me  not  at  leifure  yet  to  die  '. 
Buficd  for  them  I  yet  forego  releafe. 
And  teach  my  wcatied  heart  to  wait  for  peace. 
But  when  their  day  breaks  broad,  I  welcome  night. 
Smile  at  difcharge  from  care,  and  fhut  out  light. 

THE  SHIPWRECK. 

'TwA3  on  the  day  whole  unaafpicious  fate. 
With  difmai  newsalarm'd  Britannia  s  flate; 
And  in  our  admiral's  fliipwreck  let  us  fee, 
That  courage  cannot  flem  mortality  ! 
The  fea's  grim  fov'reign  in  a  calmer  place, 
U I, bent  the  wrinkly  terrors  of  his  face  : 
Where,  (tretch'd  at  eafe,  the  wanton  monarch  lay. 
And,   hemm  d   with   nereids,  laugh'd    the   hours 

away  ; 
Soft  knots  of  unform'd  coral  fwell'd  his  bed. 
And  oozy  famphire  crown'd  his  bulhy  head. 
A  watchful  guard  the  befl  arm'd  fifties  keep, 
And  wir.d-rock'd  billows  lull'd  their  lord  to  fleep. 
While   thus   he  lay,  thick-gathering  fhouts  were 

heard 
From  ev'ry  part  the  fcaly  nation  fleer'd ; 
With  fudden  force  the  fwelling  fea  ran  high. 
And  moving  mountains  fwept  the  darken'd  fky. 
Di'iurb'd,  the  monarch  rais'd  his  wondring  head, 
And  flatted,  doubtful,  from  his  briny  bed  : 
Angry,  his  awful  trident  thrice  he  fhook. 
And  f\T)ft  pofTcfTion  of  his  chariot  t<iok  : 
Fix'd  in  the  (lately  feat,  he  drives,  he  raves! 
The  frighted  fleeds  divide  the  foamy  waves; 
And  plunging  fiercely  through  retorted  tides, 
Dafh  the  drops  both  ways  from  their  panting  fides. 
Soon  he  arriv'd,  where  fhoals  on  fhoals  amaz'd. 
In  gathering  fwarm,  as  on  fome  wonder,  gaz  d : 
Triumphant  tumult  fpoke  unufualjoys. 
And  growing  numbers  fwell'd  the  favage  noife. 
The  god  advanc'd  ;  and,  as  he  nearer  drew. 
The  fhooting  filhesfled  his  awful  view  ! 
He  came  ;  and  curious  what  the  caufe  could  be, 
That  had  at  once  alarm'd  th'  afTembled  fea  ! 
He  faw — and,  ftarting  back,  declin'd  his  head. 
The    well-known    Clou'fly,    Britain's   admiral, 

dead! 
Stretch'd  on  the  fands.  the  wave-fvirorn  warrior  lay. 
To  death's  wide  jaws  an  unexpecSled  prey  ! 
Swift  he  defends,  o'erjjy'd  at  what  he  found. 
And  lais'd  the  body  from  th'  unwilling  ground ; 
Invok'd  the  foul  to  re-inform  his  breafl :  "J 

The  late  eje(fted  fpirit,  greatly  bleft,  V 

Return'd,  and  joyful  its  own  feat  poffefs'd  ;         J 
The  waking  hero  felt  a  ftrange  furprife, 
And  ftarting,  open'd  wide  his  fea-waih'd  eyes  : 
Look'd  round,  with  curious  horror  all  amaz'd, 
While  thus  the  god  befpoke  him  as  he  gaz'd. 

Illu.irious  rival  of  my  wat'ry  throne  '. 
Welcome  to  regions  more  than  half  your  own. 
Long  have  my  leas  been  piadlis'd  to  your  fway ; 
Scarce  would  my  doubtful  Haves  my  laws  obey, 
Unknowing,  till  furpris'd,  they  faw  you  die, 
Who  was  moll  god  of  oceaus,  you  or  1 ! 
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Live  now  confefs'd,  from  this  propitious  hour, 
Imperial  partner  of  divided  pow'r.  [pride, 

Grateful,  the   chief  bow'd  low,  iinmov'd  with 
And  to  the  gen'rous  offer  thus  reply'd  : 
You  tempt  me  with  a  pow'r  I  would  not  l«fe, 
Had  I  my  queen's  conient  that  pow'r  to  ufe> 
She  bid  me  rule  the  feas  to  my  laft  breath, 
But  gave  me  no  conimiffion  after  death. 

THE  FRENCH  PROPHETS. 

Prophecy,  no — 'tis  luxury  of  foul ! 

No  cataradts  duwn  religion's  rivers  roll  1       [clear. 

Her  flreams,  thouj^h   deep,  are  ever  fmooth  and 

And  from  their  bottoms  all  thmgs  plain  appear. 

On  luperftition's  fca  thefe  vcffels  ride. 

Foul  with  the  daftiinj^s  of  her  mutidy  tide. 

Wf.at  maks,   what   tokens,  can  they  boafl  from 

heav'n  ? 
Knowledge  is  ftili  with  infpirat:on  giv'n ! 
While  thf;fe  the  dulky  paths  of  ignoiance  tread, 
And  impudently  prophecy  for  bread  ! 
With  counterfeited  fhocks  of  foul  they  fwell. 
And  in  forc'd  fweats,  convuliive  falfehoods  tell. 
To  heights  like  this  religion  would  uot  fly  ; 
Ev'n  zeal  grows  madnefs,  when  'tis  fcrew'd  too 
high. 

Now  law,  methinks,  moft  wholefomely  fevere, 
Might  truth's  fair  garden  from  this  rubbifli  clear  ; 
Which  long  defpis'd,  may  llrike  too  vig'rous  root, 
And  into  groves  of  godly  error  fhoot  1 
"Tvvere  eafy,  now,  to  fweep  loofe  weeds  away, 
Which  may  dtftroy  the  flow'rs  by  ftiort  delay. 

So,  in  the  bottom  of  fome  goodly  plain, 
Flows  a  fmall  rill,  increas'd  by  catual  rain  ; 
Near  which,  with  careful  fleps,  and  founding  hands, 
Some  cautious  clown  with  needlefs  terror  ftands; 
Loth  to  attempt  a  nimble  paflage  o'er. 
While  dill  the  fwelling  flream  increafes  more  ; 
Till  famt  effays  protrading  time  in  vain, 
The  rifing  river  drowns  the  cover'd  plain. 
Then  ilagg'ring  with  affright  he  gazes  round, 
And  forc'd  to  pafs  at  laft  millakes  his  ground  : 
Till  deeply  wading  toward  the  wide  mifs'd  fhore, 
The  current  fvvecps  him,  and  he's  feen  no  more. 

CELIA  TO  AMINTOR. 

Since  God,  w-hom  we  continually  oiTend, 
Is  Hill  fo  merciful,  that  iie  forgives, 

Man  fure  a  pitying  ear  may  juftly  lend, 
When  woman  penitent  in  iorrow  lives. 

The  mournful  dove,  when  abfent  from  her  mate, 
Sits  brooding  melancholy  all  alone  ; 

Pines  and  bemoans  her  feparated  ftate. 

And  all  the  groves  can  ne'er  the  lofs  atone. 

So  I,  depriv'd  of  all  I  hold  moft  dear. 

My    much-mourn'd    lover,    and    my    tend'reft 
friend, 

Hear  reafon  whifper  in  my  confciouf  ear. 
That  only  your  bleft  fight  my  grief  can  end. 

Sure,  if  I  fee  you  not  before  I  fltep, 

A  fecond  Niobe  I  fhall  become ; 
Fly  then,  Amintor,  give  my  woe  relief; 

Rather  than  vex  you,  I'll  be  always  dumb. 


AMINTOR'S  ANSWER. 

If  you  too  frequently  provoke  your  God, 
That  God,  who  merciful,  forgives  you  ftill. 

You  muft  expc(ft  at  laft  to  feel  his  rod; 

His  rod,  the  fittcft  fcourge  of  head-ftrong  will. 

But  I,  long  vers'd  in  women's  winding  ways, 
Unmcv'd  with  patient  phlegm  their  follies  fee ; 

And,  like  men  tir'd  with  dirty  wint'ry  days,     [isc. 
Would  wiftj  'twere  fpring,  but  know  it  cannot 

No  longer  then  in  fpite  of  nature  pine; 

Thufe  tiny  eyes  can  fpare  no  room  for  tears; 

Your  wand'ring  dove  has  fnatch'd  the  firfl;  glad 

fign. 
And  with  the  peaceful  olive-branch  appears. 

For  Ihould  your  tuneful  clack  be  ftricken  dumb. 
More  wonders  would  arife  than  you  have  Ihown; 

Not  Celia  only  ftatue  would  become. 

But  all  th'  aftonifh'd  town  would  turn  to  ftonc. 

TO  MIRANDA,  AFTER  MARRIAGE; 

WITH     MR.     lock's     treatise     ON     EDUCATION, 

Since  every  day  with  new  delight  I  fee 

Thefe  lively  little  images  of  thee, 

I  would  their  tender  minds  to  virtue  bow. 

And  have  'em  never  lefs  belov'd  than  now. 

Take  then,  thou  gentle  partner  of  my  care, 

A  glafs,  to  fliovv  thee  what  thefe  infants  are  : 

By  this  juft  light  dire<ft  their  opening  way, 

Left  road-  met  folly  lead  their  fteps  aftray  :    [owp, 

Firft,  teach  'em  what  to  heav'n's  high  throne  they 

Then — whence  on  earth  the  wife  man's  comforts 

flow  : 
Teach  'em,  while  fortune  fmiles  to  ufe  her  right. 
And  nobly  fcorn  her  when  ftie  takes  her  flight. 
The  rare-found  charms  of  friendfliip  let  'em  know. 
And  learn,  that  love's  foft  drefs  is  lin'd  vi'ith  woe 
Form  with  progreflive  care  the  wid'ning  min-d. 
And,  growing,  bid  'em  leave  the  world  behind : 
Till  having  k-arn'd  whatc'tr  becomes  the  free, 
You  ijltiy  tcich  'em,  how  to  charm  like  thee. 

EPITAPH 

ON  A  TOUNG  LADY,    WHO  DIED  DNMARRIES. 

Ripe  in  vir'-ue,  green  in  years. 

Here  a  matchlefs  maid  lies  low  : 
None  could  read,  and  'p:irc  their  tears, 

Did  they  but  her  fweetnefs  know. 
Humbly  wife,  and  meekly  good. 

No  earthly  lover's  arms  itie  bleft  ; 
But  lull  of  grace,  lier  Saviour  woo'd. 

And  hidet>  her  blufhes  iu  l^.is  breaft. 

AUGUSTA'S  COMPLAIN r  TO  HER 
THAMbS. 

Near  the  foft  foli'udes  of  Hampton's  plain. 
Where  the  moift  banks  pcrpeaial  ipring  maintain; 
The  gentle  1  hames  haoform'd  a  deep'tiing  bay. 
Where  fportful  llreams  in  wanton  whirlpools  play. 
In  this  fwect  place  the  clouds  no  terrors  wear; 
Here  no  bold  tempelts  difcompofe  the  air ; 
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No  ruffling  billows  here  aflault  the  fliore, 
Nor  wint'ry  floods  with  fwell'd  ambition  roar  ; 
But  all,  fersne  and  calm,  is  form'cl  to  pleafe, 
And   the  fmooth  ftream   refleds    the   bord'ring 

trees ; 
Hither  no  winds,  but  zephyrous  breaths  repair,. 
Soft  as  th.e  fighs  of  love-Gck  virgins  are! 
Here  fafety  reigns,  and  on  the  filent  brink, 
Cud-chewing  cattle  watch  their  fleeting  drink  : 
While  fifnes,  confcious  of  no  foes  to  (bun, 
Turn  up  tlieir  (caly  nofes  to  the  fun.  [bred, 

Here,  fick  with  grief,  which  Anna's  ai)fence 
Augulla's  genius  hid  her  mournful  head  ; 
And,  with  low  accents,  fpeaking  inward  pains, 
Thus  to  the  gliding  river  fhe  complair.s  : 
When  gentle  ftream  to  fhun  the  briny  tide, 
Anon  thy  fca-met  waves  Ihall  backward  glide  ; 
Then,  gentle  ftream  be  kind,  one  moment  ftay, 
And,  on  thy  furface,  bear  my  fighs  away  ; 
Tell  the  great  miftrefs  of  this  happy  iQe, 
AugTifta,  ftript  of  joy,  forgets  to  fmile.  [ftate. 

What  though   yon  tow'ring  fpires  have   ris'n  in 
The  city's  genius  feels  an  humbler  fate. 
Shou'd  art  and  nature  toil  to  make  me  fair, 
Cou'd  I  tafle glory,  and  my  queen  not  there? 
Eut,  oh  1  too  fondly  I  to  thee  complain  ; 
Thou  hnow'ft,  unkindly  know'ft,  'tis  all  la  vain  1 
Thy  ftreams  their  eye-bewitching  pleafures  join. 
To  raife  thy  Windfor's  ftate  to  ruin  mine  ! 
V/indfor  has  other  boafts,  but  help'd  by  thee, 
Grows  proudly  charming  and  out-rivals  me. 
But  turn  fweet  current !   bid  tliy  waiters  ftray, 
Arid  guide  thtir  mazy  bc:ids  fome  other  way. 
Strip  the  gay  cottage  of  Its  boafiful  pride. 
Nor  longer  through  th'  imperious  profped  glide. 
.So  to  thy  care  this  glory  fiiall  remain, 
T'  have  given  Auguflia  back  her  queen  again. 

Grave  ThamcCs  thrice  fhook  his  dripping  head, 
And  ilowly  rifing  from  his  oozy  bed,  [ran. 

While  the  hufh'd  ftream  with  awful  fmoothnefs 
He  to  the  mournful  genius  t>ius  began  ; 

Yon  queen  of  cities  ought  to  learn  content ; 
Her  gratitude  flmu'd  thtlc  complaints  prevent. 
Have  I  not  rais'd  her  to  an  envy'd  ftate  .' 
Is  (he  not  rich,  licentious,  pow'rful,  great? 
And  would  (he  thus  make  every  bliis  her  own  ? 
Audmuft  our  Anna  live  for  her  alone. 
Do  not  yon  fun-beanir.  v.'i:Ii  unwearied  race, 
Whel.m  their  enliv'niiig  light  from  place  to  place  ? 
Why,  then,  muft  Britain's  glory  ccafc  to  move, 
And  bleis  her  world  with  her  divided  love  ? 
Go,  go,  retire !   your  tears  with  pain  I  fee, 
And  this  complaint  renew'd  fliall  dang'rous  be  1 
He  faid,  and  gliding  from  her  prefence  went. 
And  fad  Augufla  ftrove,  but  could  cot  be  content. 

TO  THE  UNKNOWN  AUTHOR 
Of  the  L-sulifut  new  Piece,  called  Pamela. 

Blest  be  thy  pow'rful  pen,  whoe'er  thou  art. 
Thou  Ikill'd  great  moulder  of  the  mafter'd  heart ! 
Where  haft  thcu  lain  conceal'd  ?  or  why  thought 
At  this  dire  period  tn  unveil  thy  wit  ?  [fit, 

O  '.  late  befriended  Iflc !  had  this  broad  blaze, 
With  earlier  bean-ungs  blcls'd  out  fathers  days, 


The  pilot  radiance  pointing  out  the  fource, 
Whence  public  wealth  derives  its  vital  courfe  ; 
Each    timely  draught   fome   healing   pow'r   had 

fhown. 
Ere  general  gangrcen  blacken'd  to  the  bone. 
But  feft'ring  now,  beyond  all  fenfe  of  pain, 
'Tis  hopelefs,  and  the  helper's  hand  is  vain. 
Sweet  Pamela  !  forever  blooming  maid  ! 
Thou  dear  euhv'nlng  (yet  immortal)  (hade  ! 
Why  are  tliy  virtues  fcatter'd  to  the  wind? 
\'.'hy  arc  thy  beauties  ftifti'd  upon  the  blind? 
W'hat  though  thy  flutt'ring  fcx  might  learn  front 

thee, 
That  merit  forms  a  rank  above  degree  ? 
That  pride,  too  confcious,  falls  from  ev'ry  claim, 
While  humble  fweetnefs  climbs  beyond  its  aim. 
What  though  religion,  fmiling  from  thy  eyes, 
Shows  her  plain  pow'r,  and  charms  without  dlf- 

guife  ? 
What  though  thy  warmly-pleafing  moral  fcheme, 
Gives  livelier  rapture  than  the  loofe  cao  dream  ? 
What  though  thou  build'ft  by  thy  perluafive  life. 
Maid,  child,  friend,  miftrefs,  mother,  neighbourj 

wife  ? 
Though  tafte  like  thine  each  void  of  time  can  fill, 
Unfunk  by  fpleen,  unquicken'd  by  quadrille  ? 
What  though  'tis  thine,  to  blefs  the  Icngthen'd 

hour, 
Give  permanence  to  joy,  and  ufe  to  pow'r  ? 
l,end  late-felt  biuflies  to  the  viin  and  fmart, 
Andfqueeze  cramp'd  pity  from  the  mifer's  heart  ? 
What  though   'tis   thine,  to  hufli  the  marriage 

breeze. 
Teach  liberty  to  tire,  and  chains  to  pleafe  ? 
Thine  though  from  ftiiTnefs  to  divefl.  reftraint, 
And  to  the  charmer  reconcile  the  faint. 
Though  fmiles  and  tears  obey  thy  moving  Ikill, 
And  palTion's  ruffled  empire  waits  thy  will. 
Though  thine  the  fancy'd  fields  of  flow'ry  wit, 
Thine  art's  whole    pow'r  m  nature's  language 

writ. 
Thine  to  conTcy  ftrong  thought  withmodeft  eafe, 
And,  copying  converfe,  teach  its  ftyle  to  pleafe  ; 
Though  thine  each  virtue  that  a  God  could  lend ; 
Thine  every  help  that  every  heart  can  mend  : 
'Tis  thine  in  vain,  thou  wak'ft  a  dying  land, 
And  lift'ft  departed  hope  with  fruitlefs  hand. 
Death  has  no  cure — thou  haft  miftim'd  thy  aim  : 
Rome  had  her  Goths — and  all  beyond  was  fhamc. 

ON  CORINNA'S  FIRST  ATTEMPT  IN 
POE  FRY. 

With  eyes  unbrib'^d,  by  your  enchanting  view, 
I  trac'd  impartial  your  foft  numbers  through. 
Your  loofe-drcfb'd  fancy  in  each  fparkling  line, 
Gilds  the  gay  current  of  your  deep  defign. 
Your  poem,  ftrongly  fine,  and  foftly  bold, 
Is  filkworm's  labour  fpun  with  threads  of  gold. 
Go  on,  bright  maid!  nor  doubt  the  world's  ap- 

plaufe ; 
Wit  arm'd  with  looks,  like  yours  the  critic  awes. 
Though  years  may  knit  and  lengthen  yourfuccefs, 
I'hirdt  not  your  youth  will  your  due  praife  op» 

pre  Is ;  J 
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Ev'n  the  broad  fun,  when  firft  his  glories  rife, 
With  ftruggling  tiniSture,  ftreaks  the  eaftern 

flcies; 
But  foon,  through  heav'n'senlightcn'd  orbs,  the 

conquering  luftre  flies. 

THE  VALENriNE. 

Why,  be  it  fo  1  it  matters  not  what  name 

Yon  river  bears,  fincc  ftill  it  flows  the  fame. 

Whate'er  I  call  you,  this  I'm  fure  I  feel, 

No  name  can  fpeak  of  you  with  half  my  zeal. 

In  vain,  love's  meaning,  this  or  that  we  call. 

The  comprehenfive  lover  takes  in  all! 

Yet  Cnce  to  cuftom's  bent  we  all  incline. 

You  fliall,  to  pleafe  you,  be  my  valentine. 

And  fince  my  charming  trifler  aflcs  a  gift, 

The  myflic  value  of  this  prefcnt  fift. 

Accept  thefe  gloves,  and  if  they  worthlels  feem, 

Learn,  thus,  what  pleas  they  bring  for  your  e- 

fleem. 
Their  fpotlefs  white  preferr'd  their  choice  to  me, 
As  the  bcfl  emblem  of  your  chaftity. 
Their  fnioothnefs  may  almoft  the  honour  win, 
To  reprefent  the  velvet  of  your  fkin.  [find. 

Their  fupp'enefs,  which  join'd  with  ftrength,  you 
Is  the  juft  fabric  of  your  well  mix'd  mind. 
The  kid,  that  wore  'em,  had  fome  faint  pretence, 
To  be  the  type  of  your  fvveet  innocence. 
How  then  can  1  a  ficter  prefent  choofe  ? 
Or  you  thefe  emblematic  gloves  refufe. 
One  ftronger  reafon,  too,  my  fear  has  found  ; 
Women,  they  fay,  oft  flight  the  bread  they  wound. 
And  when  dark  abfence  fhadesusfrom  their  view, 
They  look  not  after  us,  but  feek  out  new. 
To  fhun  this  fate  thefe  gloves  your  lover  fends, 
That  you  may  have  him  at  your  fingers  ends, 

THE  REVENGE. 

High  on  the  fummit  of  a  craggy  rock, 
Whofe  harden'd  fides  refill  the  billows  fhock ; 
Whofe  cliffy  brow,  mens  eyes  with  horror  view, 
O'erlooking,  proudly,  land  and  ocean  too  : 
There  Hands  a  roomy  cave  by  nature  made^ 
To  knit,  in  juft  embraces,  light  and  Ihade  : 
Its  fjjacious  mouth  the  fun's  up-rifing  greets, 
Admits  his  luftre,  but  repels  his  heats  1 
No  glarinpr  gold  on  this  rough  portal  Ihines, 
But  creeping  ivy  round  its  entrance  twines. 
Wall-flow'is,  wild  thyme,  and  juniper  grow  there, 
And  with  their  odorous  influence  feed  the  air. 
Surrounding  groves,  at  diftance,  graceful  rife. 
Shades  for  the  little  fongfters  of  the  ikies. 
And  near  the  cave,  a  (orient  gufhing  o'er, 
Drtihes  the  fea  beneath  with  tributary  roar. 

Stretch'd  on  a  bed  of  frcfh-blown  rofes  here, 
Serene  the  region,  and  the  profpedl  clear, 
Refts,  when  grown  weary  by  her  fumnier  toil, 
The  wakeful  genius  of  our  happy  ifle. 
Hence,  her  unbounded  fight  can  trace  the  fliore, 
And  look  high-pofted  the  proud  ocean  o'er. 
And  hence,  while  hoftile  winds  grow  boarfe  in 
vain,  [main. 

Guide  fafe  her  wide-watch'd   Britons   'crofs  the 

"I'was  here  of  lice,  on  an  ill-fated  day, 
The  awful  nymph,  o'ercharg'd  with  buunefs,  lay  ; 


Now  fwelling  winds  deficient  fails  to  fill  ; 
Now  foft'ning  tempefts  with  reduv5tive  ikill, 
Now  with  wide  bleffings  looks  fne  through  the  ifle^ 
And  calls  forth  harvells  with  a  fruitful  fmile. 
Then  t'wards  AuguRa's  fpires  (he  loves  to  lean. 
And  guide  flray'd  comforts  to  Augufta's  queen. 
But,  whether  tir'd  with  her  l»ng  line  of  cure. 
Or  luU'd  to  reft  by  the  unatSled  air, 
A  rifing  languor  o'er  her  fenfes  creeps, 
And  in  a  fatal  hour  the  guardian  fleeps. 

Now  was  the  time  1  the  prompted  Gallic  foff 
Call'd  out  to  (Irike  a  chance-invited  blow, 
V\''ith  fliameful  odds,  in  ftrength  advanc'd  to  meet, 
Th'  unfearing  convoys  of  a  Britifli  fleet ! 
With  deadly  Ihock  th'  unequal  fquadrons  join, 
And  death-wing'd  fires  fly  fwift  from  either  line. 
In  jetty  pomp  black  terrors  force  their  way. 
And  fulph'rous  fmoke  puts  out  the  eye  of  day. 

Juft  in  the  thunder  of  the  growing  fight, 
The  waking  genius  ftarted  at  the  fight  1 
Jn  fad  furprife  fhe  rolls  her  fparkling  eyes. 
Springs  from  her  couch,  and  to  the  ocean  flies! 
A  rriv'd,  incumbent  on  the  ruffled  air, 
She  fees  rude  globes  the  floating  foreft  tear  : 
Her  fons  o'ermatch'd,  like  men  untaught  to  yieldj 
Scud,  unrefolv'd,  about  the  watry  field  : 
The  fpacious  feas  with  fcattcr'd  veflels  charg'd. 
To  double  length  the  breaking  line  enlarg'd. 
Averfe  to  fly,  nor  deaf  to  fafety's  call, 
They  hang,  like  fcatt'ring  clouds,  about  to  falL 
But  while  the  foe,  cncourag'd  at  his  view, 
Prefling  triamphant  on,  would  dare  purfue ; 
Again  united  they  the  fight  reftore. 
Again  dart  vengeance  fiercer  than  before  r 
Again  the  big-mouth'd  cannon  rends  the  ffcy. 
And  the  unconquer'd  fuff'rers  rufh  to  die. 

Thus, while  the  hunted  panther  fpent  with  fighf  j 
Looks  round  diftreft,  and  meditates  a  flight ; 
If  then  prevented,  he  with  fudden  roar 
Turns  back,  and  dyes  the  field  with  hoftile  gore  ; 
Difdaining  life  upon  the  fpears  he  flies. 
And  heap'd  on  piles  of  vidims  proudly  dies. 
All  this  the  trembling  nymph  with  grief  beheld; 
At  length  her  care  the  vidtor's  force  repell'd ; 
Then  waftes  no  time  the  ruin'd  to  deplore, 
But  guides  the  rich  remainder  fafe  to  fliorc  : 
Thence  to  the  cave  with  tlireat'ning  tranfpcrt  flew, 
Revolving  what  her  hop'd  revenge  fhould  do  I 
Tiiere,  while  dtprefs'd  with  melancholy  thought, 
Her  working  fancy  difl''rent  projecSls  taught, 
From  heav'n's  briglit  orb  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
With  wings  extended,  cleav'd  th'  enlighten'd  air; 
Juft  at  the  mourning  charmer's  feet  he  ftay'd, 
Look'd  lovely  on  her,  bow'd  him  low,  and  faid  : 

Mourn  not  this  little  lofs,  nor  blame  thy  fate; 
Decreed  revciige  fliall  on  thy  wifnes  wait  : 
Look  up,  brigjit  maid  '.  read  Ramilies  verit  there, 
And  pay  tliyfcif  large  int'reft  for  this  care  ! 
He  faid  :  and  ftrait  hiswinga  their  plumes  advance. 
And  bear  him  glitt'ring  th:  ough  the  wild  expanfc; 
The  ravifh'd  nymph  beholds  his  ftarry  flight, 
And  fiU'd  with  promised  glory  bleft  the  fight. 

JOSTLING  IN  SNOWY  WEATHER. 
Forgive  me,  Chloris !  nor  my  rudenefs  blame  ; 
Strange  as  it  is,  this  froll  has  bred  a  flame  ; 
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Driv'n  from  your  breafl,  I  glow  wi'h  new  defire  ; 
And  melt  like  ftraggling  fnow  that  falls  on  fire. 
Had  you  been  black  you  might  have  fhunn'd  this 

blow; 
For  difiF'rent  colburs  would  each  other  fhow ; 
Butj  oh  !  you're  fair,  and  cold,  and  foft,  and  every 

■way  like  fnow. 

LIBERIA  WAFCH'D  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

As  from  a  window  in  the  wane  of  night, 
With  ftarry  views  I  feafted  wand'ring  fight, 
J  faw  Liberia  watch  the  rifing  day, 
Whife  laftre  was  to  light  her  friend  away  ! 
That  friend  whofe  kindred  paffion  ferv'd  to  prove 
The  piomis'd  ardour  of  her  brorher's  love  ! 
That  brother's  love,  which  though  it  meets  regard, 
Remains  uncrown'd  with  the  yet-hop'd  reward  ! 
As  in  fome  overcafl  and  difmal  day, 
We  ftart  to  fee  the  fun  at  once  break  way  ; 
So.  at  that  hour,  to  fee  fuch  charms  advance. 
When  ghofts  aie  faid  to  rife,  and  fairies  dance  ! 
With  more  than  uiual  pleafure  fiU'd  my  fight, 
And  mix'd  fome  wonder  with  much  more  delight ! 
While  arm  in  arm  they  trac'd  the  garden  walk, 
The  Icve-hufh'd  air  hung  lift'ning  to  their  talk, 
The  dancing  brctzev/hich  had  till  then  been  gay, 
At  their  appearance  figh'd  and  dy'd  away. 
As  they  drew  near  the  moon  more  ftrongly  fhone, 
To  view  their  brightiicfs,  not  to  br.afl  her  own. 
A  gen'ral  ftillnefs  icem'd  to  foothe  their  cares. 
And  nature's  face  grew  fad,  to  fuit  with  theirs  : 
Shrill-barking  Mopfy  fmo'her'd  her  own  joys, 
Fearing  to  drown  her  miftrefs'  charming  voice  : 
Liberia  fpoke,  but  feem'd  to  fpeak  in  vain, 
As  if  unable  to  defcribe  her  pain  ! 
When  grief  is  true,  no  word?  its  force  can  paint; 
A  filent  forrow  far  outfpeaks  complaint  1 
A  thoufand  leaves  the  deftin'd  fifters  took  ; 
A  thoufand  unfpoke  meanings  fiil'd  each  look  : 
Oft  they  gaz'd  upward  to  the  dawning  fky, 
And  cuis'd  th'  txpedled  hour  for  drawing  nigh: 
If  now,  thought  I,  fome  gentle  zephyr  blew, 
Thus  fhould  it  whifper  as  it  round  he    flew  : 
Think,  fince  your  pitying  foul  docs  abfence  hate, 
Abfence  from  you  muft  fharper  pangs  create  ! 
Think,  if  to  lofe  the  fifter  give*  you  woes; 
*Wh(Lt  lofing  you  the  brother  undergoes  I 
Who  every  night  from  your  lovd  prcfence  fent, 
Does  long  repeated  abfences  lament ! 
And  if  this  parting  does  yourfelf  difpleafe, 
Be  taughi  by  fympathy  to  give  him  eafe. 

TO  LORD  GEORGE  GRAHAM  ; 

On  lis  ASiien  near  OJlend,  on  the  t^th  of  June  1745' 

*TwAS  finely  tini'd!  third  Edward's  briThteft  days 
Had  from  fuch  captains  claim'd  increafe  of  praife, 
Eut  now,   tia  tenfold  greutnefs  thus  to  rife, 
Where  fenfe  of  vidl'ry,  lofl  in  purfe-craff  lies  '. 
Where  war  but  pilfers,  and  hut  bags  contcfl ; 
And  public  honour  is  the  public  jeft. 
At  fuch  a  time,  to  dare  the  Jheerer's  joke  ; 
To  rulh  on  danger  when  but  foes  provoke ; 
Unbrib'd  by  profit's  impuife,  fight  for  bays, 
And  court  no  premium  but  bis  country's  praifc, 


'Tis  prodigy  !   'tis  out  of  nature's  road  ; 
'Tis  fcorn  of  prudence,  and  offence  to  mode. 

Shake,  Dunkirk  I   and  retraft  thy  bold  extent, 
Doom'd  to  due  duft,  ftancls  each  proud  battlement  i 
Swell  high,  propitious  furge,  hide  Tournay's  ftains, 
And  wafh  off  infult,  from  our  cow'rd  campaigns. 
Look  up,  ye  fea-driv'nghofts!  whompleas'd  Toulon 
Saw  fink  in  fruitlefs  fight,  forgot  too  foon  ! 
O'er  the  fait  wave  triumphant  thunders  hear, 
Hail  the  wifh'd  vengeance  that  at  laft  draws  near  1 
While  France  flarts  wide,  and  wonders  whence  it 

came. 
Pale  to  her  trembling  genius  point  a  Graham  \ 
Tell  her,  'tis  his  to  feel  his  country's  fire. 
Hold  her  paft  fame  in  view  to  urge  it  higher  : 
Tell  her,  rewaking  glory  waits  his  call. 
To  pour  atonement  o'er  the  pride  of  Gaul ; 
Reclaim  afferted  ocean's  queftion'd  fway. 
And  teach  the  doubtful  nations  to  obey. 

Say.pitying  Heav'n,  that  fav'ft  a  blund'ring  flate, 
Whom  haft  thou  late  inlpir'd  to  lend  us  weight  I 
Blaw,  ye  broad  winds,  expand  his  op'ning  light, 
fell  MS,  whence  rofe  he  ""   Do  his  country  right; 
Born  on  thy  bleaks,  Albania  I   narfe  of  kings  1 
Frnm  gen'rous  frock  this  gen'rous  fcion  fprings. 
Son  of  thyfoul,Montr()fe  !  There, known,  too  well  I 
Prop  of  a  crown  when  three  loft  kingdoms  fell  1 
Far  be  the  omen  from  thy  filial  fire, 
In  every  wreathe  but  death's  tranfcend  thy  fire,' 
Far  from  thy  great  forefather's  fuff 'rings  rais'd, 
For  more  than  all  his  virtues  lov'd  and  prais'd; 
Down  through  time's  tide  tranfmit  his  length'ning 

fame  : 
O  born  above  his  fate  to  lift  his  name. 

Oh,  Mallet  this  was  he — fweet  heav'n-fac'd  boy! 
Thy  friend  congratulates  thy  confcious  joy  : 
Pride  of  th)'  care,  thou  led'ft  his  earlielt  youth, 
To  court  plain  glory,  white  as  robelefs  truth  ; 
To  fcorn  dark  lifts,  which  men  diftimSlion  call, 
And  climb,  felf  finew'd — or  not  rife  at  all. 
Courage  by  nature  his — then  ta..ght'ft  him  tafte. 
And  innate  warmth  with  pollfh'dbrightnefsgrac'd. 
Breath'd  o'er  his  lift'ning  heart  reflexion's  breeze, 
Gave  him  defire  to  know,  with  pow'r  to  pleafe  : 
Thine,  half  the  triumphs  of  his  rifing  fame  1 
And  Britain's  future  flag  fliall  blefs  thy  name. 

IN  A  BLANIC  LEAF  OF  A  BOOK 

SENT    TO    MIRANDA. 

Go,  happy  book, 

Who,  void  of  life,  art  from  life's  cares  fo  free, 
Thou  canft  before  my  lovely  charmer  lie, 
Uiifcorch'd  by  jU  the  lightnings  of  her  eye. 
'MidCt  her  infpiriug  touch  thou  canft  remain, 
Taftelefs  of  pleafure,  and  fu-curc  from  pain  : 
While  abfent  beauty  breaks  thy  author's  reft, 
And  b.ope  and  fear  by  turns  dirtraA  ni>  breall. 
My  anpel  miftrefs  muft  hencrforth  be  thine, 
Aud  I  drvoce  thy  offerings  to  her  fhrine : 
On  varied  thcmcs  divert  her  wand'ring  eye. 
As  o'er  thy  honour'd  leaves  her  glance;-  fly  : 
But  when  hci  thougrits  on  fnfter  fubjeds  rove, 
And  lead  her  vhc.e  thy  page-,  talk  of  love  ; 
Ob  .   then,  fo  inindful  of  thy  author  be. 
To  bid  her  in  a  v.'liifjJtv  think  pn  rae. 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  WIT  ; 

A   CAVEAT. 

Tuneful  Alexis,  on  the  Thames'  fair  fide, 

The  ladies  play-thing  and  the  mufes  pride; 

With  merit  popular,  with  wit  p'  lite, 

Eafy  though  vain  ;  and  elegant  though  light  : 

Defiring,  and  deferving  others  praife, 

Poorly  accepts  a  fame  he  ne'er  repays; 

Unborn  to  cherilh,  fneakingly  approves, 

And  wants  the  ioul  to  i'pread  the  worth  he  loves. 

Thif  to  the  juniors  of  his  tribe  gave  pain. 

For  mean  minds  pi  aife  but  to  be  prais'd  again  ; 

Henceforth  renouncing  an  ungracious  Baal, 

His  ahars  fmoke  not,  and  their  off'rings  fail : 

The  heat  his  fcorn  had  rais'd,  his  pride  inflani'd  ; 

Till  what  they  worlliip"d  firft  they  next  defam'd  ; 

Dcpos'd  at  length,  from  Pindus'  top  he  roU'd, 

While  infedl  witlings  pleas'd,  his  fall  behold, 

And  each  cold-croaking  Heliconian  frog 

Leaps  fcornful,  and  beftrides  th'  unreigning  log. 

Far-fall'n  Alexis,  who  fo  ill  afpii'd, 
Sick  of  fuccefslefs  war,  from  wounds  retir'd, 
Where,  while  in  fleep,  his  forrows  ebb'd  away, 
And  hufli'd  in  darknefs,  indignation  lay  ; 
Fancy,  fair  miftrefs  of  the  poet's  mind, 
For  ever  changing,  yet  for  ever  kind  ; 
Soft  o'er  his  dreams  her  formful  radiance  flied, 
And  his  rapt  foul  through  heav"n's  thin  purlieus 

led; 
Seated  befide  the  flar-invading  dame,  [flame. 

Whofe    ftceds,  wind-footed,  paw'd   the    lambent 
High  as  a  widow'd  lover's  grief  can  climb. 
Her  air-bLilt  chariot  rofe,  and  luing  fublime. 
Unveiling,  thence,  the  world's  bleak  wafles  be- 
low. 
They  faw  the  dream  of  life  beneath  'em  flow  ; 
Dim  from  the  fable  fea  of  birth  it  rofe, 
In  a  flow.  fi!ent,f'jllen,  dread  repofe  : 
For,  round  th'  emerging  fource  that  glimmcr'd 

pale. 
Mountains  of  midnight  darknefs  roll'd  a  veil : 
But,  as  the  evolving  furge  fwell'd  into  day, 
Qj^ick'ning  it  mov'd,  and  roar'd,  and  rufii'd  away. 

Broad  on  the  left  from  low  oblivion's  (hore, 
Qwickfands  and  rockr  r-ach'd  half  the  current  o'er: 
Lucid,  like  truth,  the  treach'rous  water  fhonc, 
And  o'er  gay  gilded  fhoals  ran  tuneful  on  ; 
Pebbles  of  gem-like  hue,  with  painted  pride, 
Glow'd  through  the  wave,  and  burnt  amid  the  tide ; 
Wantonly  kind,  the  funs  enliv'ning  beams 
Shower 'd  in  light  fpangles  on  the  dancing  ftrcams, 
W^hile  infe6l  nations,  gnats,  and  wafps,  and  flies, 
Ting'd  in  the  rainbow's  ever-changing  dyes. 
Sheathing  their  ftings,  and  fniiling  like  the  fair. 
Peopled  the  funftiine,  and  adorn'd  the  air. 

Lefs  lively,  on  the  right  the  ftreams  deep  flow. 
There  no  falfe  colours  mix'd  their  varied  glow; 
No  gawdy  bottom  catch'd  the  downcafl  eye  : 
Above  no  fluttering  infed  wing'd  the  Iky  : 
Serenely  fulemn  all — One  equal  whole 
Flalh'd  not  upon  the  fenfe,  but  toiich'd  the  foul : 
Inftead  of  rocks  green  iflands  flourifli'd  Jiere, 
Silen^  and  fruitful  as  the  full-grown  year ; 


In  place  of  flies,  grave  fwans  of  fnow-llke  hue, 
Sweetly  majeftic  in  flow  circles  flew . 
But  though  thefeifles  the  diftant  profpeft  cheer'd, 
No  bay,  no  port,  no  landing-place  appear  d; 
Kind  birds  alone  gave  entrance  o'er  the  mound. 
Nor  from  the  flream  belov/  was  inlet  found. 

Then  fancy  thus — Fame's  future  regions  thefe. 
Where  nothing  furfeits,  yet  where  all  things  plcafe; 
Here  memory  (lands  fix'd  while  time  runs  on. 
And  worth  blooms  frefii  when  life  itfclf  is  gone ; 
Danger  keeps  diftance,  foften'd  fpleen  grows  kind, 
Ambition  temperate,  and  love  refin'd  : 
Nor  pride  nor  jealoufy  can  here  annoy, 
Nothing  is  ecftafy,  though  all  is  joy  : 
Peace  without  languor,  labtmr  void  of  pain. 
Glory  unenvied,  and  unflander'd  gain. 

Though  diff 'ring  thus  the  flreams  unfocial  Gdes, 
Yet  one  broad  gulf  abforb'd  the  double  tides; 
From  birth  devolving,  death's  blind  fea  bclcw, 
Boundlefs,and  formlcfs,  fnatch'd  the  mingled  flow; 
Both  rounding  oceans  backward  feem'd  to  tend. 
And  vaft  beneath  their  fable  furges  blend  : 
But   far  more   frightful  this ! — whofe  dark  pro- 
found, 
A  depth  eternal !  life  wants  line  to  found  : 
Unbottom'd   fiiade   roll'd  loofe,    o'er   fwallowed 

light- 
Fan  cy  grew  giddy,  nor  fuftain'd  the  fight : 
But  flatting  into  fear,  tranlpos'd  remark. 
And  fought  the  iource  lefb  dreadful,  though  as  dark. 

Thick  on  the  rifing  flream's  emitted  tide, 
Millions  of  fliapelefs  bodies  feem'd  to  glide  ; 
Whofe  breathing  bulks  to  life  and  motion  blown. 
Shot  into  human  forms  completely  grown; 
Mix'd  rank  and  fcx  fprung  through  the  liquid  jet. 
But  pouring  outward,  clear  diftindion  met; 
Some  v.ading  naked,  trode  the  flipp'ry  plain. 
Some  cut  the  fluent  wave — fome  tir'd  with  pain. 
Failing  to  float,  or  wade,  negleded  fell. 
And  funk  uofnatch'd  at  in  the  troubled  fwell : 
To  others,  rifing  happier  and  ferene, 
Fortune,  dark  builling  pow'r,  obfcurely  feen, 
Reach'd  with  blind  bounty,  and  with  hafty  hand, 
1  hin  boats— and  bucy'd  'cm  o'er  the  fliining  fand  : 
Of  r  ifi"'rent  form  thefe  boats — a  fingle  oar 
Dillinguifli'd  fome — fome  wing'd  their  fides  with 

more  : 
Others,  with  oars  and  fails  conjoin'd,  made  way. 
And  mow'd   the   murm'ring  furge   with  fwcepy 

fway  :  , 

While  fome  flow  pole-men,  o'er  their  toil  reclin'd, 
Pufh'd   their  check'd   barks,  and  lab'ring,  lagg'd 
behind. 
While  fome  c  Jay'd  to  crofs,  and  veering  wide,") 
Would   with  ftiong   flem  the  ftubborn  fl;reani/ 
divice,  r 

And  flowly  llanting.  fought  the  filent  fide  ;  J 

Swift  to  the  flielvy  fliore  light  gallies  flew, 
As  the  fierce  channel's  rapid  current  drew, 
'Twixt  rocks,  and  whiilpoois,  driv'n  obliquely  gay, 
And  through  the  fhoaly  funfliine  danc'd  away. 
Cauglit  by  a  gulfy  v^d  that  gloom'd  below, 
Thffe  from  the  current's  fair  defcending  flow, 
hi-druwn  at  once  by  darknefs  fwallow  d  o'er. 
Sunk  from  their  funny  fctne  and  rofe  no  niors  ;    ' 
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Still  ijnp'J  th'  iinclonn^  deep,  o"er  millions  gone, 
Yet  ftill  infatiate,  hourly  f'.vaHow'd  on  1 
Tules,  diiliniftioiis,  forms,  rufli  mingled  down, 
Not  levity  itfclf  v/ants  weight  to  drown  ; 
Gamefters,  bcaiir,cafuirts,jinglers,jefters,  drinkers, 
Fox-hunters,  politicians,  and  free-thinkers, 
Prudes,  devotees,  coquets,  grave,  light,  younjr,  old, 
In  one  mi^'d  night,  the  covering  waves  infold  ; 
Swept  from  the  noifc  they  fought,  to  reft  they 

fliun'd. 
They  plunge  for  ever  into  death's  profound  ; 
While  abler  pilots,  who  refolv'd,  Hiood  o'er. 
And  edging  broad,  gaiii'd  fiov.-  the  fafcr  fhore  : 
Enatch'd  from  their  finking  feats,  were  borne  to 

land. 
By  watchful  fwans.'whofe  wings  the  furface  fann'd  : 
Tiicre,  on  green  iflands  reign'd,  cfcap'd  from  cares, 
L,ords  of  a  blooming  world,  for  ever  theirs. 

Wide  o'er  the  fccne,  Alexis  winds  his  eye, 
Swift  as  the  progrcfs  of  the  j;liders  by  ; 
A  ftrangc  confufion  rcfe— of  all  who  part, 
With  earnefs  emptinefs  and  barren  liaiie. 
Few  crofsthe  flood,  repugnant  drove  to  fteer, 
i'ewer  had  Rrcngth  of  cars  ro  hold  them  near  ! 
Tir'd  by  the  current's  ill-refifted  force, 
Or  bulg'd  by  envious  prows  which  crofs'd  their 

courfe. 
The  boldeft  keels,  purfuing,  or  purfu'd, 
Entangling  and  perplcx'd,  were  lort  in  feud  : 
While  others,  heedlefs  of  their  fleeping  oars. 
Drove  in  light  negligence,  nor  Ihun'd  the  fliores ; 
But  pendant  o'er  the  heim  each  fhoal  explor'd, 
.And  fnatch'd  in  tranfport,   Ibells  and  flones  on 

board  : 
Or  leaping  wanton,  catch'd  the  glittering  prey, 
I'hat  buzz'd  and  gambol'd  in  their  fportive  way. 

Aleaii  while,  moft  mournful  of  tlie  motley  fcene, 
Cherifh'd  tlftdl  of  pride,  and  food  of  fpieen! 
lioat  r.ver  boat  defl;ru(Sive  paffagc  made. 
And  weeping  pity  mourn'd  defective  aid  : 
Sailing  prefuniers,  prelFing  proudly  on. 
Bore  down  each  envied  rower  who  neareft  (hone, 
The  oar-wing'd  velTel  eyc'd,  with  dumb  dildain. 
The  creeping  pole-man's  flow-availing  pain, 
And  lordly  wanton,  with  invafive  beak, 
Sunk  the  faint  ftruggler,  criminally  weak  1 
He  too,  in  concert  with  fuperior  hate. 
Loth  to  exert  lefs  guilt  than  match'd  his  ftate, 
Triumphant,  in  his  turn,  fought  equal  prey, 
And,  o'er  the  naked  wader  forc'd  his  way. 

Alexis  pondering  in  fufpendcd  thought, 
What  meaning  all  thefe  mazy  mixtures  taught, 
Sudden  a  Ihout,  from  every  diftant  fide, 
Jilddied  the  rdr,  and  broke  the  lack'ning  tide; 
Acdamatory  thoufands  rofe  alarm  d. 
All  eyes  attracSted,  and  each  hearing  charm'd; 
J'ointing  in  tranfport,  all  their  helms  forfock. 
And  on  one  obje(Sl  hung  their  length'ning  look. 

Down  frcm  the  gloomy  lource  in  fide-long  float, 
proudly  defcending,  mov'd  a  giitt'ringboat : 
Jrler  filhen  falls  a  colour'd  radiance  threw. 
And  tinir'd  the  funny  beams  tl. rough  which  they 

flew; 
While  oars  of  filvcr  dafh'd  the  watry  fpray. 
That  rain'd  in  gcmmy  Ihow'rs,  and  dazzled  day  : 


High  on  the  painted  ftefn  a  youth  appcar'd, 
Who  rather  happily  than  flrongly  ftcer'd  ; 
Faint  and  unftriking  was  his  anguifti'd  mien, 
Sadden'd  by  ficknefs,  and  o'ercaft  with  fpieen  ; 
Yet,  from  his  eyes,  there  beam'd  a  living  li<rht, 
Keen  and  intent  as  a  fir'd  cngle's  fight : 
And  from  his  voice,  (for  as  he  fail'd  he  fung) 
Such  magic  founds  of  melting  luufic  fprung, 
Ihat  th.e  hufh'd  heav'n  all  downward  feem'd  to 

bend, 
And,ag3inft  nature,  the  charm'd  earth  afcend. 

Carelefs  he  look'd,  yet  heedful  of  his  way, 
Broke  tl.e  kind  current's  unobflrudting  fway, 
That  kif^'d  his  oars,  and  haften'd  to  obey  : 
Scarce  was  his  courfe  oblique,  for  each  glid  boat, 
That  envious  flem'd  all  other's  rival  float, 
Fix'd  and  enchanted, fvhen  this  youth  drew  nigh, 
Hung  on  his  paffing  notes,  and  help'd  him  by  : 
The  mufes  row'd  him,  and  the  graces  care 
Trimm'd  his  light  fails,  and  fpread  them  to  the  air ; 
In  his  boat's  bottom,  green-ey'd  envy  lay. 
And  ferv'd  as  ballaft,  while  fhe  clogg'd  his  way; 
Bov.'n  from  her  chariot,  light-wing'd  fancy  flew. 
And  o'er  him,  loofc,  her  ftarry  mantle  threw; 
Pleafure,  piaife,  beauty,  'twixt  his  (hrcuds  trod 

?ay. 
And  daiic'd  the  meafur'd  moments  foft  away ; 
Sportful  as  zephyrs,  in  his  fmiles  they  fi:rove, 
And  the  young  loves  forfook  their  mother's  grove. 

Thus  fortunate,  thus  favour'd,  and  thus  bright, 
Luckily  negligent,  and  aptly  light ; 
He  touch'd  no  fhoal,  fafe  rounded  every  rock, 
Defpis'd  all  danger,  and  fuftain'd  no  fliock ; 
Till  to  that  calmer  coaft  approaching  nigh, 
And  gliding  'twixt  green  iflands  fafely  high. 
Circles  of  hov'ring  fwans  with  joyful  note, 
Ciapp'd  their  broad  wings  in  triumph  o'er  his  boat, 
Charm'd,  that  fo  foon,  he  reach'd  their  foicmn  fide. 
Ere  yet  ore  third  of  the  flrcam's  length  was  try'd. 

Steering  from  ifle  to  ifle,  with  joylefs  awe. 
Thin  o'er  each  height,  their  white  rob'd  lords  he 

faw, 
Pleas'd, without  tranfport, how  the  palms  they  bore, 
I'o  hjil  his  paflage  near  their  filent  fliore  : 
Cold  and  uncharm'd,  he  fought  his  fav'rite  crowd, 
Immenfely  diftant  now,  though  late  fo  loud  : 
All  was  fcrene,  the  air  wat  •  ufii'd  around. 
The  waters  calm! — I^ofl  ev'n  his  mufic's  found  ! 
Back  to  the  life,  impatient  looks  he  caft. 
And  long'd  for  ev'ry  fhining  infedl  paft ; 
Diftant  he  faw  them,  wings  o'er  wings  difplay, 
And  in  light  chafes  thread  the  colour'd  ray  : 
Eager  for  thcfe,  contending  pilots  ftrove. 
And  catch'd  them,  cnrclefshow  their  veflels  drove; 
Then  with  their  trophies  drefs'd  each  gaudy  fail. 
While  humming  drones,  in  fwarms,  their  fortune 

hail; 
Record  paft  leaps,  foretel  their  next  effays. 
And  btiz,  melodious,  in  the  fly-men's  praife. 

Warm'd  and  mifled,  by  this  falfe  fire  of  fame, 
His  beaming  eyes  with  emulation  flame; 
And  have  I,  recreant,  thus  renounc'd  a  field. 
Where  baf;led  danger  can  fuch  glory  yield  ? 
Lives  there  a  catch-fly  of  yon  vent'rous  prefs. 
More  brave  than  I  am  ?  or,  who  fears  them  lefs  ? 


Show  me  the  warring  wafp,  whofe  threat'ning 

wing 
I  dare  not  flrike  at,  sn  J  provoke  his  fling  ! 
Swans  give  me  way  !  your  fi.orelefs  iflands  keep, 
Too  fafc  your  clime  is,  and  too  calm  your  deep  ; 
1  choofe  a  rapid  glory,  not  a  flow,    ' 
Shoals  are  foughtharbours, where  thefe  jewels  grow. 

He  faid,  and  riCng,  pufh'd  with  liquid  fvveep 
Th'  inverted  helm,  and  goard  the  groaning  deep  : 
Flaming  ereift,  re-fought  the  furgy  fide. 
And  bounded,  threat'ning,  o'er  the  foaming  tide  ; 
Sailing  athwart  the  fvvarms,  and  Ikipping  high, 
He  fnatch'd,  triumphant,  every  tempting  fly  : 
Gave  his  loofe  rudder  to  the  current's  claim. 
And  drove,  difdainful,  through  his  rival's  game  ; 
Prefs'd  by  invaded  wafps  excited  ftings. 
He  warr'd,  revengeful,  on  the  falling  wings : 
Tlirough   duft  of  flaughter'd  gnats,  he  fought  in 

{hade,  [made  ; 

And  fqueez'd  them,  deathful,  on  the  wounds  they 
Fleets  of  cold  oppofites  from  all  fides  join. 
And  wedg'd  againft  tliis  general  foe  combine ; 
Vainly  indignant  they  refift  his  fway. 
Yet  block  his  pafiage  and  ohftrudt  his  way : 
Still  though  he  ftagnates  he  the  light  maintains, 
While  drones,  applaufive,  with  their  duiftiie  ftrains, 
Homage  the  rifing  hero's  new  renown. 
And  prince  of  fly-catchers  the  champion  crown. 
The  fwans,mean  while,  whivh  from  the  cahncr 

fide, 
Forfaken,  faw  him  truft  the  fatal  tide  ; 
Mournful,  with  pendent  wing,  his  triumph  gric v'd, 
And  wifh'd  his  wafled  vigour  kfs  dcceiv'd  : 
Trembling  they  mark'd  his  vtfTel  downward  bent, 
Hang  o'er  th'  engulfing  oceans's  dark  defcent, 
"While  he,  regardlefs  flill,  new  trophies  won, 
And  bent  to  conquer,  faw  not  what  to  fliun. 

Fancy  flill  bufied,  flill  enamour'd,  ftaid, 
And  flill  concurring,  lent  his  rafmefs  aid  ; 
To  her  far  dillant,  touch'd  Alexis  cry'd. 
And  with  flrain'd  voice,  to  reach  her  notice  try'd  : 
"  O  !  f.ive  him,  warn  him,  bid  him  turn  arid  think, 
"  Let  not  his  bark  in  yon  black  ocean  fink  ! 
"  Teach  me  to  call  him  by  his  pow'rful  name, 
"  Point  cut  his  danger,  quench  his  devious  flame  ; 
"  Rafli  fpleen  of  heart,   that  could  fuch  war  ad- 

vife  ! 
"  Blind  rage!    to  lofe  himfelf  and  catch  but  flies  ! 
•'  Oh  teach  my  tongue  his  name:" — Then  fancy 

heard. 
And  fmiling,  at  her  chariot's  fide  appear'd  : 
"   Why  doft  thou   alk,  (he   cry'd,   what  nations 

know, 
•'  Even  all  whom  wit  or  worth  infpire  below  ? 
"  His  is  a  name  that  dwells  on  cv'ry  mind, 
"  Tunes  every  tongue,  and  fails  with  every  wind  I 
••   Not  furer  is  that  river  life's  extent, 
"  Or  by  thofe  oceans  birth,  and  death, 
"  Not  furer  fortune,  is  that  dark  pov/'r's  name, 
"  That  left  oblivion,  and  that  right  fide  fame. 
"  Than  that,  no  fon  of  wit  dares  juflly  hope, 
"  Fame  dwell  in  folly's  paths,  but  tliou,  O  Pope  I 

Alexis  ftarting,  heard  his  own  lov  d  name, 
felt  his  pride  fhrink,  and  blufii'd  v/ith  confcious 
'  iharae  [ 
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Pitch 'd  from  the  chariot,  lofl:  to  fancy's  call. 
And  had  not  waiting  judgment  broke  the  fall. 
Contempt's  cold  vale  had  caught  him  wakd  and 

ftunn'd, 
And  deep  intomb'd  him  in  his  own  profound. 


THE  ART  OF  ACTING. 

DE»1CATED  TO  THE   EARl.    OF    CHESTERFIELD. 

WiiT  fleep  the  filent  pow'rs  that  guard  the  flage. 
While  yawning  opiates  lull  the  taflelefs  age  ? 
Shall  trite  cold  themes  catch  hre  from  wit's  elfays. 
Yet,  hov'ring  chillncfs  damp  theatric  blaze  ? 

Mourn  it,  ye  fons  of  fpleen,  whofe  hands  (mif- 
taught) 
Tore  up  this  feed  of  fenfe,  this  plant  of  thought : 
Whence  reafoning  flioots  might  bloom  life's  garden 

o'er, 
And  weedy  wildriefs  choke  her  walks  no  more.— . 
Horror  (at  alien  woes)  by  genius  mov'd. 
To  f(?nfe  of  home-felt  blifs,  be  there  improv'd: 
Wits  ent'ringhand  diffecflfedition's  breaft, 
Slitivv  the  malignant  fprings  and  call  forth  reft. 

There  the  touch'd  heart,  in  fccrct  filence  chid. 
Might  learn  to  hate  the  guilt  it  once  but  hid  : 
There,  fcorn  from  note   of  pity's  praife — catch 

grace. 
Start  and  paufe   confcious — in  pride's  flack'ning 

race. 
There  heedlefs  beauty,  warn'd  of  man's  falfe  fire 
Might  chain  down  wav'ring  love,  and  ed<^e  defire : 
Each  maid's  mild  eye  corrt(5l  her  heart's  warm 

trufl:. 
Dull  perts  grow  penfive,  and  falfe  thinkers  jufl:. 
TJicre  (now)  fits  mummery,  thron'd  on  paflion's 

urn ! 
There  noifier  fires  than  wit's  (unbright'ning)  burn: 
There  vice  with  laughter  fliares  divided  rule. 
And  only  ferious  purpofe  marks  the  fool ! 

Vain  the  lofl:  pray'r  that  courts  a  mufe's  aid. 
By  foes  untaftcd,  and  by  friends  betray'd; 
Patrons  immers'd  'twixt  fadlion's  rapid  tidi-s  I 
Poets  in  flattery's,  pow'r  abforb'd  in  pride's  J 
Gone  is  the  learned  leifure  once  rever'd, 
And  the  flill  voice  of  genins  fighs  unheard. 

Happier  Icrne  I  mourn  our  drains  no  more* 
Richly  reverg'd,  thou  drain'll  a  nobler  ftore.  '       ' 
Poor  in  our  turn,  fee  wit's  lofl  channel  dry, 
Robb'd  of  her  fountain — for  thy  full  fujtply. 

Yet,  while  home  ruin  wrings  the  heart  diftreft 
'Tis  recompence  to  fall  for  others  bleft  : 
I^efs  thy  doom'd  diflance  (foul  of  abfcnt  joj's) 
Pains  the  fr.ook  realm,  whofe  hope  it  half  deflroys- 
Confcious  thou  go'ft  to  warm  one  filler's  fears 
To  tranfports,  lafting  as  the  others  tears. 

Long  in  fad  filence  on  the  willov/s  hun"- 
Now  flie  refumes  her  harp,  for  praife  new  flrung: 
Tires  her  tun'd  hand  to  pour  her  grateful  foul. 
Wide  as  her  chief  can  charm,  fi-om  pole  to  pole. 
Genius,  from  ages  hers,  'midlt  want  and  wrongs^ 
Ho%v  will  file  now  tranfcend  pafl  poets  fono-s  ! 
At  once  of  every  nations  grace  made  free. 
By  every  added  mufe,  bellow 'd  with  thee  .' 
There,  'midft  the  toils  of  empire's  manag'd  weight 
Law's  lights  extcnc'-d;  and  embcllifli'd  flate ;        ' 
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Find  a  calm  hour  to  hud  the  ftage  thy  care, 
And  tinies  unborn  fh?.U  feel  a  Stanhope  there. 

Darkening  mean  wh:le,  our  mufe  s  lamps  expire, 
Blank  i«  thci'  prol'prd,  and  unfann'd  their  fire  : 
Friendlefs,  neglcdlcd.  laugh  d  at,  and  unfelt, 
No  novv-crown'd   conq'ror  cares  where   Homer 

dwelt. 
Banifh'd  from  court,  from  fenate,  city,  fcene, 
"Wit's  fons,  all  tongue-tied  '.  mute,  even  Harlequin  I 
Yet.  kt  the  thinker  korn  fuch  dumb  fufpcnfe, 
Nor  [flattering  tuftom)  fneak  his  aid  from  fenfe  : 
"Wing  d  lor  ihe  fur-.ire  o  er  the  prefent  rile. 
Spurn  the  tinies  c  oud,  and  ftrike  benigner  fkies. 
Not  always  fliall  ambition's  muddied  brain 
Work  to  persuade — yet  hold  example  vain  ! 
Bribe  to  each  further'd  intereft  s  venal  cue. 
Yet  dream  diverfion  all  the  ftage's  view. 
The  time  fliall  come  (indulge  it  foon  II.jw  fate  !) 
When  power  fliall  talle  that  wit  can  think  with 

weight : 
The  time  fliall  come  (not  far  the  deftin'd  day) 
When  foul-touch'd  a6tors  (hall  do  more  than  play: 
When  paflion,  flaming  from  the  afTerted  ftage, 
Shall  to  taught  greatnefs  fire  a  feeling  age  : 
Tides  of  .trong  fentiment  fublimely  roll. 
Deepening  the  dry  difgraces  of  the  f.iul : 
Pity,  fear,  forrow,  walh  d  from  folly's  foam, 
Knock  at  man's  Lreaft,  and  find  his  heart  at  home. 
Then  plaintful  grief  fhall  drop  her  whiney  drawl, 
And  heart-felt  anger  nerve  the  infenlate  bawl; 
Then  fliall  the  moving  art  old  powers  poffcl's ; 
Wake  valour,  call  forth  joys,  and  ftamp  diftrrfs. 
Then  fhall  the  player  take  pains  in  pleafure's  right, 
Sweat  for  his  praife,  and  labour  to  delight  : 
Then  fliall  he  thank  the  hand  ■  in  death  long  cold) 
That  fir'd  his  languor,  and  his  fame  foretold. 

Talleful  €v'n  nov/,  there  want  not  fome  choice 

few  i^view: 

Whofe  hope-warm.'d  hearts  can   hail  the  diftant 

Hearts  that  the  fubjedl's  lov'd  importance  know. 

And  feel  the  fire  they  bear  with  confcious  glow. 

Why  was  the  ador  ftain'd  by  law's  decree  ? 
I>oft:  time's  recov'rer  !  truth's  awak'ner  he! 
Pafflon's  refiner  '   life's  ihoal  coaft  furvey  d — 
The  wife  man's  pleafer,  and  the  good  man  s  aid, 
Prccepjt  and  practice  in  one  teacher  join'd, 
Bodied  refemhlance  of  the  copied  mind  ! 
Nature  confirms,  art  dignifies  his  claim. 
And  only  cant's  low  crawl  defiles  his  name. 

If  but  by  comprthenfion  we  poffcl's. 
And  every  greater  circles  hold  the  Icfs, 
No  rank's  high  claim  can  make  the  player's  fmall. 
Since,  afting  each,  he  comprehends  them  all. 

O-Tto  due  diftance  half  ye  fralking  train! 
Blots  of  a  title  your  low  taftes  profane  I 
No  dull  cold  mouther  fliares  the  ador's  plea. 
Rightly  to  feem  is  tranfiently  to  be. 

How  fliall  this  goal  be  rcach'd,  tliat,  feen  mofl 
nigh. 
Still  glides  more  diflant  from  th'  advancing  eye  ? 
Like   the    Ccy's   lea-dipt   arch,    heaven's  fancied 

bound. 
For  ever  fail'd  to,  and  yet  never  found. 
How  fliall  trac  d  practice  hit  th'  untrodden  way, 
Where  life  is  travcli'd  cut,  in  arts  to  flray  i 


Arduous  the  taflc,  and  aflcs  a  climbing  train, 
A  head  for  judgment,  and  a  heart  for  pain, 
E'er  lenfe,  imptcIVd,  refledls  adopted  forms. 
And  change  f  ul  nature  fliakes  with  borrow'd  ftorms; 
E'er  du(ftilc  geniun  turns  as  paflions  wind, 
And  bends  to  fancy's  curve  the  pliant  mind. 

Mark  when  th'  expanding  feed  from  earth** 
moift  bed. 
Starting  at  nature's  call,  prepares  to  fpread;  [cend 
Firft,  the  prone  mo'  breaks  downward,  thence  af- 
Shot  ftcms,  whofe  joints  collateral  boughs  extend  : 
Twigs  from  thofe  boughs  lend  leaves — each  leaf 

contains 
Side-lefs'ning  flalks,  rranfvers'd  by  fibry  veins. 
So,  from  inje<5ted  thought,  flioots  paflTion's  growth ; 
No  fprnit  fpontane>>us,  no  chance  child  of  floth : 
Idea  lends  it  root — firm  on  touch'd  minds, 
Fancy  (fwift  planter  )  firft  th' imprcfiion  binds; 
bhap'd  in  conception's  mould,  nature's  prompt  fkiU 
Bids  fubjedl  nerves  obey  th'  infpirii  g  will : 
Strung  to  obfcquious  herd  the  mufc'ly  frame 
Stamps  the  fliowii  irriage      Pleafure,  pity,  fhame. 
Anger,  grief,  terror,  catth  the  adaptive  fpring. 
While  the  eye  darts  it,  ard  the  accents  ring. 

See  art's  fliort  path  ! — 'tis  eafy  to  be  found. 
Winding  delightful  through  the  mazy  round  ! 
Tempt  the  try'd  flciil,  to  no  fole  proof  confin'd ; 
Shift  the  fliort  fliadowings  o'er  your  figur'd  mind. 

Mournful,  recal  fome  friend's  lamented  fate  ; 
Sad  on  each  feature  hangs  the  mind's  felt  weight. 
Seek  you  flrong  fenfe  of  joy  ?  looks  firft  impart. 
Then  the  nerve  ftritSure  bounds  it  from  the  heart: 
Does  rage  inflame  ?  no  vifage  can  conceal 
What  the  mark'd  mul'de  bids  the  fpirit  feel : 
Still  as  the  nerves  conftrain  the  looks  obey. 
And  what  the  loik  enjoins  the  nerves  difplay: 
Mutupl  their  aid,  reciprocal  their  ftrain. 
Will  but  commanding,  face  and  nerves  explain. 
Light'ning  and  thunder,  fu  concurring,  ftrike;    ' 
One  their  joint  origin,  though  form'd  unlike  : 
So  to  the  look  th'  attentive  nerves  reply, 
As  from  the  flafli  fucceeding  thunders  Cy. 
'  1  is  caufe  and  confcqiience  ;  nor  flows  more  grace 
From  beauty's  fmile  than  the  touch'd  acftor's  face: 
Poife  the  rule's  pradlice  ;  turn  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
JSior  think  it  tedi^  us  though  concciv'd  before: 
'  ris  but  to  look  and  wdl,     Th'  imprinted  eye 
Moves  tlie  ftruck  mufcles,  and  the  limbs  comply: 
Gefture  is  meaning's  ape — grave,  furious,  gay. 
Changeful    as    cloud-forni'd    ftiapes   when   winds 

make  way ; 
Imag'd  concepfion  firft,  but  face  inflames, 
Then  the  mein  paints  it,  and  the  tone  proclaims. 

Is  there  who  doubts  an  art  thus  briefly  fliown? 
Call  out  proof's  pow'r,  and  make  that  art  his  own  : 
Bid  him,  with  mournful  brow,  fwell  founds  of  joy. 
Half  the  mock'd  fenfe  th'  unbracing  nerves  de. 

ftroy : 
Tun'd  to  the  tearful  ey's  retentive  woe. 
Rapture's  check'd  phrafe  fhall  quench  its  fiery 

glow  : 
Painfully  plaintful,  each  flat  note  fhall  die. 
And  his  look's  anguilh  give  his  words  the  lie. 
Next  while  foft  fsniles  reftrain  his  voic'd  elTay, 
Bid  angiy  founds  give  rage  its  thund'ring  way; 
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Vainly  mouthM  menace  fwells  th' attempted  ftorm, 
Kind  as  confent  th*  unfright'ning  accents  form  ; 
While  his  look  fiown'd  not,  feul'e  could  found  but 

fweet ; 
No  nerve  concurring  hclp'd  th'  unfinew'd  heat. 
But  had  his  eyes  th'  impatient  fire  difplay'd. 
Each  note  had  fnatch'd  it,  and  each  flop  convey'd : 
Thus  one  plain  praiftice  paints  whole  nature  right, 
And  all  her  changeful  pidures  move  delight. 

Is  there  who  loves  not  joy? — There  then  begin. 
Search  the  fouUpleafing  paflion's  pow"r  within; 
¥ind  your  fmile's  force  before  fome  faithful  glafs, 
Heedful  to  let  no  faint  impreifion  pafs  :  [train, 
There  to  toucli'd  gladnefs  thought- form'd  features 
'Till  each  crifp'd  iSbre  feels  th'  enrapt'ring  llrain; 
Then  (ftretch'd)  behold  your  op'ning  forehead 
Baclc'ning  in  boaftful  fenfe  of  fparkling  eyes,  [rife, 
Broadly  majeflical  your  bread  expands, 
Brac'd  your  prefs'd  joints — neck,  knee,  feet,  flioul- 

ders,  hands, 
Treading  on  air,  each  ftep  new  foul  difplays, 
Your  limbs  all  lighten,  and  your  looks  all  blaze: 
Then  fpeak, — joy  anfwers  ;  every  found  its  own ; 
Mufic  and  rapture  mix'd  in  tranfport's  tone  ! 
Fall  from    this  height  (ah !  'tis  but  fortune's 
road!) 
Down  to  deep  fenfe  of  forrow's  pungent  goad  ; 
Damp  your  loofe  feature's  into  thought's  diflreff,_ 
Fade  fancy's  glofs  to  dim-ey'd  wrerchednefs  : 
The  fad  look  fick'ning,  ftraight  the  fpirits  break. 
Unbending  nerves  grief's  lax  impreflion  take  : 
Faint  hangs  the  clouded  eye,  fhort  fleps  drag  flow. 
And  every  heedlefs  gcfture  bends  with  woe  : 
Now  to  the  heart-touch'd  fenfe  the  voice  com- 
plains, 
And  fighing  pityers  catch  th'  Infeftious  pains. 

Say,  (hould  fome  flack'ner  of  the  pafiion's  care, 
Form'd  for  gay  flights,  aiid  ftruggling  from  de- 

fpair, 
Bow'd  from  his  native  bent  to  doubt's  new  part, 
Find  fear's  cold  caft  affign'd  a  fearlefs  heart  ? 
What  could  he  do  ?   where   houfe  th'  intrufive 

guell? 
Let  his  eye  lodge  him — 'twill  prepare  his  bread:. 
From  the  foul's  optic  fhoots  th'  admitted  fhape, 
Nor  let  one  tim'rous  wavering  ftate  efcape. 
Fear  is  elufive  forrow,  fliunning  pain  ; 
Adive,  yet  ftopp'd,  it  dims  the  doubtful  brain  ; 
Spirit  fnatch'd  inward,  flagnating  by  dread,  [Ic;ad : 
Slow  through  the  limbs  crawls  cold  the  living 
Form'd  to  the  look  that  moulds  th'  affumer's  face. 
His  joints  catch  tremblings,  life's  moift  firings  un- 
brace ; 
This  read  and  that  th'  alarmful  paflion  tries, 
Halts  in  the  motion,  flutters  in  the  eyes  ; 
Checks  the  dipt  accent's  hefitative  way, 
And  on  th'  evafive  mufdes  hangs  dehy. 

Anger  is  pride  provok'd  (fo  felt,  fo  known), 
5trange  !  its  ftage  influence  is  fo  faintly  fhowu ! 
Yet,  with  what  abfent  fenfe  of  all  its  flame 
gee  we  rage  meek,  fire  cold,  and  fury  tame  I 
^id  the  fate  redd'ning  warm'd  idea  rake, 
Straight  the  foul's  wildfires  all  obftiuftion  break ; 
Stung  by  inflicfted  thought's  inr.agin'd  pain, 
^ard  heave  the  myfeles,  rolling  eye-balls  liraiii : 


Twixt  the  clos'd  teeth,  indignantly  fuppreft. 
Or  ftorm-like  loud  out  pours  th'  unguarded  breafi.4 
Slack'ning  exclaiming,  fwift,  flow  rcillefs  change. 
Wings  the  voic'd  tempeft  in  its  whirlwind  range'; 
Quick  turns  and  ftartings  face  and  air  deform. 
And  thick  fhort  breathings  paint  the  infflt  florta. 

Nor  fea,  nor  life,  eternal  tempeft  fweeps, 
Hufli'd  calms  fucceed  it,  and  the  thunder  lleeps  : 
.Such  the  loft  filent  tide,  that  floods  the  mind. 
To  mov'd  companion's  pain-touch'd  warmth  in» 

clin'd  : 
Aidful  idea  fprings  to  pitied  woe, 
Thence  every  quiv'ring  finew  learns  to  gloW: 
Back  from  the  panting  bofom  to  the  eye, 
Kind  fjgh-wing'd  dews  in  foft  fenfation  fly  : 
So  from  earth's  op'ning  breafis,  in  flow'r-drefs'4 

May, 
Steams  the  fipt  fragrante  to  the  fun's  felt  ray; 
Lightly  fuflain'd,  to  morn's  faint  clafp  it  clings, 
Yet  oft  (let  go)  falls  back,  oft  upward  fprings : 
So  learn  to  fteal  foft  pity's  copied  grace;       [facfi; 
Languor's  moift  cloud  marks  firfc  the  mournful 
Then  hope's  kind  tenfion  warms  the  mufcly  mein, 
Dragg'd  diff'rent  ways  contending  contrafts  lean; 
Clafli'd   looks  'gainft  movements  paint   internal 

fight, 
'Tvvixt  the  heart's  anguifli  and  the  help's  delight: 
Then  touch'd  attention's  hark'ning  hulh  creeps 

round. 
And  breathlefs  mouths  devour  th'  eipeiSted  found. 
Nature  lofes  change — Cold  night  fucceeds  to 
And  pity's  dark'ning  oppofite  is  fcorn  :       {mora, 
Far  be  this  brow-flretch'd  arrogance  of  air 
From  mifery's  doomful  claim,  in  fons  of  care. 
Ah  !  minds  (too  apt)  turn  but  the  look  within, 
We  find  pride's  image  there  as  fure  as  fin  ! 
Yet  with  fuch  bias  rolls  man's  will  from  right, 
1  hat  fearch  firft  milTcs  what  is  moft  in  fight : 
Elfe  how  unneedful  to  defcribe  a  rage 
No  player  wants  power  to  feel — but  on  the  flage. 
Cautious   (life's  fpeaking  pi<flure)  wear   that 

ftain, 
Rightly  to  fhow  be  thine,  but  not  retain  ! 
Scorn  is  calm  carelefs  anger  flagg'd  cf  wing, 
Brufli'd  fenfe  of  harmlefs  wrong,  too  weak  to  fling  : 
Safe  in  fufpended  power,  eas'd  warmth  difclaims 
Exertion,  and  with  flack  remiffnefs  flames  : 
Now  fmiles,  now  frow^ns,  yet  both  with  eye  ferene. 
While  half-ftrung  nerves  play  fprings  of  painlefa 

fpleen. 
Clofe-following  fcorn,  amazement  ought  to  rife; 
Angels  feel  wonder,  men  Ihould  dare  defpife  ! 
Born  to  miftakcs,  and  erring  out  life's  fpan, 
Man,  as  if  heaven  were  his,  looks  down  on  man. 
Say  then  what  wonder  is — trace  its  taught  caufe, 
Mark  its  true  features,  and  make  known  its  law*. 
Wonder  is  curious  doubt-r-will's  checfc'd  retreat, 
Shrinking  from  danger  it  prepares  to  meet; 
'Tis  fear's  half-brother,  of  refembling  face. 
But  fix'd,  unwavering,  and  bound  down  to  place  i 
Earneft,  alarmful  gaze,  intently  keen. 
Notes  the  vveigh'd  objeft,  yet  dillrufts  it  feen  ; 
As  in  pale  churchyards,  gleam'd  by  filent  night, 
ShcXild  f<.me  crofi'd  fp eftie  fliade  tUe  moon's  dim 

liglU, 
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ShudcTry,  die  bacVnirtg  bl"'od,  revolving  f .vifr , 
Clogs  the  prcls'd  heart — ftretcii'd  fibres  tail  to 

lift : 
Ivoft  in  doubt's  hard'nin?  froft,  Oopt  motion  lies, 
Wliile  I'tnfe  climbs  jjraduul  to  the  {training  eyes. 

Hsktred  is  fallen  fury  long  retain'd; 
Ti?  \villing  mifchtet  warily  re'lrain'd; 
Tis  thought's  ccrrolion  acridly  perplex'd; 
'lis  klf  in  pain,  leil  others  live  unvtx'd. 
H'his  to  touch  vivid — (pencil  1  plcas'd  and  free, 
P.iint  the  coil'd  feipenc  thou  athorr'ft  to  fee.) 
Veil  the  malignant  leer  that  burns  with  fpite. 
Bid  the  brow's  Uiur  o'crhang  the  fick'ning  fight ; 
fcl".vell  the  blown  cheek,  th'  unopeninglip  rettrain  ; 
Stretch'd  the  wide  noftril   marks  th'  impatient 

pain. 
Ardent,  yet  heedlefs,  half  th*  averted  eye 
Slums  the  loath'd  obji<fl,  and  difdsins  it  nigh. 
H^rd  back-brac'd  nerves  in  fett'ry  fervour  toil, 
And  the  curv'd  lyltem  heaves  in  check'd  recoil. 
Hall   from   taught    pain — fhun    hatred's  baneful 

Ihade, 
And  to  love's  funfhine  lend  the  mufe's  aid. 

Love  is  intenle  defire,  by  rev'rence  check'd; 
'Tis  hope's  hot  tranfport,  fircak'd  with  fear's  re- 

fpedl ; 
'Tis  paflion's  every  foul-felt  power  disjoin'd; 
Tis  all  th'  affembled  train's  whole  force  combin'd. 
Tis  like  ft  ft  air,  through  which  admitted  light 
Peoples  pltas'd  fancy,  and  lends  ir.ape  to  fight : 
Yet,  like  that  air  difliirb'd,  man's  quiet  breaks, 
'^'empefts  his  reafon,  and  his  triumph  ftakes. 

You  who  infufe  this  pow'r  mull  firft  have  felt; 
!No  heart,  unmov'd  itlclf,  bids  others  melt : 
Yeft  would  chalkd  outline  Iketch  th'  imagln'd 

■  grace  ? 
IDumb  eaintft  gaze  tongties  o'er  th'  unvocal  face  : 
Soft'ning  in  apprehcnfion's  awe-check'd  air, 
Each  limb  befeeches,  each  flow  flep's  a  prayer: 
"While  high-brac'd  raptures  imag'd  pride  confefs, 
Alcekneis  fits  guardian  o'er  the  miid  addrels : 
Doubt  dilTjpating  hope,  to  blanch  dcfire, 
iiaiigs  the  mind's  curb  upon  the  body's  fire. 

inatch'd  from  the  fccne,  claim  tliis  the  box's 
care; 
It  paints  and  warns  for  every  beauty  there  : 
But  there  love's  fliafts  (of  late)  all  pointiefs  lie, 
Elunt  from  bold  mein,  and  dead'ning  in  the  eye  : 
Naked  of  heart,  and  hateful  of  delay, 
Jirring  timc-fhort'ner  !  meeting  wifh  half  way  I 
Worr.an,  cutftradlirg  art's  old  lureful  flciil, 
Mar.n'd  o'er  witii  invitation,  drives  bade  will ; 
falls  her  paft  .price,  owns  patient  hope  buys  dear, 
}-iawks  for  quick  market,  and  hawls  chapmen  near; 
'j'alks  loud,  llruts,  elbows,  calls  a  grace  a  foul;  •  • 
IVeis'd  like  a  fcarecrow,  manner'ii  like  a  mule  : 
Pall  d,  the  prefs'd  cheap'ner  dreads  th'  out-bluf- 

tring  air, 
.Kyes  the  braw'd,  fwaggerer,  and  rejcds  her  ware. 

Turn,  coarfe  couceiver  1   all  unfcx'd  by  mode, 
Maid  that  trot'ftuglying  in  the  monfter's  road  ! 
Proud,  yet  immodell !   light,  rude,  witlefs,  pert. 
Bold,  j'Mcling,  hoid'ning,  blufhnefs,  pow'rleis  Ilirt! 
Emptier  than  air  thy  coloury  gevwgaws  play, 
\viiile  every  houi-'s  new  foims  puili  o!d  away  : 
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Trifler  !  for  cards  and  contradidions  born  \ 
Panting  for  conqueft,  yet  compelling  fcurn  ! 
J^ab'ring  from  nature  to  grow  loath'd  by  art, 
Ai!d  for  man's  manners  forfeiting  his  lieart!  Tjuft; 
But  hold — contempt  wrong  plac'd  becomes  un» 
Perhaps  ftage  wiiinci  s  gave  love's  friends  difgufk  ; 
For  (j<obIi:>like)  there  lovers  walk  i:nfhown, 
T'alk'd  of  in  every  piay,  yet  feen  in  none : 
Loil  in  unfeeling  cold  afrsifled  drawl, 
Tht  y  touch  no  tenderncf^,  yttenpting  all. 
Lump"d  lazy  liftlels  indolence  oue  caufe. 
And  one  th'  admiring  fool's  misjudg'd  applaufe. 
Why  (hould  pain  fwcat  for  praile,  proud  eal'e  can 

•  win. 
By  the  rais'd  footftep  and  exalted  chin  ? 
By  the  heav'd  halt,  that  fwingi  its  load  along, 
Clumfily  fclemn,  and  ferenely  wrong  ? 
By  the  big,  broad,  round,  mellow,  trounding  troll. 
That  means  no  pafTion,  and  conveys  no  foul : 
Half  fwcUs,  tl.en  iinks,  like  lails  of  fhips  becalm'd, 
A  dry  dead  fweat,' man's  mummied  voice  eni- 

balm'd. 
Sliame  on  the  whineling,  fleep-ind':fi;ive  tone  I 
Not  by  fuch  glow-worm'  ^-iimfe  love's  fires  are 

fiiown  : 
Heart,  voice,  mein,  vifage,  all  pay  love  their  aid, 
Cupid  exatSIs  more  ftrift  alliance  made  ;  [he 

Twixt  the  mind's  ftatcs  than  once  'twixt  Europe's, 
U'ho  bound  -all  princes,  yet  left  none  ur.free. 
Not  fuch  loofe  treaties  pleafe  t'n'  all-buckling  god, 
Pur.cStual  he  yokes  lun'd  idundsto  meaning's  nod: 
Pardons  no  void  vain  voluble  harangue, 
And  bates  to  hear  the  unaiming  bowftritig  twang. 
Say.  female  fliadcs  of  love, who  haunt  the  Oage, 
Wrat  fiend,  clofe-treadiiig,  tags  defire  with  r<igc  ? 
If  in  your  hofpitable  bofoms  bred,  '  ■  ■  . 

Th'  unrtfting  fury  thrives,  by  beauty  fed, 
Tell  the  dire  name-~But  if  you  fik-nt  feel 
■fh'  inipreffive  tooth,  and  no  gnaw'd  thought  re- 
veal, [bittf. 
Speak,  tell-tale  mufe.    Thou  Ihar'ft  th'  envenom'd 
For  jealoufy  ne'er  fleeps  when  poets  write. 

T  he  Janus  jealoufy  two  faces  wears, 
Each  diif 'ring,  apt  as  form'd  by  diif'rent  cares; 
While  infant-wing'd  the  callow  harpy  lies. 
Too  dim  for  daylight,  too  unfledg'd  to  rife  : 
'Tis  doubt-mix'd  anger,  ftmgghng  to  confide. 
Floating  half-funk  on  pity's  pleading  tide : 
Here  hope-fed  foftnefs  foothes  the  affiant  heart, 
There  rage  vindicTtive  bids  the  fpirit  fmart : 
'Twixt  the  two  wav'ting  fcales,  by  turns  depreft. 
The  eye's  fliort  wand'rings  mark  the  mind  du 

ftreft; 
Languidly  fining,  flow-nerv'd,  half-fincwy  ftrain, 
Paints  an  unfettled,  ha'f-detcrniin'd  pain  : 
A\'!)ence  rous'd  refentment,  catching  hal>y  flame, 
Cool'd  by  met  pity,  blufhes  into  Ibame  : 
But  does  weigh'd  proof  confirm  th"  ideal  wrong. 
Then  the  eye  lightens,  and  the  brace  binds  ftrong ; 
Net  vengeance  burns  more  nirbulcntly  ftcrn. 
Though  (through  it)  pain'd  affe(5).ion  fighs  ccmcern. 
'J'hus  has  the  mule,  in  pafilor.'s  changeful  drefs^ 
Led  eni'ring  art  through  nature's  dark  recefs; 
Fa'ir  to  her  eye  one  fource  of  acflion  fhov.'n. 
Whence  every  branch '<i  n^.candcr  flows  her  uwn : 
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Brief  let  precifion's  fcale  contract  the  view; 
Then  grafp  it  menj'ry,  and  remit  the  clue. 

Previous  tn  art's  firft  a.£i  (till  then  all  vain) 
Print  the  ideal  pathos  on  the  brain  ; 
Feel  the  thought's  imaj^e  on  the  eyeball  roll; 
Behind  that  window  fits  th'  attentive  (oul  : 
Wing'd  at  her  beck  th'  obedient  miifcles  fly, 
Bent  or  relaxing  to  the  varied  e)'>; : 
Prcfs'd,  moderate,  lenient,  voice's  organ'd  found 
To  each  felt  impulfe  tones  the  tuneful  round  : 
Form'd  to  the  nerves,  concurring  mein  partakes, 
So  the  mov'd  adtor  moves,  and  paffion  Ihakes. 

THE  DEDICATION  OF  THE  BEECH-TREE, 

Occajloned  by   the   late  Difcovery   of  making   Oil 
frcm  th:  Fruit  of  that  Tree, 

High  in  thy  ftarry  orb, 
Great  ruling  planet  of  our  brighten'd  fphere, 
The  mufe  invokes  thee,  and  demands  thy  ear  1 
Her  Harley's  ear  !  O  yet  confefs  the  name  ! 
Thy  titles  borrow  luftre  from  thy  fame. 

Fearlefs  to  fall,  my  rein-loos'd  fancy  foars 
High  as  thy  deeds,  nor  common  aid  implores. 
Let  confcious  fawners  blow  their  fmoky  6re, 
And  vainly  bid  th'  unliil'ning  gods  infpirc. 
My  mufe,  difdainful  of  their  fullied  v/ings, 
Views   the    Vaft.  height,    and    dauntkfs    upward 

fprings, 
Infpir'd  likf  angels  by  the  w^rth  flie  fings. 

Yet,  Oh  !  'niftake  not  my  afpiring  lays  ; 
They  would  bat  fpeakmy  duty,  not  your  praife  ; 
Praifes  like  yours,  who  lives  and  does  not  know; 
The  pooreft  debtors  count  the  fums  they  owe  ; 
But  I,  impatient  of  the  growing  fcore, 
"Would  pay  you  fometl.ing  ere  I  owe  you  more. 

Accept,  great  guider  of  the  floriny  ftate, 
An  ofT'ring  worthy  of  the  brave  and  great : 
Accept  what  heav'n,  propitious  for  your  fake. 
Smiles  on  this  peace-blcfs'd  land,  and  bids  her 

take  : 
This  art  of  old  had  been  fome  altars  due. 
Now,  fir'd  with  purer  zeal,  flie  kneels  to  you. 
That  awful  pow'r  who  guards  our  Anna's  throne, 
And  to  that  Anna  made  your  virtues  known, 
To  place  fuch  worth  above  all  v/ifh'd  controul, 
Blefs'd  the  long  labours  of  your  peaceful  foul. 
But  one  thing  wanted, — farn'd  Minerva's  tree, 
.  The  gift  of  peace  from  gi)ds  to  men  like  thee  ; 
That  oleous  plant, -the  pride  of  funnier  climes, 
Chief  in  the  poets  fongs  of  ancient  times; 
Too  long  profan'd  for  thy  chafle  brow  to  wear. 
Fled  the  cool  influence  of  the  northern  bear. 
Heaven's  voice  was  heard,  deficient  nature  groan'd, 
Felt  his  new  will,  and  the  corretStion  own'd. 
The  humblefV  foreft  of  our  favour'd  land 
Grew  proud  beneath  this  bounty  of  his  hand  ; 
Confefs'd  the  fecret  he  vouchfaf'd  to  teach, 
Difdain'd  the  olive,  and  enthron'd  the  beech. 

Hail,  happy  tree !  wou'd  after-ages  know. 
To  wliom  their  fons  thy  oily  harvells  owe, 
Oxford's  lov'd  name,  deep  on  thy  bofom  grave, 
Who  from  bis  country  did  his  country  fave  ; 
Who  gave  our  harafs'd  land  its  long-wifh'd  reft, 
Jlnd  forc'd  unwilling  nation*  to  be  biell ; 


Whofe  known  efteem  of  arfs  gave  birth  to  tliee, 
Omen  of  greater,  which  e'er  long  fhall  be. 

Thy   pious  hand,   which  made  war's  thunder 
ceafe, 
Shall  cultivate  the  nobler  arts  of  peace ; 
Till  murm'ring  fa>5lion  owns,  with  thanklefs  joy, 
'  I'is  far  more  great,  to  build  than  to  dctlroy. 

Nor  (hall  thy  rifuig  country's  fons  alone. 
Thy  wifer  care  of  their  lofl  int'reft  own. 
The  boundlefs  blefiings  of  thy  lib'ral  hand, 
Shall  fhed  their  influer.ce  on  our  fruitful  land  : 
The  long-mourn'd  ablVhce  of  th'  infpiring  plant, 
Whofe  pow'rful  juice  ungrinds  the  edge  of  want, 
Whofe  fov'reign  llrength  makes  glad  the  lab'rers 

toil, 
Shall  now  no  more  reproach  our  injur'd  foil ; 
Oar  teeming  glebe,  if  I  a  right  divme. 
E'er  long  fliall  fwell  with  floods  of  gen'roiss  wine, 
France  fliall  no  more  her  courted  vineyards  boafl; 
But  look  with  envy  on  our  northern  coaft. 
Which  now  enrich'd,  with  matchlcf*  oil  and  corn, 
Unequal'd  vintages  fhall  foon  adorn. 

Nor  this  alone  !   on,  on,  prophetic  fire  ! 
Though  boundlefs  is  the  flight,  difdain  to  tire; 
Unwearied  all  h'u  glorious  aims  purfne, 
'Till  fick'ning  envy  dies  to  fhun  the  view, 

Fir'd  with  the  fure  prcfage,  methinks  I  fee 
The  flruggllng  eafl;  refign  her  morian  tree; 
The  rougliefl;  Dryads  of  our  oaken  ifle, 
Charm''d  with  the  gentle  llranger,  learn  to  fmile  ; 
The  dancing  boughs  their  breezy  homage  pay. 
The  oak  nods  welcome,  and  the  beech  gives  way. 
And  now,  glad  fpring,  by  rifing  warmth  renew  d. 
The  various  infed:  feek»  its  leafy  food, 
Spins  out  its  little  life's  induftrious  thread, 
In  grateful  toil,  to  find  its  feeder's  bread. 
Dies  a  rich  recoinpenfe  of  female  care, 
And  leaves  its  filken  treafures  to  the  fair  ; 
The  fair,   long  mindful,   whence    th'  advantage 

came. 
Shall  teach  their  fons  to  fpeak,   by  lifping  Har- 
ley's name.  [joiii'd. 

From  views,  like  thine,  with  thy  vaft  knowledge. 
What  bleffings  may  not  happy  Britain  find  I 
Fierce  emulation  fhall  new  pow'rs  impart, 
Till  ev'ry  wilh  grows  poffible  to  art ; 
Rivers  fnall  roll,  where  now  huge  mountains  grow. 
And  tides,  new  channel'd,  wonder  how  they  flow. 
For  thee,  proud  Thames  his  wealthy  arms  fliall 

fprcad, 
And  take  the  fwift  Sibrina  to  his  bed. 
F.namour'd  Trent  ftiail  love-fick  Avon  meet. 
And  diflant  feas  in  mix'd  alliance  meet. 

Dear,  to  thy  care,  ev'n  th'  unhoping  Scot 
Shall  blefs  the  union,  and  hold  fafl  the  knot; 
Britain  no  longer  fliall  explore  from  far. 
The  coftly  magazines  of  naval  war ;  -    • 

High  on  the  mountains  of  her  northern  fhore. 
The  gummy  pine  fhall  fhed  her  pitchy  ftorc ; 
Tall  firs,  which  ufelefs,  have  long  ages  grown. 
Shall  fright  the  feas,  and  viCt  worlds  unk^oT^'n  ; 
Till  the  check'd  fons  of  Norway's  timber'd  ftate, 
Learn  love  by  force,  while  we  difarm  their  hate. 

And  here  rejoice,  ye  Caledonian  fhores, 
Whofe  empty  ftrands  my  friendlv  mufe  deplores; 
'  Y    y  ij 
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Shortly,  ftronor  fleets  ftall  plow  your  ftormy  feas, 
And  wealth's  warm  breath  your  icy  ports  un 

freeze ! 
The  Bcl^ic  fpoiler  (ha'l  no  more  purfue         [yu  • 
Thofe  finny  ftioals  which  court  your  guides  and 
Sumnion'd  to  greatnef?,  worthy  of  yourfame, 
Nor  ill-fupported  in  the  g-en'ronsaim, 
Approaching  time  fha'.l  fee  you,  juftly  brave, 
Affert  the  right  which  God  and  nature  grave. 
Then  fhall  that  fire  which  now  your  bofom  fills, 
With  -virtues  ufelefs  on  your  barren  liillp. 
New-nerve  the  grafp  of  application's  hand, 
And  roufc  the  latent  glories  of  your  land. 
Wide  lies  a  traCl  beneath  the  funny  line, 
Where  rays  dired  with  burninof  luftie  fhine  ; 
Where  ribs  of  filver  bind  the  fea-wafh'd  plains. 
And  virgin  wealth  unmix'd  with  av'rice,  reigns. 
This  the  proud  Spani:ird  never  yet  poffefs'd,  ■ 
So  much  has  heav'n  the  happy  native's  blels'd; 
Referv'd  for  Britifii  rule,  their  iflhmus  free, 
Divides  the  northern  from  t'le  fouthern  fea. 

Nor  this,  the  haplefs  traifli,  the  direful  fpot, 
Dear  to  the  brave,  the  unpermitted  Scot. 
North  of  that  fad,  that  ill-remember'd  fliore, 
A  happier  work  does  happier  hands  irn!>!r,re. 

Here  (hall  the  foris  of  our  advent'rous  land, 
Through  unborn  gges  ftretch  decreed  ctnimand; 
Here  fhail  they  draw  both  oceans  to  their  fway. 
And  through  repugna.it  mountains  c':t  their  way  : 
'Tis  done!  methinks  I  htar  their  cannons  roar, 
Koftile  repiners  fhun  the  envied  fhore. 
And  round  vaft  capes  a  tedinu>^  cnurfepurfue  ; 
While  we,  and  only  we,  pofiefs  the  new. 
Hence  ftall  the  fhortend  diftance  guard  our  health. 
Secure  "ur  trafEc  and  increafeour  wealth  : 
The  weftern  bullion  to  our  merchants  fold. 
Shall  fend  us  weight  for  weight  in  eaftern  gold. 
Nor  then  {hall  Afia's  aromatic  (lore 
Pile  the  proud  markets  of  a  neighb'ring  fhore  ; 
All  fhall  be  curs,  and  while  we  all  maintain, 
No  bloody  war  fliall  the  chafte  vi<fl'ry  ftain. 

O  blind  profaners  of  obtruded  blifs  ! 
Who  wanting  foul  to  fathom  depth  like  this, 
Indead  of  owning  debt«,  you  cannot  pay, 
Strike  at  the  friendly  hand  which  poirts  the  way. 

Forgive,  thou  great  inipirer  of  my  fong, 
If  ending  here,  thy  wider  view?  I  wrnng  ; 
If  arts  more  wifn'd,  or   worlds  lefs  known  there 
Were,-  ...... 

^hy  neflut  ultra  had  not  refted  there. 

HOR.  LIB.  T.  ODE  V. 

^jiis  tnulta  gracil'u. 

Cool  within  the  grotto  toying, 
'    Soft  ori  ftatter'd  rofes  laid, 
What  ymiiig  hud  art  thon  deftroying^' 
Why  to. day  thofe  charms  difplay'd  .' 

Trimly  pl»in  in  fubtle  fweetncfs. 

What  fond  heart  is  here  befct  ? 
Why,  with  negligent  cnrnpletcnefs, 

Lboftly  cutis  that  trtffy  net  ? 
Suon  by  fuffering.^  taught  to  know  thee, 
'   O  !  ye  changeful  gods  !  he  cri-s,    • ''. 


Too,  too  light,  thy  falfehood<  Slow  thei^^ 

Late  the  fond  brliever's  wife  :  ""  ■ 

Then  with  fooliili  v/onder  darting, 

H;?  Compares  thy  funfhine  part. 
With  thoie  ilorms  of  fpleen"s  preparing. 

Which  thy  prefent  looks  6'crcaft  ! 
Silly  iri'.fter  !   vain  fuppofer  ! 

In  his  am'rous  empty  mind, 
Soft  he  form.'-  thee  joy's  difpofcr  : 

Ever  grateful,  hulh  d  and  kind. 

But  alas !  and  fliame  upon  thee  ! 

Little  dreams  he  what  a  iky. 
Heaping  clouds  in  whirlwinds  on  thee. 

Soon  fhall  dim  thy  future  eye. 

Pity,  gods !  thofe  faithful  creatures^ 

Vet  unbroke  to  woman's  arts  : 
Fondly  trufting  lovely  features. 

And  for  fmiies  exchanging  hearts. 

As  for  me,  by  heaven  befriended. 

Long  ago  [  'ftap'd  the  ftorm  : 
Safe  with  all  my  fails  extended, 

Flying  from  that  fraudful  fcrni : 

Broid  my  piiflur'd  ftory  flaming. 
Now  fliall  love'.s  gay  temple  grace  r 

From  fome  piilar's  height  proclaiming 
Warnings,  to  the  riling  race. 

VERSIS 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR.  DENNIS. 

Adieu  !  unfocial  excellence  !  at  Lift 
Thy  foes  are  vanquifli'd,  and  thy  ftars  are  pifti 
Want,  the  grim  recompence  of  truth  like  thine. 
Shall  now  no  longer  dim  thy  deftin'd  (hine. 
I'h'  impatii'nt  envy,  the  difdainful  air! 
The  front  malignant,  and  the  captious  ftare ! 
The  furious  petulencc,  the  jealous  flart. 
The  mift  c.f  frailties  that  obfcur'd  thy  heart, 
Veil'd  in  thy  grave  fliall  unrcmcmber'd  lie. 
For  thefe  were  parts  of  Dennis,  born  to  die  ! 

But,  there's  a  nobler  Seity  behind, 
His  reafon  dies  not — and  has  friends  to  find  I 
I'hough  here,   revenge  and  pride   withheld    his 
praife,  .      ■.■:    .  [days: 

No  wrongs  fliall  reach  him  through   his  luturft 
The  rifing  ages  fliall  redeem  his  name,    ■• 
And  natitJhs  read  him  into  lading  fame  I 
In  his  dtfteSs  untaught '.   his  labour'd  page, 
Shall  tjic  flow  gratitude  of  time  engage. 
Perhaps  fome  flory  of  his  pitied  woe, 
Mix'd  in  faint  fliades  may  v/ith  his  memory  go. 
To  touch  futurity  with  gen'rous  fliame. 
And  backward  caft  an  unavailing  bl.ime, 
On  tira6«  too  cold  to  tafte  his  ftrength  of  art : 
Yet  warm  contemners  of  too  weak  a  heart  I 
Reft  in  thy  duft,  contented  with  thy  lot, 
Thy  good  rcmtmber'd,  and  thy  bad  f.^rgot  : 
'  ris  more  than  C'a:far  and  his  worlsl  cou'd  give  I 
Spread  o'er  his  virtues  his  lew  errors  live  : 
Till  reafoning  brutes,  whofs  fpeck  of  foul  wapt^ 

■    room, 
To  lodge  tljc  jull  conceptior.  of  his  dgpp 
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are  with  lewd  liceufe  noife  his  queftion'd  fame, 
And  blot  the  facred  rev'reiice  of  his  name. 

WRIT  ON  A  WINDOW, 
I»  the  Highlar.di  of  Scotland. 

Scotland  1  thy  weather's  like  a  modifh  wife! 
'Ihy  winds  and  rains  forever  are  at  ftrife  : 
So  termagant  a-whiie  htr  thunder  tries. 
And,  when  Ihe  can  no  longer  fcold — fhe  cries. 

VERSES 

Made  for  Mr.  Savage  ;  and  fent  to  my  Lady  Mat- 
desfild^  his  Mother. 

Hopeless,  abandon'd,  ainilefs,  and  opprefs'd, 
Loft  to  delight,  and  every  way  diftrefs'd  : 
Crofs  hi>  cold  bed,  in  wild  diforder  thrown, 
Thus  figh'd  Alcsi>^,  friendlefs,  and  alone. 

Why  do  I  brtath  ?  what  joy  can  being;  give. 
When  fhe  who  gave  me  life  forgets  I  live  ! 
Feels  not  thcfe  wintry  blafts — n)r  heeds  my  fmart; 
But  {huts  rae  from  the  Ihtlter  of  her  heart  ? 
Saw  me  expos'd  to  want  1   to  fname  \  to  Icorn  ! 
To  ills  ' — which  make  it  mifery  to  be  born  1 
Caft  me,  rcgardlefs,  on  the.  world's  bleak  v/ild. 
And  bad  me  be  a  wretch  while  yet  a  child  I 

Where  can  he  hope  for  pity,  pea-ce  or  reft. 
Who  moves  no  foftncfs — in  a  mother's  breaft  ? 
Ciuftom,  law,  reafon,  all  I   my  caufe  forfake  ; 
And  nature  deeps,  to  keep  my  woes  awake! 
Crimes,  which  the  cruel  fcarce  believe  can  be, 
The  kind  are  guilty  of,  to  ruin  me  ! 
Jiven  ftie  who  bore  me  blafts  me  with  her  hate. 
And,  meant  my  fortune,  makes  he;  felf  my  fate  ! 

Yet  has  this  fweet  neglei5ler  of  my  woes 
The  fofteft,  tend'reil;  bicaft,  that  picy  knows  ! 
Her  eyes  filed  mercy  wherefo'er  they  fiiine. 
And  her  foul  melts  at  every  woe — but  mine. 
Sure,  tberi,  fonie  fecret  fate  for  guilt  unwill'd, 
borne  fentence  pre-ordain'd  to  he  fuIfiU'd, 
Plung  d  me  thus  deep  in  foriov/'s  fe.irching  flood. 
And  w?.[h'd  me  from  the  mem'ry  of  her  blood. 

But,  oh  I  whatever  caUfe  has  movd  her  hate, 
Let  me  but  figh  in  filence  at  my  fate  ; 
The  God  within,  perhaps,  may  touch  her  hreaft  ; 
And  when  (he  pities,  who  can  be  dillrefs'd  ? 

ON  LADY  MARV  WORTLET  MONTAGDe's  BRING- 
ING WITH  UER,  OUT  OF  TUkKEV,  THE  ART  OF 
INOCULATING  THE   SMALL-POX. 

WuEN  Greece  reviving  into  fliort  delight, 
Ftit  pride  and  comfort  at  our  mufe's  fight, 
1  he  rival 'd  nine  no  fooner  faw  her  face. 
But  ev'n  their  envy  gave  their  wonder  place. 
Chartn'd  into  love  of  wiiat  eclips'd  their  fame. 
They  wak'd  Apollo  with  her  powerful  name. 

See,  god  of  Grecian  wit  I  Urania  cries, 
How.fweet  a  mufe  the  weflcrn  world  fupplies  ", 
§ay,  fliould  jhe  aft  fome  favour  from  your  throne, 
What  could  you  bid  her  take,  that's  not  h«r  own  ? 
Sparkling  in  charms,  the  heavenly  ftranger  view, 
So  grac'd,  (lie  fcarce  can  owe  a  beam  to  you. 
Beauty  with  love  her  power  to  your's  prefers; 
And  wit  and  learning  are  already  hsr"4i 


Rous'd  at  her  name,  rec^dlrg  from  her  eyes, 
The  gazing  god  rofe  flow  in  foft  fiirprife  I 
Fair  miracle  !  (he  faid) — and  paus'd  a  while  : 
Then  thus — fweet  glory  of  your  envy  d  ifle  I 
Charmed  and  oblig'd  Itll  we  ungrafetul  feem. 
Bear  hence  at  leaft  one  mark  of  our  cfteem. 
One  of  my  three  great  claims  your  wilh  may  fit ; 
Wbofe  voice  is  mulic,  and  whofe  thoughts  are  wit. 
Ph)fic  alone  remains  to  grant  you  here — 
A  ikill  !  your  godlike  pity  will  endear.  [cure, 

Fonjid  to  give  woundsj  which  mud  no  cafe  pro- 
Atone  your  influ  nee  by  new  arts  to  cure. 
Beauty  s  chief  fie,  a  fear'd  and  fierce  difeafe  I 
Bows  at  my  beck,  and  knows  its  god  s  decrees. 
Breath'd  in  this  kifs,  take  power  to  tame  its  rage, 
."^nd  from  its  rancour  free  the  refcued  age  : 
High  9  er  each  fex  in  double  empire  lit ; 
Protecliii^  beauty,  and  jnfpiring  wit. 

TO  CLELIA,  IN  THE  COUNTRV. 

ON  THE.FIJLLING  DOWN  ST.  MARTIN'S  CUURCB. 

Whil;:  from  the  noify  crowd  you  lean  retir'd, 
In  fileiit  fliadesby  love  of  thought  infpir'd, 
I,  vex  d  by  various  cares,  to  b'dinefs  chain'd, 
Mourn'd  your  loll  coavcrfc,.and  in  tovirnremain'd: 
Dark  as  the  midnight  world,  your  fuaihine  gone, 
GuideJefs  in  fulien  gloom,  I  wander  d  on  : 
Paflion's  wild  influence  ebb'd  and  flow'd  my  mind, 
As  feas  drive  diff'rent  with  the  changing  wind  : 
But  t'.'  whar  point  fge'er  my  will  was  bound, 
In  vain  I  turnd  th'  unrelling  compafs  round  : 
Doubtful  a  while  th'  wav  ring  needle  hung, 
Then,  trembling,  backward  to  your  Image  fprung, 

Penfive  I  view'd  a  facred  pile  of  late. 
Which  falls,  like  man,  to  riie  in  nobler  (late ; 
The  doors  thrown  wide.  It  feem'd  unveil'd  to  lie, 
And  reverend  niin  ftruck  rny  ftartled  eye. 
Ent'ring  amidft  the  bufy  hammer's  found, 
I  faw  time's  dufty  trophies  fcatter'd  round : 
Each  violated  pillar  ftood  bedew'dj 
And  wept  in  folemn  grief  a  fate  fo  rude. 
From  tombs,  by  force  disjpin'd,  relu6lant  flones 
RoU'd,  mis'dwithcloudsof  duft,  and  human  bones  : 
From  faithlefs  walls  defac'd  inCcriptions  fled. 
And  td  long  night  confign'd  the  namelefs  dead  : 
The  pew's  pale  fquares,  in  their  whole  lengthen'^ 

row. 
Gave  way,  and  open'd  a  fad  fcene  below  ! 
Beauty,  youth,  wealth,  and  power,  rednc'd  to  clay, 
Larded  with  bones,  yet  moift,  unfiielter'd  lay  : 
Remnants  of  eyelefs  fkulls,with  hollow  flare, 
Mock'd  the  proud  looks  which  living   charmers 

wear  : 
Coffins  rofe  broke,  unfaithful  to  their  trufl. 
And  flefli  flew  round  me  in  unjointed  duft. 
Scarce  a  Ihort  fpan  beneath  that  opening  floor^ 
Where  kneeling  charmers  pray'd  the  week  before; 
Where  iorms  like  yours  rejoicM  th'  admiring  eye, 
Forms  once  like  yours,  in  naked  atoms  lie. 
O  fate  of  failing  life  I   O  flatt'ring  dream  ! 
What  wint'ry  funfliine  is  thy  fliadowy  gleam  I 

Thus  while  I  mus'd,thy  foul  approach'd  my  ear; 
Thy  foft-wingd  foul,  that  always  hovers  near. 
Sec'ft  thou,  it  figh'd — how  thele  fad  relics  lie; 
And  duil  thon  fear  that  Clelia  thus  can  die  / 

Xyiij 
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No — flie's  all  mind  ;  and  her  immortal  name. 
Eluding  death's  fhort  reach  ihall  tread  on  fame. 
Tongues  yet  unthought  of,  Clelia  (hall  adorn, 
And  charm  adoring  nations— -yet  unborn. 
Heroes,  at  whofe  refolves  the  world  will  fhake, 
ijhall  treat  thy  fex  with  reverence  for  thy  fake  ; 
And  each  fair  tyrant  who  would  emprcfs  be, 
Pojm  but  one  wifli — to  think  and  look  like  thee. 

ANSWER  TO  THE  RESOLVE. 

Whikt  empty  coxcombs  blall  a  woman's  fame, 
In  ev'ry  ftate  and  ev'ry  age  the  fame  : 
With  their  own  folly  pleas  d,  each  fair  they  toad, 
And  where  they  leafl  are  happy,  fwear  they're 

moft ; 
No  dill 'tencc  marking  'twixt  the  gay  and  lewd, 
But  dreaming  all  who  fly  would  be  purfued : 
While  thus  they  vainly  think,  and  vainly  live, 
Lofl  to  that  reverence  love's  foft  leffons  give  ; 
Let  this  great  maxim  be  my  paffion's  guide; 
May  I  ne'er  hope  where  I  am  ne'er  deny'd, 
Nor  gain  a  woman  willing  to  be  try'd. 


"■  I 


ANSWER    TO  A    SCURRILOUS    OBSCENE  POEM, 
Intituled,  An  EpiftU  from  Mrs.  Robin/on  to  Seneftno. 

Fr'om  thy  loofe  lines  I  turn  my  eyes  away, 
Nor  know,  6'erfpread  with  biufhes,  what  to  fay: 
The  modcft  mufes,  wounded  by  thy  ftrain, 
Tor  me,  and  for  thenifelves,  do  thus  complain. 

()  thou,  our  country's  folly  and  expencel 
Dull  foe  to  tragedy  and  godlike  fenfc  ; 
Too  long,  mean  mercenary  fhade,  too  long, 
Has't  thou  thefe  ifles  enchanted  with  thy^fong. 
Mufic's  foft  god  unbinds  the  charm  he  rais'd. 
He  bleft  thy  tongue,  and  while  he  bleft  v/e  prais'd: 
By  thee  polluted,  he  difclaims  his  choice, 
And  willno  longer  warble  in  thy  voice. 
His  trembling  notes  where  melting  foftnefs  hung, 
And  every  grace  will  feek  a  chafler  tongue. 
No  more  the  lover  fliall  thy  fong  repeat, 
No  more  the  fair  one  figh — 'tis  wond'rous  fweet ! 

Oh,  guilty  Senefmo  !  thou  no  more 
Shalt  bravo  !  bravo  !  hear — or  loud  encore. 
The  loofe  and  dull  fnall  all  thy  audience  be  ; 
The  chafle  and  vcitty  (hall  refent  for  me. 
All  unattended  fhall  thy  awkward  form, 
To  fad  uncrowded  fcenes,  or  whine,  or  fiorm. 
Thy  wretched  ha  !  fhall  unapplauded  grow, 
And  ill-plac'd  bays  fall  with'ring  from  thy  brow. 
Know,  Song'fter,  Julius,  God-like  ci;ief,  difdains 
Thy  fhrill,  unnatural,  ungraceful  flrains  : 
With  rage  redoubled,  Ponipey's  ghofl  muft  bum, 
To  find  fuch  tears  profane  his  facred  urn. 

Remember,  echo,  foon  thou'lt  know  the  time, 
Strip'd  of  thy  robes,  thy  legions,  and  thy  rhyme  ; 
Thdu  poor  machine  of  mean  deluCve  found, 
When  I  (hall  fee  thy  temples  all  unbound, 
And  thofc  who  heroes  aifl,  like  heroes  crown'd 

Thou  to  thy  famifh'd  Iralyfhalt  go, 
And  rival  Fauftas  in  the  fhades  below. 

THE  CHOICE,  TO  A  FRIEND. 
Oh  greatly  bltfs'd  I  v.'ho  can,  as  fate  requires, 
By  du(Sile  wifjooj  temper  your  defires  !  I 


} 


Balanc'd  within,  you  look  abroad  fercne, 
And  marking  both  extremes  pafs  clear  between. 
Oh,  could  your  lov'd  example  teach  your  (kill  ! 
And  as  it  moves  my  wonder,  mend  my  will  I 
Calm  would   my  paflions  grow,    my  lot    might 

pleafe, 
And  my  fick  foul  fhould  think  itfelf  to  eafe, 
But  to  the  future  while  I  (train  my  eye. 
Each  prcfent  good  flips  undiftingui(h"d  by. 
Still  what  1  would,  contends  with  what  I  can  ; 
And  my  wild  wifhes  leap  the  bounds  of  man. 

If  in  my  power  it  lies  to  limit  hope. 
And  my  unchain'd  deCres  can  fix;  a  fcope ;     [poor. 
This  were  my  choice — oh  1   friend,  pronounce  me 
For  1  have  wants  which  wealth  can  never  cure. 
Mean  is  that  foul  which  its  own  good  can  fill ; 
A  profp'rous  world  alone  could  feafl  my  will. 
He's  poor  at  beft  who  others  naifcry  fees, 
And  wants  the  wi(h'd-for  power  to  give  it  eafe. 
He's  rich  who  fole  fupreme  and  unconlin'd, 
Can  with  unbounded  influence  biei's  mankind, 
A  glory  this,  unreach'd  '. — but  on  a  throne  ! 
All  were  enough — but  lefs  than  all  is  none. 
This  my  firft  wifli — but  fince  'twere  wild  and  vain. 
To  grafp  at  glitt'ring  clouds  with  fruitlefs  pain. 
More  fafely  low  let  my  next  profoeifl  be  ; 
And  life's  mildevening  this  fair  fun-fct  fee. 
Far  from  a  lord's  loatii  d  neighbourhood— a  (late, 
Whofe  little  greatnefs  is  a  pride  I  hate  !       fplac'd. 
On   fome  lone  wild   fhould   my  ftrong  houfc  be 
Surrounded  by  a  vral  and  healthy  wafte  : 
Sterile  and  cuarfe  the  untry'd  foil  fhould  be ; 
But  fore  d  to  fiouri(h,  and  fuhdued  by  me. 
Seas,  woods,  meads,  mountains,  gardens,  (Ireams, 

and  Ikies, 
Should  with  a  changeful  grandeur  charm  my  eyes. 
Still  v.'here  1  mr.v'd,  new  marks  of  my  paft  pains 
Should  plume  the  mountain  tops,  and  paint  the 

plains : 
Greatly  obfcure,  and  fhunning  courts,  or  name 
Widely  befriended,  but  efcaping  fame. 
Peaceful  in  (ludious  quiet  would  I  live; 
l,ie  hid  for  leifure,  and  grow  rich  to  give. 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  CLARISSA. 
Painters  to  posts  owe  their  nobleft  praife  ; 
Mote  are  their  tints,  till  voicd  by  living  lays  : 
Paffive  the  femblant  forms  but  feem  to  breathtf ; 
Delufive  furface  holds  no  depth  beneath. 

Far  other  lines  ClarifTa's  painter  drew ; 
Far  other  force  his  penfive  colours  knew  : 
I'here  in  round  fuliiefs  aftive  piclures  glov\r. 
Turgid  with  fpeaking  life,  and  thinking  woe. 
His  the  foul's  pencil,  whofe  warm  (Irokcs  impart 
IVfind  to  the  form,  and  paflion  to  the  heart. 
A  delegate  creator,  calm  he  lies, 
And  (eesthe  worlds  he  calls  for  round  him  rife. 

Oh,  might  he  live  till  his  Clariffa's  death  \ 
But  life  immortal  fuits  not  mortal  breath. 
Let  him  but  live  till  all  who  read  are  taught, 
What  aided  influence  beauty  draws  from  thoughtk 
Then  would  his  length'ning  years  all  bouadsdefy. 
And  nature  and  her  friend  together  die. 
So  would  he  charm  whole  time— yet  vainly  too. 
Reach   every  confcivus   heart — to  change — how 

few :  " 


MISCELLANEOUS   POEMS. 


7it 


jLet  hitxi  not  hope  too  much— nor  heaven  nor  he 
Set  human  minds  from  human  frailties  free  : 
Though  each  can  own  where  all  the  reft  are  hit, 
And  every  fl:iw,  remote  from  felf,  admit  : 
Though  marks  external  catch  the  vifual  ray, 
All  in-fliut  objedls  (hun  the  fearch  of  day. 
Jiach  uglieft  likenefs  for  another  fhown, 
Strikes  all ;  but  none  find  eyes  to  note  their  own. 
Yet  his — whate'er  ftage,  jirefs,  or  pulpit  can  ; 
Whate'er  the  heart's  touch'd  feelings  lend  to  man  : 
AH  that  from  all  is  karn'd,  one  genius  gives. 
And  in  colk(5hive  right  of  virtue  lives.  [p^y'^i 

Whence  was  his.  more  than  magic  power  fup- 
So  fkiird  to  dart  hfe's.ijame  on  every  lidc  ? 
Where  could  his  li"-e  th   u.-im.eafur'd  vallncfs  find, 
To  fathom  all  the  depths  of  all  mankind  ? 
I>icrcing  as  light  from  heaven,  (.0  earth  he  flows. 
And  every  flain  and  every  beauty  Ihows. 

The  three  great  powers  that  fiiakc  the  human 
heart. 
Are  mnfic,  eloquence,  and  paintive  art: 
Pidure  and  eloquence  already  charm, 
in  every  tearful  page  divinely  warm. 
Oh,  let  tun'd  numbers  fill  th'  illuftrious  trine  I 
In  f ome  new  work  let  added  mufic  fhine ; 
Let  hi",  nest  wreath  the  poet  s  ivy  claim. 
And  his  own  verfe  immortalize  his  name, 
Verfe  fo  inipir'dj  infpiring,  and  combin'd, 
Would  pour  th'  enrapt'ring  virtues  o'er  the  mind  ; 
Roufe  from  their  roots  in  earth,  hearts  hard  as 

fteel, 
And  teach  once  more  the  trees  and  bcafls  to  feci ! 

TO  THE 

TWO  GENEROUS  MASTERS  ST.  QUINTIN, 

On  their  tender  AffcSllon  to  each  other,  in  their  Progrefs 

through,  and  Reco-very  from  the  Small- Pox. 

Sexes  are  needlefs  aids  in  love's  pure  claim, 
Since  fouls  (not  bodies)  light  our  focial  flame. 
Lamps  of  imprifon'd  life  mifplac'd  we  fnine, 
Leap,  lean  our  lengthening  points — and  long  to 
join. 
So  long'd  your  brother  minds  to  mix  embrace, 
As  light  meets  light,  and  fpace  is  loft  in  (pace. 
Death,  with  fufpended  hand,  beheld  your  ilrife, 
Call'd  off  dlfeafe'9  rage,  and  fet  free  life. 
Why  fliould  they  die,  the  ghaftly  paufer  cry'd,^ 
Whom  names  but  fcparate,  and  but  forms  divide  .' 
S?e  with  what  fpring  th'  elaftic  ftrugglers  flew; 
Clung  to  their  fate,  and  to  tleath's  horrors  grew  I 
'  In  vain  eruptive  fires  their  faces  fcreen  ; 
Fever's  hot  anguilh  vainly  burnt  between, 
XVolvesthat  behind  fome  thicket  fcent  their  prey, 
t^ot  with  more  fierce  delight  o'ei:  thorns  make 

way. 
Than,  lur'd  by  danger,  one  with  rapture  fought 
Th'  infectious  gralo  that  his  be  ft  half  had  caught. 
There  fmil'd  their  twiftcd  fouls,  farewell  all  fear  ; 
We  rife  together  to  a  heaven  not  here. 

Mo— -let  'em  flay,  to  earth's  dim  dufl  confia'd, 
Crofs'd  in    their  clouded  way   t'ward  realms  of 

mind. 
'Tvvas  not  death's  drift  to  ftrike  for — added  blifs, 
Iii  next  world  aiigels — Vou're  but  men  in  this. 


SENT  TO  A  LADY 

WITH  A  POCKET  LOOKI.N  Q-GL.^SS. 

See,  my  foul's  ferene  invader, 

See  the  face  I  firft  ailor'd  : 
Heaven  for  love  and  pity  made  her, 

And  with  angel's  graces  ftor'd. 

Mark  her  forehead's  awful  riQiig, 

See  her  fnul-fubduing  eyes, 
Every  look  and  air  furprifing, 

Modeft,  lively,  foft,  and  vyife. 

Next  to  you  I  own  I  love  her  ; 

But  your  Iweet  difcerning  eye, 
Muft  not  now  be  jsaious  of  her  : 

She's  ne'er  feen  but  you  are  by. 

TO  DAVID  MALLET,  ESQ;_ 
On  a  tnijiakert  fuppojit'ion  that  1  Lad  for  oat  him. 

Wit  like  yours— apd  yet  forgot  ? 
Dreamy  doubt.'  believe  it  not. 
Faith  in  filence  loves  to  dwell, 
Fill'd  with  fenfe  it  (huns  to  tell. 
Shoaly  waters  loudcfi.  dafh  ; 
Diftant  light'nings  longeft  flafh  : 
Spare  pretence's  empty  drum, 
Defpeft' joys  are  oft'ncft  dumb  •• 
Bodies  part — but  mUtual  mind 
Stretch'd  imm.er.fe,  contiguous  join'd. 
Ever  tangent,  always  I'een, 
Soul-i  embrace,  with  worlds  between, 
iPride,  indeed,  avows  it  fit, 
Men  forgotten  (hould  forget : 
Reafan  more  to  juRice  o-wes; 
R.eafon  loves — becaufe  it  knows. 
Debt  cin  ne'er  for  traffic  flay ; 
Unreceivirg  it  muft  pay  : 
Tafte  of  other's  wori'n-— fhould  nons 
Lend  a  weight  to  aid  our  own — 
Don't,  howe'er,  the  balance  fail, 
Tofs  in  felf  to  turn  the  fcale. 

THE  ACrOP-'S  EPITOME. 

If  comprshenfion  befl  can  pow'r  exprefs. 
And  that's  ftill  greateft  which  contains  the  lefs; 
No  rank's  high  claim  can  make  the  player's  fmaW, 
Since  ailing  each  he  comprehends  them  all. 

Off,  to  due  diftance,  half  the  ftalking  train  I 
Blots  of  a  title  your  low  taftes  prophane  : 
No  dull  cold  mouther  fhares  the  aiSor's  plea, 
Rightly  to  fcem  is  tranfiently  to  be. 

Arduous  the  talk,  and  afks  a. climbing  brain  ; 
A  head  for  jtidg.iicnt,  and  a  heart  for- pain  : 
E  er  fenfe  imprefs'd  reflti5ts  adopted  forms, 
A  changeful  nature  fiiakes  with  borrowed  {borme. 
Tbtn  flrong-mark'd  paiuons  figns  external  bear, 
And  (lamp  affum'd  di,;in<5iionr,  on  the  player; 
Joy,  gr^isf,  fear,  anger,  pity,  fcorn,  and  hate, 
Wonder,  (hame,  ji^aloufy,  and  love's  foft  weight. 

Thefe,  wheal' he  painrs,  cid  he  but  firft  conceive. 
Each  on -his  fancy  wo'.ild  it«  image  leave  ; 
Thence  duiSile  fibres  catch  the  expreffive  fpring« 
j  And  the  *ysb  dart  it,  and  the  accents  ring. 
Y  y  iii] 
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You  ^ho  would  joy's  triumphant  pride  exprefs, 
What  mod  you  wifli,  imagine  you  pofiefs. 
Strait  flames  th'  idea  to  the  kindling  eye, 
And  every  nerve  in  concord  braces  high  : 
Treading  on  air,  each  joint  a  foul  difplaysj 
The  looks  all  lighten— and  the  limbs  all  blaze. 

But  you  who  a<ft  unhoping  grief's  diftrels, 
Touch  fancy  with  fome  home-felt  wretchednefs. 
Then  flack'ning  nerves  the  loofc  impreffion  take  ; 
Ecch^ad  look  fickens :  the  fliock'd  fpirits  break  : 
Dim  falls  the  faded  eye;— the  ftepsdrag  flow. 
And  ev'ry  heedlefs  gefture  heaves  with  woe. 

Fear  is  but  aflive  grief,  avoiding  pain. 
Yet  flies  too  faintly,  and  avoids  in  vain  : 
"While  ftagnate  fpirits,  thick'ning  as  they  fpread, 
O'er  the  cold  heart,  crawls  flow,  the  living  lead. 
What  though  the  eye's  prompt  ray  keenlightning 

dart; 
'TIs  fruitlefs  :--loos'ning  fibres  lame  the  heart. 

Anger  is  pride  provok'd  beyond  controul, 
When  fome  felt  infult  fires  the  fmarcing  foul : 
Then  the  will's  warmth,  repelling  fancy'd  fliame. 
Strings  the  nerves  hard,  and  bids  the  eye-balls 

flame ; 
Then  marks  of  menace,  air,  and  face  deform  ; 
And  fliort  thick  breathings  paint  the  infek  ftorm. 

Pity  is  adlive  fenfe  of  alien  grief; 
Think  fome  dear  dying  fufi"Ver  begs  relief : 
Aidful  idea  fprings  to  fuccour  woe, 
And  ev'ry  quivering  finew  learns  to  glow, 
While  mild  as  fighing  faints,  the  fadd'ning  face 
Clouds  into  anguifli  with  relenting  grace. 

Scorn  is  cold  anger,  carelefs  and  at  eafe, 
Calm  fenfe  of  wrongs  too  harmlefs  to  difpleafe; 
Bold  in  undoubted  fafety,  'twould  difclaim 
Defiance — and  with  proud  remiflncfs  flame. 
Kow   fmiles,   now  frowns, — yet  both  with  eye 

ferene ; 
And  lets  the  nerves  play  loofe  with  paiDJefsfpIcen. 

Hatred  is  fiilien  fury  long  retain'd ; 
'Tis  willing  mifchief  warily  reflraiji'd  : 
This  to  paint  ftrdng  the  back-brac'd  nerves  fliould 

toil 
It  fetter'd  ftrain,  and  he4ve  in  curv'd  recoil ; 
"While,  with  impatient  frown,  th'  aveited  eye 
Shuns  the  loath 'd  objedl  it  difdains  too  nigh. 
Pain-leeking  jc-aloufy  feels  doubtful  rage, 
Which  truf.ful  pity  flrugglcs  to  afluage ; 
Thence  frtts  uncertain  pain,  with  penfiveglow. 
And  look  and  aiSlion  fliare  divided  woe. 
Sad  in  the  face  the  heart's  felt  foftnefs  reigns, 
While  each  tugg'd  finew  angry  vengeance  ftrains. 

Wonder  is  curious  feai — Suppofe  by  night, 
Some  pale  met  fpedre  crofs'd  the  moon's  dim 

light. 
Sudden  the  back'ning  blood,  retreating  fwift. 
Swells  the  prefs'd  heart  :— each  fibre  fails  to  lift ; 
Loft  in  fhort  paufe  arrefted  motion  lies. 
And  fenfe  climbs  doubtful  to  the  ftraining  eyes. 

Love  is  at  once  intenfe  and  flack  defire; 
There  hope  inflames,  while  reverence  cools  the  fire, 
rear  of  repulie,  bold  fenfe  of  joy  withdraws; 
Sighs  in  each  accent ;  every  movement  ari'es. 
Soft,  earneft  looks  bhifli  o'er  th'  inclining  face, 
Arq  fiecwy  tranfport  borrows  fijade  frona  grace. 


THE  LORD'S  PRAYER  IN  VERSE. 

Almightt  Father!  of  high  heaven  pofl"efs'd  : 
Be  thy  name  holy,  and  thy  power  confefs'd. 
Teach  us,  on  earth,  to  know  and  do  thy  will ; 
As  heaven's  bright  train  thy  great  commands  fulfil. 
Gracious  our  daily  bread  of  life  beftow ; 
And  fhow  us  mercy,  as  we  mercy  fliow': 
Guard  us  from  ftrong  temptation's  powerful  call; 
Nor,  when  we  meet  with  evil,  let  us  fall. 

AN  ADDRESS 

FROM  THE   STATUES  AT  STOWE, 
To  Lord  Cohham,  on  his  return  to  hit  Garden. 
From  every  mufe  and  every  art  thy  own  ; 
Thy  bowers  our  theatres,  thy  mind  our  throne  : 
Hail  to  thy  virtues,  manumiz'd  from  ftate ; 
Hail  to  thy  leifure,  to  be  wifely  great. 
Fetter  d  by  duties,  and  to  forms  cnflav'd, 
How  timely  has  thy  life  a  remnant  fav'd  I 
To  tafte  that  freedom  which  thy  fvvord  niaintain'dj 
And  lead,  in  letter'd  eafe,  a  life  unpain'd  : 
So  Scipio,  Carthage  fall'n,  refign'd  his  plume, 
And  fir.il'd  at  the  forgetfulnels  of  Rome. 

O,  greatly  blefsd  :    whofe   evening  fweetlicft 
fhines. 
And  in  unclouded  flownefs  calm  declines  : 
Now  free  refiedion,  with  reverted  eye, 
Wan'd  from  hot  noon-tide,  and  a  troubled  iky. 
Divides  life  well— the  largeft  part  long  known 
Thy  couKfry's  claim — the  iaft  and  bell  thy  own. 

Go,  like  the  mafters  of  the  world,  go  fliinc  ; 
Be  Charles'  life,  and  DiocleCan's  thine  : 
Farm  thy  own  power,  dspendent  peace  create. 
And  fliade  diftindion  from  the  flormsof  flate: 
With  pray'rs  and  praife,  thy  toil  (like  heaven's) 
l^e  paid,  [made. 

And  guard  the  growing  world  thy  hands  haver 
There,  while  detach'd,  ihy  fejf-fupported  foul 
Refumes  dominion,  and  efcapes  controul; 
Moves  with  a  grandeur  monarchs  feek  in  vain, 
Above  ail  forms,  all  dangers,  and  all  paiti : 
The  mufe  fhall  find  thee  in  thy  blefs'd  retreat, 
And  breathe  this  honeft  wifli  at  Cobham's  feet  s 
Frefli  as  thy  lakes,  may  all  thy  pleafuresflow  ; 
And  breezy,  like  thy  groves,  thy  paflions  blow; 
Wide  as  thy  fancy  he  thy  fpreading  praife  ; 
And  long  and  lovely  as  thy  walks — thy  days.    ^ 


TO  LADY  W , 

On  feeing  her  in  the  Park,  after  her  recovery  from  m 

long  lllnefs. 
Pieas'd  at  your  wifli'd  return,  to  cheer  the  fliadc, 
For  your  long  life,  a  penfive  neighbour  pray'd; 
Shock'd  and  difguftcd  at  the  modern  fair. 
Vacant  of  thought  and  turbulent  ot  air  ; 
He  haii'd  your  health,  reftor'd  who  live  to  prove, 
How  women  once  eompcU'd  the  wife  to  love. 
How  unaffeded  eafe  in  motion  charms ! 
How  knowledge__  holds  the  heart  that  fweetnefj 

warms ! 
How  thinking  fpirit  quickens  every  grace, 
Tijl  the  foul  lighters  through  the  meaning  £a«  J 


MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS. 
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Griev'd  to  otferve  what  now  the  fex  employs, 
Vhofe  wit  is  laughter,  and  whofe  converfe  noife. 
Who  loudly  ignorant,  and  coarfely  light, 
Repel  mtn'3  reafon,  and  offend  their  light ; 
Make  youth  diftafteful,  dignity  defpis'd, 
And  every  claim  of  beauty  pafs  unpriz'd  : 
Charm'd,  he  heheld  once  more  your  air  fuhlime, 
In  all  but  wifdom,  ftill  unchang'd  by  time. 
Patterns,  like  you,  may  teach  the  faithlefs  eye, 
What,  in  your  abfence,  wou'd  be  judg'd  a  lie; 
Shou'd  it  be  told  thefe  quenchers  of  love's  fire, 
That  woman  once  was  foft  and  mov'd  dcfire  ; 
By  modeft  tendernefs  compell'd  refpeft, 
And,  arm'd  with  influ'nce,  never  fear'd  negledl. 
That  friend,  and  lover  both,  fhe  cou'd  impart 
Peace  to  the  mind,  and  pafTion  to  the  heart, 
'Twould  now  be  thought  a  dream — but  that  in 

you 
They  fee  fuch  proof,  that  they  muft  own  'tis  true. 
Live  then  a  lengthening  age  of  painlefs  hours, 
Your  fex'3  envy — and  the  wifh  of  ours. 

TO  MR.  GARRICK, 

On  his  united  Ideas  of  ASlor  and  Writer. 

FoRM'd    for  each  other's  aid,  thefe  powers  but 

meet, 
As  nature's  felf  (hows  light  combin'd  with  heat : 
Oh  1  born  to  grace  their  union,  let  'em  Ihare 
Thy  thoughts  exertion,  and  reward  thy  care. 
The  willing  arts  bid  all  their  praife  be  thine, 
For  thee,  tun'd  difcords  into  mufic  join  ; 
What  others,  lab'ring  hopelefs,  hardly  gain, 
'Twas  thine  at  once  to  ftart  for  and  obtain. 
To  inftant  growth  without  gradation  drawn, 
High-noon  leapt  backward  to  embrace  the  dawn  ; 
Time  and  experience  funk  to  fpeed  thy  way, 
And  g^enios  crafp'd  creation  in  a  day. 

Nor  let  malignant  envy  blafl;  thy  claim. 
Since  wit  and  virtue  triumph  in  thy  fame. 
Oh  !   let  no  rogue  of  damn'd  lago'srace. 
To  wile-try'd  torture  rack  that  honeft  face  : 
Seem  what  thou  art,  brave,  faithful,  amorous,  gay ; 
The  nobleft  paflion*  plcafe  the  nobleft  way. 
Heart  humaniz'd,  head  clear,  hands  clean,  foul 

great, 
Sharp  fenfe,  mild  manners,  eafe,  adorning  weight, 
8un  of  our  flage  fhine  on  :  we  feel  thy  light : 
Ihj  warmth  how  fruitful,  and  thy  beam  how 

blight! 
lach  guilt  thou  paint'ft  by  borrow'd  art  is  fiiown; 
JBut  every  goodnefs  native,  and  thy  own. 

ON  SIR  ISAAC  NEWTON. 
O'er  nature's  laws  God  cafl  the  veil  of  night, 
f>ut-blaz'd  a  Newton's  foul — and  all  was  light. 

TO  CLIO, 

§n  her  praijing  Mr.  Dyer,  and  Jbotuing  me  futnc  of 

his  Verfes. 
Matchless  infpirer  of  my  mufe  and  me, 
Thou  heaven  of  blended  fmiles  and  majefty  ! 
Thou,  by  whofe  light  all  others  v/orth  is  fliown, 
While  thou  art  dark  as -midnight  to  thy  own. 


Praifing  defert,  like  his,  you  cfiarm  MC  too, 
And  for  your  blefling  him  my  thanks  are  due. 
Adean  ate  the  minds,  who  but  their  own  poffefs, 
And  reap  no  joy  from  other's  happinefs. 
I  groan  beneath  their  pains,  whom  forrow  wring*. 
And  when  their  hope  is  rifing,  mine  has  wings. 

O  Clio  !  to  deferve  fuch  praife  from  thee. 
Points  out  thy  friend,  a  bofom  one  for  me  ; 
My  fympathetic  foul  reveres  his  name. 
And  my  warm  heart  beats  anxious  for  his  fams* 
Sweet  are  his  thoughts, and  foft  as  evening  air; 
Joy  gilds  his  fmiles — his  fighs  invite  defpair  : 
btrong  is  his  fenfe,  and  his  refledtion  deep, 
Wide  as  his  profpecfts — as  his  mountains  ftecp  i 
Oh,  may  he  ftiU  be  bleft  with  thy  efleem : 
Oh,  may  thy  charms  for  ever  be  his  theme  1 
Vaft  is  my  wonder  at  his  fancy's  flight. 

Till  I  remember  whence  his  flore  was  drawn ; 
Clio,  the  infpirer  Clio  !  lent  him  light. 

And  fpread  foft  influence   o'er  his  wid'ning 
dawn. 
Warm'd  by  the  enliv'ning  luftre  of  her  beams. 

His  rip'ning  reafon  burnt  with  confcious  glow; 
B!az"d  in  the  radiant  charmer's  ftarry  ftreams. 

And  fhed  diffufive  heav'n  on  all  below. 
Oh  !  thou  foft  fun  of  wit,  and  love's  gay  climsj 

Point  but  one  ray  of  thy  broad  fliine  on  me  ; 
Then  (hall  my  kindl'd  foul  flame  out  fublime. 

And  glitter  proudly  with  thy  friend  and  thee.   '. 

ON  TWO  LOVELY  AND  LOVING  SISTERS. 

When  equal  charms,  in  different  colours  drefs'd^ 
Have  two  fweet  fillers,  rival  perfons,  blefs'd : 
How  kind   is  heaven,  their  minds  with  love  t« 

flrike. 
And  teach  'em  both  to  look  and  think  alike 

TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  ALBANIA. 


Addrejfed  to  the  Genius  of  Scotland,  and  dedicated  to  Ge" 
tieral  IVade. 

Known,  though  unnam'd,  fince  fhunnlng  vulgar 

phrafe, 
Thy  mufe  would  (bine,  and  yet  conceal  her  rays;- 
Think  thyfelf  hid,  and  hope  in  vijin  to  be 
Unfeen,  like  light,  that  Ihows  us  all  we  fee. 

But  while  thy  readers  arc  deny'd  thy  name,- 
They  feel  thy  genius,  and  atteft  thy  flame. 
They  pity  too,  in  death,  thy  notelefs  friend. 
Poor  by  the  generous  aid  thy  wealth  wou'd  lend, 
Prefac'd  by  thee,  his  feeble  lights  expire; 
Ev'n  in  producing,  thou  obfcur'fl:  his  fire. 

Not  but  the  mufe  had  warm'd  his  youthfu  Ifotig! 
Bold  were  his  notes,  and  his  ideas  flrong ; 
But  where  domeftic  dearnefs  warp'd  his  lays. 
And  partial  birth  mifled  the  patriot  praife  ; 
Wilt  thou  not  join  to  blame  the  bounded  zeal. 
That  bids  us  only  for  our  country  feel  ? 
Yes — thou  wilt  cenfure  this  too  (canty  care. 
That  (huts  out  pity,  and  appropriates  prayer, 
Thouavik  enlarge  affeiSlion,  till  it  fees 
Beyoira  itfcif,  and  pants  for  public  eafe. 


?H 


THE   WORKS   OF  HILL. 


Stretch  liberty  to  dlfengage  mankind. 
And  ev'n  from  nature's  biafsfree  the  minj. 

What  though  (we  know  not  why)  foft  inbred 
pride,  [guide ; 

Makes  home  feem  fweeteft,  and  can  choice  mif- 
Till  native  darkncfs  erring  tafte  conftrains, 
And  Lapland  defarta  rival  Perfia's  plains. 
Let  the  foul's  reach  the  heart's  reftraint  reprove, 
And  widen  to  the  world  our  country's  love. 

Bafe  are  thefe  local  limits  to  men's  hearts. 
That  canton  out  humanity  in  parts. 
Truth  has  no  diftricfls  to  divide  her  toil ; 
And  virtue  is  at  home  in  every  foil. 
Since,  on  one  common  globe,   we   neighb'ring 

dwell, 
What  narrower  line  fhou'd  man  from  man  expel. 
Each  born  alike,  and  fons  of  nature  all, 
Human  can  ne'er  from  care  of  human  fall. 

But  paflion's  rapine,  nature's  union  breaks, 
Not  foil  but  int'reft  all  this  difference  makes : 
Born  brothers,  each  from  each  wou'd  fomething 

draw, 
Till  ravag'd  equity  is  fhrunk  to  law. 
Blindly  forgetful,  that  the  whole  is  dufl, 
Wc  hate  for  parts,  nor  feel  ourfelves  unjufl  : 
Confine  repute  to  place,  and  prajfe  or  rail. 
As  felf  or  ilranger  turns  the  varied  fcale; 
Till  fenfe  grown  harden'd  in  her  partial  plea, 
Juftice  is  crippled  into  bribery. 

Thou  ! — fon  of  liberty  ! — can'ft  fhun  this  fhelf ; 
Loos'ning  rcfledlion,  and  out-launching  felf: 
Can'fl  burft  the  chain  of  cuftom  round  the  heart, 
And  from  worft  flavery — (that  of  reafon) — ftart. 
Thou,  on  thy  country's  hills,  can'ft  praife  bellow, 
Yet  floop  not  the  encomium  to  her  fnow  ! 
So  wants  confefs'd,  but  ftrengthen  merit's  claini. 
And  right  from  wrong  diilinguifa'd  fixes  fame. 

When  rock-fenc'd  Scotland  boafls  her  hardy 
race. 
Or  Englifli  beauty  claims  but  matchlefs  grace  ; 
When   France  the  praife  of  fprightlicll  wits  af- 

fumes. 
And  German  plainnefs  fpreads  its  honeft  plumes ; 
Concurring  plaudits  grant  unqueflion'd  dues, 
And  truth  and  reafon  fandtify  the  mufe. 

But  fhou'd  Teutonic  heavinefs  afpire, 
From  French  vivacity  to  ravilh  fire, 
Or  Caledonia's  manlike  virgins  vie. 
With  the  foft  funlliine  of  an  Englifli  eye, 
Juftice' wou'd  blulh  at  nature's  erring  pride, 
And  each  forc'd  trophy  be  by  truth  deny'd. 

More  juft  thy  mind,  more  gen'rousis  thy  mufe! 
Albanian  born,  this  Englifh  theme  to  choofe : 
No  partial  flattery  need  thy  verfe  invade, 
That  in  the  ear  of  Scotland  founds  a  Wade. 

Such  as  thy  mufe,  fuch  is  thy  patron's  aim  ; 
Nor  north  nor  fouth  can  bound  hisfpirit's  claim. 
Warm'd  from  within,  he  burns  with  Roman  fires; 
Shines  for  the  world,  and  for  mankind  afpires  ; 
Adorning  power,  he  beautifies  a  ftate  ; 
Endears  dominion,  and  abfolvesthe  great. 
Kind  by  his  care,  rapacious  licenfe  grows, 
And  polifh'd  jealoufy  no  hatred  knows  : 
Felt  in  their  hearts,  to  love  of  faith  he  charms, 
And  fcftly  conqu'ring,  needs  no  aid  of  arms. 


When  (ages  hence)  his  laft  line's  length'nsf 
dies, 
And  his  loft  duft  reveals  not  where  it  lies ; 
Still  fliall  his  hving  greatnefs  guard  his  name, 
And  his  works  lift  him  to  immortal  fame. 
Then  fliall  aftonifti'd  armies,  marching  high. 
O'er  caufeway'd  mountains  that  invade  the  Iky, 
Climb  the  rais'd  arch,  that  fweeps  its  diftant  throw, 
Crofs  tumbling  floods,  which  roar  unheard  below. 
Gaze,  from  the  cliff's  cut  edge,  through  midway 

air. 
And,  trembling,  wonder  at  their  fafety  there ! 
Pierce  fenny  deeps  with  firm  unfinking  tread, 
And  o'er  drain'd  defartswholefome  empire  fpread. 

While  charm'd,  the  foldier  dwells  on  wonders 
pafo'd,  [laft, 

Some  chief,  more  knowing  and  more  touch' d — at     j 
Shall,  (pointing)  to  the  attentive  files,  explain,  I 

How  (many  a  cent'ry  fince) — in  George's  reign,        1 
Wade's  working  foul,  that   grac'd  his  prince's 

throne. 
Built  thefe  vaft  monuments — and  fpar'd  his  own. 

VERSES  WRITTEN  ON  WINDOWS, 

In  fcveral  Parts   of  the  Kingdom,    in  a   'Journey  it 
Scotland. 

Letter!  from  abfent  friends  extinguifti  fear. 
Unite  divifion,  and  draw  diftance  near  : 
Their  magic  force  each  filent  wifti  conveys. 
And  wafts  embody'd  thought  a  thoufand  ways  : 
Could  fouls  t«  bodies  write,  death's  power  were     j 
mean,  ' 

For  minds  could  then  meist  minds,  with  heaven  be- 
tween. 

Order!  thou  eye  of  adlion  !  wanting  thee, 
Wifdom  works  hoodwink'd  in  perplexity  ; 
Entangled  reafon  trips  at  every  pace, 
And  truth  bcfpotted,  puts  on  error's  face. 

Tener-iianbed  ftroke  a  nettle, 

And  it  ftings  you  for  your  pains ; 
Grafp  it  like  a  man  of  mettle. 

And  it  foft  as  filk  remains. 
'Tis  the  fame  with  common  natures, 

Ufe  'em  kindly  they  rebel : 
But  be  rough  as  nutmeg-graters. 

And  the  rogues  obey  you  well, 

How  is  the  world  deceiv'd  by  noife  and  fhow  2 
Alas  I   how  diff'rert  to  pretend  and  know  I 
Like  a  poor  high- way  brook,  pretence  runs  loud 
Buft'ling,  but  fhallow,  dirty,  weak,  and  proud  : 
While,  like  fome  nobler  flream,  true  knowledge 

glides. 
Silently  flrong,  and  its  deep  bottom  kides. 

Whig  and  Torry  fcratch  and  bite, 

Juft  as  hungry  dogs  we  fee  : 
Tofs  a  bone  'twixt  two  they  fight,  . 

Throw  a  couple  they  agree. 
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Women  talk  of  love  for  fafhion, 

So  they  do  of  fpirits  walking  : 
But  no  more  they  feel  the  paflion. 

Than  they  fee  the  ghoft  of  which  they're  talking. 

Have  a  care,  gay,  young,  and  wanton, 
Give  no  ground  for  love  to  plant  on  ; 
Guard  againft  the  fair  deceiver, 
See  and  hear,  but  don't  believe  her  : 
Or  if  nothing  feems  unjufter. 
Than  to  love,  and  yet  diftruft  her : 
On  your  fide  to  turn  the  laughter, 
Try  her  firfl,  and  truft  her  after. 

Here  in  wet  and  windy  weather, 

Muffe  and  1  two  mopes  together, 

Far  from  friends,  and  fhort  of  pleafare, 

Wanting  every  thing  but  leifure  : 

Scarce  content  in  any  one  fenfe, 

I'ell  the  Ihowers,  and  fcribble  nonfcnfc. 

Where'er  the  diamond's  bufy  point  could  pafs, 
See  what  deep  woundshavepierc'd  the  middle  glals! 
While  partial  and  untouching  all  the  reft, 
Higheft  and  lowelt  panes  fhine  unimprefs'd  I 
No  wonder  this  ! — For  e'en  in  life  'tis  fo ; 
High  fortunes  ftand  unreach'd — unfeen  the  low, 
But  middle  flates  are  marks  for  every  blow. 


} 


As  in  a  journey  juft  begun. 

We  think  the  diftance  vafl, 
Yet  while  we  travel  gaily  on, 
.  Infcnfibly  'tis  pail. 
So  in  our  youth  we  meafure  flow. 

Long  views  of  promis'd  breath  : 
'Till  like  a  fhadow  out  we  go, 

And  vanilh  into  death. 

Were  women  wife,  their  names  on  glafs, 

Light  froth  of  empty  fafliion  ! 
Would  to  their  lovers  forrow  pafs, 

for  proofs  of  brittle  paflion. 

Love  fliould  in  fecret,  like  the  fun, 
,    Burn  though  a  world  fhould  fnade  it; 
But  fliows  its  fource  of  heat  to  none. 
Except  that  God  who  made  it. 

THE  DISTINCTION  OF  AGES. 

The  feven  firft  years  of  life,  (man's  break  of  day) 
Gleams  of  Ihort  fenfe,  a  dawn  of  thought  difplay  ; 
When  fourteen  fprings  have  bloom'd  his  downy 

cheek. 
His  foft  and  blufhful  meanings  learn  to  fpeak  ; 
From  twenty-one  proud  manhood  takes  its  date. 
Yet  is  not  ftrength  complete  'till  twenty  eight; 
Thence  to  his  five-and-thirtieth,  life's  gay  fire 
Sparkles,  burns  loud,  and  flames  in  fierce  delirc  : 
At  forty-two,  his  eyes  grave  wifdom  wear. 
And  the  dark  future  dims  him  o'er  with  care; 
On  to  the  nine-and-fortieth,  toils  increafe, 
And  bufy  hopes  and  fears  diiiurb  his  peace ; 
At  fifty-fix,  cool  reafon  reigns  entire. 
Then  life- burns  Heady,  and  with  temp'rate  fire; 


But  fixty-three  unbinds  the  l?ody's  flrength. 
E'er  th'  unwearied  mind  has  run  her  length; 
And  when  from  fcventy,  age  furveys  her  laft, 
Tir'd  fhe  flops  fhort — and  wiflies  all  were  paft. 

THE  MUSE  TO  THE  WRITER. 

A  TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  FRENCH  0» 
DOBARTAS. 

Scarce  was  the  April  of  my  life  begun. 
When  anxious  to  immortalize  my  name, 

Fleafure  and  foft  repofe  I  learn'd  to  fhun, 

And  lab'ring  upward, fought  the  mounts  of  fame. 

But  as  a  traveller,  in  vicwlefs  plains, 

Stops  amid  crolfing  roads,  and  doubts  his  vray  j 
Penfively  fearchful,  and  unfure  remains. 

Eager  to  journey  on,  yet  loth  to  ftray. 

So  ftop'd,  and  fo  unfix'd,  I  mark'd  around. 

The  flow'ry  paths  that  led  to  groves  of  bays; 
But  paufing,  doubtful,  long  confufion  found. 

Which  bell  to  choofe  of  all  thofe  tempting  ways. 
One  while  my  genius  plann'd  the  glowing  fcuie, 

And  from  the  Grecian  fource  example  drew; 
Taught  pride  to  pity,  ignorance  to  mean, 

And  form'd  the  many,  by  the  fufF'ring  few. 
Anon  domeftic  difcord  fnatch'd  my  pen, 

My  country's  woes  I  now  afpir'd  to  feel ; 
Hiftoric  truths,  and  wrongs  of  injur'd  men, 

Impell'd  my  juftice,  and  inflam'd  my  zeal. 
Then  finking  fudden,  from  the  glorious  height. 

Low  mercenary  praifes  quench'd  my  fire ; 
Poorly  a  flatt'rer,  I  for  profit  write. 

And  to  my  fortune  tune  ray  tortur'd  lyre. 

At  length  grown  lazy,  I  by  love  was  caught. 
And  finding  age,  and  tafte,  and  will  to  fit. 

In  warm  light  fallies,  wanton  leflbns  taught. 
And  to  tlie  fize  of  Cupid  crop'd  my  wit. 

While  roving  thus  uncenter'd  and  unftaid, 

I  lik'd  by  turns,  and  did  by  turns  refufe; 
Sudden  before  me  a  defcending  maid  , 

Confcfs'd  the  fhape  of  a  celefliai  mufe. 
All  that  we  dream  of  angels  form'd  her  air ; 

Sweet  was  her  geflnre  and  her  ftep  divine: 
But  when  (he  fpokc,  flie  would  have  charm'd  de- 
fpair, 

And  taught  the  gloom  of  wither'd  age  to  ftiinc. 

High  from  her  head,  afpir'd  a  ftarry  crown, 

Immenfely  beaming  its  effulgence  round  ; 
An  azure  mantle  flow'd  obliquely  down. 

And  bright  with   lamps   of  filver  fwept  the 
ground. 
Mortal !  fhe  cry'd,  Urania's  face  behold ! 

Urania — mufe  of  all  the  heavenly  nine  ; 
Beft  Ikill'd  the  paths  of  glory  to  unfold. 

And  make  ihc  poet  (^like  his  art)  divine. 
I  through  the  dancing  numbers  breathe  a  foul, 

And  to  the  found  of  leafon  tune  mankind ; 
I  teach  true  pleafures,  falfe  ones  to  controul. 

And  warm  the  yielding  heart,  to  ftamp  the 
mind. 


^tii  THE    WOR 

Mark  me,  and  keep  my  image  long  in  fight, 
And  when  departed  to  my  ftarry  fphere. 

Strike  this  new  harp,  and  from  it  draw  delight, 
By  founds  that  lift'ning  angels  love  to  hear. 

Long  have  I  mourn'd  my  fifter's  fuUy'd  fame. 
By  friendlefs  mirth  or  cheerlefs  malice  ftain'd  ; 

Cramp'd  by  cold  flatteries  that  blight  their  name, 
Or  by  wild  warmths  of  loofe  dcfire  profan'd. 

But  moft  I  grieve  that  rebel  wafle  of  wit, 
Which  boldly  pufning  its  infernal  claim, 

"With  darknefs  for  fuch  blind  prefumption  fit, 
Turns  its  own  arms  on  heaven  %vith  impious  aim. 

J.earnt  are  the  vulgar  arts — but  poets  draw,  [fire  : 

From  heaven  alone  the  gift  that  wings  their 
Uot  the  beft  lights  that  ever  learning  faw, 

Could  living  verfe  by  ftudy'd  ftrength  infpire. 
Thence  'tis  that  Homer,  powerlefs,  puor,  and  blind. 

Beggar,  himfelf  has  taught  e'en  kings  to  fhine  ; 
Euoy'd  finking  heroes  by  frefh  floods  of  mind. 

And  ftretch'dthehumangrafpwith reach  divine. 

Thence  'tis  that  Ovid  could  not  fpeak  in  profe, 

But  wept  in  mcafure,  and  expir'd  in  verfe  : 
Thence  the  JefTsean  lyre  to  mufic  rofe. 

Which  feraphs  in  their  Maker's  ear  rehearfe. 
Read,  meditate,  refie<S,  grow  wife — in  vain; 

Try  every  help ;  force  fire  from  every  fpark ; 
Yet,  fhall  you  ne'er  the  poets  power  attain. 

If  heav'n  ne'er  ftamp'dyou  with  the  mufes  mark. 
Man  muft  be  out  of  man  fublimely  fwell'd, 

Whofe  wrecklefs  verfe  would  fwim  the  florms 
of  time. 
By  force,  not  fury,  meaningly  impell'd, 

To  fcorn  the  puny  proftitutes  of  rhyme. 
The  warmth  of  fury  but  compafiion  moves. 

And  lefs  than  man  makes  man  to  man  appear  : 
But  warmth  of  genius,  man  from  man  removes. 

And  lifts  his  wid'ning  foul  to  Heaven's  high 
fphere. 
Mark  this  foft  flute — when  void  of  vocal  wind, 

in  tunelcfs  filence  refts  the  fleeping  found  : 
Yet,  when  thus  breath'd  in^  hark  1  what  power 

'twill  find. 
To  waft  the  modulated  raptures  round  I 

■^0,  till  the  whifp'ring  Godhead  bids — begin. 

The  poets  filent  fpirit  (lands  unbent : 
But  when  he  feels  th'  infpiring  power  within, 

Tuneful  he  fprcads  the  tranfports  heaven  has 
lent. 
Since,  therefore,  all  that  makes  his  genius  fhine. 

Is  heaven's  own  gift,— how  dares  he  fubjeds 
choofe, 
]6afe  and  unworthy  of  that  warmth  divine. 

And  poorly  noxious  to  the  paffive  mufe  ? 

Why  is  his  pen  cmploy'd  on  idle  themes  ? 

Why  is  his  fancy  light  ?  his  purpofe  low  ? 
Why  does  he  wafte  his  fire  in  fruitlefs  dreams? 

And  with  a  tide  of  wanton  wifiies  flow  ? 

Why  does  he  ftocp  to  praife  unletter'd  pride  ? 

Why  celebrate  defcAs  in  thofe  who  rule  ? 
Why  does  his  wit  foft  am'rous  trains  provide, 

Aiid  bid  love's  wild -fire  catch  from  t'uol  to  fool  ? 
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Ah  :  'tis  too  much  that  he  himfelf  Iia?  crimes, 

Which,  unrepented,  ne'er  unpuniih'd  go  : 
Why  would  he  lend  his  guilt  to  dillant  tiines^ 

And  teach  an  unborn  race  to  m.crit  woe  ? 
As  on  the  yielding  wax  the  feal  we  find, 

Left  in  ftrong  likencfs  with  imprinted  glow  y 
So  does  the  reader  fleai  the  poet's  mind, 

And  to  the  biafs  lent  inclinisig  go. 

Shame  on  your  pens,  ye  flexible  of  heart  I 

Whofc  poyrnels  doei  not  hurt  yourfelves  alone^ 
But  tcachff  blocitheads  :o  defpiie  your  art ; 

Judg'd  by  falfd  patterns  you  have  lightly  fhowB. 
Conlcious  (if  t.his,  would  you  but  turn  at  laft. 

And  bid  true  genius  with  true  luftre  fhine  f 
All  would,  adminng,  iofe  th'  impreflion  paft, 

And  feel  and  uwn  you  of  a  llamp  diviuc. 

Then  as  my  Mofes  his  Jehovah  fung, 
And  llVaei  wafted  by  the  guardian  rodr 

Poets  from  every  kindling  country  fprung. 
Shall  in  a  thoufand  tongues  uncover  God. 

O  you,  who  w^ould  the  deathlefs  laurel  win, 

No  king's  vile  badge,  but  time's  all-rev'rend 
crown ! 

High  as  the  fountain  of  your  verfe  begin, 

And  with  the  god  you  write  for,  fhare  renowrt. 

This  is  a  fubjedt,  that  outftrerching  thought. 
Through  depths  unfounded,  wit's  long  plummet 
draws  : 

There  by  immenfe  efleifls  immenfely  taught. 
Pour  out  your  ftraining  fouls,  and  claim  applaufe 

There,  and  there  otily,  find  the  road  to  fame ; 

The  hardieft  themes  the  nobleft  glory  yield  : 
On  low  light  fubjedls  fcorn  to  build  a  name  ; 

But  ent'ring  boldly,  plough  th'  untrodden  field. 
Vainly  fhall  envy  biaft  your  budding  praife  ; 

Malice  and  hatred  vainly  prefs  you  down  : 
Slow  fiiall  you  rife,  indeed,  but  fure  to  blaze. 

And  hourly  broad'ning  reach  decreed  renown.' 

Envy's  a  cur,  that  at  all  ftrangers  barks; 

But  on  the  known  and  licens  d  creeps  to  fawn  i 
Itshov'riag  fmoke  hangs  hard  on  kindling  fparks. 

But  when  the  fire  burns  up  'tis  ftrait  witiidravvn. 

On  then,  be  mine — Urania  hears  your  pray'r; 

Glows  in  your  breatl  and  fans  it  gen  rous  flame  : 
Write  to  be  read — be  times  to  come  your  care, 

And  bloom  for  ever  fragrant  ftill  the  fame. 
She  faid :  and  breach'd  ambrofial  o'er  my  face  ;    ■ 

The  circling  fweetnefs  fwell'd  my  ravilh'd  mindj 
She  rofe,  and  left  me  in  an  empty  fpace  ; 

But  left  herpow'rful  influence  ftill  behind. 

AN  ODE  TO  ASTR^ : 

TRbM  THE  TRENCH  OF  DUBART.1S, 

FXtrest  pattern  from  above. 

Though  I  only  live  for  love, 
'Tis  not  for  thofe  fparkling  eyes; 

Though  the  ftars  that  gild  the  fkies, 
When  the  twinklers  (hine  moll  briglit. 

So  compar'd  have  loit  their  light. 
Though  tlte  fun  in  all  his  blaze, 

Stcs  that  fmik,  and  hides  his  rays* 
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?Th  not  that  my  fancy  dips, 
'  In  the  rainbow's  red  thy  lips, 
'Tis  not  ev'n  thy  lips  that  pleafe  : 

Though  the  happicft  Hybla  bees. 
When  they  rob  the  flmv'ry  fpring, 

Never  ply'd  the  bufy  wing^, 
Charg'd  with  honey  half  fo  fweet, 

As  it  would  be  thofe  lips  to  meet. 
'Tis  not  your  negle(5l  of  air, 

Far  outcharminj^f  others  care  ; 
Nor  thofe  locks  that  fall  refiijn'd, 

Catch'd  and  courted  by  the  wind  : 
TJiough  the  drifts  of  glitt'ring  fand, 

Strow'd  o'er  Afiic's  yellow  ftrand. 
Ne'er  to  charm  aaibition,  roll'd 

Half  fuch  tempting  veins  oT  gold. 

'X'*  not  to  thofe  polilh'd  rows, 

'Twixt  whofe  openings  mufic  flows, 
Tphat  I  find  my  offerings  due. 

Vows  fo  tender  and  fo  true  I 
Though  the  pearl-producing  eaft 

Ne'er  did  Europe's  wonder  feaft, 
@pke  of  all  its  toothy  ft<ire, 

With  fuch  ivory  before. 

.'Tis  not  that  declining  waift, 

Nor  that  neck  fo  fweetly  grac'd  ; 
Nor  the  pantings  of  that  breaft, 

(Soft  as  pity,  and  as  bleft  !) 
I  could  even  that  bread  defy  : 
Though  were  Laeda's  fwan  but  nigh. 
All  its  down  would  fail  to  fnow. 
Half  fo  white  and  foft  a  fnow. 

When  that  forehead  I  behold, 

(Smooth  as  flatt'ry  and  as  cold  !) 
■'Tis  not  its  majellic  frown 

Throws  my  heart's  defences  down  : 

Though  the  filver  monn  at  height, 

Shines  Icfs  awful  throus;h  the  night, 

Than  the  meanings  of  that  brow 

Shoot  corre(5iion  at  me  now. 

'Tis  not  that  this  azure  vein 

Marks  your  arm  with  heav'n's  own  flain. 
While  along  the  white  it  flows, 

Sweird  with  triumph  r.s  it  goes  : 
'Tis  not  this  engaging  hand, 
Holds  my  heart  in  fc;ft  command  ; 
Though  to  hear  it  touch  the  lute, 
Jlocks  would  fpeak     and  birds  grow  mute. 

Teach  me,  then,  my,^erious  fair, 

What  your  power  to  charm,  and  where  J 

If  this  flame  of  my  deiire. 

Did  not  at  your  eyes  catch  Sre  : 

If  thofe  lips  (how  fweet  they  be  !) 

Have  not  thus  entangled  me; 

Teil  me  what  my  heart  could  move  ? 

Teach  me  whence  arofa  ray  love  i 

Jf  tbofe  ringlets  of  your  hair 

Did  not  firing  this  amorous  fnarei 

Jf  that  beauteous  mouth  has  fiil'd, 
J-Jor  thole  ivory  teeth  prevail'd? 

Tell  me  what  refiftkfs  caufe, 

felt  vi»k;iown  my  fancy  draws? 


Still  unpleas'd  but  where  you  are, 
Still  untaught  what  pleafes  there  '. 

Since  thofe breafl:s—(hov/  foft  they  rife!) 

Reach  no  farther  than  my  eyes ; 
Since  I  count  a  thoufand  charms, 

None  of  which  my  heart  difarms  : 
Let  your  ftill-uncounted  ftorc 
Guide  my  fearch  to  find  out  more, 
Tiil  the  caufe  I  learn  to  know, 
Plcufing  caufe  !  that  charms  me  fo. 

Ah  !   'tis  found — delightful  truth  ! 

Senfc  with  beauty,  temp'ring  youth.—* 
'Tis  that  peerlefs  foul  of  thine. 

Breaks  like  day-light  into  mine  ; 
Charg'd  with  heav'ns  etherial  flame  I 
Full  o(  charms  without  a  name  ! 
'  ris  thy  converfe  turn'd  to  move, 
Claims  refpe(5t  and  forces  love. 

EPIGRAM, 

On  gi'vlng  the  Name  of  Georgia  to  a  Part  of  Caroliitm  ■  , 

While  rip'ning fl.ow  the  future  purpofe  lay. 
And  confcious  filence  plann'd  the  op'ning  way; 
Kind  o'er  the  riling  fchemc  an  angel  hung. 
And  dropt  this  connfel  f.-om  his  guardian  tongtiefk 

Wifh  you  this  way  the  royal  pair  inclin'd  I 
To  Carolina  be  a  Georgia  join'd— 
Then  fhall  both  colonies  fure  progrefs  make, 
Endear'd  to  cither  for  the  other's  fake : 
Georgia  lliall  Carolina's  favour  move ; 
And  Carolina  bloom  by  George's  love. 

A  LETTER 

From  a  departed  Spirit  to  the  Author  f  Mr.  Popijt 
of  a  Lady's  CharaSter^  lately  publijbed  in  a  Thurf-» 
day's  fournal, 

Stipt  to  the  naked  foul,  efcap'd  from  clay. 
From  d'iubts  unfetter'd,  and  dilTolv'd  in  day; 
Unwarm'd  by  vanity,  unreach'd  by  ftrife. 
And  all  my  hopes  and  fears  thrown  off  with  life  ; 
Why  am  I  charm'd  by  friendfhip's  fond  effays. 
And  though  unbody'd  confcious  of  thy  praifc  ? 

Has  pride  a  portion  in  the  parted  foul  ? 
Does  paffion  flill  the  formlefs  mind  controul  ? 
Can  gratitude  out-pant  the  filent  brea'h  ? 
Or  a  friend's  forrow  pierce  the  glooms  of  death  } 
No — 'tis  a  fpirit's  nobler  tafte  of  blifs  ' 
I'hat  feels  the  worth  it  left  in  proofs  like  this  : 
That  not  its  own  applaufe,  but  thine  approve*, 
VVh(  fe  praifticc  praifes,  and  whofe  virtue|!oves  ? 
Who  liv'fl  to  crown  departed  friends  with  fam^ 
Then  dying  late,  >.Jl  all  thou  gav'fl  reclaim.     " 

THE  CIV.  PSALM. 

Let  my  exalted  harp  be  doubly  ftrung  ! 
High-tune  thy  praife,  my  foul  I  and  let  thy  Gail 

be  fung  ! 
See  !  how  around  his  throne  the  confcious  rays 
Shoot  quiv'rii:g.  witi"!  continuous  curve,  and  trem. 

ble  I'.;  ;heir  blaze!  [difplays  L 

See  I   what    foul-fhaking^  msiefty,   effvilgeni   to 
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Cloth'd  vfkh.  embodied  light,  fee  !  where  he 
^  ftands ! 

Pointing  wide  his  dread  commands ! 
As  earth's  dim  flames,  o'erwhelm'd  by  flream- 
ing  day. 
Beneath  the  fun-beams  die  away; 
The  fun  full  met,  with  cover'd  face,  retires, 
Burns  inward  and  rolls  back  his  frighted  fires'. 
Gracious,  th'  unequal  eye  of  man  to  fltreen  1 
See!  where  the  maker  kindly  fhades  the  too  re- 

fplendent  fcene  '. 
And  like  a  curtain  widely  drawn,   fpreads    out 
whole  heaven  between. 
Look  1   now,  amazing  !   where  he  glides ! 
Look  !    where  yon  gathering  hoft  of  clouds   he 
dreadfully  beftrides  1 
And,  awful  on  thofe  felf-roU'd  chariots  rides  1 
He  moves  !  he  walks  upon  the  fwift-wing'd 
wind  1 
He  ftepB,  from  world  to  world  at  once,  and  leaves 
even  thought  behind ! 

Myriads  of  hovering  angels  crowd  the  God-grac'd  ' 
fcene  to  fill  ! 
Angels  I  fit  heralds  for  th'  Almighty's  will '. 
Ten  thoufand  fin-y  light'i.ings  fweep  his  way ! 
Nimble  couriii.-s  of  his  fway  ! 
And  round  his  temples,  biffing  fwift,    in  blue 
meanders  play 
The  firm-fix'd  balance  of  the  felf  pois'd  globe, 
To  neither  bias  partial  fway'd,  [obey'dl 
Became  thus  juft,  at  his  great  word,  and  laRingly 
At  his  command  the  covering  deep,  drew  off  the 
world  s  wet  robe  ; 
Gave  back,  and  fill'd  the  channels  he  had  made  ! 
But  peeping  o'er  the  hilU  reludtant  {laid; 
Difpleas'd  with  its  new  bounds,   but  more  aEraid, 
Its  old  to  re-invade  ! 
E'en  yet  the  ftubborn-hearted  flood,  no  more 

High-licens'd  as  before, 
Difdains  to  give  its  proud  repinings  o'er : 
Oft,  with  bold  murmurs,  it  alarms  the  fhore. 
And,  now  and  then,  with  rebel  rage  breaks  out  in 

general  roar  1 
But  when  prefumptuous  billows  fwell  too  high, 

And  fpriukle  heaven's  eternal  eye  : 

Slretght  all  the  thunders  of  God's  voice  in  loud 

refentment  rife  ; 

The  ftarting  flood  hears,  fhakes,  and  flies ! 

Down  finks  the  quafli'd  afpirer  from  the  Ikies, 

And  hufh'd  in  humble  flatnefs  lies  ! 

Yet  if  the  Sovereign  will  but  nods,  black  oceans 

quit  their  bed  '. 
Foamy  they  lafh  each  other  on,  with  high  dif- 

covering  head. 
And  curling   climb   the   fteepy  -hills,    and    o'er 

drown'd  mountains  fpread ; 
Thence  call'd  again,  again   they  rufti,  confeffing 
God's  controul  1 
Again  let  loofe,  re-fcek  their  fandy  beds, 
Tumble  for  hafte  o'er  one  another's  heads ! 
And,f  weepiug  with  refiftlefs  breadth,  o'er  delug'd 
kingdoms  roll ! 
Fierce  as  they  are,  they're  fubjeil:  to  his  check  I 
They  know  th'  appointed  bounds,  and  watch 
th'  imperious  beck ! 


From  the  huge  treaf'ry  of  the  briny  deep, 
Through  thoufand  earth-form'd  labVinths  taught 

to  Aide, 
In  fearch  of  fprings  the  falt-ftript  waters  creep, 
And  trickling  thence  into  fweet  rivers  glide. 
Smooth-travelling  to  ftek  their  mazy  way. 
And  devious  'twixt   th'  enamour'd  hills,  flowly 

delightful  ftray  ; 
Thefe   God  appointed  thus  to  flow,  exhauftlefs 

flores  of  drink. 
Where  every  beafl  may   quench  his  third,  that- 
feeks  the  fmiling  brink  ! 
And  in  the  fliady  groves,  which  on  their  bor-^. 

ders  rife, 
He  hous'd  the  warbling  fongflers  of  the  ikies !  , 
I'he  pride-fwoln  mountains,  which  ambitious 
grow,  [below ; 

And    neighboring   heaven    difdain    the    world 
Nor  will  to  humble  brooks  refrefiiment  owe. 
He  waters  with  th'  aetherial  feas  or  coronets  of 
fnovv  1 
Amazing  goodnefs!  where's  thefmallefl  fpace, 
That  does  not  feel  and  boaft  his  grace  ? 
For  cattle's  food  green  flourifhes  the  flow'r-em- 
broider'd  mead ; 
For  man's  free  ufe  is  every  fruit  decreed  : 
For  him  th'  infpiring  grape  was  taught  to  bleed ; 
Bread-bearing   corn  makes  glad  the  labourer's 
toil ;  [oil. 

And  his  rough  fkin  grows  fupple,  fmooth'd  with 

When,  at  fix'd  times,  up  rolls  the  changeful 

moon, 
God  fhoots  her  Ihadowy  gleam  through  night's 

black  noun  ! 
Rapid  as  is  the  ever-wheeling  fun. 
He   dares    not   meafure  heaven   one  thought 
too  foon.^ 
Yet  at  God's  word  the  flag  of  day  is  furl'd, 
And  licens'd  darknefs  riles  o'er  the  world  : 

Then  does  the  gloomy  foreft  quake, 
And  all  th'  affembled  favage  kind  their  holiday 
then  make  : 
Leaf. trembling  trees  in  filent  horror  fhake, 
And  panting  herds  creep  terrified  away. 
While  the  (Icrn  lion,  hungry,  roars  and  flalks  a- 
broad  for  prey. 
God  fuffcrs  hiri  the  needful  prey  to  take. 
And  then  new-wakes  the  day  : 
Out  breaks  the  fun,  and  to  their  dens  the  beafls 
fly  fwift  away.  [found  1 

Almighty  Power  !  how  doft  thou  thought  con- 
What  human  fearch  can  trace  thy  mazy  round  ? 
How  wifely,  and  how  vaftly.  Lord  1  are  all  thy 
wonders  done  : 
Not  earth  alone  does  with  thy  wealth  abound, 
But  all  above,  and  all  beneath  the  fun. 

The  fea's  wild  herds,  as  well  as  thofe  on  land. 
Rough-moulded  fons  too  of  thy  formal  hand. 

All  live  and  move  by  thy  command,   [ing  eye  ; 
The  horrid  wonders  of  that  fcene  fatigue  the  ach- 
There  wave-tofs'd  fliips  the  op'ning  depths  defy  ; 
And  circly   through   th'  imprifon'd  winds  their 

difl'rent  courfes  ply  : 
There  does.  Leviathan  wide-wallowing  lie ; 


And  while  his  broaE  unwieldy  fports  the  fcaly 
people  fly,  [at  the  fky. 

He,  dreadful  monfter '.  fucks  in  feas  and  fpouts  *em 
On  thee,  obedient,  all  thy  creatures  wait ; 
And,  in  due  feafon,  all  by  thee  are  fed  : 
Thy  fingle  bounty  does  their  blifs  create  ; 
.   They  gather  what  thy  op'ning  hand  has  fpread ; 
If  thou  but  hid'ft  thy  fate  they  fall  away  : 
Thou  tak'ft  their  breath  and  they  decay  ; 
At  once  return  to  unform'd  duft  and  old  paternal 
clay. 
Again  thcu  doft  but  fpeak  thy  potent  will, 
And  life,  rekindling,  glows  within  'em  dill ! 
For  ever  (hall  thy  glorious  power  endure  : 
The  pillars  of  thy  majeRy  ftand  ftedfattly  and  fure  : 
Approach'dbythee,theconfciousmountainsfmoke, 
And  earth  diffolv'd,  flows  loofe  beneath  thy  llrokc ! 

TO  HIS  MUSE. 

Thy  country!   blaft  it,  if  it  once  difdains 

To  prop  thy  virtues,  or  reward  thy  pains  : 

If  there  I  profper,  here  was  only  born 

That  claims  my  duty  :   this  deferves  my  fcorn. 

O  mufe  1   'tis  mean  to  {loop  to  helplels  moan  ; 

Try  if  no  clime  is  gentler  than  thy  own  : 

Offer,  on  diftant  fhores,  a  faithful  hand; 

In  vain,  not  ufelefs,  in  thy  mother  land. 

When  fortune  frowns,  and  care's  black  harveft 

fprings, 
A  change  of  place,  a  change  of  profpedl  brings : 
Far  off  thy  reafon's  force  uncuib'd  may  reign ; 
But  even  the  prophets  preach'd  at  lionie  in  vain. 
Yet  hold;  and  e'er  it  quite  determin'd  grows, 
Let  me  fome  fudden  flarrs  of  hope  difclofe  : 
E'er,  widely  wand'ring,  led  by  fajfe  dircruft, 
From  my  wing'd  feet  1  fliake  their  native  duft. 
Perhaps  my  doubt  clouds  fome  domeftic  ray, 
And  hides  a  profpedl  bordering  on  my  way; 
Though  men  of  title  feem  exempt  from  thought, 
And  pride's  affiftance  is  but  vainly  fought ; 
Though  truth,  oft  try'd,  this  known  advice  im- 
parts, 
That  noble  blood  may  warm  ignoble  hearts : 
Hid  in  a  cloud  of  pomp  which  hems  the  throne. 
There  may  be  greatnefs,  to  my  hopes  unknown  ; 
How'er  unfought,  howe'er  unfeen  by  me, 
I'here  may  fome  foul-diftinguifli'd  nature  be: 
fome  gen'rouii  bread,  whofe  mind,  divinely  warm. 
Has  taught  him  how  uncourted  favours  charm. 

If  fuch  there  be,  fo  rich,  fo  llrong  a  mind. 
And  thou,  bleft  mufe,fnall  his  bright  bofom  find, 
Wliifper,  in  gentle  notes;  thy  mailer's  pray'r, 
And  in  foft  accents  this  fad  truth  declare  : 

There  lives,  O  brighteft  gerii  of  honour's  crown, 
Thou  angel-adted  theme  of  juft  renown  I 
There  lives,  who,  ficill'd  in  fortune's  wanton  fports, 
Hopes,  with  fuch  faintnefs,  for  regard  from  courts, 
That,  though  not  blind  to  worth,  which  all  men 

fee. 
He  fends  me,  half  defpairing,  even  to  thee. 
No  gain-poilutcd  aim  infpires  his  views ;  ■ 
He  feeks  not  ofBce,  nor  reward  purfues  :       [fign, 
Ivl')re  nobly  fir'd,  his  thoughts  high  fchemcs  dc- 
'i  0  ftrcicli  doniiniop,  and  make  empire  ihine. 
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Oh  '.  were  his  wifhes  bleft,  and  thy  kind  ear 
Would  once,  impartial,  his  conceptions  hear; 
Th'  important  moment  might  refolves  produce. 
And  clathe  ideas  with  fubftantial  ufe. 

Stop  there,  O  mufe !  'twere  ncedlcfs  more  to  fay^ 
And  with  unwilling  flovvnefs  glide  away  : 
If,  mov'd,  he  calls  thee  back,  regardful,  go; 
If  not,  return  ungriev'd  ;  all  vain  complaint  is  low. 


THE  TEARS  OF  THE  MUSES. 


Germanicus,  for  love  and  empire  born. 
At  once  to  govein  kingdoms,  and  adorn  ; 
Too  good  for  greatnefs,  but  that  kings  can  ble&; 
Too  fiim  for  fear,  but  of  his  friend's  diilrefs. 
Fore-temp'ring  pow'r,  by  reafnn's  generous  plan. 
To  talk  the  monarch,  meditates  the  man. 

In  a  town  grove,  whence  Driad's  noife  exclude. 
And  huih  loud  ftreets  to  fylvan  folitude, 
Vcil'd  by  a  verdant  ikreen's  encircling  fhade, 
Whofe  angly  fides  eight  arching  lights  pervade;  , 
Friend  to  mankind  their  peniive  fav'rilc  ftocd, 
Revolving  previous  plans  of  purpos'd  good. 

Soft  to  his  fight,  a  female  fupp'iint  p^eI^'d, 
In  all  the  fpeaking  marks  of  mis'ry  drcfsM ; 
Down-look'd,  relax'd  of  mien,  oft  bending  low. 
Now  flopping  fhort,  now  re-advancing  flow: 
Pardon,  {he  cry'd,  th'  intruding  fighs  of  grief 
Hope  is  the  friendlefs  wretch's  h.it  relief. 

Germanicus,  who,  when  diftrefs  draws  nigh. 
Catches  quick  forrow  from  the  fuff 'rer's  eye  ; 
With  gentle  waft  invites  her  back'ning  fears. 
And  fmiles  the  warmth  of  pity  on  her  tears. 
Her,  while  advancing,  heedful  he  furvey'd. 
Chance  ftretch'd  his  eye  to  the  remoter  ihade; 
Where,  dimly  obvious,,from  the  bord'ring  wood, 
Dark'ning  the  arches,  eight  new  phantoms  flood. 
All  like  the  firft,  thin  formsof  fhiv'ring  woe. 
Wept  all — in  dumb,  fad,  folemn,  circl'y  fhow. 

Think,  cry'd  th'  approacher,  prollrate  at  his  feet. 
How  fliarp  is  infult,  and  relief  how  fwcet : 
Pity  a  wretched  fifterhood  of  tears, 
Nine  friendlefs  mourners,  whom  no  comfort  cheers. 
All  arts  were  ours,  that  polifli'd  life  could  gain  ; 
But  arts,  and  polifti'd  life,  were  ours  in  vain. 
See  what  reward  wifh'd  knowledge  could  impart. 
Where  fool  is  fafliion,  ignt)ranee  is  art. 
Urg'd  by  derifion,  and  efcaping  hate. 
We  fad,  flow  exiles,  fcek  fome  gentler  fate. 
To  the  bleak  north's  new-rifing  coafts  we  go, 
Lefs  cold  than  thefe,  amidft  eternal  fnow. 
Glory's  gay  beams,  to  whofe  felt  warmth  we  run. 
More  than  fupply  the  abfence  of  their  fun. 
There  mourning  merit  cannot  mil's  relief. 
Where  watchful  pow'r  fupplants  prevented  grief. 
Fam'd  for  munificence,  thy  princely  hand 
Singly  abfolves  an  unbeftowing  land. 
Ah  !  fave  the  friendlefs — help  the  wrong'd  away  ; 
Too  poor  ro  go,  yet  too  unlov'd  to  flay. 
Pay  but  wifii'd  paffage  from  this  cruel  ftiore, 
And  never,  never  will  we  truft  it  more. 

Scarce   had   th'  imploring   accents    voic'd  hcc 
pray'r, 
V/hen  the  known  fjunds  and  rccolledted  air 
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Through  thefalfe  femblance,  natively  convey'd 
To  the  charm'd  prince,  a  fpeaking  mufe  betray'd. 
Round,  while  uncrediting  the  ftoried  woe. 
His  curious  eyes  difcov'rirg  glances  throw. 
Th'  examin'd  umbrage,  as  he  turn'd,  reveal'd 
Each  mufe  that  ev'ry  diftant  arch  conceal'd. 
Waiting  impatient  for  the  finifh'd  tale. 
Quit  your  vain  hope,  he  cry'd,  by  want's  thin  veil 
Unhid,  to  'fcape  the  rev'rence  of  my  zeal. 
Who  all  your  power  through  ali  your  changes  feel. 
Joyful  he  fnatch'd  th*  implorer  from  the  "ground, 
Then,  turning  graceful,  bow'd  progreffive  round  ; 
Prefs'd  their  joint  acccfs,  undifguis'd  and  gay, 
And  ftione  receptive  of  each  effluent  ray. 
Seated  and  circled  by  the  beamy  train, 

Their  fhaj^es  refuming,  and  themfelves  again  ; 

Tell  me,  (aid  he,  ye  foul  infpiring  nine  ! 
Ye  living  fires  that  give  the  great  to  (hine, 

Who,  quick'ning  regal  courage  into  dame. 

Guide  it,  by  juftice,  to  immortal  fame. 

Why  would  ye  leave  a  land  diftinguifh'd  long 

For  love  of  valour,  and  for  hate  of  wrong  ; 

Where  freedom  unreftrain'd  her  empire  holds, 

And  legal  monarchy  new  bloom  unfolds  ? 

He  paus'd — and  Clio  anfwering,  thus  began: 

Perifh  pale  malice  ! — It  oblit'rates  man. 

Where  envy  blafts,  the  mufe  infpires  in  vain ; 

No  human  culture  there  extends  its  reign. 

JLofl  in  malignity  by  civil  hate, 

Virtues  that  clafli  with  virtues,  curfc  a  ftate. 

Stifled  in  facSlion,  arts  unfriended  fink. 

Or  pigmy'd  into  partial  flatt'ry  Ihrick. 

Hifi'ry  muft  blufli  the  wiles  of  fpleen  to  pen, 

And  grace  the  bloodlefs  broils  of  angry  men. 

Smother'd  in  felf  there  breathes  no  public  foul. 

Where  fep'rate  (Irugglings  general  flrength  con- 
troul ; 

There  policy's  old  gen'rous  ftraitnefs  bends ; 

And  (hifting  medium  crawls  to  fidelong  ends  : 

There  fraud  triumphant,  tempts  the  jufl.  to  fall ; 

And  every  one  man's  gain  is  lofs  to  all : 

There  love  internal,  checking  fighs  that  roam. 

Begins  and  ends  all  charity — at  home. 

Each  pray'r  appropriates  one  man's  modeft  aim. 

And  humbly  trufls  to  God,  the  common  claim. 

Crulh'd  by  contempt  of  praife  exertion  dies, 

And  public  fpirir,  laugh'd  at,  fliuns  to  rife. 

Thither  when  hope  mifleads  th'  hiftoric  mule. 

Swift  let  her  feek  fome  fcene  of  nobler  views  ; 

Where  guilelefs  pow'r  no  praife  to  craft  afcribes. 

Where  courage  fcorns  deceit  and  duty — bribes; 

Where  nervous  meaning  dares  dirc(Sly  fpeak, 

And  crooked  windings  teach  no  truth  to  fneak. 
'Tis  found — for  fee— -the  icy  pole  diflblves  ; 

Honour's  new  warmth  with  funny  force  involves. 

There  glows  event,  there  more  than  R.oman  arms 

Clafli  their  prophetic  thunder's  fear'd  alarms  : 

There  the  puh'd  public  beats  in  ev'ry  vein  ; 

Strong  to  one  purpofe,  lifts  with  equal  ftrain. 

No  vile  pretenfion  there  at  titles  aims ; 

No  pride  fwoln  lumber  lazy  lordfliip  (hames  : 

There  fhines  the  fword  in  honour's  guarded  track; 

No  knighthood  blulhes  on  a  mifer's  back  ; 

No  bought  emblaz'nings  eminence  efface ; 

Jfo  dirty  dignity  lublimes  difgrace  ; 
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There  heroes  multiply ;  and  labouring  fame 
Grows  bufy — to  record  each  fparkling  name. 
She  ceafed — the  prince,  his  patriot  eyes  with- 
drew; [true; 
Weigh'd  the  long  charge,  and  wifh'd  it  half  un- 
Sigh'd  at  the  wafte  domeftic  difcord  made, 
And  mourn'd  unfriended  arts  by  fpleen  betray'd  : 
Then  view'd  the  fibers,  re-prepar'd  to  hear, 
While  Erato,  foft  fighing,  charm'd  his  ear. 

Lur'd,   faid   the   am'rous  mufe,  from   realms 
above, 
Pleas'd  I  defcended  on  this  land  of  love  : 
Look'd  and  approv'd  ;  and  form'd  aerial  fchemcs 
Of  heart-felt  ties,  and  hope's  eluflve  dreams ; 
Vainly  propos'd — each  fex  by  each  to  mend, 
And  fuiooth  the  rugged  paths  of  life  with  friend. 
Snatch'd  at  one  fvveet  example  new  to  fame, 
Urg'd  its  dear  pow'r  th'  unhappier  to  reclaim. 
Mifguided  millions  hail'dth'acknowledg'dcharmSi 
And  lov'd  perfe(Sion  when  it  blefs'd  thy  arms. 
But  ah  !  too  loft  at  length  themfelves  were  gone  ; 
They  worlhipp'd  and  confefs'd — but  flill  finn'd  on. 
Yet  I,  vain  hoper,  flill  new  helps  apply; 
And,  ever  failing,  woulJ  for  ever  try. 
To  flighted  beauty  would  new  powers  impart. 
And  ftretch  the  aided  empire  of  the  heart. 
Teach  man  that  woman's  flrength  in  foftnefs  lies  J 
Teach  woman  why  the  modeft  charm  the  wife. 
Ufelefs  to  either  I  from  both  remove  ; 
Money's  th'  infpiring  mufe  of  modilh  love  : 
O'er  truth  and  paflion  avarice  prevails. 
All  vows  are  venal,  and  all  fighs  are  fales. 
Int'reft  and  vanity,  and  felf,  difarm 
Mutual  efteem,  till  neither  fex  can  charm  : 
The  blank  unnat'ral  whims  pervert  deflie, 
Attradion  failing  they  exchange  attire. 
Then  man's  lac'd  lightnefs  apea  the  lady's  air ; 
And  bluff  big  boldnefs  mafculates  the  fair. 
With  changing  fexes,  love's  loft  motives  change, 
From  wifh  to  wilh,  the  fhort-liv'd  paflions  range; 
Recorded  conftancy  becomes  romance. 
And,  among  millions,  two  may  love-7— by  chance  ! 

Why  fhould  I  then  fupporting  prefent  fcorn. 
Stretch  my  too  patient  hope  to  times  unborn  ? 
When  to  the  north,  where  nature  fhines  unftain'd^ 
Confiding  fexes  love  with  faith  unfeign'd, 
Their  native  beauties,  in  no  clime  exccU'd, 
To  rifing  force  by  confcious  worth  impell'd ; 
While  through   the   fparkiing  eye  taught  fpirif 

breaks. 
And  the  felt  luftre  of  their  fame  partakes. 

The  lover  prince  unwillingly  believ'd. 
Faults  which  his  nobler  nature  fcarce  conceiv'd; 
Touch'd  for  the  honour  of  the  human  heart. 
His  own  glow'd  painfid  with  ideal  fmart : 
When  loftier  accents  from  Urania  broke. 
And  fnatch'd  his  lift'ning  foul,  while  fcience  fpoke. 

From  heav'n's  unfounded  depth,  flic  cry'd,  1  ftole 
Angelic  fire,  and  form'd  a  Newton's  foul; 
Taught  him  the  fecret  walks  of  God  to  tread, 
And  'twixt  the  ftarry  worlds  his  fpirit  led. 
All  xther  op'ning  to  a  mortal's  eyes. 
Till  earth  fent  colonies,  and  held  the  Ikies. 
What  king  for  this  magnificently  juft, 
elefs'd  Iiitn  in  life,  or  dignifisd  his  duft  \ 
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^VJijt  voted  honours  mark  the  afpirer's  race  ? 
Wnar  thinking  ftatues  ennulat?  his  face  ? 
He  who  immortaliz'd  his  country's  name, 
Beyond  ten  thoufaud  conqu'rors  bounded  fame. 
He,  who  to  lift  mankind,  new  heav'ns  dil'play'd. 
And  every  human  breather  nobler  made  ; 
Did  he  to  public  fame  all  nature  raife  ? 
And  is  he  poorly  left  to  private  praife  ? 
In  fuch  3  land,  ah  1   what  can  arts  expeift. 
What  claim  has  hopelcls  fcJence,  but  negle<ft. 

O  fate  of  wint'ry  worth,  by  climate  crofs'd ! 
Budding  untimely  to  be  nip'd  in  froft! 
NewtDH  has  multiplied  the  funs ! — yet  pours 
Th  vain  the  light  of  all  their  orbs  on  ours, 
when  will  the  incurious  courts  fur  vkrhich  he  found 
New  worlds, .find  will  to  trace  an  old  one  round? 
What  promis'd  penfion  fhips  th'  unfhaken  foul, 
To  dare  difcov'ry  and  ungloom  the  pole  ? 
What  coafting  keel  indenting  fouthern  ftrands, 
Starts  the  long  fhores  of  cloud-benighted  lands? 
No  annual  bounty  perfevering  kind. 
Draws  the  dark  veil  that  covers  half  mankind. 
What  regal  iiiflu'nce  eafing  learning's  birth, 
Now  adds  new  ftars  to  heav'n,  or  arts  to  earth  ? 
Who  fows  munificence  to  root  up  Coth, 
And  call  forth  harvefls  of  eternal  growth  ? 

Hail  to  the  land  where  war  makes  fcience  room  ! 
Whei-e  realms  from  defarts  rife,  and  ruins  bloom  ! 
Where  conquefl  fpreading  to  embrace  diftrefs, 
.Lets  loofe  ambition,  not  to  wafle,  but  blefs  : 
There  pow'r  inverts  dellrudlion  into  birth, 
And  the  prolific  fword  empeoples  earth  ! 
There  defolation,  fruitful  in  decay, 
F4des  into  o{5ulence,  and  ftrengthens  fway. 
There  ports  (uniiative)  indrawn  feas  confine, 
And  climbing  flreams  o'er  channel'd  mountains 

fliine ;  . 

There  public  fplendor  fwallows  private  pride, 
And  claims  which  all  men  fliare  in  all  men  guide  ; 
Tnere  art  rewarded  ftrains  excited  fkill, 
Till  dazzling  wonders  wid'ning  empire  fill  : 
The  fierce  free  Tartar,  fees  the  Tartar  taught, 
Grins  at  advancing  rule,  and  pants  for  thought ; 
Thep  in  long  link,  new  nations  forward  draw, 
And  the  drain'd  wilds  of  nature  crowd  to  law. 
Ha.il  promis'd  land  ! — All  now  that  feems  fevere, 
Is — that  removing  hence  we  leave  you  here. 
Urania  flopp'd  and  bow'd.— The  prince  whofe 
heart 
Inly  confefs'd  the  pow'r  of  cherifh'd  art, 
Nobly  approving  praife  fo  juftly  warm, , 
Smil'd  confcious  of  his  inborn  right  to  charm. 

Next  rofe  TerpCchore, — nftlodious  mufe  ! 
Soft  her  firft  accents  like  defcending  dews ; 
Sweet,  and  flow  fwelliiig,  till  in  livelier  found, 
Gay  to  the  ravifli'd  ear  quick  tranfports  bound. 
Tim'd  to  the  tuneful  voice  each  trembling  tree 
Strain'd  its  tugg'd  roots,  and  labour'd  to  be  free  : 
Warm'd  through  the  wak'oing  flone  the  fculptur'd 

ear 
Of  every  ftarting  flatue  feem'd  to  hear  ; 
Air  catch'd,  and  length'ning  back  the  mazy  notes, 
Curls,  while  the-  undulating  aiufic  floats. 
Earth  lift'ning  to  inhale  harmonious  pain, 
bjgh'd  it  in  foft  vibrali'jn  buck  airajii. 

Vat.  v;n. 


Pardon  a  mourning  mule  that  leaves  with  tearu 
The  land  that  lov'd  Germanicus  endears  ; 
But  ah,  what  toils!  what  anguifli  flialt  thou  bear! 
What  cndlefi  labour  mull  o'erload  thy  care  ! 
Ere  thy  laft  views  a  tafte  like  thine  infpire. 
And  fparkling  kingdoms  catch  thy  manly  fire  ! 

Near  operas  fribling  fugues  what  mufe  can  ftay. 
Where  wordiefs  warblings  winnow  thought  away  j 
Mufic  when  purpofc  points  her  not  the  road, 
Charms  to  betray,  and  foftens  to  corrode  ; 
Empty  of  fenfe,  the  foul-feducing  art 
Thrills  a  flow  poifon  to  the  fick'ning  heart : 
Soft  finks  idea  diflblute  in  eafe. 
And  all  life's  feeble  lelton  is  to  pleafe. 
Spirit,  and  tafte,  and  generous  toil,  take  flight, 
And  lazy  love,  and  indolent  delight. 
And  low  luxurious  wearinefs  of  pain. 
Lull  the  loft  mind,— and  all  its  powers  are  vain. 

Hence  to  the  realms  of  fame  ye  mufes  fly, 
There  to  the  drum's  big   beat  the  heart  leaps 

high; 
There  fighing  flutes  but  temp'ring  martial  heat, 
Teach  diftant  pity  and  revenge  to  meet ; 
The  manly  pipe  there  fcorns  th'  expanded  fliakes. 
That  wind  wav'd  nothings,  till  attention  akes  ; 
There  now  concurring  keys  and  chords  increafe. 
The  heart's  foft  focial  ties,  and  cherifti  peace  ; 
Then  trumpets  anfw'riug  trumpets  fhrill  and  far, 
Swell  to  the  founding  wind  th'  infpiring  war ; 
There  the  rous'd  foul  in  exercife  grows  ftrong. 
Nor  pools  to  puddly  fouinefs  ftopp'd  too  long: 
Strength'ning  and  ftrengthned  by  the  poet's  fire. 
There  mufic's  meaning  voice  exalts  defire  ; 
There  harmony  not  drowns  but  quickens  thought, 
And  fools  unfeeling  words  by  notes  are  caught. 

Soft  figh'd^he  prince,  for  luff 'ring  mufic  pain'dj 
And  Polyhymnia  rifiog  warm  coaiplain'd  ; 
Deign  to  be  told^  impartial,  gen'rous,  wife, 
Why  fruitkfs  eloquence  indignant  flies  ; 
Gall'd  at  loft  time  in  cafes  vainly  clear'd. 
At  truths  untouching,  and  at  founds  unheard; 
Blufhing,  v/hile  oratory's  lab'ting  ftrains 
On  pre-declfion  wafte  derided  pains; 
And  flourifh'd  periods  to  no  purpofe  fine. 
Like  funs  in  defarts,  without  notice  (hine; 
Hating  graVe  infult,  I  dildain  to  ftay, 
Where  talk  but  trifles,  and  where  tropes  but  play  : 
If  fcrious  rhct'ric  fweats  where  fneering  mutes 
Haft'ning  the  hurried  queftion,  crop  difputes ; 
If  law  fells  argument,  yet  forms  muft  reign, 
And  cuftom  pleading,  equity  is  vain; 
If  the  dark  pulpit's  ftiort  myfterlous  art, 
Lifts  friith  to  heav'n,  and  damns  the  moral  heart; 
Bear  me,  difhonour'd  God!    to  fome  plain  ftate. 
Where  truth,  in  fpite  of  aye  and  no,  is  weight ; 
Where  pleas  of  right  a  reasoning  bench  perfuade, 
And  juftice  fcorns  in  precedent  to  trade  ; 
Where  no  bold  blafphemy  would  faith  enflave, 
But  humble,  honeft,  doubting  works,  can  iayc 

Euterpe,  watchful  of  her  fitter's  clofe, 
Snatch'd  her  funk  cadence,  and  impatient  rofe  ; 
Pleafure,  fhe  cry'd,  is  mine,  mine  the  gay  fkillj 
To  paint  the  fancy,  and  adorn  the  will. 
But  where  dry  avarice  has  tafte  bctray'd, 
Pkafurc  is  robberv  in  mafquerade; 
Z  z 
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Contending  fcses  fuCti  one  common  aim, 
And  youth,  and  wir,  and  beauty,  nieet  to  game  ; 
u^i  cards  to  conquer,  or  at  dice  to  fvveep, 
Is  al!  the  humble  joy  the  polifti'd  reap. 

Or,  if  afpiring  to  robufter  praife, 
Some  liveb'er  genius  vVarmth  more  a(£liv.e  fways  ; 
1'hen  frock'd  in  groomy  fleeknefs,  tight  andfmart. 
The  pert  cap'd  racer  dares  the  jockey's  art ; 
At  (lake  and  plate  his  feill  profoundly  Ihown, 
Ke  from  his  hcrle's  worth  prefunies  his  own. 

Or,  nobly  (lung  by  John  (he  coachman's  claim, 
Climbing  th'  advent'rous  box,  difputes  his  fame; 
t^tatt'ring  malignant  duft,  cracks  voice  and  ihong, 
Glows  for  a  livery's  r  ght,  and  burns  along  : 
Proudly  difplay'd,  looks  back,  and  fhouts  to  find- 
Poor  confcious  John,  lefs  glorious,  hang  behind. 

Not  fo  th'  Olympian  rivals  charm'd  of  old, 
\Vhen  fiery  youths  in  whirling  chariots  roU'd  ; 
Then  the  watch'd  fignal  bade  the  rank  disjoin. 
And  rufliing  v/heels  diffokM  the  breaking  line  : 
Strain'd  to  th'  expanded  whip's  impvilfive  found, 
Light  leap'd  th'  exulting  axles  o'er  the  ground, 
'Tv.ixt  crowding  nations,  partial,  panting,  gay, 
THe  prais'd,  plum'd  hero  fkim'd  the  Icfs'ning  way, 
The  Imoking  fleeds  obey'd  the  watchful  rein, 
And  winding  warlike,  fwept  the  Ihouting  plain. 
I^lov^r  graceful  rais'd,  now  pendent  in  career. 
High  and  far-glitt'ring,  (bone  the  charioteer, 
Firm  in  his  feat,  fupcricr  in  his  mien, 
flew  o'er  the  courfe,  and  flam'd  along  the  green; 
Martial  in  gefture,  eminent  in  grace, 
His  birth  and  grandeur  iight'ning  from  his  face. 

Or,  if  to  fweeter  contell  matth'd  he  mov'd, 
'And  in  fome  ball,  led  the  kind  hand  he  lov'd. 
The  nicdeft  fair,  flow  through  the  mazy  dance, 
Swam  to  the  love-fick  foul  in  fcft  ad^cnce; 
!No  light  coarfe  frilking  kick'd  off  vVoman's  air, 
"Ho  ftrong  flretch'd  limb  out-trod  attradlion  there. 
Decent  their  pleafures,  and  difcreetly  weigh'd, 
Adive  the  youth,  and  delicate  the  maid  : 
Honour  by  elegance  its  right  maintain'd, 
And  thought  correding  rapture,  prudence  rcign'd. 

Mournful  Mel;  omcne,  with  tragic  frown, 
Spoke  next ;   and  thus  deplor'd  a  taftclcfstown. 
"Why  llrove  the  fcenic  mufc  to  fhine  in  vain, 
"Where  y/it  is  levity,  and  art  is  gain? 
."V^here  law's  blind  hope  would  ciirb  corruption's 

rage. 
Yet  left  undue  contempt  to  taint  the  ftage  ? 
Mencc  theatres  negledcd  into  fhame, 
-Catching  at  concourfe,  purity  difdaim. 
"By  pow'r  deferted,  make  their  humbler  court 
To  rake  and  rancour,  or  to  fool  and  fport : 
yiqu'd  to  reprifal,  unconfed'rate  wit, 
looting  the  popular,  evades  the  fit. 
Then  the  play  plots  on  ftate-craft,  laughs  at  truth, 
IVlifguides  allegiance,  or  unfinews  youth; 
Thither  crowds  faiSion  to  be  taught  complaint, 
"Where  pow'r,  the  martyr,  might  have  reign'd  the 

faint. 
There  wifdom  bleeds,  by  pleafure's  feath'ry  dart, 
,.'\nd  love's  loofe  hand  unftrings  the  flacken'd  heart; 
'I'here  di-lontent  firft  tries  her  tim'rous  force, 
Hints  and   finds  help  and  dar«s  Jier  dang'rous 
.cowrfe;  ...--. 


There  froth,  farce,  flatt'ry,  cliance,  fcditiori,  ruls; 
And  virtue  fcarce  finds  place  in  virtue's  fchool. 

Farewell,  forfaken  ftage — when  courts  refufe 
To  urge  wit's  wand'ring  rein,  flie  fiiaraes  a  mufc  ; 
Hail,  from  afar  !  thou  fate-foretelling  light  1 
Beaming  prognoftic  through  the  eye  of  night ! 
Kindling  a  hundred  realms,  th'  enliv'niug  flame 
Wings  the  wak'd  energy  of  courted  fame. 
There  empire  flafliing  into  glory's  blaze,     ^ 
Confcious  intention  bluflies  nut  at  praife  ; 
There  fpurring  vl.tue,  wit  has  leave  to  mean, 
And  pow'r  exciting  paffiim  prompts  the  fcene. 

So  mull  it  be  ere  tragic  fire  is  felt,  [p^'f  j 

But  where  grave  thoughts  are  marks  for  fools  to 
Where  tir'd  illit'raro  viewlefs  yawning  pride 
Mud  hear  unlift'nirg,  and  untaught  decide. 
There  let  lofl  fentiment  mifpoint  no  beam. 
To  hope  were  blindnefs,  and  to  with  a  dream. 

Up  leap'd  Thalia,  glowing  red  with  rage, 
Fir'd  and  indignant  at  a  farceful  age  ; 
Shall  comedy's  infulted  mufe,  fhe  cry'd. 

Hold  hoops  to  tumblers 

She  paus'd — unable  to  proceed  ; — figh'd  flrong  : 
Repell'd  the  big  difdain — and  t'rac'd  her  wrong. 

Shall  comedy  for  fworded  harlequin 
Spiit  lathes,  and  arm  him  for  the  mimic  fcene  ? 
While  he,  proud  impotence,  with  modiih  ftrut. 
Cocks  bluff,  diffufive  of  his  wooden  cut  : 
Mufl  fhe  fwing  gypfies  o'er  the  winnow'd  pit. 
Mounting  pofteriors  in  defedt  of  wit; 
Or  clap  fome  human  whirlwind's  bluft'ring  rage. 
That  o'er  twelve  heads defcending  (hakes  the  ftage. 
Stare  while  th'  unmanly  reptile's  wriggling  twift 
Threads  the  flarv'd  ladder,  and  defctnds  unhifs  d  ? 
Or,  for  the  rope-afpirer's  jirkful  tread, 
Shall  (he  poife  right  their  emblematic  lead  ^ 
No — let  implord  expulfion  wing  nie  hence  1 
Far  let  me  fly  to  fome  fair  feat  of  fenfe  ;       [grace. 
Where  life's  (loH'n  humour  glows  with  mirthful 
And  comic  pi(5lure  copies  nature's  face; 
Where  imag'd  pafTion,  dear  to  the  polite, 
Leaves  low  buffoon'ry  to  the  rabble's  right. 
Tir'd,  yet  untafk'd,  let  me  no  longer  wait. 
Laughing  unheeded--at  the  laughing  great; 
While  with  the  roar  of  b(/)'s  to  tricks  they  run, 
Which  mobi  (hould  (bout  at,  and  the  wife  fhould 

fhun. 
Gravely,  good  fouls !  referving  folid  fcorn,   [born. 
For  thoughts  to  feel  whofe  force  thcmfelves  were 

Warm'd  in  wit's  caufe,  lamenting  genius  lofl, 
Nor  fading  edlafy  at  judgment's  coft, 
Lift'ning  Germanicus,  with  penCve  grace, 
Rcvolv'dwiih'd  foft'nings  for  a  pitied  race; 
When  like  a  trumpet  pouring  mufic's  flood. 
Speaking  Calliope  thriil'd  through  his  blood. 

There  was  a  prince  I   ah,  bid  me  add,  ere  long 
There  is  ! — impulfive  of  the  epic  fong. 
Flame  of  imperial  prominence  he  (hin'd  ; 
Terror  at  once,  and  charm  of  human  kind  I 
All  the  foft  praife  of  fecial  life  his  due  : 
All  the  rais'd  pow'rs  cf  arms  and  arts  he  knevy ; 
Fearlcfs,  impell'd  his  father's  fortune  on  ; 
And  in  youth's  dawn  a  dazzling  vidor  (hone  ; 
In  force  refiftlefs,  yet  undaring  wrong; 
Koneft  in  vengeance,  and  in  pity  ftrutig . 
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Vv^'ithnut  dwelt  war,  In  all  her  thund'iingdin  ; 
■Wliile  peace  in  all  her  ftillnefs  wept  within. 
Form'd  for  a  lover,  for  a  thinker  taught ; 
iBloodlefs  refleiftive  eminence  he  fought : 
i^orn  to  be  greateft,  chofi  but  to  be  bed  ; 
But  heav'n  that  knew  his  life,  forbad  his  reft  : 
Then  from  tlie  calms  of  conqu'ring  thought  he  role, 
Giov/"d  in  tempefluous  war,  and  fcorn'd  repofe. 
Uncrowned,  gave  crowns  at  will,  their  thorns  UU- 

try'd; 
And  niore  than  rei^xiinis:,  without  reigninjr  died. 
Such,   tliough   tlic  laud  I  leave  could  fiiow  me 

nai, 

Calm  feafons  call  not  for  a  pilot's  (kill. 
Peace  is  the  blefling  commerce  luves  to  choofe  ; 
But  war  afid  glory  talk  the  epic  m\ife. 
Farewell,  fure  fubjedt  of  my  future  long. 
When  rifing  fhameful  at  a  people  s  wronjr, 
In  times  yet  diftant,  thy  rcmi-mb''ring  hand 
Lots  lool'e  corrciftion  atfome  foreign  land. 
Then  loud  as  thy  applaufc,  reclaim  us  all; 
And  every  hiufe  of  nine  Ihall  wait  thy  call. 

Speaking,  (he  rofe ;  and  with  her  rifing  flow, 
Her  eight  fad  fillers,  fighing,  turn'd  to  go. 
Lively,  upflarting  from  his  fhadow'd  fcit, 
titay  (cry'd  the  prince  alarni'J)---fufpend  retreat. 
Juft  though  your  anger,  yet  revenge  forbear; 
Left  taught  by  mufes,  man  forgets  to  fpare. 
Too  fooii  degen'rate  nature  warps  awry, 
The  bad  to  copy,  and  the  good  to  fly. 
Have  yi)U  b^rheld  wit's  dream  difcolour'd  glide, 
And  pour'd  'oil  azure  on  th""  unconfcious  tide  ? 
Think  the  blame  yours,  who  heav'n's  bell  tiatSlure 

bring. 
To  {lain  the  current,  yet  neglect;  the  fpring. 
Would  you  at  once  Ccerulean  depth  renew  ? 
And   gayly    briglu'ning   flufh    th'    improvement 

through  ? 
High  at  the  fource  th'  Infufive  tinge  beflow ; 
Arid  ev'ry  downward  drop  fhall  tinflur'd  flow. 

But  while  a  vagrant  inspiration  {Irays, 
And  here  and  there  unlicens'd  pow'r  difplays; 
Though  fep'rate  individual  flroilers  fharc 
Some  uncolltcTiive  fcsat'rings  of  your  care; 
This  wi'.y  and  that  though  fonic  faint  hint  of  liglit 
Gleams  like  a  meteor,  and  fhrJiiks  back  in  night, 
Or,  ming*lirig  beams  to  form  fomc  deathlefs  blaze, 
Once  in  an  age  yuu  Popes  or  Thomfons  raife  : 
All  the  loft  labour  fervcs  l>u:  ro  exprcfs 
How  wide  our  wants  !  liow  thinly  we  pofiefs  ! 
Till  the  day  breaks  cxped:  no  gen'ral  glow  ; 
For  the  Iky  darken'd  keeps  all  dark  below. 

Here  for  wit's  fountain  dream  not  'if  a  court, 
Falfe  and  injurious  flight  th'  unweigh'd  report. 
Meant   fdr   a    clime    where    thrones   appropriate 

pow'r, 
And  one  man's  pafuons  all  mens  rights  devour. 
But  in  free  Rates  where  liberty  may  choofe, 
Tafte  knows  no  monarcli,  and  obtys  no  mufe. 
Senates  their  mu.'es,  property  thtir  aim  ; 
Their  boaft  but  fafety — und  their  plaything  fame. 

No  — would  your  willing  culture  v/afte  no  toil  ? 
Would  your  bays  th'-ive  in  a  reluflant  foil  ? 
Dudlile  of  form,  and  changing  fhapes  at  will, 
/Jlumc  new  fcx,  usw  oamfs,  new  views,  n?w  fkill. 


Safe  in  fage  politics  conceal  voUr  wit ; 
Then  by  my  bounty  qualify'd  to  fit. 
Nine  Cornilli  boroughs  might  afTlgn  you  place. 
Where  mix'd  unthought  of  you  may  Ihun  difgrace. 
There,  breathing  unfufpsCled  influence  lurk, 
Tdl  patient  progrefs  crowns  your  arduous  work. 
Thence  fh;ill  defcendlng  radiance  tafte  convey  ; 
And  willing  kingdoms  make  the  mufes  way. 
Till  time  flow  fav'ring  you  may  quit  difguife, 
And  wear  wit  plain  among  th'  iinlaughing  wife. 

Paufing,  he  i'mil'd  humanity  fo  kind,  [mind  1 
That  ev'ry  mufe  was  touch'd,  and  chang'd  her 
All  bow'd  confcnt  to  his  grave  purpofe  v/rought ; 
And  thus  Urania  voic'd  her  flfter's  thought. 

Born  to  a  people's  hearts,  their  darling  ftiiiie  ; 
Let  ev'ry  wilh,  and^hope,  and  joy,  be  thine. 
Mov'd  by  the  magic  mercy  of  thy  view, 
We  feel  good  counfcl,  and  embrace  it  too. 
One  fole  condition  grant,  and  we  obey  ; 
No  dang'rous  notice  mud  dete(fl  our  flay. 
Hid  in  thy  grove,  each  menial  mufe  (hall  claim 
Domeftic  ftielter  from  reproach  and  Ihame; 
Till  by  thy  fcheme  their  yet  unrivall'd  friend. 
Their  influence  v/ideiis,  and  their  fuff 'rings  end. 
TJien  fliown  the  world,  and  privlleg'd  to  pleafc. 
And  gdth'ring  face  and  falhion  by  degrees, 
Seen  at  affemblies  belles  may  jo'ses  forbear; 
Nor  ihocking  modeft  flrangers  turn  and  ftare  ! 

Thus,  in  his  fhade  from  public  pain  exempt. 
Sleeping,  the  vifionary  poet  dreamt.  [there; 

I'hen  wak'd,  and  found  his  fparkling  prince  wai 
But  ev'ry  empty  mufe  vyas  loft  in  air. 

CAMILLUS  :  A  POEM. 

HiimMv  infcribed  to  the  Right  Honourable  Charles  Earl 
of  Peterborough  and  Monmouth.  JVrllten  in  tbt 
year  1707. 

When  injur'd  heroes  fufFer  in  their  fsme, 
Juftice  unfummon'd  fhould  their  wrongs  proclaim  ; 
But  Phoebus'  fon  ihould  rnife  refentn-.cnt  higher, 
And  light  up  vengeance  v/ith  poetic  fire. 
For  where  iujuftice  clouds  a  noble  name, 
The  patron's  fcandal  is  the  poet's  fhame. 

Permit,  great  Sir,  my  humble  mufe  to  raife 
A  private  monumefit  cf  public  praife  : 
Unbend  your  mighty  foul,  and  ftoop  to  fame, 
Wliofe  voice  fhall  found  to  heaven  your  gloriou* 

name. 
Minds  tliat  are  great  like  yours  difdaln  applaufe, 
Their  inborn  virtue  gives  their reafon  laws: 
Above  the  reach  of  snalice  bleft  they  live, 
Proud  to  be  f  uvy'd,  and  like  heaven  forgive. 
What  depth  of  line  nrjfl  my  rais'd  fancy  find. 
To  found  th'  unfathom'd  ocean  of  thy  mind  f 
Or  through  the  lab'rinth  of  thy  wonders  wi 
How  dares  my  untry'd  pen  attempt  a  verfe. 
Worthy  thy  godlike  at'lions  to  rehearfe  ? 
How  dargs  my  flutt'ring  ncufe  invade  that  (kv. 
Where  Virgil,  eagle-v-  ing'd,  would  fail  to  fly  i 
Dark  In  my  breaft  tumultuous  terrors  roll. 
And  rifing  paffioni  fhake  my  lab'ring  foul  : 
Encount'ring  reafcns  through  my  judgment  lhine« 
Soaie  xjrge  and  fonie  forbid  the  vatt  di^flga: 


find,    •} 

nd!     ^ 
cind  ;  ^ 
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Here  juftice  funimons — thereniy  youth  denies ; 
Duty  to  this,  to  that  my  will  replies. 

Rcfolv'd  at  laft  you  fafe  return  to  greet, 
1  throw  my  worthlefs  numbers  at  your  feet ; 
Aflur'd  the  generous  goodnefs  of  your  eye 
Will  fee  my  zeal,  and  pafs  my  errors  by. 

But  if  my  feeble  genius  chance  to  fail, 
Nor  ardent  pray'rs  can  with  the  nine  prevail ; 
Think,  Sir,  how  various  your  great  adls  appear ! 
There  war  and  glory — wit  and  honour  here  : 
One  glitt'ring   moment  fpreads   your  wond'rous 

fame, 
Battles  and  bloodlbcd  celebrate  your  name. 
Now  the  great  hero  in  a  purple  flood 
Plunges  through  ftormy  feas  of  hoftile  blood.. 
Now  ilrides  with  ikilful  courage  from  afar, 
To  flop  fome  gap  of  unfuccefsful  war  : 
Another  moment  fmoothly  gilds  his  face 
With  lovely  fweetnefs  and  delightful  grace  : 
Calmly  he  tunes  his  mind  to  fofter  fports. 
And  lives  the  matchlefs  paragon  ©f  courts. 

No  wonder  then  if  my  prefumptuous  eye, 
Viewing  thy  fun  of  excellence  too  nigh, 
Dazzled  with  light,  is  forc'd  to  look  awry ! 
A  traveller,  who  thus  without  a  guide, 
G'er  fome  unmeafur'd  tra<ft  attempts  to  ride ; 
Where  thoufand  paths  of  equal  breath  appear, 
And  each  fair  courfe  feems  fafe  alike  to  fteer, 
Aiay  fpite  of  ilrideft  caution  lofe  his  way. 
And  fcaree  be  juftly  faid  to  go  aflray. 

In  peace  the  fam'd  Hifpania  long  had  flept, 
And  free  pofTeffion  of  her  Indies  kept : 
Made  poor  by  plenty,  dull  content  (he  knew, 
Her  ftrcngth  declining  as  her  riches  grew ; 
Till  forc'd  to  valour  fhe  begins  too  late. 
And  climbs  unwilling  but  to  pull  down  fate. 

Their  fecond  Charles  refign'd  his  princely  breath, 
And  fwift-wing'd  fame  proclaim'd  th'  cspc«Sed 

death  : 
Sudden  the  trumpet  echoes  from  afar, 
And  friendly  nations  rife  to  furious  war: 
The  hardy  veterans  their  arms  prepare, 
And  waving  banners  fan  the  heated  air  : 
The  fprightly  fteeds  with  lofty  bounds  advance, 
And  curb'd  by  flcillful  riders  proudly  prance  : 
A  wild  confufion  o'er  the  globe  is  hurl'd, 
And  warlike  earthquakes  fhake  the  Chriftian  world. 
Tiie  Auftrian  prince,  heir  in  affirm'd  defcent. 
To  grafp  the  crown  his  flrong  endeavours  bent : 
Eourbon  oppos'd,  and  in  the  vacant  throne 
Would  place  a  royal  ofiF>pring  of  his  own. 
Doubtful  the  right — but  pow'r  which  all  obey, 
Appear'd  to  juftify  the  fccond's  fway  : 
The  arms  of  France  allure  the  voice  of  Spain, 
And  Anjou  featcd  will  his  pofl  maintain. 

Sighing  the  young  prevented  Auftrian  ftarda. 
And  lifts  to  gracious  heaven  his  eyes  and  hands ; 
Implores  fwift  juftice  to  an  injur'd  man  ; 
And  heaven  direfts  his  prayers  to  heaven's  vice- 
gerent Anne. 
Thither  they  fly  whom  powr'ful  wrongs  opprcfs. 
And  find  a  certain  flielter  from  diftrefa  : 
By  her  the  proud  afpirer  daily  bleeds. 
And  biafg'd  monarchs  wait  her  dreaded  deeds. 
Aw'd  though  difpleas'd,  to  her  decrees  they  Hand, 
Asd  9V/R  the  fate  of  Europe  io  her  haad-. 


Thither  with  tow'ring  hope?  and  longiirg  tysf-t 
The  young  excluded  monarch  fwiftly  flies ; 
Whifpers  in  Anna's  car  his  weighty  grief, 
And  from  her  pitying  foul  extradts  relief. 
At  her  command  th*  intrepid  Britons  fly. 
Exert  their  inborn  worth,  and  proudly  die  : 
Pleas'd  with  their  fate  they  dearly  fell  their  breath. 
And  fmile  amidft  the  raging  pangs  of  death. 
A  chofen  band  of  thefe  who  all  things  dare. 
For  diftant  war  their  mighty  fouls  prepare  : 
Through  ev'ry  ear  their  glorious  caufe  they  ring 
To  curb  proud  France,  and  right  an  injur'd  king.  - 

O'er  thefe  a  chief  by  art  and  nature  grac'd, 
Renown'd  in  war  and  policy  was  plac'd  ; 
Beyond  mankind  his  judgment  could  difcem, 
And  much  improve  what  others  could  not  learn ; 
He  ow'd  no  virtue  to  a  dread  of  flrcme, 
No  feeming  honefty  to  promis'd  fame  : 
On  its  own  bafe  in  him  true  honour  flood, 
Wafli'd  by  a  generous  tide  of  noble  blood. 
Him  the  great  Anna  chofe— Camillus  go 
Revenge  my  brother  on  his  haugiity  foe ; 
Guard  him  to  Spain — there  let  my  will  be  knowa, 
And  PS'dt  the  monarch  in  his  raviflj'd  throne. 

The  valiant  chief  v/ithout  ambition  brave, 
Humbly  receiv'd  the  weighty  charge  fhe  gave  ' 
Deftin'd  in  fpite  of  malice  to  be  great, 
His  daring  foul  contemns  the  tricks  of  ftate  : 
Swiftly  he  bids  his  glad  commanders  meet,. 
And  lead  their  army  to  the  waiting  fleet. 
Their  fwelling  hopes  the  fwelling  gales  invite, 
And  heaven  and  they  propitiouily  unite  ; 
In  loud  falutes  the  deep-mouth'd  cannons  roar, 
Anfwer'd  by  zealous  wifhes  from  the  ftiore: 
Whence  mingled  crowds  their  hearty  prayers  rs» 

peas. 
Till  rifing  waves  obfcure  the  failing  fleet; 

On  the  extremeft  limits  of  that  land. 
Through  which  the  Tagus  rich  in  golden  fand. 
His  rapid  courfe  in  depths  of  waters  bends. 
And  twice  two  hundred  miles  his  ftream  extends-;. 
Old  Barcelona  ftrong  by  nature  ftands,. 
And  rules  a  vaft  nttcnt  of  fertile  lands : 
With  rocky  mountains  half  environ 'd  round. 
The  other  half  by  bogs  and  matfhy  ground  : 
Beneath  her  walls  furrounding  trenches  lie. 
Beyond  thofe  depths  rife  bulwarks  vaftly  high  : 
Walls  vvithin  walls  the  folid  place  defend, 
Where  watchful  centinels  their  charge  attend  : 
Whence  trains  of  hollow  brafs  with  fiery  breath. 
Vomit  black  fulph'rous  meflages  of  death ; 
Ramm'd  with.deftrudiion,  burft  with  horrid  roar,. 
And  fcatter'd  terrors  round  the  trembling  fhorc. 

Hither  with  crowded  fails  the  Britons  bent. 
Big  with  the  meflage  their  great  miftrefs  fcnt. 
Their  warlike  fouls  to  emulation  rife. 
And  breathe  out  pious  wiflies  to  the  Ikies  ; 
And  now  thofe  powers  which  brave  defigns  at? 

tend. 
Had  brought  their  voyage  to  a  happy  end. 
From  Barcelona's  tow'rs  with  wild  affright, 
The  trembling  foe  beholds  th'  unwelcome  fight ; 
A  mighty  fleet  approaching  by  degrees. 
In  graceful  order  ploughs  the  fmiling  feas; 
Harmonious  mufic  fpreads  the  joy  they  bring, 
^nd  dani'roui  fhouts  proclaim  the  coniing  kin  j  "■ 
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The  founding  trumpets  his  intent  declare, 
And- waving  ftreamers  flourifh  in  the  air: 
Arriv'd  at  length  the  cannons  loudly  roar, 
And  fhake  with  panic  fright  the  wond'ring  fliore. 

Mean  while  the  Spaniards  all  their  force  prepare, 
And  arm  confus'dly  for  defenfive  war  : 
Blind  with  amazement  and  ignoble  fear. 
They  double  all  the  Britons  that  appear  : 
All  think  with  horror  England  now  had  bent 
Her  Tjtmofl  force,  to  form  one  grand  dcfcent. 

But  when  they  faw  fo  fmall  a  number  land, 
And  boldly  tread  the  furface  of  their  fand, 
The  paler  marks  of  fear  forfook  their  face, 
And  wonder  far  more  great  fupplies  the  place. 
An  equal  force  within  tlieir  walls  they  found. 
Yet  fear'd  to  meet  their  foes  on  equal  ground  : 
They  faw,  with  wonder  at  an  aift  fo  vain, 
Th'  undaunted  Britons  win  the  iieighb'ring  plain. 
Where  foon  their  fquadrons  form'd  a  camp,  and 
then  ["^en. 

They  thought  or  dreaded  they  were  more  than 

Thus  had  the  great  Camillus  forc'd  his  way. 
And  void  of  fear  in  midft  of  dangers  lay  : 
Impatient  of  delays,  the  Auftrian  youth, 
Deep-touch'd  with  forrow,  liften'd  to  the  truth; 
He  faw  the  weaknefs  of  his  daring  few, 
And  with  concern  his  foe's  advantage  knew  : 
The  brazen  tubes  of  death  were  mounted  high, 
And  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke  obfcur'd  the  flcy  ; 
All  this  and  more  from  his  fmall  camp  was  feen, 
And  death  difguis'd  with  horror  ftalk'd  between. 

The  aged  chiefs  in  cautious  war  grown  eld, 
Would  rather  be  too  backward  than  too  bold  : 
Therefore  advis'd  the  prince  to  hafte  away, 
Since  'twas  fcarce  poffible  to  live  and  flay. 
The  prince  with  melancholy  thoughts  oppreft. 
Came  to  Camillus  and  unlock'd  his  breaft ; 
Told  him  the  pangs  of  forrow,  ftiame,  and  rage. 
Which  Ihook  the  blooming  comforts  of  his  age  : 
Told  him  the  flames  in  which  his  foul  would  burn. 
Should  he  thus  unfuccefsfuUy  return. 

With  grief  the  gen'rous  Briton  heard  him  tell 
The  deep  misfortunes  he  but  knew  too  well : 
He  rolls  his  eyes,  accufes  partial  fate. 
And  tells  the  Auftrian  that  he  fliould  be  great. 
Refolv'd  to  a(ft,  the  council  fpeak  in  vain, 
And  by  debates  protrad  the  fall  of  Spam  : 
Camillus  had  a  foul  whofe  heavenly  fire 
Could  compafs  all  things,  and  to  all  afpire. 
Himfelf  alone  could  with  himfclf  debate. 
And  mov'd  obfcurely  like  the  hand  of  fate. 

Hard  by  the  towers  of  Barcelona  (lands. 
High  on  the  rocks  o'erlooking  neighb'ring  lands, 
Aflrong-buik  caftle,  whofe  extendca  fway 
Obliges  ev'n  the  city  to  obey. 
Five  hundred  men  the  lolid  ramparts  keep, 
On  rocks  beyond  imagination  fteep  : 
Whence  rolling  ftones  invading  foes  can  cnafc, 
When  with  an  aching  eye  they  climb  the  dreadtul 
place.  .  „ 

This  was  the  fource  whence  viAones  mult  tiow, 
Hither  the  Britilh  chief  refolv'd  to  go  : 
Unus'd  to  fear,  and  more  unus'd  to  boaft,         _ 
M^ith  temp'rate  wor4s  he  cheer'd  his  woiid  ring 
belt; 


Strove  not  to  hide  the  hiizri  of  the  talk, 
Nor  cover  danger  with  a  gilded  mafk  : 
He  bids  each  foldier  like  himfelf  perform, 
And  by  example  wins  'em  to  the  ftorm. 

The  rofy  morning  ulher'd  in  the  fun, 
Which  was  to  fee  a  bloody  buGnefs  done  ; 
His  beams  fhone  bright  to  guide  the  battle  well, 
And  drank  their  blood  in  pity  as  it  fell : 
Eight  hundred  Britons  on  this  glorious  day, 
O'er  pathlefs  forefts  force  their  oblique  way ; 
In  tedious  march  o'er  high  afcents  they  paft, 
And  won  the  dangerous  precipice  at  lafl. 

With  ftrange  furprife  the   Spaniards  rulh   t« 
arras, 
And  bells  rung  backward  ia  confus'd  alarm* : 
The  fummnn'd  foldiers  hurry'd  to  their  poft. 
And  pour  whole  vollies  on  the  climbing  hoft  : 
Repeated  charges  from  the  cannons  fly. 
Like  fiery  meteors  blazing  through  the  Iky : 
The  ftiatter'd  limbs  of  men  who  nobly  dare. 
Are  borne  on  bullets  through  the  flaming  air  : 
The  difmal  profpedt  (hocks  the  braved  hearts, 
And  adds  new  motion  to  disjointed  parts; 
The  brave  Camillus  with  a  fierce  delight, 
Drives  on  the  headlong  fury  of  the  fight ; 
Urges  his  bleeding  troops  ftill  higher  and  higher. 
And  fcatters  death  for  death,  and  fire  for  fire. 

Thus,  when  of  old  the  mighty  giants  flrove 
To  check  the  boundlefs  power  of  angry  Jove  ; 
With  force  like  this,  but  in  a  caufe  lefs  good. 
The  huge  Briareus,  their  great  leader,  ftood ; 
The  folid.  centre  fhakes  beneath  his  weight, 
Who,  all-unknowing,  or  unfearing  fate, 
Kicks  at  the  thunder  which  with  horror  flies; 
And  while  fwift  lightning  flallies  in  his^ 
Tears  up  a  hundred  rocks  and  hurls'" 
fkies. 

But  now  aloft  the  mingled  war  grows  high, 
On  heaps  promifcuous  numbers  fall  and  die; 
Rivers  of  blood  from  the  mix'd  battle  flow. 
Til!  death  fcarce  fees  to  guide  a  deftin'd  blow. 

The  walls  are  won,  the  Spaniards  lofe  the  day, 
And  crowding  Britons  win  the  cover'd  way  : 
While  fomc  on  high  the  conquer'd  pafs  defend, 
Others  below  by  mutual  help  afcend  : 
No  more  the  driven  foes  their  fortune  try. 
But  quit  their  bloody  battlements  and  fly  : 
Defpair  and  horror  fill  the  difmal  place, 
And  terror  fits  enthron'd  on  every  face. 
Deftru<5llve  fate  grows  cruel  to  exeefs. 
And  rages  blindly  in  her  blackeft  drefs :  _ 
Matron°s  and  virgins  weep  with  bitter  cries, 
And  noify  forrows  pierce  the  dlftant  fkies. 

But  ceafe,  miftaken  wretches!  ceafe  your  moa«j 
Proud  of  your  cocqu'ror  your  conqueft  own ; 
Your  friends  vidrvrious  might  tyrannic  be. 
Your  foes  but  conquer  you  to  fet  you  free. 
No  bafe  defign  diftains  a  Briton's  caufe, 
But  pity  guides  the  fword  which  juftice  drawl. 

With  fuch  fuccefs  was  that  great  day  begun, 
Which  not  the  army  but  their  general  won  : 
While  he  impatient  his  great  talk  to  end, 
Which  heaven  appear'd  fo  early  to  befriend, 
Cheers  his  glad  foldiers  with  divided  gam,  _ 
And  lead*  'cm  down  undreading  to  the  j>lai« 
Z  Z  iij 


ate, 

irror  flies;  "J 
his  eyes,  f 
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Ranges  'em  widely  n»2r  the  city's  bound, 
Refol/d  to  force  a  place  they  fcarce  fDrround. 

Thus  moves  he  brightly  lihe  fonie  wand'ring  fta'r, 
And  fcorns  the  heavy  arts  of  common  war  :" 
In  their  own  fire  his  matchkfs  adions  blaze  ; 
He  needs  no  counfel,  and  he  feeks  no  pr\ife  : 
While  other  generals  tedious  prcjetft^  form. 
He  thinks  and  atfls,  and  wins  applaufc  by  Uorm  • 
With  fjirinui  courage  (lands  and'tempts  his  fa^e,' 
But  heaven  fiill  fpares  the  man  to  blefs  the  (late. 

With  threat'ning  look  each  ready  Briton  (lands, 
And  (harp-cdg'd  weapons  grace  their  warhkehands; 
Oblequious  filence  waits  the  general's  nod, 
As  ancient  Grecians  watch'd  the  Delphian  god, 

Alean  while,  each  trembling  tow'r  with  horrid 
dread, 
Loofen'd  its  walls  and  (hook  its  batter'd  head  ; 
The  lofty  works  which  fnould  the  trwn  defend. 
The  (hocks  of  hotlile  thunder  widely  rend  ; 
A.midft  thefe  crowds  of  terror  and  defpair, ' 
The  Britons  for  a  (harp  afTault  prepare; 
The. Spaniards  fee  and  (hun  the  louring  fates, 
Ar.i  widely  open  their  fubmiiCve  gatet. 

And  now  the  mighty  deed  is  greatly  done; 
A  king  reiiev'd,  and  kingdoms  bravely  won. 
The  v/arlihe  chief,  with  glory  fir'd  his  breaft, 
Forgot  his  pleafures  and  forfook  his  reft  ; 
The  Auftrian  fix* d— He  bravely  onward  bent, 
And  conqucr'd  rebel  countries  as  he  wen: : 
The  ftubborn  Catalans  unus'd  to  bow. 
Gladly  fubiait  to  firm  fubjetflion  t!0\v. 
With  joyful  fliouts  their  happy  monarch  greet. 
And  leave  their  mountains  for  the  regal  feat ; 
That  (Irong-built  fort  whofeflate  the  reftexccli'd. 
And  thrice  ten  thoufand  Gallic  foes  repeli'd, 
Afraid  to  ftrive,  her  iron  gates  unlock'd, 
And  gladly  open'd  v.-hcn  Camillas  knock'd. 
To  hisfuccefsful  arms  whole  nations  yield, 
And  freely  give  hira  up  an  untry'd  field. 
At  his  biefs'd  feet  the  rich  Tortofa  lay, 
And  matchlefs  conduia  gain'dhim  Lerida. 
Valencia's  kingdom  glorioufly  he  won. 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  prollrate  Arragon. 

But  hold,  unwary  mule  :   no  higher  foar ; 
He  who  t^id  this,  alas,  muft  do  no  more  ! 
Oh  that  thy  numbers  could  but  reach  my  aim, 
How  would  I  celebrate  his  glorious  name  1 
How  would  I  paint  the  battles  he  has  won. 
And  all  the  nolDle  acSions  he  has  done ! 
How  would  1  paint  him  fpilling  gen'rous  blood, 
And  tempting  death  for  his  dear  country's  good  ! 
How  would  I  drag  his  two  illuftrious  fons. 
Proud  of  their  mangled  (Icfa  and  (batter'd  bones  ! 
How  would  I  tune  my  elevated  fong. 
And  (hamc  the  men  who  do  Gamillus  wrong  '. 

But  (ince  his  works  through  clouds  arcforc'd 
to  (hine. 
How  could  I  hope  fuccefs  from  fnch  as  mine  i 
Let  virtue  be  rewarded  if  it  can. 
When  gratitude  forgets  fo  great  a  man. 

FREE  THOUGHTS  UPON  FAITH  : 

Oa,  THE   RELIGION   OT  REASON, 

Oh  Thou  !  who'cr,  whate'er,  where'er  thou  art, 
fcoie— or  al'ociatcd—conceivelefs  power: 


In  fearch  of  whom  n'ernretch'd  idea  bur"'»; 
And  fenfe  rolls  back  on  darknefs — caufi  unciUi\, 
ProgrefTive  unliegitiner — wi  hout  end  ! 
Giver  of  thought,  nh  guide  it.— Arm  a  mind, 
Tremblingly  (truck,— to  (Icm  but  one  (hortglimpfe, 
One  diftant,  tran(ient,  momentary  fiafli 
Of  thy  keen  light— an  J  live  '—oh,  far  from  dream 
To  draw   th'  Almighty's    deigfi'd   approach   too 

near — 
All  that  my  foul's  touch'd  fr^nfe  afpires  to  tell 
Is.  that  (he  dares  not  view  thee,  thou  whoknow'H 
The  mufe's  confcious  rev'rence,  aid  her  fong. 

Awfully  (hrinking  from  th'  affumer's  hand. 
That  points  me  to  thy  place,  thy  power,  thy  will, 
Aftniiilh'd  at  his  pride  !   I  (lart — and  fly. 
O  piti'ir  of  prtfumption  !  whence  afpires 
Awak'ning  duft's  brief  glance  of  (hadowy  life, 
To  launch  its  little  plummet- -into  depths 
Profounder  than  Eternity  ! — how  dare 
O'erweening,  mole-blind  furrowers  of  dark  earth 
Engrofs  to  their  low  felvfes,  their  Gods  whole  care  ? 
Slight  nobler  orbs,  ^s  ikirts  to  this  dim  ball, 
rhat  day  by  day  roils  round  its  cyclef»  bulk. 
To  b(?g  light's  needful  alms  from  <  ne  kind  fun. 
While  trads  fuperiur  to  conception's  bound. 
See  funs  in  millions  o'er  nev/  worlds  pour  blaze. 
Yet  reach  but  confines  of  new  funs,  and  die. 
Require  not  thefe  vail  works  of  God,  God's 

grace 
Proportion'd  to  their  vaftnefs  ?—  how  then  dares 
Cunceit's  proud  pref 'rence  of  its  own  clay'd  cott 
O'erleap  thole  azure  voids,  where  thought,  anc^ 

fpace. 
And  number,  and  immenfity,  are  loft. 
And  comprehenllon  aches  to  icale  rcpulfe  I 
W'.tnce  had  man's  infe<5l  arrogance  of  guefs 
Siicli  impotent  outftarting,  to  prefume 
His  momentary  noihingnefs  of  grafp 
Could  knov/,  taik,  limit,  and  dcfcribe  his  God  '. 

Say,  bigot  boafter  of  unmanner'd  Keal, 
Thou  that  art  impudently  fure  of  heaven  I 
And,  cov'ring  blafphemy  behind  faith's  name, 
Simi'ft  deepeft  where  molt  fandlilicd  1 — weigh, 

paufe. 
Think — aniwer  not  from  cuftom's  light  affent. 
But  the  try'd  foul's  true  teft  unwarp'd  within. 
Is  it  in  revelation's  awful  clami  [wilj 

That  duft    (hould  da:e    mifplead  th'  Almighty's 
Fur  infult  on  his  jufticG  .'  Dare  men  pafs 
For  intimates  of  heaven,  who  thus  degrade 
Th*  all-gladd'ning   Lord    of  all    thole   wid'ning 

worlds 
T<>  one  poor  partial  care  of  one  poor  part 
Of  one  poor  corner  of  one  world's  poor  clan  ? 

Out  with  this  av'nce  of  fanatic  (crape  ! 
That,  pinching  to  itfcif  God's  nibbled  grants 
Kedg'd  in  th"  Eternal's  common  !   Greedily 
Forcftall'd  all  power  of  op'ning  myftery's  gate 
For  its  own  pick-lock  tribe,  urkey'd  by  heaven. 
Why,  if  enlighten'd  moft,  (hould  will  moft  dark 
Bid  thefe  few  fav'rite  hand-led  (pie?  of  grace 
Conceal  from  modeft  doubt  their  arts  to  know* 
Wiiy,  if  poffefs'd  of  fome  edudivc  clue. 
That  (hews  loft  diffidence  truth's  lucid  ray. 
Claim  they  confent  Implicit .'    Why  lubmirs 
Belief  to  bold  afFumption  .'— Tafttlcfs  faiu*^ 
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Bifliinours  where  it  worfliips.    Heaven  difdains 
Obedience  from  the  hiitid  :  and  every  fed 
Were  orthodox,  if  to  believe  is  proof. 

To  me nor  let  the  rev'rence  of  my  paufe 

Offend  the  power  that  cau.'d  it  :   it  (hould  feem 
More  impious  to  decide  of  God  than  doubt. 
Oft  when  I  pant  for  aid  to  (hake  didroft. 
Humbling  imperious  reafon  ;  while  I  bend 
With  meek  atrention  to  the  calls  of  faith, 
Where  pious  fury  lends  the  paftor  gall ; 
And  what  falls  (hort  in  proof  o'erflows  in  rapre. 
While  revelation,  thund'ring  on  my  ear,        [ven  ! 
Low-rates  my  heart's   admifiion,,hc!p  me,  Hea- 
To  check  tli'  impaffive  ftruggler's  infelt  hint, 
That  alks  how  God's  almighty  ?  if  his  will 
Who  made  this  captious  world  whereon  we  crawl 
Could  to  the  worm  call'd  man  be  fhown  in  vain. 
If  'twas  the  Maker's  law  to  man  prodaim'd. 
By  man's  refiitlefs  God,  my  trembling  foul 
Whifpers  in  ihiv'ring  horror  !   Oh  'tis  ftrange  ! 
God  wiird— God   Ipoke    that  will---yet  man — 

pro'id  dirt ! 
Divides,  diTpute?,  examines,  difnbeys  ! 
Had  Heav'n  requir'd,  could  Heav'n   want  force 

to  caufe  ? 
Or,  not  requiring,  why  was  Heav'n  profan'd  ? 

Hum  from  thy  dufky  hive,  unreas'ning  drone. 
Stretch  thy  tame   wings,  heave   thy   dull  fearch 
along,  [^^'''^'=- 

Leave  thy  cav'd  home  behind,  and  look  more 
Seeft  thou  not  every  where  earth's  emmet  fwarms. 
Scheming  their  bufy  mount's  loofc  crumbling  dope 
For  the  sicxt  cataradt  fhower,  that  fweeps  down 

all 
Such  are  the  toiU  of  Muftis,  Popes,  Pauwaus, 
Lhamas  and  Rabbis,  Morabuhts,  Bonzets, 
All  the  long-labouring  props  of  faith's  loll  boaft, 
Fabrics  of  tow'ry  air,  tLat  fright  and  die. 

O'er  worfliips  thus  diftind  have  fep'rate  gods 
Prefided  .''  or  beneath  but  fep'rate  names 
Did  one  fole  power  infpire  divided  prayers, 
And  fmilingly  accept  'em  ?  Nature  feels 
This  queftion  ;  and  methinks  I  hear  her  voice 
Bid  reafon  thus  reply— If  but  one  light 
Infur'd  falvation's  courfe,  unfocketed,^  ^ 
Unlanthern'd,  it  had  known  no  cuttail'd  fhine. 
All  dark  had  been  illu.min'd  :-.-ne'cr  with-held 
Tuft  Heaven,  from  moic   than  hulf  th'  ex-ended 
globe,  [caus'd. 

All  glimpfe  of  dawn,  yet  curs'd  the  gloom  he 
Or,  grant  fome  race  indulg'd  with  kinder  fmile, 
Why  partial  to  the  proud,  fm's  haughtieft  fons? 
Yet  hcedlefs  of  unfolded  Socks,  more  meek. 
More  aw'J,  more  fimply  ferious,  in  faith's  field. 
Anxious  in  adoration's  twihght  gleam. 
And  proftrate,  though  negleded.    Why  again 
In  truth's  appropriate  and  feleded  feats 
Shoots  Eden's  heaven- watch'd  tree,  for  ever  prun  d, 
For  ever  fruitlefs,  into  monftrous  growths 
Of  thorn-branch'd  oppoiition  ?  If  to  doubt 
Religion's  lifelefs  form  were  to  dellray 
The'^effcnce  of  her  purpofe,  why  o'er  lands 
That  boaft  high  claims  to  fyftems  heav'n  infpir'd, 
,      Spread  fchemes  of  diff'rcnt  texture  ?^  Each  avow'd 
God's  own  enjoin'd  fole  path  rsvcal'd  to  fave. 
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Alas !  'tis  man's  proud  >ieart,  (hit,  idly  fill'd 
V^ith  fclfpaid  rev'rence  for  defert  mifclaim'd, 
Grown  impious  in  ima'gin'd  reditude. 
Hugs  his  own  day-dreams,  idoli^'d  within. 
And  ftyles  'em  revelation  !   Hence  the  buz   ' 
Of  honeylefs  aid  ftingful  wafps  of  zc.il, 
Alike  on  all  fides  heard,  and  felt  on  all  !        [hell  • 
Each  charg'd  in  heaven's  pretence  with  menac'd 
Jews,  Tartars,  Bramins,  bord'ring  Ganges  flood, 
Swift  hoards  of  hot  Arabia's  fw.irthy  fons. 
Far  China'*  datclefs  race,  lor.g  Nile's  old  claim 
To  fuperftition's  childhood.   Each  heav'n's  ch<  ice, 
Yet  each  from  each  diftihd,  all  fpurn'J  by  all, 
Split  revelation  into  cauton'd  fnatis, 
And  murder  to  fliow  mercy  ;  damn  to  fave  ! 

Ev'n  thefe  dlvifions,  fubdis'iding  on,  ^      [points, 
Break   from   their   centre   like   the  wind's  wide 
Yet  every  radius  right,  and  every  wrong; 
All  err— but  each— peace  be  to  that  alone  ; 
The  reft  let  war  involve,  and  curfe  their  creeds. 
Where    art   thou   found,  fair   oharity  ?    Iwect 
power 
That  ftills  the  llormy  foul !  foft  cherub's  eye '. 
That  weep'ft  at   ail  this  mifchief— fceft  man's 

pride 
Miftaken  for  his  virtue  ;  arguing  low 
In  the  calm  voice  of  pity's  whifp'ri.ng  God, 
The  od'rous  breathings  of  thy  balmy  hufh 
Fly  fcatter'd  on  the  winds  of  keen  debate. 

Loft  and  benighted  in  this  warring  wild, 
How  fhall  a  lightlefs  wand'rer  find  which  front 
Bears  heav'n's  commiffion'd  ftainp  ?  and  which 

bold  brow, 
Fright'nirig  credulity,  mifcals  it  faith? 
Bid  miracles  decide  contefted  claiai. 
Where  are  they  I  call  aloud  ;  they  fiiun  to  hear. 
Prudent  reftraiut  forbids  expedant  prater 
To  court  renewal  of  old  eye-fight  proofs,    [dumb. 
Which  deign'd  in  days  long  paft  to  ftrike  duubt 
Dead  time's  departed  ghoft  recorded  holds 
Millions  of  wonders  done—  Faith's  grey  fupports 
— But  millions  of  pretences  too  diffus'd 
O'er  earth's  contentious  face,  each  unlike  each. 
As  night's  dim  veil  compar'd  with  fun-gilt  day. 
Match  miracles  'gainft  miracles  array'd. 
And  pufli  back  ev'ry  angel's  vain  defcent 
Who  conies  on  errands  hoftile  to  their  own. 
Where  miracles  try  truth  no  faith  is  falfe. 
What  namelefs  corner  cf  the  wsrld,  untouch 'd 
By  trade's  fnr-furrowing  keel,  even  fafely  new 
To  the  unquenchable  and  facrcd  thirft 
Of  mifiionary  rapine's  holy  ken, 
But  boaft  belicv'd  defcent  of  fome  kind  God 
That  chofe  their  lov'd  forefathers,  bleft  their  race, 
And  taught  'em  for  his  glory  ?  FiU'd  with  truft 
In  their  tranfmitted  tale,  th'  invited  ^uefts 
Take  place  at  heaven's  high  table,  upmoft  all. 
The  white-fac'd,  olive-hu'd,  the  fably  jet, 
The  greafe-ancinted,  woolly-headed,  ftiorn,  [eled, 
Lrfng-hair'd   and  fiiort-hair'd,   curl'd   and  cropt 
All  fageiy  fatisfied,  all  elfe  muft  err — 
Swol'iJ  with  inflative  seal,  catch  martyrs  flame, 
And  die,  to  live  again  in  fcorn  of  pain. 

Since  then  th'  extremeft  polar  trads  of  faith. 

Where  reafon's  one  ev«;.wii)ks  uiibcam'd  for  dayj 
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Plead  miracles  in  proof  which  none  can  try, 
Becaufc  but  heard,  not  feen,  let  learning  fhun 
Such  hoary  feeblenefs  of  palfied  plea. 
Which  error  mufl  affert,  or  truth  difclaim. 

But  off;    ftand  wide,  make  room,  ye  coarfe 
profane  ! 
Ye  vulgar  of  religion's  fuburb  world  ! 
Ye  goats  unfhepherded  !  unfifti'd-for  (hoals  ! 
Unmeich'd  by  myftics  union's  indragg'd  net 
Of  never-erring  fweep,  deduc'd  from  heaven  ! 
Room  for  the  papal  pontiff's  triple  crown  ! 
Now,  heretic  prefumcr  I   bow,  convinc'd 
Infallibility  unwinds  her  fcroll : 
Saints,  martyrs,  angels,  feventeen  cent'riesdown 
Link  power  to  ppwer,  and,  length'ning  truth's 

old  rod, 
Lend  faith  tradition's  line  to  hook  mankind. 
Hail,  venerable  weaknefs  I  awful  dream  ! 
Shade  of  a  (hadow  !   thou  that  blindly  hop'ft^  ' 
By  twice  nine  age's  loud-concurnng  noife, 
To  drown  foft  rcafon's  evidence,  yet  fliun'ft 
To  recolle(5l  how  thrice  ten  cent'ries  join'd 
Their  vain  fupport,  yet  faw  Jove's  fabric  fall. 
Plead'/l:  thpu  diiration  ?  plead'fl  thou  breadth 
of  fpace  ? 
What  art  thou  but  an  infant's  tott'n'ng  ftep, 
Compar'd  to   mightier  growths   now  found  no  ' 

more  ? 
Where  are  the  deities  of  mufe-tongu'd  Greece  ? 
Greece,  from  whofe  hundred  flutes  ftrong  fcience 

flow'd  ; 
And  arms  and  arts  in  mic  mix'd  blaze  of  power 
Held  out  high  freedom's  torch  to  half  mankind  1 
Where  is  her  Plioebus  ?  where  her  Neptune  nojv? 
Turn  thy  fight  eailward  o'er  the  time-hufli'd 
plains,  [o'er 

JJow  graves  of  vanifli'd    empire,   once   gleam'd 
rrom  flames  on  ha'.low'd  altars,  Iiail'd  by  hymns 
<)f  feers,  awakeners  of  the  worfhip'd  fun. 
.Aflc  filent  Tigrif — bid  Euphrates  tell  [frown 

Where  is  the  grove-crown'd  Baal,  to  whofe  ftern 
Bow'd  haughty  Babylon  i  Chaldea,  fam'd 
lor  ftar-taught  fages ;  hard  Phoenicia's  fons, 
fierce,  fear-furmounting,  curbers  of  the  deep, 
Who  Itretch'd  a  floating  fceptre  o'er  the  feas, 
And  made  mankind  one  empire  ?   Where  is  now 
tEgypc's  wide-hi)mag'd  Ifis  ?  where  the  Mars 
That  (hook  the  (bakers  of  the  Roman  world  ? 
Where  the  Teutonic  Woden  ?--in  his  name 
Alone  ftill  rcverenc'd  each  revolving  week 
Even  in  fair  Albion's  ifles.--If  age  bore  proof. 
Why  have  thcfe  funk  ?  why  all  the  lifelefs  gods, 
Loit  riemi-gods,  long,  nameiefs,  countlefs,  powers 
^hat  fill'd  th'  adoring  w^rkl  with  fabled  fame  ? 
Are  they  no^  dead  ?  \yhelm'd  o'er  in  time'«  black 

tide? 
And  known  but  by  contempt  to  mem'ry's  clajn;? 

How  was  this  poffible,  had  noife  beep  proof 
Of  faith's  extent  in  fpace,  with  realms  for  guard, 
IMellow'd  rpiftake  to  equity  ?  Far  ihort  »   ' 

Of  heaven  falls  time's  perfpedtive— vainly  climbs 
Guile- founded  god-craft.    Let  proud  fortune  fpread 
The  lie-tipt  pyramid's  broad  covering  hafc. 
Till  earth  groans  woundecl  at  th'oppreffiye  weight, 
Still  but  the  wider  ruins  aiark  its  fall. 


Let  him  who  boafts  blind  muliitudes  convinc'd'. 
Or  builds  on  time  for  truth's  imagin'd  teft, 
Aflc  his  unjudging  raflinefs  what  rent  heart 
Of  Celtic  druid  but  had  (hook  more  bow'd  [(hada 
Than  his    ftorm-lab'ring   oak,   could    fome   paU 
That  fcann'd  futurity,  pointing  through  fate, 
Have  flvown  him  his  infulted  Godhead's  doom  ? 
Nor  let  vain  pref'rence  of  our  own  touch'd 
fenfe, 
Our  own  feen  furer  light,  our  own  fafe  trull. 
Degrading  ancient  ftubbornnefs  in  faith,    [ftrong. 
O'er-rate    attachment's    warmth,    as   now    mofl 
What  aw'd  allegiance,  what  more  firm  belief. 
What  haughtier  furenefs  more  imprints  the  foul. 
By  modern  truth's  new  caft  of  thought  infpir'd, 
Than  fway'd  the  foiemn  Pagan's  bread,  of  old, 
When  bow'd  before  his  idols? — Idols,  (now) — 
But  (then) — vindidlive  gods,  who  (hook- mankind. 
Where    are   faith's    certainties — if   time's   beft 
boafts, 
Sacred  to  arts,  arms,  number?,  learning — all ! — ; 
All  fam'd  beyond  fate's  dread,  found  all  unfurc  ? 

Whence  then  the  imperious  pofitive  difdain, 
That  fpurns  back  modeft  dou^t — and  damns  de- 
bate ? 
Where  the  foundation  of  that  holy  fcorn. 
Which  lifts  the  bigot's  brow,  to  fcowl  reproa,ch  ? 
To  pity  iedls  that  hurl  his  pity  back. 
And  hate  him — for  his  hatred  ? — If  nor  time, 
Nor  numbers  who  fuftain'd  the  attefted  caufc, 
Nor  miracles  renown'd  in  reverend  hords, 
So  awful  that  no  fac^'ilegjous  moufe 
Dare  fatiate  hunger  on  the  duft-veil'd  roll. 
But  dies  to  leave  untouch'd  the  dry  record — 
If  evidence  like  thefe  falls  (bort  of  proof, 
Where  in  what  dark  domain,  of  thought's  detf 
maze,  [dra.^n. 

Shall  reafon — -through  doubt's  crooked  windings 
Find  truth's  white  face  unfpotted  ?— think,  and 
tell. 
What  if  we  feek  her  in  man's  moral  walks  ? 
Judge  her  by  life's  try'd  pradice  ! — what  more 

juft. 
Than  to  conclude,  the  faint's  uncepfur'd  deeds 
Lend  fanftion,  to  his  do&rine  ? — here,  methinks. 
Truth  loves  to  choofe  her  teft.     Yet  here  (again) 
We  wander--  into  new  defccSl;  of  plea,  [life 

That  proves  too  much---or  nothing Cou'd  loofe 

Infer  falfe  faith,-— how  flain'd  even  Chriltian  zeal  ! 
Where  avarice  and  revenge,  and  pride's  big  bloat. 
Taught  guilt's  blood-cobur'd   hat   to  hint  church 
fpleen  :  [rife, 

Whence  murders,  robb'ries,  treach'ries,  perj'ries, 
Like  taints  eifluvient  from  infeftious  fens, 
Difpeopling  in  their  progrefs !-— unaton'd, 
Till  death-bed  fancftity  abfolves  remorfe. 
By  fcar'd  conformity  to  faith's  flat  modes— 
X o  mock'ries  of  bghef— and  rotes  of  prayer. 

Since  then  bad  life  muft  lea.ve  no  {lain  on  faith. 
Try  if  life's  purity  refines  coarfe  creeds  ? 
Try  if  the  good  man's  virtues  church  his  claim  ? 
No— i(   they    cou'd— then    pole   from    pole    but 

bounds 
Th'  eyrenfive  true-nam'd  church's  general  pal?. 
Dreadful  indeed  w;ere  (then")  th' excluder's poweVi 
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Then---excomim'.riicsticn's  r«achful  hand 
Had  pufh'd  off  exiles  to  new  worlds — ere  dead  ! 
For  this  had  all  been  church — one  truth's  known 
claim  :  [mopes, 

Turks,    Jews,    wild    Afra's    wood-men— India's 
M^ho  pine  in  pangful  abftinence  from  fin, 
^.nd  Ihudder  but  to  crufti  the  trodden  fly  : 
Auftralia'sart  untafting  folitudes. 
Where  all  ambition's  wealth  is  eafe  from  care ; 
And  hope's  confumptive  diet  ftarves  dcHre  : 
Columbia's  many  peopUd  bow'ry  groves. 
Fanning  in  feath'ry  pomp  her  tawny  tribes, 
From  the  fun's  down-driven  ray  : — cold  Zembla's 

cots, 
Of  filh-fed  (hiv'rers  furr'd  in  fnaggy  mail, 
TraMpliniT  the  ice-bound  ocean  whiten'd  o'er 
With  cndlefs  fnows,  to  fpoil  the  fpoilful  bear  : 
All  among  thefe  who  love  not  vice,  draw  claim 
From  lives  of  fimpleft  faniftity — to  heaven  : 
^nd  multiply  th'  eledl— were  virtue  faith. 

Paufc   here   encompafs'd    foul.     Look  round, 
reflecft. 
Zngulf 'd  and  central  to  this  whirl  of  tides, 
With  each  proud  vortex  threat'ning — all  to  ftun 
Seems  fafer  than  truft  either.    Hark  !  they  roar. 
Look  with  what  rage  they  whiten ! — All  foam 

fure  : 
All  climb  to  drown  each  other.     None  recede  : 
None  conquer.     Ur.iverfal  uproar  reigns — 
And  faith's  a  fighting  chaos — is  this  truth  ? 
This  revelation's  word  difclos'd  by  heaven  ? 
Boldly  refufe  conftnt--it  cannot  be. 

What   then  muft;  be   btijev'd  ?— believe   God 
kind— 
To  fear,  were  to  offend  him.     Fill  thy  heart 
With  his  felt  laws  :  and  ad  the  good  he  loves. 
Rev'rence  his  power.  Judge  him  but  by  his  works  : 
Know  him  but  in  his  mercies.    Rev'rence  too, 
The  moft  miftaken  fch^mes  that  mean  his  praife. 
Rev'rence  his  ptiefts — for  every  priefl;  is  his, — 
Who  finds  him  in  his  confcience-  by  what  name 
So-e'er  diflinguifb'd — howfoe'er  mifdiawn. 
They  devioufxy  believe— what  though  they  preach 
perdition  to  the  mod'rate !  truth  dares  owe 
Refped  to  error  :  if  its  end  is  grace. 
And  aims  at  reformation.     Mindful  yet, 
^en   are  but   pien.     Where  mofl  thou  trufl.'fl 

beware. 
Stretch  not  efteem  to  homage  :  be  nor  flave. 
Nor  cenfurer  :  but  hear  ftrong  reafon's  voice, 
Tongu'd  by  the  power  who  loves  it.    And   fiiice 

that 
Cries  liberty  too  loud  for  law  to  drown. 
Free  thy  chiin'd  thought  from  fears  unworthy 

God, 
And  know  him  for  himfelf— were  one  prim  form, 
One  forc'd  identity  the  maker's  wifn, 
Ne'er  had  that  wifh  prov'd  frultrate.     Dare  not 
doubt  [pels, 

But  he,  whofe  will  was  power — whofe  wifh  com- 
fldd  moulded  all  to  that  one  form  he  lov'd. 

Loves  he  not  unity  ?  he  does,— But  know, 
The  unity  God  loves,  is  lodg'd  in  mind. 
?^is   the   heart's  confcious  glovir — that  beats   to 
Chapko 
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Not  fcriitinize  his  bounty.    'Tis  the  chain, 
That  links  intention — in  one  warmth  of  will : 
Not  binds  to  one  forc'd  afl,  of  outward  form. 
Thus  thinking, — thou  wilt  feel  the  Godhe"ail 
right  : 
Undofing  in  a  houfe  of  jointed  flone, 
Him  in  whofe  temple  twenty  thoufand  funs 
Serve  but  as  lamps— and  all  their  fpangly  world* 
Form  footfleps  to  his  altar — r-this  believe  : 
And  dread  no  vengeance  on  miftaken  man, 
Unadcquate  to  man's  brief  power  in  fin, 
Offending  grain  of  animated  dnfl  I  [fire  V 

'Gainft  him,  beneath  whofe  fmile  the   Cars  catck 

Fill'd  with  ideas  thus  becoming  Heaven, 
Pity  the  hag-ridd'n  quiv'rer  who  contrads 
To  fuperflition's  gloom  religion's  joy, 
And  humbles  adoration  into  dread. 
Who  ekeing  his  inch'd  meafure  from  within, 
Peepa   through  his   narrow  foul's  dim  loop-hole 

wink, 
And  infolentlybyhis  own  fcale  takes 
The  altitude  of  heaven.     But,  if  compell'd 
To  lend  thy  patient  ear, — and  prefs'd  too  hard. 
By  felf-fufSciency  of  teaming  faith, 
— That — nothing  knowing, — will  be  fure  of  all-r< 
He^r,  vAth  dumb  fmile  :  and  afk'd  why  reafon*8 

range 
Acquits  diffention — teach  thy  judging  eye 
To  rcud  God's  anfwer  in  his  works  for  man  : 
Where  do  they  tell  thee,  famenefs  was  his  choice  ? 
How  various  are  his  creatures  !  various  all, 
His  animal,  his  vegetable  tribes  : 
Earth's,  air's,  wide  ocean's  produces—  all  unlike. 
In  qualities,  forms,  colours,  different  all.      [field*, 
— Tread   but   th'   enamell'd  mead — or  o'er    ypa 
'Twixt  the  wind-waving  corn  indent  thy  way. 
Or  partial  to  the  garden's  painted  proofs, 
Lend  there  thy  firft  pleas'd  nothing — fnuffthis  air  : 
How  numberlefs  the  fcents,  yet  each  diflindt,  - 
Of  every  tree's  known   bloom — lean  o'er  thef(9 

flow'rs — 
Lowlieft,  yet  loveliefl !   excellence  deprefs'd  ! 
Worth  trod  on  by  dcipirers'.   fbort-liv'dfweets! 
How  oppofitely  foft  *Jie  flreak-touch'd  fliades. 
That  tinge  their  fragrant  families  !--turn  fhort. 
From  pity  due,  to  life  fo  lov'd,  fo  brief ! 
Widi'd  long,  by  ev'ry  fiiort'ner  !  — now  look  ouf, 
On  yon  fair  op'ning  plain — there  herb  meets  herb. 
All  green--ytt  none  refembling  '.  fhades  Icfsdeep, 
Touch  lights  more  foft'ning  :  feaftful  to  the  eye, 
1  hat    dwells    on    their   diftincSions  ! — flill    new 

^        glows 
Piverfify  the  verdure's  fluid  furge  : 
And  dance  delightful  to  the  breezy  bend  ! 

Next,  up  this  fleepy  fhelve  afcending  flow. 
Win    we    the    Down's   high   top  —whofe   carpet 

mound 
Ends  at  the  jutting  cliff",  that  fhades  the  fliore, 
Hence  to  the  wing  divided  air  extend 
Survey's  charm'd  outlet— o'er  this  upper  fea. 
Where  meditation  founders,--flight8  immenfe  ^ 
Crofs-cut    tlie    winnow'd  jether.     Black,    white, 

gray. 
Red,  blue,  brown,  golden, Terdant,motley-ftain'(ii 
Diftant  iq  fizc  88  (fojo^rs !— 'mon|ft  'em  all. 


U=>  T  H  E    W  O  R  K  S 

None  loolcs  nor  calls  like  other.     No  fweet  bird, 
That  beats  the  pathlefs  void,  but  pours  new  notes, 
DiflintJl  from  every  plumy  rival's  fbng. 

Stop  thy  eridanger'd  foot.     Recal  the  range 
Of  thy  recovering  eye-  •bend  o'er  the  brow 
Of  this  tovich'd  precipice  :  and  hence  look  down. 
Where  the  broad  fea  fcarce  heard,  rolls  murmur- 
ing in. 
Ponder  the  deep's  dumb  legions — infinite 
Their  numbers  !  ftill  more  infinite  their  fliapes. 
Bulks,   movements  ! — fwifc,   flow,  timid,    fierce, 

horn'd,  barb'd, 
Coatlefs,  finn'd,  fcaly,  fhell'd,  wing'd,  motionlef*  : 
All  diff 'ring — till  immenfity  grows  tir'd 
To  note  their  changeful  natures  ! — can  it  be, 
That  he  who  fill'd  each  crowded  element, 

With  nnrefembling  Ions  of  endlefs  change 

Peopled  each  puny  drop  with  -atled  ftates  — 
Each  leaf,  with  new-ftiap'd  nations,  too  minute 
To  dread  ambition's  ravage— -veil'd  each  path 
To  heaven's  blue  lawus  with  clouds  that  fliift  each 

hour. 
Form,  texture,  hue — to  fuit  their  painted  glow 
To  man's  undazzled  gaz';—  attemu'rirg  lights, 
That  teach  the  fun's  too  fervid  beam  to  break 
In  coloury  rays  and  touch  the  Gght  more  fafe  ! 
-—Can  it  be  pofli'Dle  that  he,-— pieas'd  power! 
Who  o'er  creation's  glebe  fow'd  feeds  of  change. 
Should  but  from  unity,  bald  harvefl  reap  ! 
And  burn— for  tares — thcfe  beauteou-s  growths  he 

rais'd, 
Tofmile  fuch  lov'd  variety  I — 'Twere  fin— - 
Twere  blafphemofly  blind— to  dream  fiich  wrong. 

No,  let  me  fiild  with  awe  thiiik  fear  a  fault. 
Fear  but  aftrontsthe  God,  I'm  horn  to  love. 
I  am,  but  by  his  pity  :   and  want  weight 

To  juftify  his  anger. If  I  err 

'Gainft  in-lodg'd  impulfe,  by  his  goodnefs  lent, 
To  guide  man's  choice  to  virtue  fome  fure  fate. 
From  fuff'rlngs  adequate  muft  punifh  guilt. 
But  what,  where,  hov/---he  who  decreed  can  telL 
—If,  by  miftake,  on  life's  blind  rocks  I  fplit, 
By  no  f»fe  pilot  pointed  out  to  Ihun, 
There — erring  weaknefs  meets  avoidlefs  Cn  : 
And  needs  no  pardon  :  for  it  meant  no  wrong. 

Doubt  all  faiths  boldly  then,  uiidoubting  God, 
Appendant  to  no  pride,  mif-rob'd  like  zeal, 
Hope  all  men  blels'd  alike-— and  injure  none. 
Grateful,  I'll  trace  the  fainter  lights  I  find, 
Un-envying  other's  blazing  :— -humbly  own 
"My  aw'd  convidiion  of  man's  reachlefs  power 
To  pierce  omnipotence — and  know  it  near. 
Let  me,  with  diftant  rev'rence,  pond'ring,  dumb, 
Dread  arrogant  decifion;  perfecute 
No  fancied  hcrefy-— but  clofiiig  calm, 
Opinion's  dazzled  eye,  bow  darkly  down. 
And  hail  th'  unfathom'd  vaftnefa !  through  the 

dufic 
Thought  fails  to  penetrate,  revere  what  is— 
Undaring  to  dcfcribe  it.     Let  no  porap 
Of  pofitive  prefumption  fwell  my  loul, 
To  felf-preferring  fcorn  of  alien  creeds, 
Uncertain  in  my  own  ;  yet — fure  of  thi?, 
1"hat  virtue  cannot  err,  but  judgment  may, 

f  cactfully  patjeat  let  me  travel  out 


OF    HILL. 

Life's  unoffending  journey.     Mark,  wcII-pIeas'J, 
New  profpeds,  manners,  taftcs,  beliefs,  chang'd 

modes. 
New  fyftems — every  view  that  fides  my  way, 
Unprtjudic'd  to  any  ;  till — at  laft 
Death  opening  truth's  barr'd  gate,  'tis  time  to  fee 
God's  meanings — iu  the  light  his  prefence  lends. 

THE  JUDGMENT-DAY. 

A    POEM. 

Hover  no  more,  my  mufe  !  o'er  idle  themes; 
Sliding  fliadows,  flipp'ry  dreams  ! 
By  heaven's  high  call,  from  human  bias  freed, 
Imagination  clmibs  with  dreadful  fpeed. 
Unfetter'd  from  earth's  humble  heights  I  rife, 
And  ftretch   fublime  a  dang'rous   flight,   which 
none  untrembling  tries. 
Tremendous  Maker  !  arm  my  aching  eyes  ; 
Aid  and  fupport,  O  God  !  my  failing  power  ; 
Teach  my  bold   thought  to  wing   the  blazing 

flcies ! 
Fearlefs  to  ftem  deftru6tion's  driving  fliower. 
And  fafe'twixt  burning  worlds  ambitious  tower, 
O  !  let  my  hot,  my  ftroggling  bofom.  glow, 
Swol'n  by  a  burfting  flood  of  bright  dclire, 
'Till  the  aftoniJh'd   foul  is  taught  with   ftartirg 
dread  to  know, 
How  groaning  nature  fhall  difl">lv'd  expire. 
And  tumbling  orbs,  with  orbs  involvd,  flow 
loofe  in  feas  of  fire.  [frame, 

How   this   blue   void's  immenf;,  and   concave 
S]'angled  with  fiarry  wiirids,  to  pieces  broke. 
Shall  feel  heaven  round  it  flirivelfrom  the  flame. 
And  melted   funs,  from  diftant  fpheres,  pour  li- 
quid through  the  fmoke. 

Now,  now  on  fancy's  faily  wings  I  rife,  [air, 
Aw'd  and  confounded,  through  deep  wilds  of 
Millions  of  opening  wonders  ftrike  my  eyes. 
And  reafon's  finite  view  is  dazzled  here  1 
Globes  behind  globes  unnumberd  hence  ap- 
pear !  [mote. 
The  twinkling  ftars,  that  from  yon  earth  le- 
Seem  heaven-fet  gems,  and  fcatter  d  feeds  of 

day; 
Here  wid'ning  into  flaming  worlds,  'midfl  feas 

of  aither  float. 
And  o'er  blue  kingdoms  hold  a  fiery  fway. 
In  diftant  orbits,  round  each  reigning  ftar. 
Huge  earths   and  moons  their  circly  homage 

pay; 
Millions  of  counrlefs  miles  are  loft  between. 
And  fick'ning  thought  grows  tir'd  to  ftretch 
fo  far.  [fecn. 

How  vaft  the  concave  fpheres,  which  hence  are 
Th'    enormous   vaults   with    wheeling  worldi 
glow  round  : 
Rolling  fublime  they  Aide  oblique,  yet  none  their 
paths  confound ! 
A  thoufand  bright  crofj-currents  caufe  no  jars, 
Nor  one  the  others  progrefs  bars; 
Wide  round  their  central   worlds  of  fire  their  va- 
rious tour»  they  make  ; 
Yet  no  proud  planet  dares  his  line  forfakc ; 
Piircisl,  an  intercepted  ray  to  brsak. 
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They  talti  and  lend  by  turns  the  ftrcair.ing 
light. 
And  filcnt  form  in  folemn  round,  alternate  day 
and  night ; 
Yet  beauteous  as  this  heavenly  fabric  fhines. 
An  hour  fliall  come  when  it  mull  all  d^cay  ; 
"When  ftariing  man  from  midnight  Ikep  fhall  fee 
th'  incumbent  figns, 
That  time  is  fick,  and  nature  melts  away. 

Hark!  the  dilTolving  trumpet  roars !  thunders  o'er 
thunders  roll  ! 
A  trembling  angel  founds  th'  eternal  call  '. 
The  unbounded  notes  whirl  higher  and  higher, 
and  rend  my  fhiv'ring  foul! 
Echoing  from  world  to  world  they  burft  o'er  all; 
And  gathering  horrors,  cold  as  death,  in  fliHw'ry 
fhadows  fall ; 
The  confcious  planets  ftart  to  hear  the  found. 

And  from  their  orbits  bound  ; 
Now  void  of  motion,  and  depriv  d  of  force, 
Th'  arrefttd  fyftems  flop  at  once  their  courfe. 
The  languid  orbs,  grown  dim,  their  ihine  with- 
hold, 
And  night  creeps  o'er  them  in  a  deadly  ci>ld. 
The  guardian  angels  hear  the  alarming  blaft, 
And  from  their  feveral  llations  v.ing  their  way; 
Upward,   in  glittering   crowds,  they   tower  in 

haQe, 
And,  looking  back,  figh  fad  and  feel  the  day. 
Thin  troops  of  naked  ghofts,  long  ftript  of  clay, 
,   That,  wand'ring  'twix:  the  fpherc?,  admiring 
gaz'd. 
Start  in  loofe  flioals,  and  glide  like  mids  away  ; 
Gathering  above,  exptdling  and  amaz  d  ! 
Again  th'  intollnablc  found  I  hear! 
The  dreadful  fummons  tears  my  deafen'd  ear. 
The  trembling  air  unbracing  lct«  me  fall ; 
O,  fave  me  heaven  !  I  link  apace  to  yon  benighted 
bail. 

Hail,    doom'd  dominions !  hail,   my    native") 
clay !  ( 

O,  what  a  bleffing  here  were  vanifh'd  day  !     C 
Again,  what  rumbling  horror  burfts  its  way  ?  J 
Save  me,  my  God  ! — a  flood  of  fiafiiing  light 
Gleams  itsied  luftre  through  the  depth  of  night. 
The  poles  flart  fudden  from  the  frightful  hnjfft, 
And  earth's  fnap'd  axis  groaning  quits  its  trull. 
iSo  more  th'  ungravitated  globe  goes  round, 
Inward  convulfions  power  and  furm  confound, 
Wan  defolation  fades  her  cind  ry  cruft,      [Juft. 
And  adive  life  creeps  through   the  quick  ning 
Vales  aw'd  beneath  me  at  th'  impending  doom. 
In  billowy  heaving,  roll  upright  along  th'  in- 
cumbent gloom. 
Torn  from  their  root?,  the  groaning  forefls  lie, 
And  hills  leap  headlong  and  invade  the  iky  : 
Mankind  now,  firll  united,  join  in  prayer. 
Shrieks  from  a  thcufaud  kingdoms  rend  the  air. 
And  ghaflly  horror  ilalks  o'tr  all,  and  leads  on 
pale  defpair. 

See,  how  deftruifllve  flafiies  wind  their  way  1 
And  point  the  fellowing  thunder  where  to  rend. 
Mark  !  how  the  fpouttd  rivers  upward  .Iray, 
^nd  hifs  agaiail  the  light'inngs  which  defccnd 


Heaven !  how  the  falling  cities  burled  lie, 
Bntomb'd  in  their  proud  palaces  earth's  humbled 
monarchs  die.  [g'VC* 

See!  through  the   flafh'd  diftindlion,  fires  can 

Naked  crowds  who  wifh  to  live. 
Mix'd  in  ccnfufion,  to  the  mountains  run  ; 
Mountains   which  more    afraid    than  they  have 

their  own  flight  begun. 
And   rolling   o'er   the   fv/allow'd  tribe  bring  on 
the  fate  they  (bun. 
On  every  fide,  from  every  part, 
Dis'iointed  realms  afunder  ftart; 
Wide   gaping   clefts  earth's  inmoft   entrails"^^ 
ihow,  -  [below,  { 

And  from  th'  uprooted   mountain's  chafms  T 
Ur.prilon'd  feas  in  roaring  torrents  flow.         y 
Commiflion'd  ocean,  breaking  locfc,  difdains  his- 
crumbiing  bounds, 
And  hoarl'ely  climbing  o'erthe  rocky  mounds. 
Swallows  Pyrene's  fnowy  top,  and  Alpine  bar- 
riers drowns. 

Now  all  is  ocean  !  and  a  dreadful  blaft 
Burfts  from  beneath  and  f'.vells  it  to  the  Iky  I 
Torn  from    their   feats,    the    fea-tofs'd    hdU  are 
'gainft  each  other  dafti'd. 
And  bulging  on  the  foaming  furface  lie. 
On  floating  oaks  the  wond'ring  lion  rides, 
And  clings  majeftic  to  th'  unliable  feat ; 
The  elephant  bears  up  his  buoyant  fides. 
And  paws  the  groaning  waves  with  his  broad 

f-et. 
Th'  afl'embled  birds  in  clouds  fkim  low  in  air, 
Wind-ftiaken,  fcorch'd,  and  waih'd  by  driving 

rains ; 
In  circly  flight  (hrill  fcreams  their  woe  declare, 
Tc  find  no  remnant  of  their  fhcltry  plains. 
Dcep-fvvallow'd  earth,  meanwhile,  tiill  loos'n- 

ing  more, 
Lets  in  old  ocean  to  her  central  fires; 
Th'  aftonifii'd  deluge,  ne'er  fo  check'd  before. 
Shrinks  from  the  pain,  and  in  loud  roar  retires, 
Clofe  in  purfuit,  the  burfting  flanie  bretJcs  through 

th'  unufual  vent, 
O'ertakes  the  rolling  floods  flow  flight,  and  cHmb» 
th'  immenfe  extent. 
On  all  fides  now  the  fire-aflaulted  waves 
Feel  themfelves  boil,  and  curl  to  fhun  the  lieat ; 
A  night  of  ftr-am   climbs,  dark  and  broad,  froni 
their  voracious  graves ;  [meet. 

And  pliinging  whales,   which  no   cool  comforc 
Spout  the  hot   flood  to  heaven   in  rage,  and  the 
froath'd  billows  beat. 
Melting  within  earth's  fulph'ry  f  ilids  flow, 
Pierc'd  by  the  force  of  her  expanding  flame  ; 
Metals,  diffolv'd  in  blazing  lakes  below, 
*With  liquid  burnings  dafli  her  concave  frame. 
Vidlor  at  length  outburftsthe  flooding  fire. 
And  rolls  triumphant  o'er  the  beliow'ing  fea  ! 
Rivers  of  flaming  gold  in  fpouts  afpire. 
And  ftruggling  through  repugnant  ftornis  a  la« 
b'ling  paflage  free. 
As  when  from  furnaces  thick  fmoke  expires. 
And  towersin  inky  volumes  to  the  flcy  ;  [fpires, 
The   warring  wind  beat   dov.-n   th'  unyielding 
And  fprc^di  the  fabl;  eddies  broad  and  high. 
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So  rifing  hills  of  liquid  flame,  by  cov'ring  waves 
opprefs'd,  [ocean's  breaft ; 

in  glowing  whirlpools,  driving  round,  torment  the 
Furious  the  battl'ing  element  engage, 
And  twifting  hoftile  hifs  with  mutual  rage  ; 
Coated  with  fire  in  ftrong  and  rampant  tides, 
!Relu<5tant  ocean  leff  'ning  faft  fubfides ; 
Mix'd  with  the  melted  world  it  flames  all  round, 
^nd  feas  tbatdrowu'd  the  earth  themfelves  arc 
drown'd. 

How  low  proud  earth  are  all  thy  honours  laid  I 
Where  are  thy  late  contcfted  empires  found  ? 
"WTiere  the  big  boafts  of  arts  and  arms  difplay'd? 
Where  are  the  dreadful  pomps  which  hemm'd 
thee  round  ?  [mains  ? 

What  difference  now  'twixt  rich  and  poor  re- 
The  ruler's  fceptre  and  the  captive's  chainsj? 
"Where  lie  the  properties  of  boaftful  wealth  ? 
TDiflindion  and  degrees  now  clafli  no  more  ; 
Pale   ficknefs   here   flows  mix'd    with   ruddy 
health,  [before. 

"And  fcom  and  pity  now  unite,  which  never  join'd 
Melting  like  wax  thy  kindled  rocks  in  tow'ry 
flames  afpire. 
And  liquid  kingdoms  undulate  in  fire. 
From  the  fad  fight  tir'd  fancy  turn  thy  eye, 
See  what  amazing  changes  blot  the  llcy  ! 
Longer  and  louder  the  lafl  trumpets  found 
Rolls  its  encreafing  clangor  to  the  fun  ; 
The  flarting  fires  convolve,  and  backward  run, 
Struck  tothehearthe  darkens  and  decays,  [blaze ; 
And  flrongly  trembles  through  his  breadth  of 
As  when  in  living  man,  fome  fwift  furprife 
Chills  the  warm  region  of  his  beating  breaft, 
The  failing  members  feel  th'  oppreffion  rife. 
And  hang  of  force  and  motion  difpoffeft  : 
So  when  the  fov'reign  fun  forgets  his  care. 
Dependant  worlds  in  fympathetic  woe, 
Halt  in  their  courfe,  ind  fick'ning  with  dcfpair 

Their  vaft  etherial  rounds  forego, 
And  rolls  in  devious  mifchicf  down  the  air. 
Yoa  wat'ry  moon,  dilTolving  broad,  now  feems  Si 

duficy  flood, 
And  now  at  once,  O  horrid  change,  fhe  reddens 
into  blood  ! 

Wide  from  its  centre,  fee  th'  efcaping  fun, 
With  random  dread  revolves  his  loos'ning  fpires ; 
Cold  orbs  which  plac'd  remote  his  influence 

fhun, 
Kow  feel  th'  attrailion  of  his  bordering  fires, 
buck'd  to  his  burning  bread  averfe  they  flow. 
And  icy  regions  roar  to  meet  his  glow. 
Plung'd  in  embracing  froft  unquench'd  he  lies  ; 
And  the  thaw'd  clime  round  his  hot  convex  fries. 
Worlds  by  his  abfence  from  dcpendancc  freed, 
Scud  in  loofe  liberty  along  the  Iky  ; 
Wild  and  licencious  drive  with  headlong  fpced. 
Till  'gainft  fome  Ihoaly  eomet  bulg'd  they  lie : 
So  rebel  kingdoms  flruggling  to  be  free, 
Shun  regal  power  and  fplit  on  anarchy. 
Hee,  fee  where  blazing  orbs  in  fpheres  remote, 
Wrecks  of  loft  worlds  through  ftorms  of  xther 

float.  [high, 

With  fpiry  climb,  vaft  tongues  of  fire  ftretch'J 
la  dreadful  cone3  to  fweep  each  other  trv, 


While  ikies  between  flirlnk  Dp  and  Warp  tKe^f 

frame, 
As  crackling  bay-leaves  curl  in  circling  flkmc. 

Involv'd  at  length,  th'  attradled  planets  throng. 
And  burn  confounded  with  their  central  funs ; 

Tumbling  from  every  part  they  ftrike,  and  thun- 
d'ring  rend  along ! 
Th'  unhinging  Ihock  the  lift'ning  angels  ftuns. 
Worlds   againft  worlds,  with  clalhing  horror 

driv'n, 
Dafh  their  broad  ruins  to  the  throne  of  heav'n! 
Through  flaming  regions  of  the  burning  air, 
Down  rain  diftiliing  funs  in  liquid  rills, 
Mix'd  with  red  mountains  of  unmelted  fire  I 
Hifiing,  perplex'd,  with  fhowers  of  icy  hills,  [er ;  ' 

And  cat'radl  feas  that  roar  from  worlds  ftill  iiigh- 
Mingled,  like  driving  hail  they  pour  along. 
And  thund'ring  on  our  ruin'd  fyftem  fall; 
Flames  grappling  flames  combine  to  grow  more 

ftrong, 
And  in  wild  blaze  fwecp  boundlefs  over  all; 
One  fiery  deluge,  wafteful,  boils  below, 
And  crumbled  worlds  in  liquid  millions  flow. 

Th'  accomplifti'd  ruin  fleeps,  creation  dies ! 
And  untafk'd  angels  rove  o'er  empty  Ikies ! 
The  foft'ning  trumpet  breathes  harfh  ftrains  n« 
more;  [roar. 

But  in  funk  founds  grows  fweet  and  falls  'its 
Celeftial  voices  fwell  'twixt  warbling  notes. 
And  thrilling  joy  on  circly  rapture  floats  ! 
O'er  the  vaft  void  melodious  praifes  Row, 
And  lift'ning  fiends  from  the  red  lake  below, 
Hufh,  for  a  while,  the  creeping  flames  and 
half  fufpend  their  wo  ! 
But  while  in  deep  and  fix'd  attention  charm'd, 
Their  hungry  fouls  devour  the  blifsful  found. 
By  fudden  filence  ftruck,  they  ftart  alarm'd, 
And  mark  a  fad,  an  awful  ftilinefs  round  ! 
Confcious  of  coming  judgment,  dbwa  they  fink, 
Diving  by  thoufands  through  the  burning  lake  ; 
Calm  with  incumbent  dread  from    brink    to 

brink, 
Th'  unheaving  ocean  fcarce  is  feen  to  quake, 
Nor  fwells  one  daring  billow  up  in  fiery  foam  ts 
break ! 

From  fliore  to  ftiore,  wide  round  the  laky  flame, 
High-arching  heav'n  contracts  its  fpringy  frame. 
Broad  as  the  ruin  fpread?,  the  unmeafur'd  dome 
Tow'rs  in  full  compafs  o'er  the  wafte  below  I 
Affembling  angels  now  no  longer  roam, 
But  in  throng'd  radiance  gild  the  roofy  bow  y 
A  folemn  blatk  does  the  vaft  concave  line, 
Where  ftreaky  waves  of  rubied  rednefs  glow  ; 
'Twixt  their  loofe  curls,  white  beams  of  filv'ry 

fhine, 
Involv'd  with  rolling  tides  of  azure  flow  ! 
Currents  of  mingled  black,  red,  gold,  and  blue, 
In  glitt'ring  chafes  fport,  perplcx'd  and  wind  un- 

ceafing  through.  [darts, 

Stream'd  through  the  whole  a  quiv'ring  luftre 
Which,  as  bright  groups  of  angels  interpofc, 
A  twinkling  change  of  coloury  rays  imparts, 
An'1,  from  their  \\'in^<;  a  fao\V'ry  light'ning 

throw« ! 
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'  ?ar  sSove  all  througlrthe  dome'sop'ning  crown, 
Broad  as   a  world,  th'    Almighty's   eye  looks 
down  , 
Ulouds  of  deep  glory  fhadowing  round  his  keen 
refulgence  hide, 
And  dazzled  angeis  turn  their  eyes  afidc. 

Hark  !  what  tranfporting  majefty  of  found, 
3<i  folemn  fwcetnels  rolls  its  force  along  ? 
.Soft  and  yet  loud  it  leads  its  thunder  round, 
And  flrikes  chill  rev'rence  through  th'  angelic 
•      throng  1  [waken  death  ! 

*Tis  the    Eternal's  pow'rful  voice    that   calls  to 
And  refurredlion  waits  th'  Omnific  breath  !^ 
The  lake  groans  deep  !   the  labour  will  begin  ? 
O'er  its  broad  face  life-heaving  billows  curl ; 
y^nd  burning  bowels  fep'rate  flow  within. 
And  fmoky  clouds  expire  in  pitchy  whirl  '. 
Bodies  of  men  in  ages  long  fince  paft,       [forms 
■\Vhofe  wand'ring  duft  has  chang'd  a  thoufand 
Purg'd  by  the  boiling  fires  evaporate  fait, 
And  (learning  upward  rife  in  mifty  fwarms  ! 
Sexes  conjoin'd  in  (hoaly  atums  fwim. 
And  Tallying  loofc,  the  fiery  furface  ftim  ! 
Kings,  Haves,  and  patriots  undinguilh'd  flow, 
And  mount  entangled  from  the  gulf  below  1 
In  the  mid  air  difpers'd  unnumber'd  ways, 
Each  in  his  fellow's  fearch  inftintlive  ftrsys ! 
Circling  like  flaky  fhow'rs  or'  driving  fnow. 
Which  whirlwinds  into  mazy  wav'rings  blow. 
In  endlefs  intricacies  winding  through, 
A'oms  join  atoms  and  loft  forms  renew. 
With  fympathefic  cling  together  fly, 
And  limb'd  for  life  in  cumbrous  millions  lie  ! 

Cnce  more  fublime  th'  enJiv'ning  voice  I  hear ! 

"  Souls,  dcfcend  !  your  bodies  join." 
Sudden  thin  clouds  of  hov'ring  lives  appear. 
And  leaning  anxious  in  foft  fquadrons  iliine ! 
Loos'd  at  th'  Almighty's  word  diftiaca  they  fly, 
Swift  as  the  fight-beams  of  a  human  eye  I 
Ardent  with  longing  Ihoot  each  ftrikes  his  own. 
And  fmiles  to  fill  his  long-loft  home  again ; 
Bodies  fupine  by  ent'ring  breath  new-blown, 
Flafli  fudden  into  life  and  ftart  up  men ! 
.They  wake  !  they  pant !  they  try  their  limbs  ! 

they  gaae ! 
Loft  in  fliort  horror  and  fevere  amaze  ! 

Armies  unnumber'd  throng  th*^  etherial  fpace, 

ratfernal  Adam  views  «t  once  his  whole  colleded 
race. 

And  with  big  tears  for  confcious  woe  bedews  his 
reverend  face  : 
Parents  meet  children,  and  tranfported,  cling. 
Long-parted  friends  in  mutual  raptures  greet, 
Th^obliger  and  th'  oblig'd  together  fpring. 
And  trembling  traitors  injur'd  fov'reigns  meet! 
Caefar  on  Brutus  looks  ferenely  down. 
And  cloudy  Cato  ftalks  with  fullen  will. 
Glares  on  him  envious  with  inferior  frown, 

And  wonders  that  in  fpite  of  death  he  feels  him' 
conqu'ror  ftill ! 

>Iajeftic  in  the  folemn  front  of  Stuart's  injur'd  race, 
'1  he  kingly  martyr  rears  his  awful  brov/  ! 
yierc'd  by  tlw  force  of  his  forgiving  face, 


A  gloomy  hoft  of  back'ning  re'oeUtowl 
Andftar  too  late  that  fovereiga  pow'r  they  nevs? 

own'd  till  now ! 
^    Decrepit  age,  to  more  than  youth  rcftor'd. 
And  pining  ficknefs  freed  from  aching  pain, 
Exert  the  vigour  their  new  limbs  afford,  ^ 
And  move  tranfported  at  th'  apparent  gain 
Pale  murd'rers  meet  alive  whom  once  they  kill'cf. 
And  rulh  through  crowds  th'  alarming  fight  tcr 
fhun ; 
Ufurpers  fly  from  kings  whofe  thrones  they  fill'd,' 
And  loaded  with  their  guilt  unwieldy  run. 
Fancy,  thou  fail'ft  me  here !   I  feel  the  weak  1 
I  feel  thee  fink  beneath  th'  o'erpow'ring  weight! 
Aid  me,  O  Saviour '.  teach  my  foul  to  fpeak; 
Thron'd  on  thy  Father's  red  right  hand  in  all  thy 
dreadful  ftate ! 
Thou  feeft  the  humbTd  pride  of  nature  wait. 
Mankind  colledted  intolife,  the  lowly  and  thegrcatt 
And  thus  th'  eternal  doom  thou  Jpeak'ft,  the  fci>- 
teiice  of  their  fate  : 
«  Come,  my  bkft  remnant,  ye  feleded  few  ! 
"  Who  pradtls'd  but  the  obvious  good  ye  knew 
"  Who,  fafely  pointed  by  the  guide  within, 
"  Struggled  to  virtue  and  refifted  Cm; 
"   Who,  or  by  prophets  or  by  confcience  taught, 
"   Have  or  difcover'd  truth,  or  humbly  fought ;, 
"  Who  from  the  guilt  of  choice  have  ftill  livU 

free, 
"  Or  done  or  fuffer'd  for  my  name  and  me  ! 
"  Who  by  no  confcious  weight  deprcfs-'d  of  un- 
repented  fin, 
"  Feel  yourlelves  light  and  uncondemn'd  withiiJ, 
"  Rais'd  from    yon   dark  and  finking  crowd,  ia 
hcav'n's  high  thrones  afpire  ! 
"  Enter  with  me  to  joys  which  drown  defire  ; 
"  And  leave  th'  accurs'd  to-prove  by.  pain  eternity 
in  fire  1" 
'Tis  fpoke  :    and  lo !  th'  unroofing  arch   rends 
wide  ; 
Swift  defcends  a  radiant  tide  1 
An  opening  breadth  rolls  down  of  fparkling  day ;. 
And  like  a  fcroll  unfolds  huge  length  of  more 
than  milky  way ! 
They  go  !  th'  admitted  feints  tread  light  as  aip. 
They  mount  with  more  than  human  eyes,  and  ftcni 
the  ftreamy  glare  '. 
Bright  as  they  move  th'  encircling  angels  throng.^ 
Heard  hallelujahs  fhake  th'  inferior  fey  ! 
In  diftant  thrills  expiring  notes  prolong, 
And  with  tranfporting  fall  of  found  in  gradual 
foft'nings  die. 
See  :   through  the  portal,  how  attra<fted  day. 
Like  a  fwift  current's  fpiral  ebb  glides  after  'em 
away  ! 
Now  all  is  dark  and  difmal  as  yon  fcene ; 
Ah :  why  does  clofing  heaven  fo  foon  th'  entrancing 
profpeA  fcreen. 
What  does  beyond  thofe  glitt'ring  confines  lie  1 
And  why  no  room  till  death  makes  way  for  fuch 
a  wretch  as  I  ? 
Butmnrmur  not,  proud  thought!  if  heredtlay'd 
A  wand'ring  pilgrim  through  this  lif&'s  toU 
ihade, 
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I  muft  rot  yet  with  heav'nly  choirs  rejoice ; 
O  !  be  the  will  of  God,  not  mine,  obcy'd  i 
"Wait,  my  impatient  foul,  his  wifcr  choice  I 
Trufl  the  flrong  hand  by  which  thofe  worlds 

were  made. 
And  to  his  pleafure  tune  thy  willing  voice  I 
If  I  not  yet  fliakc  off  this  earthly  load, 
Sure  there  is  bus'nsfs  worth  my  life's  beft  aim  ; 
He  who  fubmits  to  tire  upon  the  road, 
Is  faintly  foul'd  or  travels  not  for  fame  ; 
For  mc,  fufSce  it  to  have  taught  my  mufe 
The  tuneful  triflings  of  our  tribe  to  fhun. 
And  rais'd  her  warmth  fuch  heav'nly  themes 

to  choofe, 
As  in  pafl  ages  her  beft  garlands  won, 
He  who  beyond  the  pow'r  of  man  could  write, 
AVould  ftill  fall  flicrt  of  him  who  acSled  well; 
To  flow  in  found  or  turn  a  period  right, 
Is  but  in  fairy  tow'rs  of  praife  to  dwdl  ! 
To  pardon  wrongs  and  benefits  requiie, 
Is  in  fubflantial  meaning  to  excel  1 
Why  arc  my  wifhes  bt;nt  beyond  my  power, 
But  to  provoke  my  fpeed  to  reach  that  goal, 
Whence  on  the  afflicted  I  may  comforts  ftiow'r, 
And  with  eas'd  pity  feaft  my  hungry  foul! 
13e   adtion,   then,   henceforth    my    life's   wide 

fphere, 
A  thouland  glorious  things  I  wifii  to  do  ; 
All  has  been  faid  that's  worth  a  wiie  man's  ear. 
But  much  may  be  pcrform'd  that's  greatly  new. 


CLEON  TO  LYCIDAS. 

A    TIME-riECE. 

The  Dale  not  marked  by  the  Painter. 

Faith  and  the  mufe  have  tir'd-     Twas  juft  ad- 

viee, 
Rlcill'd  Lycidas  1  that  check'd  too  hafty  praife. 
1  fhould  have  cool'd  pre-currence  into  paufc. 
And  weigh'd  the  public  voice  oppos'd  to  mine  : 
Then  had  I  found  the  future  in  the  paft  ; 
Kor  falfely  charg'd  contractions  puny  grafp 
With  compafs  it  concciv'd  not.  Share,  my  friend, 
In  pity  fhare  the  pain  my  foul  fuftains. 
To  find  fuch  hope  fo  faded.     Hope  too  rais'd 
To  ftoop  at  humble  felf :   Hope  wing'd  for  all. 
All  was  my  blaftcd  profpedt.     fond  furmife 
O'er-rated  and  out-ftretch'd  a  people's  biifs. 

Bid  throb  the  niufc's  pulfe — for  thy  fweet  call. 
What  mufe  uncharm'd  can  hear  i — Bid  bum  the 

brow 
Vindidlive  and  appeal  due  fatirc's  frown. 
Due  to  the  ftagg'rers  that  made  drunk  by  pow'r, 
Forget  pad  thirft'sdry  promife;  and  prefuiiie, 
Dark  dreamers  '.  that  the  world  forget?  it  tuo. 
Bid  the  pried  poet  confecratc  the  rage 
i)l  a  v.Tong'd  nation's  curfes.     Rage  at  zeal 
From  ranc'rous  gall,  hot  envy's  acrid  hell  I 
Long  under  cioak  of  patriot  femblance  hid, 
Guileful  to  lurk  in  wait,  till  av'rice  fnapt 
Corruption's  watch'd-for  lure  :  then,  of!' at  once 
rlew  wide  th'  obftrudlive  virtue.  Veil'd  no  more, 
Scramblers  in  broad  expofurc'sbluflilcfs;  brawn, 
Light  from  tlig  Cuft,  li«k'd  projBC  tU'   admililve 

gold, 


Deep-ftain'd  with  catik'ry  ordure.  I.atnlicntiiaveiT 
Fiend-cloven  tongues  !  grac'd  once   to  iliame  be- 
lief : 
And  make  diftruft  feem  virtue  ! — yet,  vain  truth  I 
No  fooner  hears  the  mufe  her  poet's  call, 
Than  venal  calumny  whets  every  fling. 
To  wound  his  honelt  purpofe.     Public  fenfe 
With  her  is  private  feeling  :  Satire's  frown 
Mean  warmth  from  difappointment.     Spurn  the 

hag  : 
Or  let  her  err  negleded.     Perifh  warmth, 
That  a(9:s,  or  wills,  or  thinks  from  partial  pique, 
Unfaithful  to  its  feemings  I  Self  avaunt ! 
Self  is  beneath  refentment ;  nor  defcends 
The  mufe  to  note  fuch  wafte  of  wild  impute. 

Unperfoiial  the  cheeks  indignant  glow. 
That  bhifhes  but  for  others.     Fall  difgrace 
On  ears  of  daftard  ftart  that  dare  not  hear  : 
Or  tongues  that  dare  not  own  truth's  boldefl  call ! 
Fall  even  contempt  on  worth,  where  fac'd  for 

fcorn, 
Tort  of  revulfive  brow  bids  pride  with-hold 
Thy  fmile,  cheap  gratitude!  which  craft's  low  guile 
Oft  lends  the  beggar'd  heart  that  wants  within. 
Shame  on  the  painful  ftretch  that  racks  the  great ! 
Needlefs  cxtenfion  1   dignity  like  light, 
Dwells  in  jtfelf,  difplayer,  undlfplay'd. 
How  have  I  feen  the  native  com  tier  fliine  ! 
Warp'd  to  no  four  fublime, enchant  men's  eyes; 
Charm  drefs'd  in  eafy  honour's  eiHuent  air, 
Fill  out  diftin<5tion's  voids  without  pomp's  aid. 
Strike  in  defcending  ;  and  attradl  fupreme  ! 

Oh  tliou  !   to  whom  iofc  Anna's  evening  ray 
Ow'd  love'.i  allcgiant  luftre  :  flame  of  joy. 
Wit,  genius,  tide  of  art,  whence  letter'd  hope 
Drew  depth  to  fail  uiigrounded.     Soul  of  tafte  ? 
Shade  without  chill  1  foft'ning  fuperior  height 
With  accefs  and  urbanity  1 — what  need 
Thy  name  here  added  ?  Day's  meridian  blaze 
Marks  the  known  hour  untold. —  O  fay,  befl  judge. 
Thou,  who  fo  nobly  trod'ft  th'  illuftrious  fteep. 
Oft  clouded  fmce  thou  left'ft  it ! — rTeach  th'  un- 
taught. 
Why  are  the  rais'd  look'd  up  to  ? — 'Tis  to  try 
Their  claim  to  fit  fo  mounted.     TIs  to  taffc 
Their  ftrcngth  to  lift  low  climbers.     Down  proud 
fnaiis  [ex^'ofe  ! 

That  criiwl'd   too  high,  your  flime  track'd  (1iell» 
Out  with  thefc  fnifffi  in  blaze  that  ftine  to  ftink  1 
What  have  the  lame  to  do  with  wreftlcr's  toils  i 
'TIs  impudence  tliat  j^rompts  deformity 
To  prink  itfelf  like  beauty.     Want  of  light 
Were  flatt'ry  to  the  ugly.     Drag  'em  out. 
And  leave  'em  in  the  eye  of  Icorn  impaird. 

Thcfe  are  the  minds  that  diiiavow  the  mufe  I 
Dead  to  the  formful  glow  that  figures  thought, 
Blots  low  fenfation  from  the  wid'i  ing  lieart ; 
Lends  an  elaftic  nerve  to  every  fc:.fe;  • 

FuHies  exerted  virtue  into  adt ; 
Feel?  for  a  world  cmbrac'd,  and  warrns  mankind. 
—  Nothing  of  this,  poor  fouls,  diflurbs  thtir  calm. 
Clofing  tht-ir  tortois'd  lump  of  cold  content ; 
Diftant,  perhaps,  tluy  hear  the  pcct  s  name  ; 
Lefs  probably,  fomcunies  pcihr.ps,  half  deign 
I'o  tu;a  ;h'  VQtafl-cd  page ;  there,  lumb'ring  on^ 


Find  nothinpj  in  the  nobleft  verfe  but  rhyme  : 
And  equal  Diirfey's  froft  to  Dryden's  fire  ! 
Sleep,  genius  fleep — the  times  invite  rcpofe. 
No  fource  of  all  Britannia's  filv'ry  dreams,      _ 
Shall  feed  hope's   with'ring  root,  where  hearts 

thus  dry, 
Have  drunk  like  fponges  fortune's  ponded  fwell; 
And  o'er  th'  unnioiftcn'd  virtues  ftiake  no  drop, 

O  Lycidas !  how  climbing  zeal  will  lie  ! 
Come  help  me  to  deplore  thofe  blullring  gales, 
Whofc  ventilative  heave  pufF'd  out  their  void, 
With  fhows  of  airy  ardour.     Till  up-driv'n 
O'er  fkreerful   clouds,    there   buril   the   bubbly 

forms  I 
There  flirunk  their  fatiate  bulk  to  tracklefs  hufli ! 
Speak  ye  forgotten  graces,  if  unfworn 
To  hold  dumb  diftance,  round  the  feats  of  power, 
And  rev'rence  unapproaching  ftep  more  near  : 
Ufltarnifla  thofe  bald  ftars;   tell  'em,  their  lights 
Were  lent  to  be  rcfledled.     Every  mufe. 
By  ev'ry  art  attended,  fighing,  prone. 
Complains  of  interception.     Each  in  vain 
Invokes  one  beam  ;  but  pines  in  ftiiv'ring  fliade. 

Why,  Lycidas,  were  ends  and  means  misjoin'd  ? 
Why  am  I  born  to  pain  for  pity  will'd  ?  [heart. 
Why  choofe  the  God,  that  charm'd  thy  widening 
To  curb  thy  Ihorten'd  hand,  and  prefs  down  fire  ? 
What  fnall  we  fay,  to  touch  thefe  fons  of  noife 
With  fcnfe,  how  boldly  death  difleifts  their  name  ? 
What  fliall  we  do  to  break  th'  imperious  bhnds, 
That  rife  'tv/ixt  power  and  tafte,  to  pierce  their 
mift  ?  [form  ? 

And  teach  th'  incumbent  reeks,  what  clouds  they 
How  fliall  a  notelefs,  namelefs,  filent,  friend. 
To  thought's  obfcuretetre.its,  unnerv'd  like  me, 
By  dignity's  bold  brace,  or  fame's  f.lt  fpring, 
Shake  thofe   clofe  groves  of  ftate,  whence  kings 
catch  gloom  .'  [wifli'd. 

Oh,  were  their  reach  but  thine  !  or  lot  more 
Happier  and  fafer,  moft  remote  from  thrones  1 
O^  were  thy  will  but  theirs ! — Then,  Lycidas, 
No  felfexpofing  halt,  in  plac6  pofTefs'd, 
Wou'd  fli.-ime  remember'd  fweep  to  diftant  hope, 
Corredtive  carewou'dchange  what  once  it  charg'd. 
Watchful  difcernment  feize  unlhould'ring  worth, 
That  crowds  not  into  notice.     Talle  wou'J  dare 
Feel  uninfus'd  dillindion  ;  take  no  cue 
From  int'refta  venal  nod — lefs  wait  for  prayer. 
From  virtue's  balhful  pang,  or  art's  dnmb  claim. 
For  excellence  hugs  clofc  her  modeft  veil, 
But  (adively  inquifuive  for  woe, 
For  wit's  guefs'd  wanrs,  for  forrow's  cover'd  tear, 
For  pains,  wrongs,  penury  of  every  good, 
With-held  by  every  evil)  drag  back  weight,^ 
That  holds  down  worth   dcprel's'd, — and  bid  It 

So  cou'd  my  verfe,  ah  !  frnidefs  dream,  inipire 
Then  fliou'd  I  feel  1  breathe,  nor  life's  dim  track 
Touch'd  languid,  lofe  each  footflep's  feeble  mark, 
4iVnd  leave  no  ftreak  on  time  to  note  my  name. 
— Bnthufh,  vain  ftruggler,  bid  thy  breail  comrad, 
And  fatisfy  with  will  thy  pow'rlefs  foul. 
How  fbou'd  fuch  lot  be   mine,  who  drink  wit's 

dregs 
In  defarts,  where  fedudlion's  drowth  has  chok'd, 
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With  venal  dull,  Caftalia's  dwindled  rill ! 
How  (hall  I  raife  my  voice  till  greatnefs  hears  ? 

Write,  fays  the  whifp'ring  inipulie,  that  affume* 
Ambition's  airielt  hope,  yet  hates  her  name. 
Write,  but  be  read.     Write  rugged  truth,  untun'd 
To  flatt'ry's  dulcid  lentor,  roughly  loud. 
As  when  the  laft  heard  call  (had  wake  the  dead. 
Court  foiue  kind  angel's  aid  to  voice  thy  theme. 
Alas!  no  angel  dwells  where  avarice  reigns. — 
Oh  I  for  fome  hoarfe  Teutonic  note  more  (tern 
Than  Runic  bard,  o'er  hoftile  fcalp  e'er  fung. 
When  V/odcn's  hall  refounded  to  his  clang. 
Then  (hould  fatiric  fervor,  (harply  flrong, 
Roar  like  the  mufes'abuU,  till  the  wak'd  nine 
Concurr'd  in  frightful  confort;  while  intenfe. 
Up  the  deep  cliffs  of  Pindus'  pathlefs  brow. 
Rumbling,  I  roU'd  my  tumbril  theme  along. 

Wrong  not  by  numbers  tun'd  to  concord's  (hell. 
The  brawl-devoted  tafte  that  tans  thy  times. 
Softnefsbe  opera's  claim  :  be  (harpnefs  thine. 
Softncfb  in  I'atire  afks  good  fenfe  in  guilt : 
'Twere   loft   on  power's  blind  puddlers.     Wit's - 

light  gnat. 
Humming  its  courteous  buz,  is  brufli'd  from  note. 
Her  wal'p,  clofe-faft'ning,  bids  th'  unlift'ner  feel. 
Sting  then,  and  force  from  pain  what  pride  with- 

'  holds. 
So  fliall  thy  verfe  at  leaft  out-foar  contempt ; 
And  lend  diftafte  difcernment. — Touch  no  praife. 
'  ris  idol  facrifice  to  gods  of  (ione.  [friend. 

Praife    has  but    one   pleas'd   reader,   fcarce  one 
Satire  can  fqueeze  kind  looks  from  bitt'reft  gall. 
Loofen  the  reins  to  fpleen,  cries  angry  truth; 
Where  phlegmful  fogs  diftil  their  lazy  damp 
'Tis  wholefome  to  be  mad.   Nor  paufe  for  thought; 
Who  that  but  fees  or  hears  needs  think  for  fame. 
Born  to  no  paft'ral  plain's  romantic  range. 
Calm  and  cool-fann'd  by  reafon's  temp'rate  gale, 
Feel  that  thou  breath'ft  in  pafTion's  hazieft  fen, 
Contagious  air  by  feniual  funs  intlam'd  : 
VVherc  carnate  emulation,  ftript  of  mind, 
Glows  mufcularly  ftrong  :   where  licenfe  reigns 
Uncurb'd  by  law's  reftraint:  where  youth's  fed  Gre 
Bids  bafliful  diffidence  of  I'elf  be  bold. 
Where  not  to  rev'rence  ij  to  know  mankind  : 
Where  difrefpecft  is  eafe,  noife  tafte  in  life, 
And  modefty  low  breeding  :  wh<rre  defcent 
Drives  literally  downward  ;  till,  behold  : 
Yon  coachman's  copy'd  foul  propels  the  peer. 
And  dim-icar  flouchers  (bine  by  glare  of  fliamc, 
Downcaft  decorum  fwelis  the  public  laugh. 
Judgments  and  views  run  backward.  Nature  nods. 
Ends  but  fucceed  as  means  prepoft'rous  err. 
Malice  grows  faft,  water'd  by  pity's  tear; 
And  fadlions  but  contend  for  rank  in  wrot}g. 
Up  from  rhyme's  popy'd  vale,  afcend  fame's 
hill: 
Soft  to  the  foft,  thy  theme  be  tempeft — on. 
Write  with  a  whirlwind's  fury.     Snatch  the  God, 
That  thunders  in  blank  verfe  to  ride  thy  florm. 
So  may   they  hear  though    cricket   flakes  were 

pitch'd ; 
Though  the  won  plate's  broad  triumph  fhook  the 
field;  [rint:s; 

Though  cccVs  hardrGonquVIng  crow  to  fliouting 
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Or  Briton's  coarfe  debates  oi.t-qiiarrel  Rome's. 
— Mufe,  1  begin  !   Afllll  with  all  your  fail 
Ye  profe-inflating  hawks  of  Helicon  ? 
Lend  me  yourwing's  wide  ftretch  toaidmy  fweep? 
Come,  let  the  foul  of  freedom's  reinlefs  power, 
Vaft  and  unconfcious  of  conftraint  infpire  I 
Wild  let  her  lift  me  from  the  lawns  of  fong, 
Mufic's    hedg'd    boundlets,  mem'ry's    meafur'd 

meads, 
"Where  rhyme-trac'd  cadence  in  harmonious  clofc, 
Rivets  recorded  fenfe,  and  pins  down  thought. 
Light  and  difrob'd  of  foftncfs  let  her  drive, 
Loofe  to  the  voids  of  fancy's  viewlefs  fcope  ; 
Vague  and  unfiiap'd,  and  pathlefs  as  the  air. 

What  (hall  be  fung,  ye  fons  of  vaftnefs  fay  ? 
What  fubjedl,  fadly  foundful  like  the  rufli    [roar  ? 
Of  hoarfe  broad  cat'raiSts,  fhall   blank    numbers 

Shall  it  be  forrow's  energetic  phint, 
That  groans  away  the  fun,  and  lends  new  gloom 
To  midnight's  mournful  umbrage  ?     Tira'd   too 

well, 
Tdo  lately  Albion's  boreal  waftes  had  wept 
The  fuited  theme ;  when  tears  from  raih  revolt 
Walh'd  ruthlefs  prifi.ns  ;  when  th'  accefslefs  wilds 
Of  bleak-brow'd   mountains  ihriek'd  with   vocal 

woe ; 
Mothers  and  orphan's  cries!  whom  famine  found, 
"Where  only  famine  cou'd.     Defpair's  pale  tribe, 
Weeping  in  death's  chill  grafp,  their  own  unfek, 
S'jmepaft  or  future  face  of  friend  more  dear. 
Why  (hou'd  the  gen'rous  mufe  infult  the  fall'n  ? 
Why  not  deplore  the  pangs  of  hoftile  pain  ? 
Juft  if  they  thought  their  caufe  their  crime  feem'd 

faith. 
Guiltlefs  in  will  by  tafte  involv'd  in  wrong, 
From  educative  cuftom's  devious  warp, 
Spare  the  perfifting blind;   unhoping  grace; 
Truftlefs  of  regal  virtues  ;  erring  on 
From  doubt  of  mercy.     For,  alas  !   no  voice 
Of  truth  in  defarts  heard  had  taught  'em  kings, 
Who  laft  can  fear  offence,  can  firft  forgive. 
Paint  then  their  pity'd  anguifh  :  nobly  feel, 
To  make  fublimely  felt  this  brave  man's  tell  : 
That  hearts,  unftiaken  by  refifter's  rage, 
Are  conquer'd  by  their  forrow. — Vain  attempt ! 
Spread  the  fonorous  wing  for  flights  of  joy. 
Sorrow  renounces  latitude  of  range  :         [chain'd, 
Dwells  in  confinement's  cive  ;  where  thbught  fits 
Mufes  are  ftiunn'd  ;  and  horror's  winking  lamp, 
<jhaftlying  night's  ebon  eye,  fees  woes  on  woes, 
Tear  following  tear,  figh  echoing  figh  combin'd, 
Move  in  clofe  confonance  of  fill'ring  found. 

Shall  it  be  love,  foft  whifp'ring  out  the  foul 
from  its  own  manfion,  tenderly  exhal'd 
To  reach  fome  fweeter  felf  ?  No  :  dare  not  touch 
That  theme,  'tis  facred  to  the  rights  of  rhyme, 
Union  will  ne'er  by  diflbnance  be  fung. 
Love's  links  are  married  couplets  !  hand  m  hand 
The  willing  yoke-mates  (hare  confederate  fall  : 
Soft  as  the  zephyr  Ikinis  the  dew-drop'd  rofe. 
—But  even  had  rhyme  confpir'd  to   tempt — for- 
bear. 
Awful  refign  a  wfeath  more  nobly  won, 
i>ai:it  John,  his  country's  boaft,  his  country's.crIme, 
Wkcu  courts  ac  leil'uie  leXi  hi»  yoUih  to  love. 


Saint  John,  the  mufe's  lord,  thi?  theme  once  fucc  • 
Sung  it  in  verfe  more  foft  than  beauty's  eye  : 
More  ftrong  than  her  attraSion  !   Almahide, 
Immortal  Almahide!   by  Saint  John  lives. 
Who  fhall  attempt  to  touch  the  theme  he  chofe  ? 
He  who  was  voic'd  by  mufic;  micn'd  by  love  1 
He  who  by  turns  has  every  mufe  poflefs'd, 
And  every  art  protected  :   Every  grace 
Through  every  fortune  led---Suprc<ne  in  all. 
St.    John !   whom  woman  wilh'd,  man  envied  ; 
realms  [hate ! 

Made  war  on ;  yet  whom  rone  found  power  to 

Nor  grief  thy  theme  nor  love.  What  choice  re- 
mains ? 
Shall  it  be  death's  grim  wafte,  war's  field  of  fire  ? 
Aptlier  the  fubjeft  would  have  warm'd  our  ifie, 
When  England's  fun  fliot  wide  th'  irradiate  flame  1 

O  f  her  fam'd  Edward's  day-dawn Yet  who  knows,-\ 

But  at  fome  far  thrown  moment,  whit'ningbroad^. 
Some  light  new  rifmg  may  (perhaps)  once  more 
Off-roll  the  fuilen  ibade  that  gloom?  our  fame. 
Rekindling  fenfe  of  martial  fire  may  glow, 
Tiil  the  rous'd  nation  blazes.     Thru  the  fons 
Of  fires  unfkiii'd  to  think  defeat  no  ftiame. 
Starting  to  deilin'd  vengeance,  the  firuck  drum 
No  more  fhall  bid  the  form-drelVd  foldier  fleep  : 
Bu:  roil  its  deepening  bals  to  wake  due  death  ; 
Then  too,  no  more  the  trumpets  clang'ry  fhrill^ 
Fright'ning  the  opera  dame,  fhall  to  her  ear 
Call  her  affedlcd  hand ,  and  fliut  out  claim 
To  promife  of  a  fon  like  him  (he  loves. 

Hail  the  wiQi'd  wonder  :  give  him  birth,  O  time ! 
And  into  fame's  rough  ocean  launch  his  name.' 
But  when  he  rifei  bid  him  hate  nn  mufe. 
Fan  his  impatient  blaze  to  letter'd  love. 
Pour  the  enthuf;art  fervour  through  his  ear. 
That  fir'd  the  conqu'ring  Ammon's  thirfty  foul — 
Born  for  the  poet's  praife,  teach  him  to  know. 
That  war's  witig'd  bolt  by  love  of  verfe  impell'd,* 
Burfts  every  bar  to  glory.     Verfe  to  war 
Lends  atdcur  :  war  to  verfe  new  warmth  inipartii 
So  join'd  that  never  hero  reach  renown, 
Or  reach 'd,  ne'er  held;  who  wrong'd  the  mufes 
claim. 

Oh  what  ye  Gothic  renders  of  the  ear  [ 
Ye  blank  verfe  burfters  of  Pierian  bars  ! 
Strong  beyond  chaining  comet;  fwerves  of  thought? 
Giant  furmounters  of  wit's  loftieft  Alps  ' 
Ye  hurlers  of  profe  rocks  at  mufic's  heaven  I 
What  fhall  defer ve  the  dread  your  thunder  bears? 

Facftion  deferves  and  claims  it :  cries  a  howl, 
That  paints  th'attentive  foul— Come  learn  her  laws. 
Give  to  the  deity  that  fhakes  down  thrones, 
Th'  allegiance  of  thy  mufe.   Blank  verfe  be  mine. 
Guidelels  and  boundlefs  in  afpiring  grafp. 
And  frownful  in  majeftic  fullennefs, 
Her  mufic  dwells  in  murmur.    Let  her  growl 
For  faftion  :   taftc  her  luft  of  loud  comiiUint, 
And  hang  on  empire's  wheels  the  diag  of  hate. 
Range  fafe  beneath  her  ftandard  :  mark  its  fweep! . 
Unfurling  into  length,  the  dreadful  wave    [fliade  ! 
Sees  earth's  chill'd  kingdoms  fhake   beneath    its 
Kneel  and  be  her's  :  enroll  thy  name — and  rail. 

Thou  ftart'Il :— alaj,  for  verfe  that  dares  not 
tail; 
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What  carfft  thou  hope  from  praife  ?  it  wounds  no 
name.  [hoards 

Art  thou   to    learn  thou   liv'ft  whc^e   greatncfs 
Regard,  to  bribe  repugnance  ?  o'er  affur'd, 
And  cheaply  negligent  of  zeal  inclin'd. 
So  muft  it  he  where  party's  billowy  furge 
Bids  wave  pufti  wave  from  power.   There  fcience 

fleeps. 
Uproar  and  conteft  reign.     Deep  to  the  root. 
Pain-trod  FarnafTus  {hakes;  and  each  fap'd  fprig 
That  green'd  the  mufe's  grove  finds  dry  <iecay. 
While  pelted  into  fright,  or  laugh'd  to  fpleen, 
iDeaf  minifterial  ears  abforb'd  in  fret ; 
Or  dirtily  engrofs'd  by  craft's  low  buzz, 
Tafte  not  the  calm  furveys  of  leifure's  range  : 
Share  no  deHght  in  fong  ;  nor  woo  nor  weigh 
The  power  that  dwells  in  gea'rous  praife,  to  guide 
A  nation's  doubtful  heart  to  find  her  friend, 
.    Wafte  not  the  warmth  of  verfe  on  things  like 

thefe. 
Or  ftain  their  mem'ry  with  effacelefs  gall. 
Yet  fince  fometimes  in  power's  obfcurelt  night, 
Through  fably  jet  pale  threads  of  white  may  i'art, 
Should  vice  (hame  one,  to  virtue  lend  him  light. 
Fadtion,  that  loves  no  truth,  muft  own  this  one, 
That  never  friend  to  verfe  malign'd  the  juft. 
Virtues,  however  thanhlefs,  forc'd  or  few, 
Compel  the  poet's  praife — But  would  thy  fong 
Wake  thefe  fublimc  infolvents  into  fenfe 
Of  what  they  owe  attachment  ?  Let  it  raiL 
Rail  horrible  :  in  accents  like  their  own 
When  envy's  acrimonious  rage  impells 
DetradlioM's  venal  infult.     Nerve  in  founds 
Like  thunder's  gath'ring  menace,  the  rais'd  arm 
Of  oppofition's  onfet.     Tell  the  prefs 
Where  public  plunder  bawds  for  private  thrift ; 
Where  grandeur  holds  a  ftalking  horfe  to  Ihame, 
And  fcreens  guilt's  aim  at  honefty.     Why  laws 
Bent  and  rebsnt  like  wire,  crack  ftiorr,ftart  wide, 
And  wt»h  two  ends  bind  nothing.     Tell  whofe 

thirft 
By  tafte  unguided  fnaps  at  bubbly  froth, 
And  leaves  the  fapid  depth  untouch'd  below  : 
Teach  where  bought  ftrength  wsw  weaknefs,  wif- 

dom  craft. 
And  infamy  long  due  where  chance  gave  joy. 

Begin,  defcribe,  difcolour.   Spread  abroad 
Sedition's  fluid  taints,  and  ftain  a  ftate. 
So  fball  attradled  notice  deign  regard. 
And  flander  fnatch  the  per<]uifite  of  praife. 
Such  are  the  fafles  of  oHice  !  fuch  the  fouls 
That  a<3uate  half  the  mighty  1   Note  it,  you 
Who  rev'rence  hi  eh  diftindlion.  This  unmark'd, 
Hope's  empty  I'well  plumes  broad  her  feathery 

creft  : 
But  bald  in  difappointment,  frights  belief, 
Court  crocodiles  arc  fcal'd  :  they  feel  no  tweak. 
He  who  would  wake  muft  wound  :  feen  danger 

ftrikes 
More  forcibly  than  all  thy  pathos,  wit '. 

Say,  Tacitus, — thy  fKili  the  fecret  found  : 
In  what  ftatc-fcale  five  hundred  infults  pois'd, 
Wtigh'd  down  five  hundred  thanks  in  grateful 

gold. 
Dream  not  thy  Roman's  genius  mov'd  fach  boon : 
Vol.  YIII. 


Not  h:s  fam'd  father's  rift'ries  ten  times  won, 
And  t6  thy  claim  traiisferr'd  had  tliere  fo  cliarm'd,. 
Oh  power  of  prompt  reproach  to  rafp  reward  ; 
.'Vnd  flafii  conception's  fire  from  flint  moll  cold^ 
Call  it  not  bounty  :  blaft  it  angry  mufe  ; 
And  from  the  fame  of  Albion  blot  tliat  tale. 
Th'  embitter'd  hand  of  calumny  bows  down 
The  heart;  its  gall  corrodes,  to  fnijle  througli 

wrongs, 
And  pay  compell'd  refpecfi  to  dreaded  fcorn  : 
While  on  the  candid  courtfliip  of  the  kind,- 
Nofoft'ring  glance  defcends  ! — untott'ring  power 
Takes  compliment  as  tribute.     Over-cramm'd 
With  felf,  and  furfeicing  on  brief  fuccefs. 
The  narrow-compafi'd  heart  wants  room  for  tafte. 
—Or  grant  fome  glimm'ry  ray  give  light  to  guefs 
Th'  effedl  of  fkill'd  applaufe  :  what  thence  refulti 
But  infolent  contempt  of  aid  unfought  ? 
The  bufy  breaft  that  pants  in  poft  hard  held. 
Wants  leifure  to  be  grateful :  '  Fis  the  talk 
Of  grandeur  in  difgrace  to  thank  a  friend. 

So  fpoke  th*  inurbane  voice.  The  mufe  figh'd  fadf 
Paus'd  long,  withheld  confent ;  and  thus  reply.'d  : 
Fadlion  is  fam'd  for  falfehood- — If  flie  now^  „• 
Hints  truth,  'tis  infamy  too  poor  for  verfe  : 
Leave  it  to  profe-tongu'd  party's  cool  difplay— — 
Nor  love  the  nieafures ;  nor  malign  the  men. .: 
Grant  imag'd  worth  by  erring  fancy  furm'd, 
Ideal  as  the  dreamer's  empty  grafp, 
Who  fufFers  but  the  fhown  ?  unmaflc'd  and  found ! 
What  has  niiftaken  candour  loft  but  faith  .' 

When  mifcomputing  their  unfounded  fwell, 
Deep'ning  proud  [hallows  thou  o'er-rat'ft  defign,(T 
And  wrong'ft  the  guiltlefs  by  refpecSl  undue, 
Blulh  and  be  dumb  :  repent;  and  fin  no  m.Qigf^-if 
Where,  r.rrogant  in  virtue,  confcious  claim 
l.,ooks  cold  on  praife  confign'J  to  lenghth'ning 

time,  :       ' 

Or  tininfpir'd  to  judge,  reads  flat  :  nor  finds      ■ 
Diftindlion  'twixt  the  bellman's  power  and  thine, 
Srnile  and  forgive  the  blind  :  but  ftili  be  juft. 
Still  be  the  woith  tliy  theme  :  the  tafte  thy  fcorn, 

And  thou,  fled  foul  of  Pope  1  difrob'd  from  diift,   • 
And  in  that  duft  depofing  each  faint  ftain 
That  fpeck'd, while  here,  thy  part  divine  with  man! 
If  from  that  fourceof  truth  where  now  thou  ftiin'ftj 
Spirits  like  thine  look  down  and  love  it  ftill ; 
Hear  and  atteft.  Sarcaftic  as  thou  waft,  v 

All  fcorn  of  fiatt'ry  fleeps  not  in  thy  gravfe. 
There  lives  who  dares  affert  the  poet's  fire, 
Undimm'd  by  venal  fmokc.  Who  boaft  no  ninfe  : 
Yet  owns  the  rights  of  all ;  and  loves  their  fame. 
Who  from  retreat's  fafe  depth  feelsvirtue's  woiirfia«; 
Adopts  til'  inipropriate  pang,  and  flies  from  relL 
Who  from  tJie  fummit  point  of  fortune's  ipire  " 
There  could  his  fate  ftand  rais'd,  would,  touch'd 
as  now,  ■'•  ^ 

Bow  proftrate  as  the  worm  to  hairl  the-wrong'd  ; 
Then  greateft  when  moft  lefien'd  by  falfe  feah, 
From  envy's  mifcreant  arts,  and  ftripp'd  of  name! 

And  you,  whoie'er  you  are,  where'er  you  pin'eT, 
Who  glow  perhaps  uuniark'd,  perhaps  o'erlotik'dj 
Perhaps  untafted  by  fublime  defed  v 

Of  dignity  in  fenfe  ;  which  kings  may  want, 
But  none  'nildft  all  his  titles  can  beftow  ; 
'  3  A 
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6ricve  not  to  fecm  too  little  to  the  great. 
What  lofe  the  gen'rous,  who  profufely  wade 
On  hjgh-plac'd  weaknefs  all  the  mufe's  ftrength  i 
Shines  the  fun  faintlier  for  thofe  beams  he  jiours. 
Vain  and  unrhank'd  to  warm  th'  infenfate  rock  ? 
Tell  the  big  blanks,  that  he  who  courts  negleft, 
And  loves  to  praife  unjiaid,  is  paid  within. 
Is  greater  than  the  grtat :  pities  their  fcorn ; 
And  bids  their  merit  life  by  verle  they  wrong'd. 

THE  EXCURSION  OF  FANCY : 

A  PINDARIC  OOt, 

And  why  ye  empty  names  of  things  unfound  ! 
Ve  almoft  (hadows  e'en  of  found  ! 
Fame,  glory,  fortune,  fate,  and  all  the  fairy  fancy 
round  : 
Or  rather  would  ye  but  vruchfafe  to  tell 
The  caufe  of  ills,  ye  know  too  well ; 
Say,  ye  proud  tracers  of  difdainful  fiate; 
Who  buy  diftin<ftion  at  the  world's  low  rate  ! 

Ye  mean  afpirers  to  be  great. 
By  aims  which  earth-born   hopes,  not  heavenly 
truths,  create  ! 
"Why  mult  the  facred  fpring  of  honour's  flood, 
Be  u«'d  to  rince  the  dufty  robes  of  pride, 
With  blood  and  purple  doubly  dy'd  ? 
Why  foully  trampled  in  by  wealth's  bold  feet? 
Why  there  muft  lep'rous  vices  meet  ? 
And  why  mull  poverty,  however  fweet. 
And  naked  innocence  unftain'd  and  neat, 
je  rudely  driv'n  away:  or  terribly  withftiod. 

By  giant  forms !  chimeras  ftain'd  with  blood  ! 
Who  dreadful  ftalk  about,  within — and  raife  th' 
uncleanly  mud  ? 

Say,  coward  learning  !  long,  too  long  mifled  I 
If  yet  thou  dar'ft  eredt  thy  dizzy  head  ! 

And  art  not  yet  heart-conquer'd  ijuitc. 
By  power  fight  1  and  cuftom  join'd ;  too,  too 

unequal 
If  yet  once  more  thou  dar'ft  aflert  thy  eyes, 
Once  more  undazzled  view  truth's  beamy  ikies  ; 
And  can'ft  with  ftrong  unftagg'ring  fight, 
jirm-fix'd  in  fteddy  gaae  take  in  the  o'erwhelm- 
ing  light  I 
Say,  nor  fear  th'  opirefiive  hate. 
Which  truth  told  plainly  muft  create  I 
The  foes  of  truth,  in  bulk  though  great, 
Lifted  boldly  wan'  in  weight ! 
Say  to  what  fad  caufe  we  owe. 
That  naked  virtue  muft  regardlefs  go  ! 
Or,  fhivring  ftand  in  fortune's  fnow : 
Till  chance  does  fome   gay   mantle   o'er   her 
throw, 
And  notice  does  not  from   her   worth,  but  her 
adornments  flow  i 
Immortal  heav'n  '   if  man  may  dare 
Climb  thither  to  refrelh  his  care  ! 
What  means  our  God  !  when  he  requires, 
That  man  in  virtue's  rugged  paths  Ibou'd 
tread. 
If  to  blciBngs  he  afpires  i 


And  yet,  ftrange  paradox !  permits  to  virtue*! 

foes, 
The    mounts  of  power,  from  whence  to  aim 

their  blows, 
And  hur!  red  ruin  down  in  furer  throws. 
With  levell'd  malice  nicely  pois'd  to  hit  the  climb* 

ing  head, 
While  they  fit  fafe,  and  laugh  above  to  fee  tk* 

afpirer  dead  I 

Why  ?  If  reafons  may  be  giv'n 
To  earth  for  laws  which  pafs  in  heav'n  ? 
Why  am  I  doom'd  to  toil  with  vain  defire  ? 
Be  ever  climbing  and  yet  never  higher  ? 

Why  am  1  curs'd  with  fcei^es  of  helplefs  woe, 
Which  finceto  cure  I  muft  not  reach  the  prw'r, 
Why  am  !  not  permitted — not  to  know  ? 
Why  feels  not  yon  proud  lord  his  fliare. 
Of  my  heart-piercing  care, 
For  fuff 'rings  [   can  neither  help,  nor  which  my 
bus'nefs  are  ? 
Why  Deep  princes  void  of  pain, 
For  thofe  fad  thoufands  who  complain; 
And  wafh  with  tears  their  deep-dy'd  grief 
in  vain  ? 
Thefe  men  could  lend  compafSon  hands  to  reacl^ 
The  finking  mis'ries  which  their  help  befeech  '. 
I,  who  my  own  misfortunes  cannot  cure. 
With  barren  forrow  other  men's  endure  1 
While  they  whofe  fmiles  might  heal  and  voice 

might  chear, 
Have  eyes,   and  cannot  fee ! — have  ears,  and 
will  not  hear  ? 

'Tis  wond'rous  ftrange  all  this! — but  man  Ihould 

never  gaze, 
With  fcarch  too  curious  on  the  myftic  ways, 

Which  form  the  foul-bewild'ring  maze  '. 
It  is  enough  lor  us  that  there  muft  be 

Ends  in  this  we  cannot  fte  1 

And  fince  'tis  vain  to  tug  at  fate, 

With  unavailing  human  weight, 
Let  us  throw  down  this  load  of  dAubt  with  whic& 

no  race  is  won  : 
And  fwift  to  eafier  conquefts  lighter  run, 
The  way  which  reafon  is  not  bid  to  ftiun  ! 
Ltt  us  with  never-yielding  courage  ftrive. 

In  fpite  of  vijiany  to  thrive ; 
And  from   our   refolution's  fpring  long  ftrtams  of 

biifs  derive  I 
Like  the  gay  ball  ftruck  down  ftill  higher  let 

us  rife, 
And  obftinate  difpute  th'  unwilling  prize  1 
Rebound  with  ten  fold  vigour  at  each  blow  ! 
And  that  to  wounds  we  may  a  vicfl'iry  owe,  • 
AntKUs  like  fpring  frefti  from  ev'ry  throw  : 
Till  ftiort-brcath'd  fortune  tir'd  and  fick  with  out" 

unthought  defence, 
At  once,  permits  us  to  enjoy  both  her   and  in- 

nocence. 

Well  then  I  refolvc  we  ' — be  It  fo  : 
Further  thought  we  fliall  not  need  : 

That  we  fct  forward  ftands  decreed  ! 

£ut  hold  !  what  journey  Iball  we  choofe  t« 
go.' 
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1  will, embark  me,  on  yon  boundlefs  fca  ! 

The   fea  of  knowledge !  proud  1    imperious 
ftore  !  [fliore, 

Of  heaven-affaultinp  waves  which  gnaw  the 
On  cv'ry  fide  with  hungry  roar  ! 
Yet  always  gaping  always  fwallowing  more, 
Still  flows  forever,  and  will  flow — voracious  as 
before  I 
Well!  I  am  fail'd  I — F  plow  the  foamy  deep. 
And  now  my  climbing  vfflel  mounts  on  high, 

And  nov/  I  fweep  the  ftarry  fky  I 
And  now !  fland    firm  my  brain  1  rufli  down 
the  wat'ry  fteep  1  [try  ! 

Ah  me  !  half-foundcr'd  now,  in  vain  all  arts  1 
This  way  and  that,  immortal  heaven  I  drive  ! 

Currents  encount'ring  currents,  ftrive! 
The  fruitlefs  rudder  ill-obey'd  in  vain, 
>  Struggles  opprefs'd  againft  the  madding  main, 
jiddiei  crofs  eddies  whirl— and  whelm  it  back 
again ! 

Hold  !   I  am  fick,  I'll  fail  no  more  : 
Pilot  give  thy  labours  o'er! 
IPut  in  and  feek  repofe  on  yonder  peaceful  fiiorc. 
Where  am  I  now  ? — 'Tis  wond'rous  dark   all 
round  1 
What  means  this  fhadow-cover'd  ground  ! 
This  is  the  land  of  ignorance  wild  and  rude  ! 
Bleak  com  fort  lefs  and  bare  : 
A  dreary  foil !  an  empty  air  1 
.  By  fliadowy  nothings  1  am  here  purfued ; 
A  gape,  and  yawn,  and  tire  in  fleepy  folitude  I 
Let  me  turn  which  way  I  will. 
Sight  has  narrow  quarters  ftill  I 
Scarce  can  I  fee  above  a  fathom  round; 
I  tread  on  loft  and  fandy  ground  ! 
At  ev'ry  flep  I  take,  my  feet  fink  in  ; 
Already  I  to  fear  I  know  not  what  begin  ! 
Hark  1  what  flrange  noife  is  that  which  whiftles 
round  my  head  ? 
Ghofts  and  gobbangs  this  way  tread  ! 
Afi:onifh'd  eyes_ !  what  fcenes  about  me  draw  I 
Now  flagg'ring  reafon,  wh^-re's  thy  law  ? 
My  fpul  grows  weak  with  childifh  awe  : 
fancy  has  courage  captive  led  ; 
.Empty  fomethings  ftili  I  dread  ! 
Ha  !  fee — at  once  what  objeds  rife  ! — How  horri- 
bly they  fpread ! 
I  trod  too  loud,  and  with  the  noife  have  wak'd  the 
filent  dead. 

Fly,  fly,  night-wand'ring  feet  I  explore  loft  day. 
If  this  the  land  of  ignorance  be, 
I'll  drive  again  on  learning's  fca! 
.  Here  I  dare  no  longer  flay  ! 
And  yet  I  fee  not  how  to  get  away  I 
What's  this .' — methinks  I  fee  the  rufliy  brink 
Of  fome  deep  current  in  my  way  ! 
Help,  help  me,  fortune,  or  I  fink  I 
Now  1  am  in,  whelm'd  o'er  amidft  the  flood  ! 
Ha  !  though  the   chance  was  bad  th'  effe<S  is 

good ! 
It  is  not  water  this,  but  fluid  mud. 
Stagnate  and  thick  the  fleepy  depth   I   tread  with 
unhop'd  eafe  ! 
And  now  1  fee  the  land  again  ;  and  now 
The  liquid' field  I  up  before  ir.e  plough  : 


Wade  out  and  climb  the  bank  by  flow  degrees  .' 
I've  'fcap'd  the  lake,  thank  heav'n  !  but  all  this 

while 
I  wander  guidelefs  in  the  fame  dark  ille. 

What's  this  which  would  be  thoughta  wind  ? 
Which  heaves  by  fluggifli  fits  the  drowfy  air  ? 

Which  creeps  in  broken  murmurs  far  behind, 
And  idly  feems  to  flumber  in  its  care  ?  [affiiage  ; 
Now  fwells  in  fudden  gufts,  now  does  at  once 
Like  drunken  men  who  ftrive  to  talk,  but  fleep 
amidft  their  rage  ? 
Curfe  on  his  foul-condenfing  folitude  I 
This  land  of  ignorance  appears  as  rude  ; 
And  far  more  dangerous  thefc  unadive  ills. 
Than  all  the  bufy  frighrfulnefs  which  fills 
Yon  fea,  where  ftorms  my  devious  bark  purfucd  ! 
Tell  me  then,  direcftive  ftar, 
Thou  thatguid'ft  me  from  afar,  ■ 
If  learning's  voyage  is  not  fafe  to  take, 
And  ign'rance,  dreadful  fliore,  F  n^iw  fnrfake. 
What  more  inviting  land  my  next  look-out  ftiall 
make  ? 

I  fee,  methinks,  far  off"  a  fudden  glare  ! 

Ha  1   look — a  mountain  rifes  to  the  fea  I 

From  which  ten  thoufand  flames  ftiot  through 

the  air. 
Spread  circling  brightnefs  wide  to  fuch  degree, 
That  a  kind  trail  of  light  darts  outvvard  ev'n  to  me  ! 
Blefs'd  with  this  glorious  unexpected  guide, 

I  look  about  me  now  with  jiride  ! 
And  lo  !  a  narrow  caufeway  thitlier  leads: 
Narrow  indeed  it  is,  and  feems  to  (how. 
That  few  fhould  hence  to  yon  gay  mountain  go  ! 

Care  and  diligence  there  needs ; 
For  ev'ry  tott'ring  ftep  I  ftumble  fo. 
That  fcarce  I  'fcape  the  waves  which  foam  and 
break  below  I 
Would  1  had  never  landed  on  this  fliore; 
This  caufeway  is  a  dangerous  paflage  o'er; 
And  I  was  nearer  to  the  mount  biifore,     [roar  ? 
VVhen  my  bark  niifs'd  its  fight  amidft  the  ocean's 
Courage,  my  foul,  I  fliall  anoxi  be  there  ! 
I  know  the  country  now  as  I  draw  near  : 
It  is  the  far-fam'd  realm  of  war  '. 
How  red  the  flries  about  it  are  I. 
Oh,  let  me  climb  the  clifly  fteep,  and  ftrike  yon 
topmoft  ftar ! 

Thank  heaven  !   my  achng  foot  has  reach'd  tfie 

ftrand  : 
What's  this  ?  the  earth  is  iron  ;  and  fulphur  all 

the  fand. 
Inftead  of  air,  here's  fmoke; — but  flame  does 

,   light  fupply  ! 
And  from  within  where  ftrongly  fed  they  lie. 
Torrents  of  fiery  day  break  up  and  ftreak  the  footy 
flcy! 
Haik  !  as  up  the  hill  I  go^  .        [roar/ 

From  the  wide  top  huge  fuU-mouth'd- thunders 
While  far  within  and  more  below, 
Hoarfe  infant  noises  faintly  blow  ; 
And,  flowly  rifing,  more  and  more, 
Grumble,  in  horrid  notes,  their  new-taught  lefloiis 
o'er  :  .  , 

Some  the  fHrill  trumpet  imitate,  and  {bme 
Buffet,  unfeiU'd,  the  fuUen  drum. 
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Through  my  nftonifliM  ear,  hardi-mingling  pafs 
^rhe  found  of  bells,  clafli'd  fwords,  and  clatt'ring 

brafs. 
Loud-neighing  horfes,  ftorms  of  vollied  {hot, 
Shouts,  groans,  and  words  confounded  all,  heard, 
but  diftinguifh'd  not. 
AVell,  I  am  up  at  laft ;  and  now  I'm  here, 
Let  me  look  round  and  fee  how  things  appear. 
Oil  1  my  glad  foul— what  profpedls  open  there. 

My  hope-enlivening  heart  to  cheer  .'' 
Kow  1  am  in  my  wifh'd,  my  proper  fphcre ; 
What  is  there  iu  yon  fair-ken'd  world  which  hence 

we  may  not  fnare  ? 
Oh,  Fleaven  !  what  falfc  appearance  dwells  below; 

HoAA'  is  man  decciv'd  by  (how ! 
Yon  Viceroys  (as  they  would  be  thought)  of  fate  ; 

Yon  poppet  managers  of  {late  ; 
Thofe  things  which  bid  life-wafiing  followers  wait 
For  bubbles,  which  at  jewel's  price  they  rate  ; 
And  puff  and  fwell  with  empty  pride— and  call 

themfelves  the  great. 
Ye  ftars  I — How  humbly  they  all  look  this  way, 

As  v.lio  would  feem  to  fay,— 
Great  Sirs  !  permit  us  ftill  to  cheat  the  fool,  with 

whom  we  play ; 
They  turn  to  us  the  cringing  fide,  and  fcrut  the 
other  way. 

Soul  recline  and  fake  thy  eafe  ; 

Look  about  thee  by  deq-rees ; 

The  profpeifl's  v.'ide  enough  to  plcafe. 
Since  the  commanding  top  is  thus  attain'd, 

Ufe  with  care  th'  advantage  gain'd. 
"What  wilt  thou  do  thafc-thus  1  feel  thee  fwell  ? 
In  flmggling  filence  loves  defign  to  dwell. 

Or  are  thy  views  too  vaft  to  tell .'  [well. 

Go  on,  form  boldly,  fwift  refolve — and  execute  it 

Send  out  fancy,  fhe  can  fly  ; 

Nimbly  wing'd,  her  own  befi  fpy ; 

Every  danger,  ere  drawn  nigh, 
Th' air-footed  Amazm  difcerns,  and  fcatters  with 
her  eye. 

Fancy  then,  proud  goddefs  I  rife  ; 

From  earth  extend  rhy  flretching  fize, 
And  pulh  thy  adive  head  through  the  difcover'd 
flcies. 

Stamp,  ambitious,  with  thy  foot. 

And  bid  the  threatened  world  look  to't; 
For  thou  hafl   mighty  work  to  do,  and    power 
enough  to  do'c. 
Grafp  yon'eitapirig  earthquake,  'twould  depart ; 

Blow  new  vigour  to  its  heart. 
Take  it  and  give  the  lazy  globe  a  fhake  ; 

And  when  fuar'd  nature's  broad  awake. 

Ail  her  coy  aid  demand  and  take. 

Break  open  cv'ry  inmoft  part; 
Through  all  the  gloomy  ciiafms  of  matter  dart ; 

Let  in  light  to  find  out  art; 
And  froile  to  ifce  the  blase-fhot  nymph  with  fud- 
cen  wonder  ffart. 

Seize  her  quickly,  bind  her  faft, 

Diflant  elfe  behind  her  call ;  [paft* 

A  ihoufand  mazy  turnings  firll  mufl  tcdioufiy  be 

Doubly, arm'd,  and  feated  thus, 
Who  is  now  a  nutch  for  us  ? 


Begin,  begin  the  glorious  talk  !  ■ 
Dcfceud  at  once  and  flrip  yon  kings  of  power's 
ill  painted  mafk  1 

Tell  'em  they  the  nymph  difgrace ; 

Power  fhould  wear  a  lovely  face ; 

Aad  hideoufly  to  hide  her  charms  is  horrible  and 

bafe.  [for  place, 

Bid  'em,  in  empire's  mafquerade,  elbow  no  more 

But  bravely  dare  put  on  plain  truth,  and  fcorn  a 

borrow'd  face.  ' 

Are  they  diflurb'd  ? — Is  all  the  hive  in  arms  ? 

See  they  buz  in  hofWe  fwarms ! 

But  'tis  no  matter,  let  'em  bring 

Hoarded  malice  in  their  fting; 
They  cannot  pierce,  much  lefs  difplumc,  the  pi- 
nions of  thy  wing. 

What  is  that  they  fcek  to  know  ? 

What  commilFion  we  can  (how. 

Tell  me,  Fancy,  was  it  fo  ? 
Commiffions  fay  arc  fometimes  forms  which  men 

to  cuftom  owe  ; 
A  fliape  of  power  which  tyrants  fleal,  and  having 
ftol'n,  beftow. 

Yet,  to  pleafe  'em,  be  they  told. 

From  higher  hands  than  theirs  we  hold  ! 

From  juflice,  truth,  and  reafon  fay,* 
That  great  triumvirate  of  power  !-~which  they 

Pretend,  and  but  pretend  t'  obey  ! 
This  our  authority ;  and  if  thefe  not  fuffice, 

■We  can  fhow  *em  large  fupplies 
Of  vengeance,  force,  and  flubborn  will ;  our  fworn 
auxiliaries. 

Now  they  tremble,  now  they  mourn. 

Now  with  helplefs  rage  they  burn  ! 

Well  may  they  rave  indeed  to  fee  their  frietlds 
againft  'em  turn. 

Stay  !  and  e'er  we  farther  go, 
Let  our  great  meaning  be  aloud  proclaim'd  : 

Our  deeds  fhall  be  as  jufl;  as  fam'd. 

Friends  and  enemies  fhall  know 
Why  we  make  war,  and  what  we  mean  to  do. 

Herald  vengeance  !  fwift  arife  ! 

Shall  with  fteel  thy  flinty  heart ! 

And  fince  by  nature  blind  thou  art, 
Bury  thy  lifted  hand  in  yonder  fkies, 
And  pluck  two  comets  down  to  fcrve  for  eyes. 

Dawb  thy  difmal  face  with  blood  ! 
And  with  cxtenlivc  llride,  croffing  the  trembling 
flood  [fhook  robai 

Of  fire-embroider'd   fmoke,   throw   on   a  wind- 

And  flioot  thy  fhadow  over  half  the  globes 
In  thy  right  hand'hft  quiv'ring  light'nings  high  ! 

Hardly  held,  and  mad  to  fly  '. 
From  thy  rais'd  left   let  heaven's  loud  bolt  be 

hurl'd ; 
And  roll  th'  alarming  thunder  round  the  world.' 
When  wak'd  attention  pricks  her  frighted  ear, 
And  flalking  apprehenfion  pants  with  fear; 
When  all  the  ftarring  nations  upward  look, 

By  convulfive  liorror  fnock. 
Borrow  the  northern  wind's  big  voice,  and  then 
Three  times  pronounce  O  yes !  and  thus  addrefs 
the  fons  of  men  : 

ITc.ir,  ye  people  !  far  and  wide  ; 
Reafon's  force  will  now  be  try'd  ^ 
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Tremble,  ye  tyrants !  at  the  near  defence 

Of  long  opprefs'd  and  helplefs  innocence. 
Where  is  the  wretch,  who,  deep  entrench'd  in  ftate, 

Impioully  defies  his  fate  ; 
And  dares  be  wicked  without  bounds  becaufe  im- 
menfely  great  ? 

Him  let  injur'd  virtue  fhow. 

And  we  proclaim  ourfelves  his  foe. 

Fortunate  ufurpers  quake  I  [take, 

Let  the  forc'd   thrones,  whofe   feats  uncall'd  ye 

Beneath  your  pond'rous  ruin  (hake  ; 
Or  let  'cm  fwell  to  throw  you  out ;  or  with  your 
fortunes  break  [wealth. 

Rapine  difguis'd  in  law,  oppreflion  arm'd  with 

Rock-feearted  cruelty,  and  (cornful  pride, 

Hear  and  tremble  when  ye  know, 
We  the  great  healers  bring  th'  unhappy — health, 
A-nd  draw  the  thorn  from  virtue's  bleeding  fide. 
Ye  fap-engroffing  weeds  which  but  for  mifchief 

grow  ;  ■ 

Pay  plunder'd  excellence,  ye  flavesl  the  vaft  ar- 

-■  rears  you  owe. 

Or  we  pronounce  ourfclves  your  mortal  foe. 

Wifdom,  knowledge,  juftice,  art. 

Peace,  meeknefs,  truth,  and  fandity  of  heart ; 

Difcourag'd  induitry,  unfriended  grief, 

Charity,  gentlenefs,  and  to  be  brief. 
Each  weeping  virtue  that  defervss  and  has  not 
found  relief, 

March  and  join  us ;  we  are  friends. 

What  though  your  numbers  are  but  few? 

Our  mufter's  well-wcigb'd  ftrcngth  attends  ; 

Where   fliow   is   v/aiiting    fubftance    makes 
amends, 
Wc,  your  allies,  can  lend  you  arms — and  give  you 
courage  too. 

They  come  from  ev'ry  part,  they,  gathering,  f.y ; 
But,  trembling,  backward  caft  a  doubtful  eye, 
Aftonifti'd  at  the  hoftiie  fwarm*  which  round  'em 
fhad'wing  lie  ! 
Safety  from  filent  caves  arife  : 
Yon  cryftal  pillar  from  heaven's  palace  break, 
And  cope  it  down  to  our  allies, 
'Twill  a  glitt'ring  causeway  make. 
SS'theyare  pafi,  encamp  'em  on  th'  afcent ; 
Stretch  out  the  bright  divifions  line  by  line; 
Unfold  our  milky  enfigns  to  the  wind  ; 
Draw  the  battalions  down  in  juft  extent; 
And  bid  the  iron  face  of  battle  fhine. 
'What's  this  I  the  rafii  audacious  foe. 

Far  from  fear,  and  mad  with  pride, 
Scorns  to  wait  a  threaten'd  blow, 
Andl  this  way  turns  invafion's  tide  : 
They  will  not  ftay  it  feems  to  be  a  fecond  time 
defy'd.  [part. 

They  weigh,  they  fail,  they  fipread  from  ev'ry 

Numbers  following  numbers  ftart. 
Their  navies  hide  the  fea  through  which  they 

fweep ;  ^  ,        ^ 

And  th'  o'er-labour'd  wind  grown  uck  at  heart, 
After  the  flagging  canvafs  feems  to  creep; 
And   groans  behind,,  opprefs'd   with  weight  fo 

ftrong, 
And  puffing  ftorms,  with  cheeks  half-burft,  fcarce 
puJh  it  flow  along. 


Tis  worth  our  wonder.  Fancy,  fince  wc  are 
PofTdfs'd  at  once  of  the  whole  realm  of  war. 
Whence  thofe  prodigieus  magazines  fhould 
fpring,  [bring. 

Which  rations,  iil-ally'd,  do  thus  again  ft  us 
At  times  exported  hence,  at  tiril  they  wei;t 
Like  naval  ilores  from  Chriltendom,  to  Barbary 
rovers  fent ;  :tU. 

And  hoarded  lonp,  to  be  at  laft  ill  fpent,. 
Come  now  againit  their  mother's  boforn  bent. 
Since  it  is  thus  we'll  diff'rent  arms  prepare  ! 
Our  terrors  fliall  new  unknown  habits  wear ; 
And  like  our  caufe,  our  \Vcapon8  too  (hall  4iuge 
advantage  bear  1 
Nature  our  confederate  found, 
And  Proteus'  art  our  captive  bound  ; 
What  force  can  earth  againft  us  bring  which  thefe 
(hall  not  confound  !  "'   ' 

Hear,  thou  tall  foreft,  from  thy  loos'ning  root 
Hither  thy  piny  offspring  fhoot  : 
And  thou,  proud  hoft  of  gloom-arrefting'  oak. 
Through  whofe  clofe  ranksthe  day's  light' horfa 

ne'er  broke. 
With  reverend  awe  confefs  the  mighty  ciH  ! 
Nod  confent— and  groaning  fall  ?  ■  •  "^join 

Now  fwift  together  rufli  again,  once  ttioVft  clofer 

With  animated,  fympathetic  twine  !         ^  •' 
Embrace  at  once,  and  new  in  form  with  cbncave' 

beauty  (hine  1 
Dcfcend  complete,  and  plough  the  flood  in  tiaval- 
bodied  line  ! 
Scorn  the  help  of  canvafs  wings ! 
Art  (hall  lend  felf-moving  fprings  ! 
;Yoitr  adlive  forms  (hall  never  need  attend  the  hu- 
morous wind; 
Self-oar'd  with  fpoky  (ins  your  furrowing  %eka 
Shall  dafh  the  biHows  back  with  living  whedls  ;- 
And  ftriking  fwiftly  every  mark  defign'd, 
Sweep  on  through  winds  and  tides   averfe,  and 
leave  the  gales  behind. 

Mountain,  open  thy  hot  bfcaft,  thy  iron  iine&s 

ftrain  '. 
Bleed  at  every  nit'rous  vein  '. 
Yawn  horrible,  and  with  convnlfive  pains 
Burft  thy  flame-lab' ring  head,  and  (hoot  thy  mU 
neral  brains  ^i,-'-.. 

Take  'em,  art,  and  mix  'em  well ! 
Thou  canll  the  dark  proportions  tell  I 
Let  death  the  bitter  kernel  be,  and  (orgs  thoQ 
thick  the  (hell ! 
Kindle  a  fire  like  light'ning  blue  I 
And  that  its  dreadful  work  it  may  unerring  do. 
Breathe  a  living  fpirit  through, 
And  give  the  deadly  coftipourid  fight,  and  force 
and  fwiftnefstoo  !'  •.,-- 

Take  this  new  gigantic  mould  ;  '' 

And  by  it  form  fuch  tubes  as  may  befit 
The  mafs  which  their  impregnate  wombs  mufli 
hold ! 
Rajn  their  greedy  throats  with  it ; 
And  teach  new  thunders  to  out-mouth  the  old  ! 

Hold,  it  not  fufEces  yet ! 
Not  one  advantage  fliall  the  proud  foe  boaft ; 

'  Fis  not  enough  that  viiftory  we  get, 
Unlefs  the  gain  is  ours  with  nothing  loft  L 
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Bid  yon  aerial  fubftance  Ihed  its  down  ; 
Spin  it  thick,  and  weave  it  ftrong  ! 
Draw  out  the  force-repelling  texture  long  I 
And  with  it  fence  each  veflel  round,  like  feme 
well  bulwark'd  town  ; 
Now  v/c  arc  proof  againft  their  gather'd  pride, 
Be  all  their  batteries  on  us  hourly  try'd  ! 
Brcathlefs  and   dead  their  fruitlefs  force  fhall 
kifs  our  foft'ncd  fide. 

Embark,  ye  well-appointed  few,  embark  ! 
Put  out,  and  meet  the  number-trufting  foe  I 
Their  circling  fleet  has  made  the  day  look 
dark,  [blow ! 

And  feems  in  fable  drefs'd  to  mourn  the  coming 
Rufli  againft  'em — gore  'em  through  ! 
Bear  'em  down  beneath  the  fea  1 
As  weeds  before  the  furrowing  plough  torn  up 
and  buried  be  1 
If  while  onward  ye  purfue, 
On  cither  fide  they  flank  ye  too  ;  [throats. 
At  once  clear  all   your  thunder's   dreadful 
And  roar  deftruftion  out  in  paflant  notes ! 
'Tis  done ;  and  glorioufly  the  banifli'd  day, 
Which  late  their  gloomy  fquadrons   chas'd 

away, 
Reftor'dtriumphantfhineswith  ten-fold  light: 
Their  curling  ruin  fhines  to  heaven,  and  makes 
the  fun  more  bright ! 
See,  fee,  mark  well  this  fcene-recording  fatae ! 
The  hifling  ocean  toils  with  vain  defire, 
To  quench  with  fpouting  waves  the  batt'Ung 

flame ; 
But  fcorch'd  with  clinging  heat,  and  n^ad 
with  Ihame, 
Does  every  way  at  once  in  blazing  tides  retire, 
And  flying  frights  th'  aftonifti'd  world  with  floods 
of  liquid  fire.  [feels  ; 

Pride-fwoU'n  oppreflion  now  hot  vengeance 
Their  falling  flags  blufh  deep  in  blood  1 
And  hide  their  fliame  within  the  flood  ! 
Their  mails  turn  downward,  and  th'  uplifted 
keels 
Float  reverfe  with  wave-wafh'd  reels  !    [gay, 
And  all  th' extended  ftrcngth  but  nowfo  proudly 
Like  fncvv-top'd  fields  o'er-run  by  fire,  melts  all  at 
once  away. 

Whither  fliall  we  now  proceed  ? 

Tarn  your  heads  to  yon  white  Ihore ; 

Follow  fortune  ftill  wirh  fpeed, 

Ye  who  wculd  engage  her  more  ! 
It  matters  nothing  what  we  now  have  done  ; 
Or  vift'ry  muf*  be  well  purfued,  or  fhe  is  never  won. 

Ha  !  what  means  yon  op'ning  fccnc? 

The  warlike  land  is  gilded  o'er 
With  glitt'ring  arms  in  diftant  marches  feen, 


•;' ! 


And  graceful  troops  that  edge  the  guarded  ihore ! 
And  from  behind  to  clofc  us  up  between, 
A  huge  half  moon  of  naval  ftrength, 
Stretch'd  in  gay  and  pompous  length,  3 

Advances  on  us  flow  and  well  afifur'd  :  ;,  I 

Thefe  cannot  of  the  number  be,  who  late  fuch  lofr 
endur'd  ! 
Mark  the  impatient  hade  of  thofe  behind  ! 
As  if  o'erjuy'd  an  enemy  to  find  ; 
Their  wanton  flreamers  lalh  the  lazy  wind. 
And  like  their  genius  hov'ring  in  the  air  ! 

See  that  glorious  fomething  there  I 
Which  does  a  form  unufual  feem  to  bear ;    • 
Amoving  awful ;  looking  kind  ; 
Now  glides  before  to  light  'em  on ;  now  cheers 
'em  up  behind. 
In  Ihape  a  lion  fierce,  and  ftrong  it  feems. 
But  like  fome  figure  fancy-form'd  that  fills  men* 

a6live  dreams; 
An  eagle's  talons  and  keen  bill  it  dreadful  feems 

to  bear; 
An  eagle's  broad  and  fliad'wy  wings  diredt  it 
through  the  air ! 

Obferve  what's  he,  who  folemnly  fevere, 
With  grave  and  awful  fenfe  of  majefty, 
Hemm'd  with  reverence  does  appear  ! 
Whofe  eye  fo  piercing  feems  to  be  ! 
Whofe  forehead  wears  beneficence  to  temper  dig- 
nity ! 
Who  marches  ftately  down  yon  hill  to  fee ; 

But  not  to  fee  with  fear  ! 
To  look  and  judge  what  we  may  be  ! 

Ye  powers,  where  are  we  ? How  did  fancy 

ftcer  ? 
I  know  the  hero;  now  he  draws  more  near '. 
How  came  we  blindly  thus  to  touch  a  fliore  i 
Thus  hoftilely  a  land  explore, 
Where  heaven  does  only  bleflings  ftore  ? 
Where  wailing  forrow  fliall  be  heard  no  more. 
Nor  virtue  e'er  in  vain  the  help  of  power  im, 

plore ! 
Away  !  heave  anchor  I  we've  no  bufinefs  here  ! 
Yet  fiay !  divinely  led,  I  err  th'  unmeant  good  to 

blame  ! 
Infpir'd  at  once  I  fee  and  own  'twas  heaven's  un> 
erring  aim ! 
Hail,  immortal  fon  of  fame ! 
Take  thefe  legions,  they  are  thine ! 
With  theirs  thy  navy  fliall  refiftlefs  join  ; 
And  virtue's  fquadrons  led  by  thee,  o'er  earth's 
whole  furface  fliiiie. 
RQOt  out  oppreflion  wherefoe'er  flie  grows. 
Let  flubborn  tyranny  fall  dead  beneath  thy  pond'- 

rous  blows ! 
And  over  all  the  v/ide-watch'd  world  leave  inno- 
cence  no  foes. 
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Even  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes  train, 
Inflam'd  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  ftrain ; 
Advent'rous  waken  the  M«olian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  fmg  as  you  infpirc; 
So  arm'd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patrodus  conquer'd  in  Achilles'  right ; 
Like  theirs  our  fricndihip  !  and  I  boaft  my  naQtc 
To  thine  united— /er  thy  frienijhiy t  famt. 
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TEE  LIFE  OF  BROOME. 


William  Broome  was  born  in  Chelhire,  as  is  faid,  of  very  ntean  parents.  Of  fhe  titnc  and  place 
of  his  birth,  or  the  early  part  of  his  life,  no  intelligence  is  to  be  found.  He  was  educated,  upon  the 
foundation  at  Eton,  and  had  the  misfortune  of  being  captain  of  the  fchcol  for  one  whole  year,  1707, 
without  any  vacancy,  by  which  he  n-.ight  have  obtained  a  fcholarfhip  in  King's  College,  Oxford. 

Being  by  this  delay,  fuch  as  has  happened,  but  four  times  in  i6o  years,  in  1619,  1653,  1707,  and 
1756,  fuperannuated,  his  friends  fent  him  to  St.  John's  College,  where,  by  their  afliflance,  and  a 
imall  exhibition,  he  was  maintained  till  he  entered  into  orders. 

At  his  college  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  an  excellent  Greek  fcholar  and  a  fkilful  verfifier, 
but  he  is  defcribed,  as  being  a  contradled  fcholar,  and  a  mere  verfifier,  unacquainted  with  life,  and 
tinlkilful  in  converfation.  He  was  fo  much  addlvSed  to  verfifying,  that  his  companions  familiarly 
called  him  Poet.  When  he  had  opporLunities  of  mingling  with  mankind,  he  cleared  himfelf,  it  is 
faid,  from  great  part  of  his  fcholaflic  ruft. 

He  appeared  early  in  the  world  as  a  tranflator  of  the  "  Iliad"  into  profe,  in  conjunflion  with 
Ozell  and  Oldifworth  ;  but  his  fhare  in  that  verCon,  which  is  now  negledted,  is  not  known.-  Ho 
was  introduced  to  Pope,  who  was  then  upon  a  vifit  to  Sir  John  Cotton  at  Madingley  near  Cam- 
bridge, and  gained  fo  much  of  liis  efteem,  that  he  was  employed  with  Jortin  to  make  extraiis  from  Euj. 
ftathius  for  the  notes  to  the  tranflation  of  the"  Iliad  ;"  and  in  the  fecond  volume  of  "  Mifcellaneous 
Poems,  Tranflations,  and  Imitations,"  publifhed  by  Lintot,  commonly  called  "  Pope's  Mifcellanies  ** 
twelve  of  his  early  pieces  were  inferted.  That  he  furniflied  "  the  greater  part  of  the  Remarks  from 
Euftathius,"  together  with  feveral  excellent  obfervations,  is  acknowledged  by  Pope ;  who,  it  has 
l»een  faid,  promlfed  him  a  handfome  gratuity  for  his  trouble ;  and,  when  the  work  was  finifhed, 
quarrelled  with  hin\,  and  difappointed  him  of  the  promifed  reward.  It  is  certain  that  Broome  thus 
reprefented  the  flory  to  his  friends ;  yet,  in  a  letter  to  Lord  Hisrvey  from  Pope,  who  had  beea 
akarged  with.  "  faUing  Broome's  wpiks,  printed  with  Pope's  name,"  he  tells  his  Lordfliip  he  print- 
ed not  his  name  before  a  line  of  the  perfon's  his  Lordftiip  mentions ;  befides,  my  Lord,  when  you 
feid  I  fold  another  mian's  works,  you  ought  in  juflice  to  have  added  that  I  iottgf'i  them,  which  very 
much  alters  the  cafe.  What  I  gave  was  500  1.;  his  receipt  can  be  produced  to  your  Lordfliip." 
■  Ruffhead  relates  that  Broome,  in  conjundtion  with  Fenton,  had  formed  a  defign  of  tranflating 
the  Cdyffey,  while  Pope,  was  employed  upon  the  "  Iliad,"  and  went  through  feveral  books  of 
the  Odvjfeyy  which  they  deiired  him  to  perufe;  and  having  made  a  confiderable  progrefs  in  the 
tranflation  himfelf,  adopted  vi/hat  he  found  thus  ready  for  the  advancement  of  his  work. 

It  is  fome  confirmation  of  what  is  thus  related,  that  among  the  poems  in  "  Pope's  MifceUaay** 
there  is  one  To  a  Gentlemen  ivho  urrcEltd  fome  of  my  V^rfes,  the  title  of  which  he  afterwards  thus 
changed.  To  Mr.  A.  Pope,  ivho  correEled  my  Verfes. 

That  the  verfion  of  the  Odypy  was  not  wholly  Pope's  was  always  known.  He  had  men- 
tioned the  afTiflance  of  two  friends  in  his  propofals ;  and  at  the  end  of  the  work  fome  account  is 
given  by  Broome  of  their  different  parts,  which,  however,  mentions  only  five  books  as  v/ritten  by 
the  coadjutors;  the  fourth  and  twentieth  by  Fenton,  the  fisth,  the  eleventh,  and  eighteenth,  by 
himfelf;  though  Pope,  in  an  advertifement  prefixed  afterwards  to  a  new  volume  of  his  works, 
claimed  only  twelve. 

•The  books  allotted  to  Fenton  were  the  firft,  the  fourth,  the  nineteenth,  ajjd  the  twentieth  •  to 
the  lot  of  Broome  fell  the  fecond,  fixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth,  fixw?Bth,  eightcentb,  and  twcnty- 
tijiiid,  with  ail  the  jjotea. 
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The  price  at  which  Pope  purchafed  this  afliftance  was  300 1.  to  Fcnton,  and  50©  I.  to  Broome, 
with  as  many  copies  to  his  friends  as  made  one  hundred  more.  The  payment  made  to  Fenton  15 
not  certainly  known.  Lord  Orrery  fays  "  it  was  an  errant  trifle:"  Broome's  is  very  diftindly  told 
%j  P  pe  in  the  notes  to  the  "  Dunciad.  ' 

U  K  evident,  that,  according  to  Pope's  own  eftimate,  Broome  was  unkindly  treated.  If  font 
looks  could  merit  300 1.  eight  ^nd  ail  the  notes,  equivalent  at  leaft  to  four,  had  certainly  a  right  t» 
more  than  fix 

Broome,  prohably  finding  that  Pope  got  more  than  either  of  them  expe(5led,  was  dtfirous  of  » 
ftare ;  but  though  Pope  w  an  not  generous  on  this  occalion,  if  Broome  received  what  they  agreed 
for,  there  fecms  no  jufl  ground  of  complaint. 

There  was  for  fome  time,  from  whatever  caufe,  more  than  coldnefs  between  Broome  and  his 
employer.  He  always  fpoke  of  Pope,  as  did  his  friend  Fenton,  as  too  much  a  lover  of  money,  and 
Pope  purfned  him  with  avowed  hoftility ;  for  he  not  only  named  him  difrefpe&fuUy  in  the  "  Dun- 
ciad," but  quoted  him  more  than  once  in  the  ".Bathos"  as  a  proficient  in  the  "  Art  of  Sinking  ;*"  and 
in  hie  enumeration  of  the  diiferent  kinds  of  poets  diftinguifhed  for  the  profound,  he  reckons  Broome 
among  "  the  parrots  who  repeat  another's  words  in  fuch  a.  hoarfe  odd  tone  as  niakes  them  feem 
their  own." 

It  appears  by  a  letter  from  Pope  to  Brooine,  in  1730,  in  which  he  communicated  to  him  am 
»cconnt  of  the  death  of  Fenton,  which  is  noticed  in  the  life  of  that  amiable  and  elegant  poet,  that 
they  were  afterwards  reconciled,  but  their  peace  was  probably  without  friendlhip. 

In  1727,  he  publifhed  his  Foems  on  Several  Occajwns,  with  a  dedication  to  Lord  Townlhend,  dated 
Jan.  16.  1726;  being  at  that  time  retSlor  of  SturApn  in  Suffolk,  and  chaplain  to  Charles  Lord 
(afterward  Earl)  Cornwallis. 

At  Sturfton  he  married  a  widov?  lady  who  had  a  good  fortune,  which  enabled  him  to  take  the 
degree  of  Do6lor  of  Laws,  when  the  king  went  to  Cambridge,  'April  aj.  1728. 

Upon  his  rcfignation  of  the  living  of  Sturfton,  he  was  prefented  by  the  Crown  to  the  rcflory  of 
Pulham  in  Norfolk,  in  Auguft  1733,  which  he  held  with  Oakley  Magna  in  Suffolk,  given  him  by 
Lord  Cornwallis,  who  added  the  vicarage  of  Eye  in  Suffolk ;  he  then  refigned  Pulham,  and  retain- 
ed the  other  two  till  his  death. 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  his  life,  he  amufed  himfelf  with  tranfiating  Odet  e/Aaaereon,  which  be 
publifhed  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  under  the  fignature  of  Cbfjler. 

He  died  at  Bath,  November  1 6. 1745,  and  was  buried  in  the  Abbey  Church,  by  Dr  Gooch  bifhop 
of  Norwich.  He  left  an  only  fori,  Charles,  who  died  of  the  fmall-pox  in  1747,  an  under  graduate 
of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge. 

His  Peems  on  Several  Occaftons  were  reprinted  in  1 739,  and  again  in  1750,  with  feveral  additions 
and  variations,  which  are  retained  in  the  prefent  edition. 

The  chara<fter  of  Broome,  though  he  never  rofe  to  a  very  high  dignity  in  the  church,  feems  to 
have  been  amiable  and  refpeAable.  At  college  he  was  unlverfally  beloved  ;  and  in  more  advanced 
life  he  was  diftinguifhed  by  his  exemplary  obfervance  of  the  fecial  and  domeftic  duties,  and  his  piety 
and  diligence  in  the  cxercife  of  his  paftoral  function.  He  is  mentioned  by  Shuckford  ( Sacred  and 
Frofane  Hi  ery  ConneBed,  vol.  Hi.  f.  ^o  )  under  the  title  of  "  the  ingenious  Annotator  on  the  Eng- 
lifh  Homer,  whofe  real  worth,  as  well  as  learning,  makes  it  a  pleafure  to  mc  to  fay,  that  I  have  » 
friend       f;    .    •     1  ' 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  chara<Serifedby  correftntfs'of  judgment.elegance  of  diftion,  and  har- 
mony of  numbers,  rather  than  by  force  of  genius,  or  grace  of  fancy  ;  neither  of  which,  however,  are 
wanting.  To  examine  his  performances  one  by  one,  would  be  tedious.  One  of  his  pieces  is  intituled,  Jl/r- 
lancboly:  an  Ode,  occafioned  by  the  Death  of  a  beloved  Daughter,  1 723  ;  but  it  is  not  quite  certain  that  it  was 
written  on  a  daughter  of  his  own.  His  ^er/e)  on  the  Death  of  a  Friend,  which  were  printed  in  1727,  were 
afterwards  very  happily  enlarged,  and  applied  to  Fenton,  who  died  in  1730.  His  P^erfes  to  Mrt, 
£lizabetb  I'oivnjbend,  on  her  PiSiure  at  Rainbam,  are  elegant  and  poetical  in  a  high  degree.  Of  his 
Far  iphrafei  from  Scripture,  nothing  very  favourable  can  be  faid  ;  yet  the  third  chapter  of  Habakkut,  and 
the  Paraphrafes  from  fob  and  Eccle/iafieut,  have  merit ;  the  language  not  being  deficient  either  in 
ftungth  or  meltrfy.    His  7ranJlatiQni  ar«  fmootb,  claflical,  and  fpirited ;  aod  moft  of  hia  origia»3 
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pieces  have  fomething  to  be  praifed,  cither  in  the  thought  or  the  expreflion.  Dr.  Warton  thinks  the 
books  he  tranflated  for  Pope,  in  the  Odyjfey,  arc  Inferior  to  Fenton's ;  but  it  is  no  fmall  honour  to 
him,  that  the  rtaders  of  poetry  have  never  been  able  .to  diftinguifti  his  books  from  thofe  of  Fcntoa 
and  Pope. 

"  Of  Broome,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  though  it  cannot  be  faid  that  he  was  a  great  poet,  it  would 
be  unjuft  to  deny  that  he  was  an  excellent  vcrfifier  ;  his  lines  are  fmooth  and  fonorous,  and  his  dic- 
tion is  feledl  and  elegant.  His  rhymes  are  fomctimes  unfuitable.  In  his  Mdancholy  he  makes  breath 
rhyme  to  bittb  in  one  place,  and  to  earth  in  another.  Thofc  faults  occur  but  feldom ;  and  he  had 
fuch  power  of  words  and  numbers,  as  fitted  him  for  tranflation  ;  but  in  his  original  works,  recol- 
ledlion  feems  to  have  been  his  bufmefs  more  than  invention.  His  imitations  are  fo  apparent,  that  it 
is  part  of  his  reader's  employment  to  recal  the  verfes  of  fome  former  poet.  Sometimes  he  copies  the 
mod  popular  writers;  for  he  feems  fcarcely  to  endeavour  at  concealment;  and  fomctimes  picks  up 
fragments  in  obfcure  corners."  His  lines  to  Fcnton, 

Serene  the  fting  of  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile, 
And  make  afBivftions  objedls  of  a  fmile, 

brought  to  my  mind  fome  lines  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary,  written  by  Barnes,  of  whom  I  ihoiil4 
sot  have  expeded  to  find  an  imitation. 

But  thou,  O  mufe!  whqfe  fweet  Nepcnthean  tongue 
Can  charm  the  pangs  of  death  with  deathlefs  fong ; 
Qzn  Jllnging  plagues  with  eafy  thoughts  beguile ; 
Make  pains  and  tortures  objeBs  ofafmili. 

•'  To  detedl  his  imitations,  were  tedious  and  ufelefs.  What  he  takes  he  feldoqi  makes  worfe  \  and 
he  cannot  be  thought  a  mean  man,  whom  Pope  chofe  for  an  affociate;  and  whofe  co-operation  was 
eonfidered  by  Pope's  enemies  as  fa  important,  that  he  was  attacked  by  Henley  with  this  ludiaow 
diftich." 

Pope  came  off  clean  with  Homer ;  but  they  fay, 
Broome  went  before,  and  kindly  fwcpt  the  way. 


.-i'-f.  jUsIjL^  hic,  ufpilii ^vi. 


DEDICA  riON. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES  LORD  VISCOUNT  TOWNSHEND; 


Late  one  of  his  Majejly's  'Principal  Secretaries  of  State,  and  Knight  of  the  Moji 
Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  is'c. 


Mt  Lord, 

I  Beg  leave  to  publilh  the  following  poems  under 
your  patronage  :  a  prefent,  I  confefs,  unworthy 
of  it,  and  of  little  value,  excepting  what  gratitude 
gives  it  ••  but,  I  fear,  it  may  be  efteemed  a  boaft 
rather  than  an  acknowledgment,  or  at  heft  an 
oftentatious  kind  of  gratitude,  to  tell  the  world 
that  [  have  received  the  higheft  obligations  from 
the  Lord  Townfliend  :  it  is  an  honour  to  be  re- 
garded by  a  perfon  of  fo  diftinguilhed  a  charaAer  : 
1  am  proud  of  it,  and,  not  being  of  a  nature  to  be 
content  with  a  filent  gratitude,  am  not  deterred 
from  owning  it,  though  it  be  liable  to  be  mifcalled 
vanity. 

You  have,  my  I<ord,  the  happinefs  to  enjoy 
what  that  great  ftatefman  Walfingham,  who  held 
the  fame  office  which  you  fill  with  fo  much  ho- 
nour, frequently  v/ifhed,  but  never  obtained:  a 
retirement  from  bufinefs  in  the  declenfion  of  life, 
to  enjoy  age  in  peace  and  tranquillity  :  this  lafl 
adliori  fpeiks  you  truly  great ;  for  that  perfon  who 
by  a  voluntary  retreat,  could  induftrioufly  re- 
nounce all  the  grandeur  of  the  world,  muft  evi- 
dently have  a  foul  above  it. 

Tully  in  his  Tufculum  was  never  more  happy, 
than  the  Lord  Townfhend  in  his  Rainham  : 

"  Where  majeftically  plain 

•'  Pure  nature  .reigns,  where  varied  views  from 

"  views  [woods, 

"  DifFufive  profpeds  yield  *  :  here  fhagg'd  with 
"  Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with 

"  flocks, 
"  And  all  the  gay  horizon  fmiles  around 
"  Full  of  thy  genius !  Lo  !  between  yon  groves 
"  The  dome  with  eafy  grandeur,  like  the  foul 
"  Of  its  great  mafler,  rifing  overlooks 
"  The  fubjevfl  regions,  and  commands  the  charms 
"  Of  many  a  pleafing  landfcape,  to  the  eye 
"  Delightful  change  !  here  groves  of  loftiefl  (hade 
•'   Wave  their  proud  tops,  and  form  of  ftatelieft  view 
"  A  fylvan  theatre  I  while  nature's  hand      [lawn, 
•'  Pours   forth    prcfufe,  o'er    hill,  o'er  vale,  o'er 
"  Her  cholceft  bleflings:  fee!  where  vender  lake 
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"  Spreads  its  wide  liquid  plain :  now  flands  un« 

"  mov'd,  [flecSts 

"  Pure  as  th'  expanfe  of  heaven,  and  heaven  re- 

"  From   its  broad-glittering  mirror;  now  with 

"  waves 
"  Curl'd  gently  by  the  breeze,  falutes  the  flowers 
"  That  grace  its  banks  1  in  ftate  the  fnowy  fwans 
"  Arch  their  proud  necks,  and  fowls  of  various 

*'  plume 
"  Innumerous,  native  or  exotic,  cleave       [lawns 
"  The  dancing  wave  !  while  o'er  th'  adjoining 
"  Obverted  to  the  fouthern  funs,  the  deer 
"  Wide-fpreading  graze,  or  ftarting  bound  away 
"  In  crowds,  then  turning,  filent  fland  and  gaae  ! 
"  Such  are  thy  beauties  Rainham,  fuch  the  haunts 
"  Of  angels  in  primxval  guiltlefs  days, 
"  When  man  imparadis'd  convers'd  with  God." 

This,  my  Lord,  is  but  a  faint  pi(5lure  of  the 
place  of  your  retirement,  which  na  one  ever  en- 
joyed more  elegantly :  no  part  of  your  life  lies 
heavy  upon  you ;  there  is  no  uneafy  vacancy  in 
it;  it  is  all  filled  up  with  fludy,  exercife,  or  po- 
lite amufement :  here  you  fiiine  in  the  moft  agree- 
able, though  not  moft  flrong  and  dazzling  light  : 
in  your  public  flation  you  commanded  admiration 
and  honour;  in  your  private,  you  attradl  love  and 
efteem  :  the  nobler  parts  of  your  life  will  be  tha 
fubjeft  of  the  hiftorian ;  and  the  adiions  of  the 
great  flatefman  and  patriot  will  adorn  many  pages 
of  our  future  annals  :  but  the  affedtionatc  father, 
the  indulgent  mafler,  the  condefcending  and  be- 
nevelent  friend,  patron,  and  con)panion,  can  only 
be  defcribed  by  thofe  who  have  the  pleafure  and 
happinefs  to  fee  you  acSl  in  all  thofe  relations  :  I 
could  with  delight  enlarge  upon  this  amiable  part 
of  your  charasSter  ;  but  am  fenfible  that  no  portion 
of  your  time  is  fo  ill  fpent  as  in  reading  what  I 
write.  I  will  therefore  only  beg  the  honour  to 
fubfcribe  myfelf. 
My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfliip's  moft  obliged, 
And  moft  obedient  fervant, 

William  Broome, 
Pulliam  in  Ntr/oli,  1739, 


PREFACE. 


I  AM  very  fenfible  that  many  hard  circumftances 
attend  all  authors  :  if  they  write  ill,  they  are  fure 
to  be  ufed  with  contempt ;  if  well,  too  often  with 
«nvy.  Some  men,  even  while  they  improve  them- 
felves  with  the  fentiments  of  others,  rail  at  their 
lenefadors,  and  while  they  gather  the  fruit,  tear 
the  tree  thst  bore  it.  I  mufl  confefs,  that  mere^ 
idlenefs  induced  me  to  write ;  and  the  hopes  *oi 
entertaining  a  few  idle  men  to  publifh.  I  am  not 
fo  vain  as  not  to  think  there  are  many  faults  in  the 
cnfuing  poems ;  all  human  works  muft  fall  fliort 
cf  perfedlion  ;  and  therefore  to  acknowledge  it,  is 
no  humility :  however,  I  am  not  like  thofe  au- 
thors, who,  out  of  a  falfe  modefty,  complain  of 
the  imperfections  of  their  own  works,  yet  would 
take  it  very  ill  if  the  world  (hould  believe  them  : 
1  will  not  add  hypocrify  to  my  jother.  faults,  or 
a<ft  fo  abfurdly  as  to  invite  the  reader  to  an  en- 
tertainment, and  then  tell  him  that  there  is  no- 
thing worth  his  eating  ;  I  have  furnifhed  out  the 
table  according  to  my  beft  abilities,  if  not  with 
a  fplendid  elegance,  yet  at  leaft  with  an  innocent 
variety. 

But  Gnce  this  is  the  laft  time  that  I  fhall  ever, 
perhaps,  trouble  the  world  in  this  kind,  1  will  beg 
Jeave  to  fpeak  fomething  not  as  a  poet,  but  a  cri- 
tic ;  that  if  my  credit  fhould  fail  as  a  poet,  I  may 
have  recourfe  to  my  remarks  upon  Homer,  and  be 
pardoned  for  my  induftry  as  the  annotator  in  part 
upon  the  Iliad,  and  entirely  upon  the  Odyfley, 

I  will  therefore  offer  a  few  things  upon  criti- 
cifm  in  general,  a  ftudy  very  neccffary,but  fallen  into 
contempt  through  the  abufe  of  ir.  At  the  reftoration 
of  learning,  it  was  particularly  neceffary  ;  authors 
had  been  long  buried  in  obfcurity,  and  confs- 
quently  had  contradled  fome  ruft  through  the  ig- 
norance and  barbarifm  of  preceding  ages  :  it  was 
therefore  very  requifite  that  they  (hould  be  po- 
lifhed  by  a  critical  hand,  and  rellored  to  their  ori- 
ginal purity  :  in  this  confifts  the  office  of  critic; ; 
but,  inftead  of  making  copies  agreeable  to  the 
manufcripts,  they  have  long  inferted  their  own 
conjedlures ;  and  from  this  licenfe  arife  moft  of 
the  various  readings,  the  burdens  of  modern  edi- 
tions ;  whereas  books  are  like  picftures,  they  may 
be  new  varnifhed,  but  not  a  feature  is  to  be  al 
tered  ;  and  every  ftreke  that  is  thus  added,  deftroys 
in  fome  degree  the  rcfcniblance  ;  and  the  original 
is  no  longer  an  Homer  or  a  Virgil,  but  a  mere 
ideal  perfon.  the  creature  of  the  editor's  fancy 
Whoever  deviates  from  this  rule,  docs  not  correal, 
but  corrupt  his  author  ;  and  therefore,  fince  moft 
books  worth  rcaoing  have  now  good  impreffions,  it 
is  a  folly  to  devote  too  much  time  to  this  brarich 
of  criticifm ;  it  is  ridiculous  to  make  it  the  fu- 
preme  bufinefs  of  life  to  repair  the  ruins  of  a  de- 
cayed word,  to  trouble  the  world  with  vain  nice- 
ties about  a  letter,  or  a  fyllable,  or  the  tranf- 
pofition  of  a  phrafe,  when  the  prefcnt  reading 


is  fufficiently  intelligible.  Thefe  learned  triflers 
are  mere  weeders  of  an  author;  they  colleifl  the 
weeds  for  their  own  ufe,  and  permit  others  to  ga- 
ther the  herbs  and  flowers  :  it  would  be  of  more 
advantage  to  mankind,  when  once  an  author  is 
faithfully  publifhed,  to  turn  our  thoughts  from  the 
words  to  the.  fentiments,  and  make  them  more  eafy 
and  iiitelUgible.  A  Ikill  in  verbal  criticifm  is  in 
reality  but  a  flcill  in  gueffing,  and  confequently  he 
is  the  beft  critic  who  gneffes  beft  :  a  mighty  at- 
tainment !  and  yet  with  what  pomp  is  a  trivial 
alteration  ulhered  into  the  world!  fuch  writers 
are  like  Caligula,  who  raifed  a  mighty  army,  and 
alarmed  the  whole  world,  and  then  led  it  to  ga* 
ther  cockle-lhcUs.  In  fhort,  the  queftion  is  not 
what  the  author  might  have  faid,  but  what  he 
has  aiSually  faid ;  it  is  not  whether  a  different 
word  will  agree  with  the  fenfe,  and  turn  of  the 
period,  bijt  whether  it  was  ufedby  the  author  ;  if 
it  was,  It  has  a  good  title  ftill  to  maintain  its  poft, 
and  the  authority  of  the  manufcript  ought  to  be 
followed  rather  than  the  fancy  of  the  editor  :  for 
can  a  modern  be  a  better  judge  of  the  language  ot 
the  pureft  of  the  ancients,  than  thofe  ancients  who 
wrote  it  in  the  greateft  purity  ?  or  if  he  could, 
was  ever  any  author  fo  happy,  as  always  to  choofe 
the  moft  proper  word  ?  experience  {hows  the  ira- 
poffibility.  Befides,  of  what  ufe  is  verbal  criti- 
cifm when  once  v/e  have  a  faithful  edition  .'  it  em- 
barraffes  the  reader  inftead  of  giving  new  light 
and  hinders  his  proficiency  by  engroffmg  his  time, 
and  calling  off  the  attention  fn.m  the  author  to 
the  editor ;  it  increafes  the  expence  of  becks,  and 
makes  us  pay  an  high  price  for  trifles,  and  often 
for  abfurdities.  I  will  only  add,  with  Sir  Henry 
Saville,  that  various  leSions  are  now  grown  foi 
voluminous,  that  we  begin  to  value  the  firft 
editions  of  books  as  moft  corredl,  bccaufe  leaft 
corrected. 

There  are  other  critics  who  think  themfclves 
_  .  .  .obliged  to  fee  no  imperfe<5lions  in  theit' 
fP^''*'"  aiitlior:  from  the  moment  they  undcr- 
Lrtfics.  ^^^^  j^j^  caufe,  they  look  upon  him  as  a' 
lover  upon  his  miftrefs ;  he  has  no  faults,  or  hi* 
very  faults  improve  into  beauties:  this,  indeed, 
is  a  well  natured  error,  but  ftill  blanieable,  be- 
caufe  it  niif^uide=  the  judgment.  Such  critics  adt 
no  lefs  erroneoufly,  than  a  judge  who  fliould  rc- 
folve  to  acquit  a  perfon,  whether  innocent  of 
guilty,  who  comes  b-fore  him  upon  his  trial  It 
is  frcqueat  for  the  paitial  critic  to  praife  the  work 
as  he  likes  the  author;  he  admires  a  book  as  an 
antiquary  a  medal,  folely  from  the  impreflion  of 
the  name,  and  not  from  the  intrinfic  value  :  the 
copper  of  a  favourite  writer  ftiall  be  more  efteemed 
than  the  fincft  gold  of  a  lefs  acceptable  author  t 
for  this  reafcn  many  perfons  have  chofen  to  pu- 
blifh their  works  without  a  name,  and  by  this 
method,  like   Aptlles,  who  ftood  tfufcen  behind 
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hit  own  Venus,  have  received  a  praife,  which  per- 
haps might  have  been  denied  if  th^  author  had 
been  vifible. 

But  there  are  other  critics  who  a<ft  a  contrary 
f..      .      part,    and    condemn    all    as    criminals 

A     '"r^  whom   they    try  :   they  dwell    only 


and  mali- 
fiout  Cri- 


the  faults  of  an  auth.T,  and  endeavour 
to  raifc  a  reputation  by  difpi-aifing  eviiy 
'"■  thing  that  other  men  praife  ;  they  have 

an  antipathy  to  a  fliining  charadler,  like  fome  ani- 
mals, that  hare  the  fun  only  becaufe  of  its  bright- 
nefs  :  it  is  a  crime  with  them  to  excel :  they  are  a 
kind  of  Tartars  in  learning,  who,  feeing  a  perfon 
of  diftinguiflied  qualifications,  immediately  en- 
deavour to  kill  him,  in  hopes  to  attain  juft  fo 
much  merit  as  they  deftroy  in  their  adverfary. 
I  never  look  into  one  of  chefe  critics  but  he  puts 
me  in  mind  of  a  giant  in  romance  :  the  glory  of 
the  giant  conCfts  in  the  number  of  the  limbs  of 
men  whom  he  ha«  dellroyed  ;  that  of  the  critic  in 
viewing 
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If  ever  he  accidentally  deviates  into  praife,  he  does 
it  that  his  enfuing  blame  may  fall  with  the  greater 
weight ;  he  adorns  an  author  with  a  few  flowers, 
as  the  ancients  thofe  vi<fliras  which  they  were 
ready  to  facrifice  :  he  ftudies  criticifm  as  if  it  ex- 
tended only  to  difpraife  ;  a  practice,  which,  when 
moft  fuccefsful,  is  leall  dcfirable.  A  painter  might 
juftly  be  thought  to  have  a  perverfe  imagination, 
who  fhould  delight  only  to  draw  the  deformities 
and  diilortions  of  human  nature,  which,  when  ex- 
ecuted by  the  moil  marterly  hand,  flrike  the  be- 
holder with  moft  horror.  It  is  ufual  with  envious 
critics  to  attack  the  writings  of  others,  becaufe 
they  are  good  ;  they  conftantly  prey  upon  the 
faireft  fruits,  and  hope  to  fjiread  their  own  works 
by  uniting  them  to  thofe  of  their  adverfary.  Bijt 
this  n  like  Mezentius  in  Virgil,  to  join  a  dead 
carcafs  to  a  living  body  ;  and  the  only  effc*51;  (if  it, 
to  fill  every  well-natured  mind  with  deteftation  : 
their  malice  becomes  impotent,  and,  contrary  to 
their  defign,  they  give  a  teftimony  of  their  ene- 
my's merit,  and  ftiow  him  to  be  an  hero  by  turn- 
ing all  their  weapons  againft  him  :  fuch  critics 
are  like  dead  coals;  they  may  blacken,  but  cannot 
burn.  Thefe  writers  bring  to  my  memory  a  paf- 
fage  in  the  Iliad,  where  all  the  inferior  powers, 
the  Plebs  buperum,  or  rabble  of  the  fky,  arc  fan- 
cied to  unite  their  endeavours  to  pull  Jupiter  down 
to  the  earth  :  but  by  t"'e  attempt  they  only  betray 
their  own  inability ;  Jupiter  is  flill  Jupiter,  and 
by  their  unavailing  efforts  they  manifeft  his  fu- 
peri'irity. 

Modefty  is  effential  to  true  criticifm  :  no  man 
has  a  title  to  be  a  di<5lator  in  knowledge,  and  the 
fenfe  of  our  own  mfirmities  ought  to  teach  us  to 
treat  others  with  humanity.  The  envious  critic 
ought  to  confider,  that  if  the  authors  be  dead 
whi^n  he  cenfi  res,  it  is  inhumanity  to  trample 
upon  their  afhes  with  infolence;  that  it  is  cruelty 
to  fummon,  implead,  and  condemn  them  with  ri- 
gour and  animofity,  when  they  arc  not  in-  a  capa- 
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city  to  anfwer  his  unjuft  allegations :  If  the  au- 
thors be  alive,  the  common  laws  of  fociety  oblige 
us  not  to  commit  any  outrage  againft  another's 
reputation;  we  ought  m  ideftlv  to  convince,  not 
injurioiifly  inl'ult ;  and  contend  for  truth,  not  v^c- 
tory  ;  and  yet  the  enviou;-  critic  is  like  the  tyrants 
of  old,  who  thought  it  not  enough  to  conquer, 
unlefa  their  enemies  were  made  a  public  fpe<ftacle, 
and  dragged  in  triumph  at  their  chariot-wheels  ; 
but  whit  is  fuch  a  triumph  but  a  barbarous  infult 
over  the  calamities  of  their  fc!low-crea;ures  ?  the 
noife  of  a  day,  purchafed  with  the  mifcry  of  na- 
tions ?  However,  I  would  not  be  thought  to  be 
pleading  for  an  exemption  from  criticifm  ;  I  wnuld 
only  have  it  circumfcribed  within  the  rules  of  can- 
dour and  humanity  :  writers  may  be  told  of  their 
crr(;rs,  provided  it  be  with  the  decency  and  ten- 
dernefs  of  a  friend,  not  the  malice  and  pallion  of. 
an  enemy;  boys  may  be  whipped  into  fenfe,  but 
men  are  to  be  guided  with  realon. 

If  we  grant  the  malicious  critic  all  that  he 
claims,  and  allow  him  to  have  proved  his  adver- 
fary's  dulncfs,  and  his  own  acutcnefs,  yet,  as  long- 
as  there  is  virtue  in  the  world,  modeft  dulnefs  will 
be  preferable  to  learned  arrogance  :  Dulnefs  may- 
be a  misfortune,  but  arrogance  is  a  crime  ;  zni 
where  is  the  mighty  advantage,  if,  while  he  dif- 
covers  more  learning,  he  is  found  to  have  lefs  vir- 
tue than  his  adverfary  ?  and,  though  he  be  a  belter 
critic,  yet  proves  himfelf  to  be  a  worfe  man  .'  Be- 
fides,  no  one  is  to  be  envied  the  fkill  in  finding 
futh  faults  as  others  are  fo  dull  as  to  miftake  for 
beauties.  What  advantage  is  fuch  a  quickfighted- 
nefs  even  to  the  poiTeflors  of  it  ?  It  makes  them 
difficult  to  be  pleafed,  and  gives  them  pain,  while 
others  receive  a  pleafure  :  they  reumble  the  fe- 
condfighted  people  in  Scotland,  who  are  fabled 
to  fee  more  than  other  perfons;  but  all  the  bene- 
fit they  reap  from  this  privilege,  is  to  difcovCEob- 
jeifJs  of  horror,  gh>)fts,  and  apparitions. 

But  it  is  time  to  end,  though  I  have  too  much 
rer.fon  to  enlarge  the  argument  for  candour  in  cri- 
ticifm, through  a  confcioufntfs  of  my  own  defi- 
ciency :  I  have  in  reality  been  pleading  my  owa 
raufe,  that  if  I  appear  too  guilty  to  obtain  a  par- 
don, I  may  find  fu  much  mercy  from  my  judges, 
as  to  be  condemned  to  fufTcr  without  inhumanity: 
But  whatever  be  the  fate  of  the.'e  works,  they 
have  proved  of  ttfc  to  me,  and  been  an  agreeable 
amulement  in  a  conftant  folitude.  Providence  has 
been  pleafed  to  le;id  me  out  of  the  great  roads  of 
life,  into  a  private  path  ;  where,  though  we  have 
leifure  to  choofe  the  fmooihcft  way,  yet  we  are 
all  fure  to  meet  many  obftacles  in  the  journey  ;  I 
have  found  poetry  an  innocent  companion,  and 
fupport  from  the  fatigues  of  it ;  how  long,  or  hov» 
Ihort,  the  future  flages  of  it  are  to  be,  a*,  it  is  un- 
certain, fo  it  is  a  folly  to  be  over-folicitous  about 
it ;  he  that  lives  the  longeft,  has  but  the  fmall- 
privilege  uf  creeping  more  leifurely  tlian  others  to 
his  grave  ;  wl  at  we  call  living,  is  in  reality  but  % 
longer  time  of  dying  :  and  if  thi-fe  verfes  p'ove 
as  fhort-lived  as  their  auth<  r,  it  is  a  lofs  not  worth- 
regretting;  they  only  die,  as  they  were  horn,  iff. 
obfcuritjr. 
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HABBAKKUK,  CHAP.  Ill,  PARAPHRASED. 

AN  ODE, 
Written  in  17IO,  as  an  Exerctfc. 

When,  in  a  glorious  terrible  array. 
From  Faran's  towering  height  th'  Almighty  took 
his  way ; 
Borne  on  a  cherub's  wings  he  rode, 
Intolerable  day  proclaim' d  the  God ; 
No  earthly  cloud 
Could  his  effulgent  brightnefs  fhroud  : 
Glory,  and  majefty,  and  power, 
March'd  in  a  dreadful  pomp  before  ; 
Behind,  a  grim  and  meagre  train, 
Pining  ficknefs,  frantic  pain, 
Stalk'd  widely  on  !  with  all  the  difmal  band, 
"Which  heaven  in  anger  fends  to  fcourge  a  guilty 
land. 

With  terror  cloth'd,  he  downward  flew, 
And  wither'd  half  the  nations  with  a  view  ; 
Through  half  the  nations  of  th'  aftonilh'd  earth 
He  fcatter'd  war,  and  plagues,  and  dearth ! 
And  when  he  fpoke, 
The  everlafting  hills  from  their  foundations  ftiook ; 
The  trembling  mountains,  by  a  lowly  nod. 

With  reverence  ftruck,  confefs'd  the  God  : 
On  Sion's  holy  hill  he  took  his  ftand, 
Grafping  omnipotence  in  his  right  hand; 

Then  mighty  earthquakes  rock'd  the  ground, 
And  the  fun  darken'd  as  he  frown'd : 
He  dealt  affliction  from  his  van. 
And  wild  confufion  from  his  rear  ; 
They  through  the  tents  of  Cu(han  raxi, 
The  tents  of  Cufhan  quak'd  with  fear. 
And  Midian  trembled  with  defpair. 
♦  I  fee !  his  fword  wave  naked  in  the  air ; 
It  fheds  arpund  a  baleful  ray, 


VARIATION. 

*  I  fee  his  fword  wave  with  redoubled  ire, 
Ah !  has  it  fet  the  very  clouds  on  fire  ? 
The  clouds  burft  down  in  deluges  of  fhowers ; 
Fierce  lightning  flames,  vindivSive  thunder  roars. 


The  rains  pour  down,  the  lightnings  play, 
And  on  their  wings  vindic5livc  thunders  bear. 
When  through  the  mighty  flood 
He  led  the  murmuring  crowd. 
What  all"d  the  rivers  that  they  backward  fled  t 

Why  was  the  mighty  flood  afraid  ?     . 
March'd  he  againft  the  rivers  ?  or  was  he. 
Thou  mighty  flood !  difpleas'd  at  thee  ? 
The  flood  beheld  from  far 
The  Deity  in  all  his  equipage  of  war  ; 
And  lo  1  at  once  it  burfts  I  in  diverfe  falls 
On  either  hand  I  it  fwells  in  cryftal  walls '. 
Th'  eternal  rocks  difclofe  !  the  tofling  wave* 
Rufti  in  loud  thunder  from  a  thoufand  caves  ! 
Why  tremble  ye,  O  faithlefs  !  to  behold 
The  opening  deeps  their  gulfs  unfold  ? 
Enter  the  dreadful  chafms !  'tis  God,  who  guide* 
Your  wond'rous  way !  the  God  who  rules  the  tides' 
And  lo  !  they  march  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  feas  !  they  mount  the  adverfe  fliorc  I 

Advance,  ye  chofen  tribes  1 Arabia's  fands 

Lonely,  uncomfortable  lands! 

Void  of  fountain,  void  of  rain, 
Oppcfe  their  burning  coafts  in  vain  ! 

See  !  the  great  prophet  Hand, 
Waving  his  wonder-working  wand ! 
He  flrikes  the  fl:ubborn  rock,  and  lo  ! 
The  ftubborn  rock  feels  the  Almighty  blow  ! 
His  flony  entrails  buril,  and  rufhing  torrents  floW. 

*  Then  did  the  fun  his  fiery  courfers  flay. 
And  backward  held  the  falling  day  ; 


VARIATION. 

*  Ah,  what  new  fcenes  unfold,  what  voice  I  hear  '. 
Sun, fland  thou  ftill ;  thou  moon,  thy  coiirfe  forbear : 
Ah,  ....  fun,  thy  wheels  obedient  flay, 
Doubling  the  fplendours  of  the  wondrous  day. 
The  nimble-footed  minutes  ceafe  to  run 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hangs  his  uneipanded  wings, 

And  ail  the  fecrct  fprings  1 

That  carry  on  the  year 

Stop  in  their  full  career  ; 
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The  nimble-footed  minutes  ceas'd  to  run, 

An4  urge  the  lazy  hours  on. 
Time  hang  his  untxpanded  wings. 

And  ail  the  fecret  fprings 

That  carry  on  the  year, 

Stopp'd  in  their  full  career  : 

Then  tlie  aftonifh'd  moon 

Forgot  her  going  down  ; 
And  paler  grew, 

The  difinal  fcene  to  view. 
How  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation, 
Th'  Almighty  ruin  dealt,  and  ghailly  dcfolation. 

But  why,  ah  !  why,  O  Sion,  reigns 
Wide  v^aliing  havock  o'er  thy  plains? 
Ah,  me  '.  deftrucSion  is  abroad  ! 
Vengeance  isloofe,  and  wrath  from  God! 
See  !  holls  of  fpoiiers  feize  their  prey  1 
See  !  flaughter  marks  in  blood  his  way  1 
See  !  bow  embattled  Babylon 
Like  an  unruly  deluge  rufhes  on  ! 

Lo  !  the  field  with  millions  fwartns .' 
I  hear  their  fhouts !  their  clafliing  arms  '. 
Now  the  confli<5ling  hofts  engage, 

With  n>ore  tlian  mortal  rage  ! 

Oh  ;  heaven  1   1  faint 1  die  I 

The  yielding  powers  of  Ifrael  fly  ! 

Now  banner  d  hoHs  furround  the  walls 

Of  bion  !  now  fbe  finks,  Ihe  falls ! 

Ah  I  Sion,  how  for  thee  1  mourn  '. 

What  pangs  for  thee  1  feel  '. 
Ah  1  how  art  thou  become  the  Pagans'  fcorn, 
Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael  1 
A  fhivering  damp  invades  my  heart, 
A  trembling  horror  (hoots  through  every  part ; 
My  nodding  frame  can  fcarce  fullain 
Th'  cpprt  fiive  load  I  undergo  : 
Speechlcfs  1  figh  !  the  envious  woe 
Forbids  the  very  pleafurc  to  complain  : 
Forbids  my  faultering  tongue  to  tell 

What  pangs  for  thee  I  feel, 
Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

Yet  though  the  fig-tree  fhould  no  burthen  bear. 
Though  vines  delude  the  promife  of  the  year ; 
Yet  though  the  olive  ihould  not  yield  her  oil, 
Nor  the  parch'd  glebe  reward  the  peafant's  toil; 
Though  the  tird  ox  beneath  his  labours  fall, 
And  herds  in  millions  perifh  from  the  flail; 

Yet  {hall  my  grateful  firings 

For  ever  praifc  thy  name. 

For  ever  thee  proclaim. 
Thee  everlafling  God,  the  mighty  King  of  Kings. 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON  HER   SICKNESS  AND  RECOVERY. 

Sure  never  pain  fuch  beauty  wore. 
Or  look'd  fo  amiable  before  ! 


VARJAl  ION. 

At  once  th' aftonifh'd  moon 
s.  Forgets  her  going  down, 
And  paler  grows. 
To  view  th'  amazing  train  of  woes ; 
While  through  the  trembling  Pagan  nation 
■yh' Almighty  ruin  deals,  and  ghaftly  dcfolation. 
Vol,  YUl. 


Yoii  graces  give  to  a  difeafe, 
Adorn  the  pain,  and  make  it  pleafe : 
Thus  burning  incenfefheds  perfumes. 
Still  fragrant  as  it  ftill  confumes. 

Nor  can  even  ficknefs,  which  difarms 
All  other  nymphs,  deilruy  your  charms; 
A  thoufand  beauties  you  can  Ipare, 
And  ftill  be  faireft  of  the  fair. 

But  fee  1   the  pain  begins  to  fly  ; 
Though  Ven,as  bled,  (he  could  not  die : 
See  !  the  new  phcenix  point  her  eyes. 
And  lovelier  from  her  aflies  rife  ; 
Thus  rofes,  when  the  ftorm  is  o'er. 
Draw  beauties  from  th'  inclement  (bower. 

Welcnnie,  ye  hours  !   which  thus  repay 
What  envious  ficknefs  ftole  away  ! 
WeJ.come  as  thofc  whicli  kindly  bring. 
And  u(her  in  the  joyous  faring  ; 
That  to  the  fmiling  earth  reflore 
The  beauteous  herb,  and  blooming  flower, 
And  give  her  all  the  charms  flie  loft 
By  wintery  florms,  and  hoary  froft' 

And  yet  how  weU  did  flie  fuflain, 
And  grca-ly  triumph  o'er  her  pain ! 
So  flowers,  when  blafting  winds  inv.ide. 
Breathe  fweet,  and  beautiful. y  faae. 

Now  in  her  cheeks,  and  radiant  eyes. 
New  blufhes  glow,  new  lightnings" rue; 
Behold  a  thoufand  charms  fuccced. 
For  which  a  thoufand  hearts  niu'l  bleed  I 
Brighter  from  her  dii'eale  (he  fhines, 
As  fire  the  precious  goid  refines. 

Thus  when  the  filent  grave  becomes 
Pregnant  with  life,  as  fruitful  wombs; 
VV^hen  the  wide  feas,  and  fpacioiis  earth, 
Refign  us  to  our  fecond  birth  ; 
Our  moulder'd  frame  rebuilt  affumes 
New  beauty,  and  for  ever  blooms ; 
And,  crown'd  with  youth's  immortal  piide, 
We  angels  rife,  who  mortals  dy'd. 

TO  BELINDA, 

on   HER  APRON   EMBROIDERED  WITH  ARMS 
AND   FLOWERS. 

*  The  liftening  trees  Amphion  drew 
To  dance  from  hills,  where  once  they  grew  : 
But  you  exprefs  a  power  more  great; 
The  flowers  you  draw  not,  but  create. 

Behold  your  own  creation  rife. 
And  fmile  beneath  your  radiant  eyes  I 
'Tis  beauteous  all !  and  yet  receives 
From  you  more  graces  than  it  gives. 

But  fay,  amid  the  fofter  charrris 
Of  blooming  flowers,  what  mean  thefe  arms  ? 


VARIATION. 

*  The  lovely  Flora  paints  the  earth, 
And  calls  the  morning  fl  wers  to  birth  : 
But  you  difplay  a  power  more  great; 
She  calls  forth  flowers,  but  you  create. 
3B 
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^o  round  the  fragrance  oi  the  rofe, 
The  pointed  thorn,  to  guard  it,  grows. 

But  cruel  yon,  who  thus  employ 
Both  arms  and  beauty  to  deftroy  I 
So  Vcr.us  marches  to  the  fri^y 
In  armour,  formidably  gay. 

It  is  a  dreadful  pleanng  fight ! 
The  flowers  attracSt,  the  arms  affright; 
The  flowers  with  lively  heauty  bloom, 
The  arms  denounce  an  inftant  doom. 

Thus,  when  the  Britons  in  array 
Their  enfigns  to  the  I'lin  difplay, 
In  the  fame  flag  are  lilies  fhown, 
And  angry  lions  fltrnly  frown  ; 
On  high  the  glittering  ilandard  flies. 
And  conquers  all  thiiigs-r— like  your  eyes.  ■    . 

PART  OFTUJi  XXXVfll.  AND  XXXfX. 
CH4PTiifi.S  OF  JOB, 

A    PAaAPflRASE. 

Now  from  the  folendors  of  his  bright  abode 
On  wings  of  ail  the  winds  th'  Almighty  ro 
And  the  loud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  G 
Cherubs  and  Jevaphs  from  celefliai  bowers, 
Ten  thonfand  thoufand  !  bright  ethereal  powers  1 
MiniRrant  round,  their  radiant  files  unfold, 
Arm'd  in  eteri.al  adamant  and  gold  ! 
Whirlwinds  ar.d  thundrous  flornis  his  chariot  drew 
'Tween  worlds  and  v/orlds,  triumphant  as  it  flew: 
He  flretch'd  his  dark  pavilion  o'er  the  floods, 
Eade  hills  fubfide,  and  rein'd  th'  ebedient  clouds  ; 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  Godhead  fpoke. 
And  at  his  voice  afuighted  nature  Ihook. 

Vain  man  !  who  boldly  with  dim  reafon's  ray 
;  Vies-with  hjs  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day  ! 

*  But  tell  rae  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame 
Of  all  thin;;!,  from  the  womb  of  nothing  came  ; 
W'hen  nature's  Lord,  with  one  almighty  call, 
Prom  nowhere  rais'd  the  world's  capacious  ball  ? 
.Say  if  thy  hand  direfis  the  various  rounds 

Of  the  vafl  earth,  and  circunifcribes  the  bounds? 
How  orbs  oppos'd  to  orbs  amid  the  fliy. 
In  concert  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 
What  wondrous  pillars  their  foundations  hear 
When  huntj  felf-balancM  in  the  fluid  air  ? 
Why  the  vafl.  tides  fometimes  v.rith  wanton  play 
In  fliining  mazes  gently  glide  away; 
Anon,  v.'iiy  iv/elling  with  impetuous  f}ores 
Tumultuous  tumbling,  thunder  to  the  ftiores? 
By  thy  com  j:and  does  fair  Aurora  rife, 
And  gild  v/ith  purple  beams  the  blufliing  flcies; 
The  warblinjr  larkfalutes  her  cheerful  ray. 
And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifing  day; 
The  rifing  diy  ambrofial  dew  diflils,  T 

Th'  av.ibrofiai  dew  with  balmy  odour  fills  / 

The  flovv  ers,  the  flowers  rejoice,  and  nature  C 
fmilesw  3 
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*  But  tell  me,  mortal,  when  th'  Almighty  faid, 
£c  made,  ye  worlds !  how  worlds  at  once  were 

made; 
When  hofls  of  angels,  wrapt  in  wonder,  fung 
Jiis  prailc,  as  order  from  diforder  fprung  ? 


OF   BROOME. 

V/hy  night,  in  fable  rob'd,  as  daylight  (odes. 

O'er  half  the  nations  draws  her  awful  fl/ades  ? 

Now  peaceful  nature  lies  difTus'd  in  eafe ; 

A  folemn  ftillnefs  reigns  o'er  land  and  feas. 

*  Sleep  ihcds  o'er  all  his  balm  !  tn  fleep  rcllgn'dj 

Birds,  beads  lie  huili'd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 

No  air  of  breath  diilurbs  the  drowij  woods, 

No  whifpers  murmur  from  the  fdint  floods ! 

The  moon  fiieds  down  a  filver-flreaming  light. 

And  glads  the  melancholic  face  '.'f  night : 

Nov/  clouds  fwift-lkiaiming  veil  her  fullied  ray, 

f  Now  bright  fiae  blazes  with  a  fuller  day  : 

The  ftars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  fliies, 

And  fall  in  fdence,  and  in  filence  rife  : 

Till,  as  a  giant  flrong,  a  bridegroom  gay,  - 

The  fun  fprings  dancing  through  the  gates  of  day ; 

H-^  Iliakeshis  dewy  locks,  and  hurls  his  beams- 

O'er  the  proud  hills,  and  down  the  glowing  fl.reams: 

His  fiery  courfers  bound  above  the  main. 

And  whirl  the  car  along  th'  ethereal  plain  : 

The  fiery  courfers  and  the  car  difplay 

A  dream  of  glory,  and  a  flood  of  day. 

Did  e'er  thy  eye  defcend  into  the  deep 

Or  haft  thou  feen  where  infant  tempefls  fleep  ? 

Was  e'er  the  grave,  or  regions  of  the  -night, 

Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  open'd  to  thy  fight  ? 

Has  death  difclos'd  to  thee  her  gloomy  flate,     "j 

The  ghaftly  forms,'  the  various  woes  that  wait    J- 

In  terrible  array  before  her  awful  gate  ?  J 

Know'ft  thou  where  darknefs  bears  eternal  fvvay, 

Or  where  the  fource  of  everlafling  day  ? 

Say,  why  the  thriving  hail  with  rufhing  found 

Pours  from  on  high,  and  rattles  on  the  ground  ? 

Why  hover  fnows,  down-w^avering  by  degrees. 

Shine  from  the  hills,  or  glitter  from  the  trees  ? 

Say,  v/hy  in  lucid  drops  the  balmy  rain 

With  fpcrkling  gems  impearlsthe  fpangled  plain  ? 

Or,  gathering  in  the  vale,  a  current  flows, 

And  on  each  flower  a  fudden  fpring  bellows  ? 

Say,  why  v/ith  gentle  fighs  the  evening  breeze 

Salutes  the  flowers,  or  murmurs  through  the  trees? 

Or  why  loud  winds  in  florms  of  vengeance  fly, 

Howl  o'er  the  main,  and  thunder  in  the  Iky  ? 

Say,  to  what  v/ondrous  magazines  repair 

The  viewlefs  beings,  when  ferene  the  air  ? 

Till,  from  their  dungeons  loos'd,  they  roar  aloud, 

Upturn  whole  oceans,  and  tofs  cloud  on  cloud. 

While  waves  encountering  waves,  in  mountains 

driven, 
S'.vell  to  the  liarry  vault,  and  dafli  the  heaven. 
Xnow'fl  thou,  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air,  -i 
Heralds  of  woe,  deftrudtion,  and  defpair,  ,  J. 

The  plague,  the  fword,  and  all  the  forms  of  w-ar  ?  J 
On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  light'ning  flies. 
And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  {kid  ? 
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*  No  more  the  monfters  of  the  defert  roar, 
Doubling  tlie  terrors  of  the  midnight  hour. 
The  fowl,  the  fiihes,  to  repofe  refign'd. 
Ail,  all  lie  hulh'd,  and  bufy  human-kind. 
The  faiuting  murmur  dies  upon  the  floods, 
And  fighing  breezes  lull  the  drowfy  woods. 

[  Now  bright  Ihe  blazes,  and  fupplics  the  day. 
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Say,  can  thy  voice,  when  fultry  Siriuq  reigns,  | 

Ancl  funs  intenfely  glowing  cleave  the  plains,  ! 

Til'  exhaufted  urns  of  fhirfty  fprings  fupply, 
And  mitigate  the  fever  of  thy  ficy  ?  [clouds, 

Or,  when  the   heavens  are  charg'd  with  gloomy 
And  half  the  fkies  precipitate  in  floods, 
Chafe  the  dack  I'.ovror  of  the  ftorm  away,  ^ 
Reftrain  the  deluge,  and  reftore  the  day  ?    ' 
By  thee  does  fummer  deck  herfelf  with  charms. 
Or  hoary  winter  lock  his  frozen  arms  ? 
Say,  if  thy  hand  inftru>Sl  the  rofe  to  glow. 
Or  to  the  lily  give  unfullied  fnow  ? 
Teach  fruits  to  knit  from  bloffoms  by  degrees, 
Swell  into  orbs,  and  load  the  bending  trees, 
Whofe  various  kinds  a  variouis  hue  unfold, 
With  ci-imfon  blvifh,  or  burnifli  into  gold  ? 
Say,  why  the  fun  arrays  with  fhining  dyes 
The  gaudy  bow  that  gilds  the  gloomy  Ikies  ? 
He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  flreams. 
And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glittering  beams  ; 
Sweetly  the  varying  colours  fade  or  rife, 
And  the  vaft  arch  embraces  half  the  flcies. 
Say,  didft  thou  give  the  n-.ighty  feas  their  bars. 
Fill  air  with  fowl,  or  light  up  heaven  with  fl'ar?, 
Whofe  thoufand  times  ten  thoufand  lainps  difplay 
A  friendly  radiance,  mingling  ray  with  ray?    ' 
Say,  canft  thou  rule  the  courfcrs  of  th.e  fun, 
Or  lafh  the  lazy  fia^n,  Bootes,  on  ? 
Dofl  thou  inflrud  the  eagle  how  to  fly, 
To  mount  the  viewlefs  Vi-inds,  aTidtower  the  iky  ? 
On  founding  pinions  borne,  he  foars,  and  fhroads 
His  proud  afpiring  head  among  the  clouds ; 
Strong-pounc'd,  and  fierce,  he  darts  upon  his's 
prey,  C 

He  falls  in  triumph  through  th'  ethereal  way,      f 
Bears  on  the  fun,  and  balks  in  open  day,  _) 

Does  the  dread  king,  and  terror  of  the  wood, 
The  lion,  from  thy  hand  esped;  his  food  ? 
Stung  with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes, 
Ranges  the  plains,  and  o'er  the  forefl  roams  *. 
*  He  fnuffs  the  track  of  beafls,  he  fiercely  roars, 
Dtjubling  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hours  : 
With  fullen  majefly  he  {talks  away, 
And  the  rocks  tremble  while  he  feeks  his  prey  : 
Dreadful  he  grins,  he  rends  the  favage  brood 
Wiih  unfheath'd  paws,  and   churns  the  fpuuting 

blood. 
Dofl  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  generous  horfe, 
Add  nervous  limbs,  or  fv/iftnefs  for  the  courfe  ?  , 
•Fleet  as  the  wind,  he  fhoots  along  the  plain. 
And  knows  no  check,  nor  hears  the  curbing  rein  ; 
His  fiery  eye-balls,  formidably  bright. 
Dart  a  fierce  glory,  and  a  dreadful  light : ' 
Pleas'dwith  the  clank  of  arms,  and  trumpets'  found, 
He  bounds,    and   pranciiig   paws  the   trembling 

ground ; 
He  fnuffs  the  promis'd  battle  from  afar,         [war  : 
Neighs  at  the  captains,  (bouts,  and  thunder  of  the 
Rous'd  with  the  noble  din  and  martial  fight, 
He  pants  with  tumults  of  fevere  delight  : 

VARIATION. 

•  He  mocks  the  beating  (forms  and  wintery  fiicv- 

ers, 
^•laking  night  hideous  as  he  fternly  roars,. 


His  fprightly  blood  an  even  COurfe  difdains, 
Pours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins  ; 
He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow, 
Demands  the  fight,  and  rulhes  on  the  foe. 

MELANCHOLY : 


Ofcajtontd  by  the  Death  of  a  beloved  Daughtsr.   I743'« 

Adieu  vain  mirth,  and  noify  joys  '■ 
Ye  gay  defires,  deluding  toys  I 
Thou,  thou;jhtful  melancholy,  deign 
To  hide  me  in  thy  penfive  train  ! 
If  by  the  fall  or  murmuring  floods. 
Where  awful  fliades  embrov/n  the  woods. 
Or  if,  where  winds  in  cafrerns  groan. 
Thou  wanderefl  filent  and  alone  ; 
Come,  blifsful  mourner,  wifely  fad, 
In  furrow's  garb,  in  fable  clad, 
Henceforth,  thou  care,  myhours  employ  '. 
Sorrow,  be  thou  henceforth  my  joy  ! 
By  tombs  where  fullen  fpirits  ftalk, 
Familiar  with  the  di^^d  1  walk  ; 
While  to  my  fighs  and  groans  by  turns. 
From  graves  the  midnight  echo  mourns. 
Open  thy  marble  jaw«,  Otomb, 
Though  earth  conceal  me  in  thy  womb  \: 
And  you,  ye  worms,  this  frame  confound, 
Ye  brother  reptiles  of  the  ground  1 
O  life,  frail  offspring  of  a  day  \ 
'Tis  pufF'd  with  one  fhort  gafp  av/ay  ! 
Swift  as  the  fhort-liv'd  flower  it  flies, 
It  Springs,  it  blooms,  it  fades,  it  dies. 
With  cries  we  uflisr  in  our  birth, 
With  groans  refign  our  tranfient  breath  : 
While  round,  ffern  miniHers  of  fate. 
Pain,  and  difeafe,  and  forrow  wait. 
While  childhood  reigns,  the  fportive  boy 
Learns  only  prettily  to  toy  ; 

And  while  he  roves  from  play  to  play 

The  wanton  trifles  lifeav^^ay., 

When  to  the  noon  of  life  we"  rife. 

The  man  grows  elegant  in  vice  ; 

To  glorious  guilt  in  courts  he  climbs. 

Vilely  judicious  in  his  crimes. 

When  youth  and  ftrength  in  age  are  loft, 

Man  feems  already  half  a  ghofl ; 

V/ither'd  and  wan  to  earth  he  bows, 

A  walking  hcfpital  of  woes. 

Oh  happinefs,  thou  empty  name ! 

Say,  art  tliou  bought  by  gold  or  fame  ? 

What  art  thou,  gold,  but  fhining  earth  ? 

rhou,  common  fame,  but  common  breath  I 

If  virtue  contradi<a;  the  voice 

Of  public  fame,  applaufe  is  npife  ; 

Ev'n  vi<ftors  are  by  conqueft  curft, 

The  bravefl  warrior  is  the  word. 

Look  round  on  all  that  man  below 

idly  calls  great,  and  all  is  fhov/  1 

All,  to  the  coflin  from  our  birth, 

In  this  vafl  toy  fliop  of  the',  earth. 
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Come  thpn,  O  friend  of  virtuous  woe, 
With  folemn  pace,  demure,  and  flow  : 
to  !  fad  and  ferious,  I  purfue 
Thy  fteps — adieu,  vain  world,  adieu  1 

DAPHNIS  AND  LYCIDAS ; 

A   PASTORAL. 

[They  fmg  the  diiferent  fuccefs  and  abfence  of 
their  loves  ] 

ITe  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  F if  count  Tozvnjhend, 
of  Rainbapi-in  Norjolk, 

"  Sylvx  funt  Corifule  dign9B."-iiVikiii " 

Daphnis,    .    ,, 
How  calm  the  evening  lice  the  falling  day 
Gilds  every  mountain  with  a  ruddy  ray  1 
In  gentle  fighs  the  foftly  whifpering  breeze 
Salutes  the  flnwers,  and  waves  the  trembling  trees  ; 
Hark  I  the  night-warbler,  from  yon  vocal  boughs, 
Glads  every  valley  with  melodious  woes ! 
iSwifc  throi  gh  the  air  her  rounds  the  fv/allow  takes, 
Or  fportive  flcims  the  level  of  the  lakes.  , 

Tiie  timorous  deer,  fwift-ftarting  as  they  graze, 
Bound  off  in  crowds,  then  turn  again,  and  gaze. 
See  '■  how  yon  fwans,  with  fiiowy  pride  elate, 
Arch  their  high  necks,  and  fail  along  in  ftate  1 
Thy  frilting  flecks  fafe-wandering  crop  the  plain, 
And  the  glad  feafon  claims  a  gladibme  fliain. 

Begin Ye  echoes  liften  to  the  fong. 

And  with  its  fwettnefs  pleas'd,  each  note  prolong  ! 

L^adas. 
Sin'Tjn-'.ufe — and  oh  I  iuy  Townfliend  deign  to  view 
What  the  n.ufe  fmgs,  to  Townflicnd  this  is  due  \ 
Who  carrying  with  him  all  the  world  admires'^ 
From  all  the  world  illuftrioufly  retires; 
And  calfnly  wandering  in  his  Rainham,  roves 
By  lake,  or  fpring,  by  thicket, lawn,  or  groves; 
Where  verdant  hills  or  vale-,  where  fountains  ftray, 
Cliarm  e'vsry  thought  of  idle  pomp  away  ; 
tlnenvy'd  views  the  fplendid  toils  of  {late,  ' 
In  private  happy,  as  in  public  great. 

Thus  godlike  Scipio.on  whofe  cares  rcclin'd 
The  burden  and  repofe  of  half  mankind, 
Left  to  the  vain  their  pomp,  and  calmly  ftray'd, 
The  world  forgot,  beneath  the  laurel  (liade ; 
IvJiir  longer  would  be  great,  but  void  of  ftrife, 
Cloh'd  in  foft  peace  his  eve  of  glorious  life. 

Feed  rf'und,  my  goats  ;■  ye  flittp,  in  fafety  graze  ; 
Ye  vvindp,  breathe  gently  \vhile  I  tun?  my  lays. 

The  joyous  fpring  draws  nigh  ;  ambroCairhowers 
Unbind  the  eartli,  the  ear'.h  unbinds  the  flowers; 
The  flowers  blow  fweet,  the  daffodils  unfold 
The  fpreading  glories  of  their  blooming  gfdd. 

■    -      '       ■  ■  Bjjhnls.  • 

As  the  gay  hours  advance,  the  blofT  ms  (hont, 
The  knitting  bluiTtim's  harden  into  fruit ; 
And  as  the  autumn  by  degrees  enlues, 
The  mellov.-ing  fruits  difplay  their  flrealty  hues. 

Lycidas. 
When  the  winds  whiftle,  and  the  tempeft  roars. 
When  foaming  billows  lalh  the  founding  fliores, 
The  blcomy  beautiei  of  the  paflures  die, 
.^^nd  in  gay  heaps  .«£  frdgiant  rCiR  Le. 


Dapbnis-  ' 

Severe  the  ftorms !  when  flxuddering  winter  binds 
The  earth  !  but  winter  yields  to  vernal  winds. 
Oh  Love  1  thy  rigour  my  whole  life  deforms, 
More  cold  than  winter,  more  fevcre  than  ftorms! 

Lyuidai. 
Sweet  is  the  fpring,  and  gay  the  fummer  hours. 
When  balmy  odours  breathe  from  painted  flowers; 
But  neither  fweet  the  fpring,  nor  fummer  gay, 
When  flie  I  love,  my  charmer,  is  away. 

Daphnh. 
To  favage  rocks,  through  bleak  inclement  flcles, 
Deaf  as  thofe  rocks,  from  me  my  fair  one  flies  : 
Oh  virgin,  ceafe  to  fly  1  th'  inclement  air    [fpart  \ 
May  hurt  thy  charms  !— but  thou  hafl  charms  to 

Lycidas^ 
I  love,  and  ever  fliall  my  love  remain, 
The  faireft,  kindeft  virgin  of  the  plain  ; 
With  equal  paflion  her  foft  bofom  glows, 
Feels  the  fweet  pains,  and  fliares  the  heavenly  woe§. 

Dapbnis. 
With  a  feign'd  paflion,  flie  I  love  beguiles, 
And  gayly  falfe  the  dear  diflembler  fmiies; 
But  lee  her  ftill  thofe  bleft  deceits  employ, 
Siill  may  ftie  feign,  and  cheat  me  into  joy  I 

L-icidas. 
On  yonder  bank  the  yielding  nymph  reclin'd, 
Gods  !   how  tranfported  I,  and  flie  how  kind  ! 
There  rife, ye  flowers,  and  there  your  pride  difplay, 
There  fiied  your  odours  where  the  fair-one  lay  ! 

Daphnis, 
Once,  as  my  fair-one  in  the  rofy  bower 
In  gentle  flumbers  pafs'd  the  noon-tide  hour. 
Soft  I  a^proach'd,  and  raptur'd  with  the  blifs. 
At  leifure  gaz'd,  then  ftole  a  filcnt  kifs  : 
She  wak'd  ;  when  confcious  fmiies,  but  ill  reprefl 
Spoke  no  difdain  1 — Was  ever  fwain  fo  blelt  ? 

Lycidas. 
With  fragrant  apples  from  the  bending  bough 
In  fport  my  charmer  gave  her  fwain  a  blow  : 
The  fair  offender,  of  my  wrath  afraid. 
Fled,  till  I  feiz'd  and  kifs'd  the  jplooming  maid  : 
She  fmil'd,  and  vow'd  if  thus  her  crimes  I  pay, 
She  would  ofi"end  a  thoufand  times  a  day  1 

Daphnis. 
O'er  the  fleep  mountains,  and  the  pathlefs  mead^ 
From  my  embrace  the  lovely  fcorner  fled  ; 
But  ftumbling  in  the  flight,  by  chance  ihe  fell : 
I  faw — but  what — her  lover  wiil  not  tell. 

Lycidas.  ' 
From  me  my  fair-one  fled,  diflemblingpky, 
And  in  the  darkcinceald  the  wanton  lay ; 
But  laugh'd,  and  fliow'd  by  the  diredling  found 
She  only  hid,  in  fecret  to  be  found. 

Daphnis. 
Far  bene*  to  happier  climes  Belinda  ftrays. 
But  in  my  brealt  her  lovely  image  flays; 
Oh  !   to  thefe  plains  again,  bright  nymph,  repair, 
Or  from  my  breaft  far  hence  thy  image  bear  ! 

Lycidas. 
Come,  Delia,  come  !   till  Delia  bicfs  thefe  feats, 
Hide  me,  ye  groves,  within  your  dark  retreats  .' 
In  hollow  groans,  ye  winds,  around  me  blow  ! 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  my  woe  \ 


r>   G 


r.aphr. 


Where'er  Belinda  roves,  ye  zephyrs,  play  ! 
Where'er  (he  treads,  ye  flowers,  adorn  the  way  1 
From  fultry  funs,  ye  jjroves,  my  charmer  keep  ! 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  her  fleep  ! 

Ijycidus. 

If  ftreams  fmnoth-wandering,  Delia,  yield  delight; 
If  the  gay  rnfe,  or  lily,  pleafe  thy  fight ; 
Smooth  ftreams  here  wander,  here  tlie  rofcs  glow, 
Here  the  proud  hlies  rife  to  fhade  thy  brow  ; 

Daphnii. 

Aid  me,  ye  mufes,  while  I  loud  proclaim 
What  love  infpires,  and  fing  Belinda's  name  : 
Waft  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  hills  around  ; 
And  fport,  ye  echoes,  with  the  favourite  found. 

Lycidas. 

Thy  name,  my  Delia,  Ihall  improve  my  fong, 
The  pleafing  labour  of  my  ravifli'd  tongue  : 
Her  name  to  heaven  propitious  zephyrs  bear, 
And  breathe  it  to  her  kindred  angels  there  ! 

Daphnis, 
But  fee  !  the  night  difplays  her  {tarry  train, 
Soft  fiiver  dews  impearl  the  glittering  plain  ; 
An  awful  horror  fills  the  gloomy  woods. 
And  bluifh  mills  rife  from  the  fmoking  floods  : 
*  Hafte,  Daphnis,  hafte  to  fold  thy  woolly  care, 
The  deepening  fliades  imbrown  th'  unwholefome 


THE  FIRST  ODE  OF  HORACE, 

TRANSLATED. 

M.TCENAS,  whofe  high  lineage  fprings 
Jrom  a  long  race  of  ancient  kings, 
Patron  and  friend !   thy  honour'd  name 
At  once  is  my  defence  and  fame. 

There  are,  who  with  fend  tranfport  praife 
The  chariot  thundering  in  the  race  ; 
Where  conqueft  won,  and  palms  beftow'd. 
Lift  the  proud  mortal  to  a  god. 

The  man  who  courts  the  people's  voice, 
And  doats  on  offices  and  noife  ; 
Or  they  who  till  the  peaceful  fields, 
And  reap  what  bounteous  nature  yields, 
Unmov  d,  the  merchant's  wealth  behold, 
Nor  hazard  hr.ppinefs  for  g  Id  ; 
Untempted  by  whole  worlds  of  gain 
To  ftem  the  billows  of  the  main. 

The  merchant,  when  the  ftorm  invades. 
Envies  the  quiet  of  the  (hades; 
But  foon  relaunches  from  the  fhore, 
Dreading  the  crime  of  being  poor. 

Some  carelefs  wafte  the  mirthful  day 
With  generous  wines,  and  wanton  play, 
Indulgent  of  the  genial  hour, 
By  fpring,  or  rill,  or  (hade,  or  bower. 

Some  hear  with  joy  the  clanging  jar 
Of  trumpets,  that  alarm  to  war  ; 
While  matrons  tremble  at  the  breath 
That  calls  their  fons  to  arms  and  death. 

VARIATION. 

*  Hafte,  Lycidas,  to  fold,  &c» 


EMS.  m 

The  fportfman,  train'd  in  ftorms,  defies 
The  chilling  blaft,  and  freezing  Ikies  : 
Unmindful  of  his  bride,  in  vain 
Soft  beauty  pleads ;   along  the  plain 
The  (lag  he  chafe=,  r,r  beguiles 
The  furious  boar  into  his  toils. 

For  you  the  blooming  ivy  grows, 
Proud  to  adorn  your  learned  brows; 
Patron  of  letters  you  arife. 
Grow  to  a  god,  and  mount  the  (kies. 

Hutnbly  in  breezy  (hades  I  (Iray 
Where  fylvans dance,  and  fatyrs  play; 
Contented  to  advatice  my  claim, 
O.  ly  o'er  men  without  a  name; 
■franfcribing  what  'he  miifes  fing 
Harmonious  to  the  pipe  or  firing. 

But  if  indulgently  you  deign 
To  rank  me  with  the  lyric  train, 
Aloft  the  towering  mufe  fhall  rife 
On  bolder  wings,  and  gain  the  ftzies. 

AN  EPISTLE 

To  my    TrUnd  Mr.    Elijah  Fenton,  Author  of  M'lt, 
r'mmne,  a  Tragedy.      1726. 

WiiT  art  thou  flow  to  ftrike  th'  harmonious  (hell, 
Averfe  to  fing,  who  know'ft  to  fing  fo  well  ? 
If  thy  proud  mufe  the  tragic  bufkin  wears, 
Great  Sophocles  revives  and  re  appears  ; 
While,  regularly  bold,  (he  nobly  fings 
Strains  worthy  to  detain  the  ears  ef  kings  : 
If  by  thy  hand  th'  Homeric  lyre  be  ftrung. 
The  lyre  returns  fuch  founds  as  Homer  fiing. 
The  kind  compulfion  of  a  friend  obey. 
And,  though  reludlant,  fwell  the  lofty  lay; 
Then  liftening  groves  once  more   (hall  catch  the 

found, 
While  Grecian  mufes  fing  on  Britifli  ground. 

Thus  calm  and  filent  thy  own  Proteiis  roves 
Through  pearly  mazes,  and  through  coral  groves; 
But  when,  emerging  from  the  azure  main. 
Coercive  bands  th'  unwilling  God  conflrain, 
Then  heaves  his  bofom  with  prophetic  fires, 
And  his  ti.ngue  fpeaks  fublime,  what  heaven  in- 
fpires. 

Envy,  'tis  true   with  barbarous  rags  invades 
What  ev'n  fierce  lightning  fpares,  the  laurel  (hades; 
And  critics,  biafs'd  by  mifiaken  rules. 
Like   Turkifii  zealots,-  reverence  none  but  forls. 
But  praife  from  fuch  injurious  tongues  is  flianie; 
They  rail  the  hapjy  author  into  f:'.me  : 
Thus  Phcebus  through  the  zodiac  takes  his  way, 
And  rifes  amid  muii   ers  into^day. 
Oh  vilenefs  of  Uiankind  I   when  writing  well 
Becomes  a  crim?,  and  danger  to  excel  ! 
While  noble  fcorn,  my  friend,  fuch  iiifult  fees, 
And  flies  fioni  towns  to  wiids,  from  men  fo  trees. 

Free   from    the  luft  of  wealth,    and  glittering 
fnares, 
That  make  th'  unhappy  gteat  in  love  with  cares. 
Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 
A  filent  happinefs.  and  learned  cafe. 
Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven,  but  goodnefs  grant ! 
A  king  is  lefs  llhiflrious  than  a  faint  : 
jBiij 


75^ 


THE    WORKS    OF    BROOME. 


Hail,  holy  virtue  !  come,  thou  heavenly  gueft, 

Come,  fix  thy  pleafing  empire  in  my  breaft  ! 

*  Thou  know'fl  her  influence,  friend  1  thy  cheer 
ful  mien 

Proclaims  the  innocence  and  peace  within  ; 

Such  joys  as  none  but  fons  of  virtue  know, 

Shine  in  thy  face,  and  in  thy  bofom  glow. 
So  when  the  holy  mount  the  prophet  trod, 

And  ta'.k'd  familiar  as  a  friend  with  God, 

Celeftial  radiance  every  festu'e  fhed, 

And  ambicDt  glories  dawn'd  around  his  head. 
Sure  what  th'  unthinking  great  mifiaken  call 

Their  happinefs,  is  folly,  folly  all  ! 

Like  lof'.y  mountains  in  the  clouds  they  hide 

Their  haughty  heads,  but  fwell  with  barren  pride  ; 

And  while  low  vales  in  ufeful  beanty  lie. 

Heave  their  proud  raked  fummits  to  the  fi-:y. 

In  honour,  as  in  place,  ye  great,  tranfcend  ! 

An  angel  fall'n,  degenerates  to  a  fiend  : 

Th'  all-cheering  fun  is  honoured  wi;h  his  fhrines  ; 

Not  that  he  moves  alcft,  but  that  he  (bines. 

Why    flames   the   ftar  on   Walpole's   generous'! 
bread  ?  / 

■Not  that  he's  highefl,  butbecaiife  he's  beft  ;        C 

Fond  to  oblige  ;   in  blefling  others,  blcft.  J 

How  wondrous  few,  by  avarice  uncontrol'd. 

Have  virtue  to  fubdue  the  thirfl  of  gold  ! 
The  fiiining  dirt  the  fordid  wretch  enfnares 
To  buy, with  mighry  treafures,  mighty  cares; 
Blindly  he  courts,  mifguided  by  the  will, 
A  fpaciousgood,  and  meets  a  real  ill  : 
So  when  Ul^fies.  plough'd  the  furgy  main  ; 
When  now  in  view  appear'd  his  native  reign, 
His  Avayward  mates  th'  .^olian  bag  unbind, 
Expelling  treafures,  hut  out-rufh"d  a  wind  ; 
The  fudden  hurricane  in  thijuder  roars, 
13u£fets  the  bark,  and  whirls  it  from  the  fhores. 

G  heaven  1  by  what  vain  paflions  man  isfway'd. 
Proud  of  his  reaftn,  by  his  will  betray 'd  ! 
Blindly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  if  vice. 
And  liates  confinement,  though  in  paradife  ; 
Diom'd,  when  enlarg'd.inftead  of  Eden's  bowers, 
To  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  flowers; 
Between  th'  extremes,  direft  he  fees  the  way. 
Yet  wilful  fwerves,  perverfely  fond  to  ftray  ! 

Whilft  niggard  fouls  indulge  their  craving  thirfl. 
Rich  without  bounty,  with  abundance  curft  ; 
The  prodigal  purfiies  espcnfive  vice, 
And  buyi  diflionour  at  a  mighty  price  ; 
On  beds  of  ftate  the  fplendid  glutton  fleeps. 
While  flarving  merit  unregarded  weeps : 
His  ill-plac'd  bounty,  while  fcorn'd  virtue  grieves, 
A  dog,  a  fawning  fycophant  receives; 
And  cringing  knaves,  or  haughty  ftrumpets,  fhare 
What  would  make  forrow  fmile,  and  cheer  de- 
fpair. 
Then  wculd'fl:  thou  fteer  where  fortune  fpreads 
the  fails  ? 
Go,  flatter  vice  !  for  feldom  flattery  fails: 
Soft  throvgh  the  ear  the  pleafing  bane  dillills : 
Delicious  poifon !  in  perfumes  it  kills ! 


VARIATION. 

*  Thou  feerfl  her  power,  my  friend,  Lz, 


Be  al!  biit  virtuous :  Oh !  unwife  to  five 

Unfafhionably  good,  and  hope  to  thrive  !  ' 

Trees  that  aloft  with  proudeft  honours  rife,  '^ 

Root  hell-watd,  and  thence  flourifli  to  the  flcles,  ^ 
O  happier  then,  my  friend,  with  eafe  contenr/ 

Blcft  with  the  confcience  of  a  life  weil-fpent! 

Nor  would'ft  be  great ;  but  guide  thy  gathcr'd  fails; 

Sdfe  by  the  fliorc  nor  tempt  the  rougher  galcj ; 

For  fure,  of  all  that  feel  the  wound  of  fate,  ' 

None  are  completely  wretched  but  the  great  : 

Superior  woes,  fuperior  ftations  bring  ; 

A  peafant  fletps,  while  cares  awake  a  king  :  '■  - 
who  reigns,  mufl  fuffer  I  cro.vns  with  gems  inlaid 
At  once  adorn  and  load  the  royal  head : 

Change  but  the  fcene,  and  kings  in  dull  decays 
Svv-ept  from  the  earth  the  pageants  of  a  day  ; 

There  no  diilinftions  on  the  dead  await, 
But  pompous  graves,  and  rottennefs  in  ftate. 
Such  now  are  all  that  flione  on  earth  before  ;        ' 
Cxfar  and  mighty  Marlborough  are  no  more! 
Unhall'iw'd  feet  o'er  awful  Tully  tread. 
And  Hyde  and  Plato  join  the  vulgar  dead; 
And  all  the  glorious  aims  that  can  em.ploy 
The  fou!  of  mortals,  muft  with  Hanmer  die  : 
O  Compton,  when  this  breath  we  once  refign. 
My  duft  fliall  be  as  eloquent  as  thine  ! 

Till  that  laft  hour  which  culls  me  hence  away 
To  pay  that  great  arrear  which  all  muft  pay; 
Oh  !  may  1  tread  the  paths  whicli  faints  have  trod. 
Who  knew  thc-y  waik'd  before  th'  all-feeing  God  ! 
Studious  from  ways  of  wicked  men  to  keep. 
Who  mock  at  vice,  while  grieving  angels  wcpp.  - 
Come,  tafte,  my  friend!  the  joys  retirement'brings, 
L'.-.oh  down  on  royal  fiaves,  and  pity  kings. 
More  happy  I  bid  where  trees  with  trees  entwin'd 
In  bowery  arches  tremble  to  the  wind, 
With  innocence  and  fhade  like  Adam  bleft, 
While  a  new  Eden  opens  in  the  breaft  ! 
Such  were  the  fcenes  defcending  angels  trod 
In  guiltlefs  days,  when  man  convers'd  with  God, 
Tlien  fliall  my  lyre  to  loftier  founds  be  ftrung, 
Iiifpir'd  by  *  Homer,  or  what  thou  haft  fung  :    . 
My  mufe  from  thine  fhall  catch  a  warmer  ray ; 
As  clouds  are  biighten'd  by  the  God  of  day. 

So  trees  unapt  to  bear,  by  art  refin'd, 
\^'ith  fliocts  ennobled  of  a  generous  kind, 
High  o'er  the  ground  with  fruits  adopted  rife. 
And  lift  their  ipreading  honours  to  the  fkies. 

,  A  DIALOGUE 

Sdiieen  a  Lady  and  her  Loohliig-Claf: ^  •while Jhe  lad 

lb}  Green- Sicirefs, 
The  gay  Ophelia  view'd  her  face 
In  the  clear  cryflal  of  her  glafs; 
'1  he  lightning  frcni  her  eye  was  fled, 
Htr  cheek  was  pale,  the  rofts  dead. 

1  hen  thus  Ophelia,  with  a  frcwn  : — 
Art  thou,  falle  thing,  perfidious  grov.n  ! 
1  never  could  have  thought,  1  fwear, 
Tf  find  fo  great  a  flanderer  there  ! 

Falfe  thing  !  thy  malice  I  defy  I 
Beaux  vow  I'm  fair — who  never  lye. 


*   Dr.  Broome  iranJlaUd  eight  bods  of  the  Odyjfey 
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More  brittle  far  than  brittle  tboti, 
Would  every  grace  of  woman  grow, 
If  charms  fo  great  fo  fnoa  decay, 
The  bright  pcffefiion  of  a  day  1 
But  this  1  know,  and  this  declare, 
That  thou  art  falfe,  and  I  am  fair. 

The  glafs  was  vex'd  to  be  bely'd. 
And  thus  with  angry  tone  reply 'd  : 

No  more  to  me  of  faifehood  talk, 
But  leave  your  oatmeal  and  your  chalk  I 
Tistrue,  you're  meagre,  pale,  and  wan; 
The  reafon  is,  you're  fick  for  man. — 

While  yet  it  fp(  ke,  Ophelia  frown'd, 
And  dafn'd  th'  offender  to  the  ground ; 
With  fury  from  her  arm  it  fled, 
And  round  a  glittering  ruin  fpread  ; 
When  16  !  tl)e  parts  pale  looks  difclofe, 
Pale  looks  in  every  fragment  rofe  ; 
Around  the  room  inftead  of  one, 
An  hundred  pale  Ophelias  fhone  ; 
Away  the  frighted  virgin  flew, 
And  humbled,  from  herfelf  withdrew. 

THE  MORAL. 

Ye  beaux,  who  tempt  the  fair  and  young. 

With  fnuff,  and  nonefenfe,  dance,  and  fong  ; 

Ye  men  of  compliment  and  lace  ! 

Behold  this  image  in  the  glafs  : 

The  wondrous  force  of  flattery  prove, 

To  cheat  fond  virgins  into  love  : 

Though  pale  the  cheek,  yet  fvvear  it  glows 

With  the  vermilion  of  the  rofe : 

Praife  them — for  praife  is  always  true, 

Though  with  both  eyes  the  cheat  they  view. 

From  hatefid  truths  the  virgin  flies ; 

But  the  falfe  fex  is  caught  with  lies. 

A  POEM   ON  THE   SEAT  OF  WAR   IN 
FLANDERS, 

Chiefly  •with  Relation  to  the  Sieges  : 

WITH  THE  PRAISE  OF  PEACE  AKD   RETIREMENT, 
WRITTEN  IN  I  710. 

"  SecefTus  mei  non  defidia:  ncmen,fed  tranquilHtatis 
accipiant." — plin, 

Hafpt,  thou  Flandria,  on  whofe  fertile  plains, 
In  wanton  pride  luxurious  plenty  reigns ; 
Happy  !  had  heaven  beftow'd  one  blefling  more, 
And  plac'd  thee  difl:ant  from  the  Gallic  power  1 
But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attract  the  view, 
They  but  invite  the  viflor  to  fubdue  : 
War,  horrid  war,  the  fylvan  fcene  invades. 
And  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  (hades; 
Here  fliatter'd  towers,  proud  works  of  many  an 

age. 
Lie  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage ; 
There  palaces  and  hallow'd  domes  difplay 
Majeft:ic  ruins,  awful  in  decay  1 
Thy  very  duft,  though  uniftinguifli'd  trod,         ~\ 
Compos'd,  perhaps,  fome  hero,  great  and  good,  > 
Who  nobly  for  his  couptry  loft  his  blood  \         j 


Ev'n  with  the  grave,  the  haughty  fpollers  war. 
And  death's  dark  manfioris  wide  difclofe  to  air  : 
O'er  kings  and  faints  infulting  ftalk,  nor  dread   ; 
To  fpurn  the  aflics  of  the  g!oriou^  dead. 

See  1  the  Britannic  lions  wave  in  air  I       [war  I 
See  I  mighty  Marlborough   breathing  death   and 
From  Albion's  fliorcs,  at  Anna's  high  commands, 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands. 
As  when  in  wrath  flcrn  Mars  the  thunderer  fends 
To  fcourge  his  fees;  in  pomp  the  God  defcends; 
He  mounts  his  iron  car;  with  fury  burns ; 
The  car  fierce-rattling  thunders  as  it  turns  ; 
Gloomy  he  grafps  his  adamantine  fliieid. 
And  fcatters  armies  o'er  th'  cnfanguin'd  field  : 
With  delegated  wrath  thus  Tvlarlborough  glowSj 
in  vengeance  ruftiing  on  liis  country's  foes. 
See  !  round  the  hoftile  towers  embattled  ftands 
His  banner'd  hoft,  embodied  bands  by  bands'. 
Hark !  the  fhriil  trumpet  fends  a  mortal  found. 
And  prancing  horfes  fliake  the  filid  ground  J  f 
The  furly  drums  beat  teirible  afar,  \ 

With  all  the  dreadful  mufic  of  the  war  ; 
From  the  drawn  fwords  effulgent  flames  arife, 
Flafli  o'er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  fkies ; 
The  heavens  above,  the  fields  and  floods  beneath, 
Glare  formidably  briglit,  and  fiiiue  with  death  ; 
(n  fiery  florms  defcends  a  murderous  fhower, 
Thick  flafli  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  roan 
As  when  in  wrathful  mood  Almighty  Jove 
Aims  his  dire  bolts  red-hifiliig  from  above; 
Through  the  fing'd  air,  with  unrefifl;ed  fway, 
The  forky  vengeance  rends  its  flaming  way. 
And,  while  the  firmament  with  thunder  roars, 
From  their  foundations  hurls  imperial  towers  ; 
So  rufh  the  globes  with  many  a  fiery  round. 
Tear  up  the  rock,  or  rend  the  ftedfaft  mound. 
Death  fliakes  aloft  her  darr,  and  o'er  her  prey 
Stalks  with  dire  joy,  and  marks  in  blood  her  way  ; 
Mountains  of  heroes  flain  deform  the  ground. 
The  fhape  of  man  half  bury'd  in  the  wound  : 
And  lo  !  while  in  the  fliock  of  war  they  clofe, 
While  fwords  meet  fwords,  and  foes  encounter  foes, 
The   treacherous  earth,  beneath   their  footfteps 

cleaves, 
Her  entrails  tremble,  and  her  bofom  heaves; 
Sudden  in  burfts  of  fire  eruptions  rife. 
And  whirl  the  torn  battalions  to  the  Ikies. 

Thus  earthquakes,  rumbling  with  a  thunderin* 
found, 
Shake  the  firm  world,and  rend  the  cleaving  ground; 
Rotks,  hills,  and  groves,  are  tofl;  into  the  flcy, 
And  in  one  mighty  ruin  nations  die. 

See  I  through  th'  encumber'd  air  the  pondcroui 
bomb 
Bears  magazines  of  death  within  its  womb  ; 
The  glowing  orb  difplays  a  blazing  train, 
And  darts  bright  horror  through  th'  ethereal  plalti; 
*  It  mounts  tempeftuous,  and  with  hideous  found 
Wheels  down  the  heavens,  and  thunders  o'er  the 
ground  : 


VARIATION. 


•  Ev'n  the  ftern  fouls  of  heroes  feel  difmay; 
Proud  temples  nod,  afpiring  towers  give  waj-, 
3  B  iiij 
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Th*  imprlCon'J  deaths  rufh  dreadful  in  a  blaze, 

And  mow  a  thoufand  lives,  a  thoufand  ways  ; 

f  Earth  floats  with  blood,  while  fpreading  flames 

a  rife 
From  palaces.,  and  domes,  and  kindle  half  the  Ikies. 

Thus  terribly  in  air  the  comets  roll. 
And  (hoot  malignant  gleams  from  pnle  to  pole; 
Tween  worlds  and  worlds  they  move,  and   from 

their  hair 
Shake  the  blue  plague,  the  peftilence,  and  war. 

But  who  is  he,  who  ftern  beflrides  the  plain. 
Who  drives  triumphant  o'er  huge  hills  of  flain; 
Serene,  while  engines  from  the  hoflile  tower 
Rain  from  their  brazen  mouths  an  iron  fhower; 
While  turbid  fiery  fmoke  obfcures  the  day. 
Hews  through  the  deathful  breach  his  defperate 

way? 
Sure  Jove  defcending  joins  the  martial  toil; 
•  Or  is  it  Marlborough,  or  the  great  Argyll? 

Thus,  when  the  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 
Levell'd  the  ftruAcre?  of  imperial  Troy  ; 
Here  angry  Neptune  hurlM  his  vengeful  mace, 
There  Jove  o'crturn'd  it  from  his  iiimoft  bafe  : 
Though   brave,  yet  vanquilh'd,  ftie  confeL'd  the 

odds ; 
Her  fons  were  heroes,  hut  they  fought  with  gods. 

Ah  I  what  new  horrors  rife  ?   In  deep  array 
The  fquadrons  form     aloft  the  ftandards  play  1 
The  captains  draw  the  fword  :    on  every  bruw 
Determin'd  valour  lowers  :   the  trumpets  blow  '. 
See  !  the  brave  Britun  delves  the  cavern'd  ground 
Through  the  hard  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  mound! 
And,  undilmay'd  by  death,  the  foe  invades 
Through  dreadful  horrors  of  infernal  fhades  ! 
In  vain  the  wall's  broad  bafe  deep-rooted  lies, 
In  Vain  an  hundred  turrets  threat  the  Ikies  '. 
Lo  :  while  at  eafe  the  bands  immur'd  repofe, 
Nor  carelefs  dream  of  fubterranean  foes, 
IJkc  the  Cadmsean  hofl.  embattled  fwarms 
Start  from  the  earth,  and  ciafli  their  founding  arms, 
And,  pouring  war  and  llau>!hter  from  beneath, 
Wrap  towt  rs,  wails,  men,  in  fire,  in  blood,  in  death. 

So  fome  fani'd  torrent  dives  within  the  caves 
Of  opening  earth,  ingulph'd  with  all  his  waves  ; 
High  o'er  the  latent  ftieam  the  fhepherd  feeds 
His  wandering  flock,  and  tunes  the  fprightly  reed  : 
Till  from  fome  rifted  chafm  the  billows  rife, 
And  foaming  burlt  tumultuous  to  the  fkies; 
Then  roaring  dreadful  o'er  the  delug'd  plain. 
Sweep  herds  and  hinds  in  thunder  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  powers,  to  gentler  fccnes. 
To  fliadowy  bowers,  and  nevcr-fadirrg  greens  ! 
Where  the  Ihrill  trumpet  never  found  alarms, 
I^or  martial  din  is  heard,  nor  clafh  of  arms  ; 
Hail,  ye  foft  feats  I  ye  limpid  (prings  and  floods ! 
Ye  flowery  mead',  ye  vales,  and  woods  '. 
Ye  limpid  flooda,  that  ever  murmuring  flow  ! 
Ye  verdant  meads,  where  flowers  eternal  blow  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

i)readful  it  mounts,  tempcftuous  in  its  flight. 
It  iiiiks,  it  falls,  eartli  groans  benearh  its  weight. 
Th'  imprifon'd  deaths  rulh  out  in  Imoke  and  fire, 
The  niij^hty  bleed,  heaps  crufh'd  on  heaps  expire. 
f  Ttjc  bainers  burll,  widc-1'preadiiig  flames  arile,     , 


Ye  (hady  vales,  where  zephyrs  ever  play  I 

Ye  woods,  where  little  warblers  tune  their  lay  I 

Here  grant  me,  heaven,  to  end  my  peaceful  dayv 
And  fteal  myfelf  from  life  by  flow  decays; 
Draw  health  f-^om  food  the  temperate  garden  yields 
Fiom  fruit,  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields; 
Nor  let  the  loaded  table  groan  beneath 
Slain  animals,  the  horrid  feaft  of  death  : 
With  age  unknown  to  pain  or  forrow  bleft, 
To  the  dark  grave  retiring  as  to  refl; ; 
While  gently  with  one  figh  this  mortal  frame 
Diffolving  turns  to  alhes,  whence  it  came  ; 
While  my  freed  foul  departs  without  a  groan. 
And  joyful  wings  her  flight  to  worlds  unknown^ 

Ye  gloomy  grots  !  ye  avvful  folemn  cells. 
Where  holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwells, 
Guard  me  from  fplendid  cares  and  tirefome  ftatc. 
That  pompous  mifery  of  being  great  I 
Happy  1   if  by  the  wife  and  learn'd  belov'd ; 
But  happieft;  above  all,  if  felf-approv'd  1 
Content  with  eafe  :  ambitious  to  defpifc 
llluftrious  vanity,  and  glorious  vice  1 
Come,  thou  chafte  maid,  here  ever  let  me  ftray. 
While  the  calm  hours  fteal  unperceiv'd  away  ; 
Here  court  the  mufes,  while  the  fun  on  high 
Flame.s  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  fires  the  fky  r 
Or  while  the  night's  dark  wings  thisglobefurround, 
And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  folemn  round, 
Bid  my  free  foul  to  ftarry  orbs  repair, 
Thofe  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air, 
And  with  a  regular  confufion  ftray 
Oblique,  dire(ft,  along  th'  aerial  way  : 
Or  when  Aurora,  from  her  golden  bowers. 
Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  flowers, 
Reclin'd  in  filence  on  a  mofly  bed, 
Confult  the  learned  volunies  of  the  dead  ; 
Fall'n  realms  and  empires  in  defcription  view, 
Live  o'er  paft  times,  and  built  whole  worlds  anew  ; 
Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raife 
The  fons  of  fame,  who  liv'd  in  ancient  days  : 
And  lo  !  vi'ith  haughty  fta'k  the  warrior  treads  1 
btern  legiflators  frowning  lift  their  heads  1 
1  lee  proud  vidilors  in  triumphal  cars. 
Chiefs,   kings,  and  heroes,  fcam'd  with   glorious 

fears ! 
Or  liften  till  the  raptur'd  foul  takes  wings, 
While  flato  reafons,  or  while  Homer  fings. 

Charm    me,    ye   facred   leaves  *,   with  loftier 
themes, 
With  opening  heavens,  and  angels  rob'd  in  flamet: 
Ye  refllels  paffions,  while  I  read,  be  aw'd  : 
Hail,  ye  myfterious  oracles  of  God  1 
Here  1  behold  how  infant  time  began. 
How  the  dull  mov'd  and  quicken'd  into  man  ; 
Here  through  the  flowery  walks  of  Eden  rove, 
Court  the  foft  breeze,  or  range  the  fpicy  grove ; 
There  tread  on  hallow'd  groundwhere  angels  trod. 
And    reverend  patriarchs  talk'd  as   friends  with 

God  ; 
Or  hear  the  voice  to  flumbering  prophets  given. 
Or  gyzc  on  vifions  from  the  throne  of  heaven. 

But  nobler  yet,  far  nobler  Icenes  advance  1 
Why  leap  the  mountains?  why  the^orefts  dance  S 

*    Tlie  Holy  Scri^turet, 
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^hy  flafiies  glory  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
Rejoice,  O  earth,  a  God,  a  God  appears  1 
A  God,  a  God,  defcending  anjjels  fing, 
And  mighty  feraphs  fhout,  Behold  your  King  ! 
Hail,  virgin-horn  !  Lift,  lift,  ye  blind,  your  eyes  I 
Sing,  oh  ye  dumb  !  and  oh  ye  dead,  arife  I 
Tremble,  ye  gates  of  hell  !    fn  nobleft  drains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heavens  '  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 

Thus  lonely,  though  ful,  may  I  run  the  race 
Of  tranfient  life,  in  no  inulefu!  eafe  ! 
Enjoy  each  hour,  nor,  as  it  fleets  away, 
'I  hiiik  life  too  (hort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day; 
Of  right  obfervant,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  niakes  heaven  and  anijels  friends. 
And  thou,  fair  Peace,  from  the  wild  floods  of  war 
Come  dovelike,  and  thy  blooming  olive  hear  ; 
Tell  me,  ye  vidtors,  what  flrange  charms  ye  find 
In  conqueft,  that  deftrudlion  of  mankind  '. 
Ilnenvy'd  may  your  laurels  ever  grow, 
That  never  flourifh  but  in  human  woe, 
If  never  earth  the  wreathe  triumphal  bears, 
Till  drench'd  in  heroes'  blood  or  orphans'  tears. 

Let  Ganges  from  afar  to  flaughter  train 
His  fable  warriors  on  th'  embattled  plain; 
Let  Volga's  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rife, 
And  pour  in  millions  froni  her  frozen  fkies  : 
Thou,  gentle  Thames,  flow  thou  in  peaceful  flreams, 
Bid  thy  bnld  fons  reftrain  their  martial  flames. 
In  thy  own  laurel's  fliade, great  Marlborough,  ftay, 
There  charm  the  thoughts  of  conqper'd  worlds  a- 

way  : 
Guardian  of  England  !  born  to  fcourge  her  foes. 
Speak,  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  world  repofe  ; 
Sink  down,  ye  hills  ;  eternal  rocks,  fubfide ; 
Vanifh,  ye  forts;  thou,  ocean,  drain  thy  tide: 
We  fafety  boafl,  defended  by  thy  fame, 
And  armies — in  the  terror  of  thy  name  I 
Now  fix  o'er  Anna's  throne  thy  viiStor  blade. 
War,  be  thou  chain'd !  ye  flreams  of  blood,  be 

flay'd! 
Though  wild  Ambition  her  jufl  vengeance  feels. 
She  wars  to  fuve,  and  where  flie  ftnkes,  fhe  heals. 

So  Pallas  with  her  javelin  fmote  the  ground. 
And  peaceful  olives  flourifti'd  from  the  wound. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
CHARLIES  LORD  CORNWALLI.S, 

Baron  of  Eyre,  IVarden,  Chief  'Jujiice^  and  fufice  in 
Eyre  of  all  His  Alajejiy^s  Forefls,  Chafs,  Parks, 
end  IVarrens,  on  the  douth  Side  of  Trent., 

dupov  TCt  t£to  iiO0Jf^( 

Odyffey,  Lib,  15. 

O  THOU  whofe  virtues  fandlify  thy  ftate  1 
O  great,  without  the  vices  of  the  great  ! 
Form'd  by  a  dignity  of  mind  to  pleafe. 
To  think,  to  aCt  with  elegance  and  eafe  !* 


ADDITION. 


ADDITION. 

*  Ficm  to  thy  king,  and  to  thy  country  brave  ; 
Loyal,  yet  free ;  a  fuhjefl,  not  a  Have  ; 


aay,  &c. 


Say,  wilt  thou  Ilften  wlule  I  tune  the  firing. 
And  fing  to  thee,  who  gav'ft  me  eafe  to  fing  ? 
UnfkiU'd  in  verfe,  I  haunt  the  fiient  grove; 
Yet  lowly  fliepherds  fing  to  mighty  Jove  ; 
And  mighty  Ji^ve  attends  the  fhepherd's  vows. 
And  gracious  what  his  fuppliants  aiks  beftows: 
So  by  thy  favour  may  the  mufe  be  crown'd, 
And  plant  her  laurels  in  more  fruitful  ground; 
The  grateful  mufc  fhall  in  return  beflow 
Her  fprcading  laurels  to  adorn  thy  brow. 

Thus,  guarded  by  the  tree  of  Jove,  a  flower 
Shoots  from  the  earth,  nor  fears  th'  inclement 

fhower  •, 
And  when  the  fury  of  the  ftorm  Is  laid. 
Repays  with  fweets  the  hofpitable  fhade. 

Stvere  their  lot,  who,  when  they  long  endure 
The  wounds  of  fortune,  late  receive  a  cure  I 
Like  fliips  in  ftorms  o'er  liquid  mountains  toft. 
Ere  they  are  fav'd  mud  almol>  firft  be  loft; 
But  you  with  fpeed  forbid  diftrels  to  grieve  : 
He  givrs  by  halves,*  who  hefitates  to  give. 

I  hus,  when  an  angel  views  mankind  diftreft. 
He  feels  compaffion  pleading  in  his  breaft  ; 
luftant  the  heavenly  guardian  cleaves  the  fliies, 
And,  pleis'd  to  fave,  on  wings  of  lightning  fliesf. 

Some  the  vain  promifes  of  courts  betray; 
And  gaily  ftraying,  they  are  pleas'd  to  ftray ; 
The  flattering  nothing  ftill  deludes  their  eyes. 
Seems  ever  near,  yet  ever  diftant  flies : 
As  perfiiedlives  prefeni  the  objed  ni'^h, 
Though  far  remov'd  from  the  mlftaking  eye; 
Againrt  our  reafon  fondly  we  believe, 
Afllft  the  fraud,  and  teach  it  to  deceive  : 
As  the  faint  traveller,  when  night  invades, 
Sees  a  falfe  light  relieve  the  ambient  fhades, 
Pleas'd  he  beholds  the  bright  delufion  play. 
But  the  falfe  guide  fhines  only  to  betray  : 
Swift  he  purfues,  yet  ftiil  the  path  miftakes, 
O'er  dangerous  marftes,  or  through  thorny  brakes; 
Yet  obllinate  in  wrong  he  toils  to  dray, 
With  many  a  weary  flride,  o'ermany  a  painful  way. 
So  man  purfues  the  phantom  of  his  brain, 
And  buys  his  difappointment  with  his  pain  : 
At  length  when  years  invidioufly  deftroy 
The  power  to  tafte  the  long-expe6ted  joy, 
Then  fortune  envious  flieds  her  golden  ftiowers. 
Malignly  fmile?,  and  curfes  him,  with  ftores. 


ADDITION, 

f-  Few  know  to  aflc,  or  decently  receive ; 
And  fewer  ftill  with  dignity  to  give  : 
If  earn'd  by  flattery,  gifts  of  higheft  price 
Are  not  a  bounty,  but  the  pay  of  vice. 
Some  wildly  lavifli,  yet  no  friend  obtain  ; 
Nor  are  they  generous,  but  abfurd  and  vain. 
Some  give  with  furly  pride  and  boifterous  hands. 
As  Jove  pours  rain  m  thunder  o'er  the  lands. 
When  merit  jjleads,  you  meet  it  and  embrace. 
And  give  the  favour  luftre  by  the  grace; 
So  Fhcebus  to  his  warmth  a  glory  joins, 
Biefiing  the  world,  and  while  he  blefles  flilnes. 

*    T/j:  Lord  Cornivallis,  in  a  tnoji  obliging  manner^ 
retommended  the  author  t»  the  r cilery  of  Pulbam. 
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Thus  o'er  the  urns  of  friends  departed  weep 
The  mournfnl  kindred,  and  fond  vigils  keep  ; 
Anibrofial  ointments  o'er  their  afhes  fhed, 
And  fcatter  ufelel's  roi'cs  on  the  dead ; 
And  when  no  more  avail  the  world's  delights, 
The  Ipicy  odours,  and  the  folemn  rites, 
■\Vith  fruiclefs  pomp  they  deck  the  fenfelefs  tombs, 
And  wafce  profufely  floods  of  vain  perfumes. 

THE  ROSE-BUD. 

To  the  R'ltht  Honourable  the  Lady  Jane  IVharion, 

Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe, 

The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difclofe  I 

The  winter's  pad,  the  tempefts  fly, 

Soft  gales  breathe  gently  through  the  iky; 

The  la;kfweet  warblir.g  on  the  wing 

Saluces  the  gay  return  of  fpring  : 

The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  flio\*'ers, 

Call  forth  a  bloomy  wafte  of  flowers; 

The  joyous  fields,  the  fliady  woods. 

Are  cloth'd  with  green,  or  fwell  with  buds ; 

Then  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe, 

Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe  1 

Thou,  beauteous  flower,  a  welcome  gucfl:, 
Shalt  flourifh  on  the  fair  one's  breaft, 
Shalt  grace  her  hand,  or  deck  her  hair, 
The  flower  moft  fweet,  the  nymph  moft  fair. 
Breathe  fofr,  ye  winds  !   be  calm  ye  Ikies  ! 
Arife,  yc  flowery  race,  arife  ! 
And  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe. 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe  ! 

But  thou,  fair  nymph,  thyfelf  furvey 
In  this  fweet  offbpring  of  a  day  : 
That  miracle  of  face  muft  fail ; 
Thy  charms  are  fweet,  but  charms  are  frail : 
Swift  as  the  fliort-liv'd  flower  they  fly. 
At  morn  they  bloom,  at  evening  die  : 
Though  fickncfs  yet  a  while  forbears. 
Yet  time  deftroys  what  ficknefs.  fpares. 
Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame. 
And  Cleopatra's  but  a  name. 
Time  muft  indent  that  heavenly  brow, 
And  thou  muft  be,  what  they  are  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe, 
Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe. 

BELINDA  AT  THE  BATH. 

While  in  thefe  fountains  bright  Belinda  laves, 
She  adds  new  virtues  to  the  healing  waves : 
Thus  in  Bethfeda's  pool  an  angel  flood, 
Bade  the  foft  waters  heal,  and  bleft  the  flood ; 
But  from  her  eye  fuch  bright  deftruflion  flies. 
In  vain  they  flow  :  for  her,  the  lover  dies. 

No  more  let  Tagus  boaft,  whofe  beds  unfold 
A  fliining  treafure  of  all-conquering  gold  ! 
No  more  the  '  Pol  vvhofc  wandering v.ratersflray, 
in  mazy  errors,  through  the  ftarry  way  : 

»  » Eridanum  cerncs  in  parte  locatum  cceli." 

Tull.  in  Arateis. 
«'  Gurgite  Cdereo  fubterluit  Oriona."       Claud. 


Henceforth  thefe  fprings  fuperior  honours  fhare; ' 
There  Venus  laves,  but  my  Belinda  here. 

THE  COY; 

AN   ODE. 

Love  is  a  noble  rich  repaft. 
But  fcldom  fbould  the  lover  taftc  ; 
When  the  kind  fair  no  riiore  reftrains, 
The  glutton  furfeits  and  difdains. 

To  move  the  nymph,  he  tears  bcftowSj 
He  vainly  fighs,  he  falfely  vows  : 
The  tears  deceive,  the  vows  hetray  ; 
He  conquers,  and  contemns  the  prey. 

Thus  Amnion's  fon  with  fierce  delight 
Smil'd  at  the  terrors  of  the  fight : 
The  thoughts  of  conqueft  charm'd  his  eyes, 
He  conquerd,  and  he  wept  the  prize. 

Love,  like  a  profped,  with  delight 
Sweetly  deceives  the  diftant  fight. 
Where  the  tir'd  travellers  furvey, 
O'er  hanging  rocks,  a  dangerous  way. 

Ye  fair  that  would  victorious  prove. 
Seem  but  half  kind  vvfhen  moft  you  love : 
Damon  purfues,  if  Celia  flies; 
But  when  her  love  is  born,  his  dies. 

Had  Danae  the  young,  the  fair. 

Been  free  and  uncontin'd  as  air, 

Free  from  the  guards  and  brazen  tower, 

She'd  ne'er  been  worth  a  golden  ftiower. 

To  the  Honoui'ablc 
MRS.  ELIZABETH  TOIVNSHENB, 

AFTERWARDS  LADY   CORNWALLIS, 

ON  HER  PICTURE  AT  RAINHAM. 

■zsrig^i's.ire-i  yvietmwy 

E<^<35  T   'iTi  (p^iva?.  Odyfiey,  Lib.  1 8. 

An  !  cruel  hand,  that  could  fuch  power  employ 
To  teach  the  pi<5lur'd  beauty  to  deftroy  I 
Singly  file  charm'd  before ;  but  by  his  flcill 
The  living  beauty  and  her  likencfs  kill  ! 
Thus  when  in  parts  the  broken  mirrors  fall, 
A  face  in  all  is  feen,  and  charms  in  all  I 

Think  then,  O  faireftof  the  fairer  race. 
What  fatal  beauties  arm  thy  heavenly  face, 
Whofe  very  ftiadow  can  fuch  flames  infpire ; 
We  fee  'tis  paint,  and  yet  we  feel  'tis  fire. 

Sec !   with  falfe  life  the  lovely  image  glows, 
And  every  wondrous  grace  tranfplanted  fhows; 
Fatally  fair  the  new  creation  reigns. 
Charms  in  her  ftiape,  and  multiplies  our  pains; 
Hence  the  fond  youth,  that  eafe  by  abfence  found, 
Viev/s  the  dear  form,  and  bleeds  at  every  wound; 
Thus  the  bright  Venus,  though  to  heaven  fhe 

foar'd, 
Reign'd  in  her  image,  by  the  world  ador'd. 

Oh !  wond'rous  power  of  mingled  light  and 
fhades! 
Where  beauty  with  dumb  eloquence  perfuadcs, 
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Where  pafTions  are  beheld  In  picture  wrought, 

And  animated  colours  look  a  thoueht : 

Rare  art !  on  whofe  command  all  nature  waits! 

It  copies  ail  Omnipotence  creates  : 

Here  crown'd  with  mountains  earth  expanded  lies, 

There  the  proud  feas  with  all  their  billows  rile  ; 

If  life  be  drawn,  rcfponfive  to  the  thought 

The  breathing  figures  live  throughout  the  draught; 

Tlie  mimic  bird  in  Ikies  fidtitious  moves. 

Or  fancyd  beafts  in  imitated  grc  ves  : 

Ev'n heaven  it  climbs;  and  from  the  forming  hands 

An  angel  here,  and  there  a  Townlhend  ilands. 

Yet,  painter,  yet,  though  art  with  nature  flrive, 
Though  ev'n  the  lovely  phantom  feem  alive, 
Submit  thy  vanquilli'd  art  1   and  own  the  dra-.-ght, 
Though  fair,  dei'edlive,  and  a  beauteous  fault  : 
Charms,  fuch  a's  her's,  inimitably  great. 
He  only  can  cxprtfs,  that  can  create. 
Couldft  thou  cxt!  ud  the  whitencfs  of  the  fncw, 
Or  of  its  colours  rob  the  heavenly  bow, 
Yet  would  her  beauty  triumph  o'er  thy  fkill, 
Lovely  in  thee,  herfelf  more  lovely  flill '. 

Thus  in  the  limpid  fountain  v/e  defcry 
The  faint  refemblance  of  the  glittering  Iky  ; 
Another  fun  difplays  his  lefl'en'd  beams, 
Another  heaven  adorns  th'  enlighten'd  ftreams  : 
But  though  the  fcene  be  fair,  yet  high  above 
Th'  exalted  fkies  in  nobler  beauties  move  ; 
There  the  true  heaven's  eternal  lamps  dsfplay 
A  deluge  of  inimitable  day. 

TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON   HIS  W^ORKS.       1736. 

I,ET  vulgar  fouh  triumphal  arches  raife. 
And  fpeaking  marble  to  record  their  praife; 
Or  carve  with  fruitlefs  toil,  to  fame  unknown. 
The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  flone  ; 
Mere  mortals,  fubje<Sl  to  death's  total  fvvay, 
Reptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a  day  ! 
Tis  thine,  on  every  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 
A  monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife  ; 
Sure  to  fiirvive,  when  time  fliall  whelm  in  duft 
The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  buft ; 
Kor  till  the  volumes  of  th'  expanded  fky 
Blaze  in  one  flame,  fhait  thou  and  Homer  die  ; 
When  fink  together  in  the  world's  lafl  fires 
What  heaven  created,  and  what  heaven  infpires. 

If  aught  on  earth,  when  once  this  breath  is  fled, 
With  human  tranfport  touch  the  mighty  dead  ; 
Shakipcare,  rejoice  I  his  hand  thy  page  refines. 
Now  every  fcene  with  native  brightnefs  fhines; 
Jufl  to  thy  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought, 
So  Tully  publilh'd  vyhat  Lucretius  wrote  ; 
Prun'd  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow, 
And  bloom  afrefh  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O  PN.aphael,  time  in- 
vades, 
And  the  bold  figure  from  the  canvas  fades ; 
A  rival  hand  recals  frqm  every  part 
Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  art ; 
Tranfported  we  furvey  the  dubious  fcrife, 
While  the  fair  image  fiarts  again  to  life. 


How  long  untun'd  had  Homer's  facred  lyre, 
Jarr'd  grating  difcord,  all  extincit  his  fire  ! 
This  you  beheld  ;   and,  taught  by  heaven  to  fjng, 
Call'd  the  loud  mufic  from  the  founding  (king. 
Now  wakM  from  ilumbers  of  three  thouland  years. 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears, 
Towers  o'er  the  field  of  death  ;  as  fierce  he  turns. 
Keen  fiafh  his  arms,  and  all  the  hero  burns ; 
His  plume  nods  horrible,  his  helm  on  high 
With  cheeks  of  iron  glares  againft  the  fky  ; 
With  martial  flalk.and  more  than  mortal  might. 
He  flrides  along,  he  meets  the  god  in  fight : 
Then  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  flores; 
Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fhores ; 
Tremble  the  towers  of  heaven;  earth   rocks  he? 

coafts  ; 
And  gloomy  Pluto  fhakes  xvith  all  his  ghofls. 
To  every  theme  refponds  thy  various  lay ; 
Here  pours  a  torrent,  there  meanders  play  : 
Sonorous  as  the  florm  thy  numbers  rife, 
Tof:!  the  v.'ild  waves,  and  thunder  ip  the  fkies; 
Or  fofter  thin  a  yielding  virgin's  figh, 
The  gentle  breezes  breathe  away,  and  die. 
How  twangs  the  b<'w,  when  with  a  jarring  fprzng 
The  whizzing  arrows  vanifh  from  the  (bring! 
When  giantsftrain,  fome  rock'svaft  weighttofhove. 
The  flow  verfe  heaves,  and  the  clogg'd  words  fcarce 

move  ; 
But  when  from  high  it  rolls,  with  many  a  bound. 
Jumping  it  thundering  whirls,  and  rufhes  to  the 

ground  : 
Swift  flows  the  verfe,  when  winged  lightnings  fly. 
Dart  from  the  dazsled  view,  and  flafh  alone  the 

fky:  ^ 

Thus,  like  the  radiant  god  who  fheds  the  day. 
The  vale  you  paint,  or  gild  the  azure  way ; 
And,  while  with  every  theme  the  verfe  cornplietj. 
Sink  without  grovelling,  without  raflincfs  rife. 

Proceed,  great  bard,   awake    th'    harmonious 
firing. 
Be  ours  all  Homer,  fiill  Ulyffes  fmg  \ 
Ev'n  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  muies'  train, 
Inflam'd  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  (train  ; 
Adventrous  waken  the  *  Majonian  lyre, 
Tun'd  hy  your  hand,  and  fing  as  yoa  infpire  ; 
S',  arm'd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patroclus  conquer'd  in  Achilles'  might. 
Like  theirs  our  friendfliip  1   and  I  boafl  my  name 
To  thine  united,  for  thy  friendfhip's  fame. 

How  long  Ulyffes,  by  unlkilful  hands 
Stript  of  his  robes,  a  beggar  trod  our  lands, 
Such  as  he  wander'd  o'er  his  native  coaft, 
Shrunk  by  the  f  wand,  and  all  the  hero  loft  ; 
O'er  his  fmooth  ikin  a  bark  of  wrfnkles  fpread. 
Old  age  difgrac'd  the  honours  of  his  head  ; 
Nor  longer  in  his  heavy  eye-ball  fhin'd 
The  glance  divine  forth-beaming  from  the  mind  : 
But  you,  like  Pallas,  every  limb  infold 
With  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  iliine  in  gold  ; 
Toiich'd  by  your  hand,  his  manly  frame  improves 
With  air  divine,  and  like  a  God  he  moves. 


*  The  author  iranjlated  eight  books  oj' the  Oj^fTsy^ 
t  SietlelCtb  Odyjfey^ver,  186,  an.'/ 47 6, 


f64 


THE    WORKS   OF    BROOME. 


This  Sabour  paft,  of  heavenly  rubje«5ls  fmg, 
While  hovering  angels  liften  on  the  winp; 
To  hear  from  esrth  fuch  heart-felt  raptures  rife, 
As  when  they  fing,  ful'pended  hold  the  flcies  : 
Or,  nobly  rifing  i"  fair  virtue's  caufe. 
From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th"  unerring  laws; 
Teach  a  bad  world  beneath  her  fway  to  bend. 
To  verfe  like  thine  fierce  favages  attend,         [lay. 
And  men  more  fierce  !   When  Orpheus  tunes  the 
Ev'n  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rage  away. 

PART  OF  THE  TENTH  BOOK  OF  THE 
ILIADS  OF  HOMER. 

IN  THE  STVLE  OF  MILTON. 

Now  high  advanc'd  the  night,  o'er  all  the  holl 
Sleep  fhed  his  fofteft  balm  ;  reftlefs  alone 
Atrides  lay,  and  cares  revolv'd  on  cares. 

As  when  with  rifing  vengeance  gloomy  Jove 
pours  down  a  watery  deluge,  or  in  ftorms 
Of  hail  or  fnow  commands  the  goary  jaws 
Of  war  to  roar;  through  all  the  kindling  Ikies, 
With  flaming  wings  on  lighmings  lightnings  play  : 
So  while  Atrides  medicates  the  war, 
Sighs  after  fighs  burfts  from  his  manly  bread. 
And  Ihake  his  inmoft  foul :  round  o'er  the  fields 
To  Troy  he  turns  his  eyes,  and  round  beJiolds 
A  thoufand  fires  blaze  dreadful  ;  through  his  ears 
Paffes  the  direful  fymphony  of  war. 
Of  fife,  or  pipe,  and  the  hmd  hum  of  hods 
Strikes  him  difmay'd  :  Now  o'er  the  Grecian  tents 
His  eyes  he  rolls ;  now  from  his  royal  head 
Rends  the  fair  curl  in  facnfice  to  Jove, 
And  his  brave  heart  heaves  with  imperial  woe?. 

Thus  groans  the  thoughtful  king ;  at  length  re- 
folves 
To  feek  the  Pylian  fage,  in  wife  debate 
To  ripen  high  defigns,  and  from  the  fword 
Preferve  his  banded  legions.  Pale  and  fad 
Uprofe  the  monarch  :  inftant  o'er  his  bread 
A  robe  he  threw,  and  on  his  royal  feet 
Glitter'd  th'  embroider'd  fandals :  o'er  his  back 
A  dreadful  ornament,  a  lion's  fpoils, 
With  hideous  grace  down  to  his  ankles  hung  ; 
Fierce  in  his  hand  he  grafp'd  a  glittering  fpear. 

With  equal  care  was  Menelaus  tofs'd: 
Sleep  from  his  temples  fled,  his  generous  heart 
Felt  all  his  people's  woes,  who  in  his  caufe 
Stemm'd  the  proud  main,  and  nobly  ftood  inarms 
Confriinting  death:    A  leopard's  fpotted  fpoils 
Terrific  clad  his  limbs,  a  brazen  helm 
Beam'd  on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  a  fpear. 
Forth  from  his  tent  the  royal  Spartan  ftrode 
To  wake  the  king  of  men  ;  him  wak'd  he  found 
Clafping  his  polifh'd  arms  ;  with  rifing  joy 
The  heroes  meet,  the  Spartan  thus  begun  : 

Why  thus  in  arms,  my  prince?  Scnd'fl  thou 
fonie  fpy 
To  view  the  Trojan  hoft  ?  Alas  I  I  fear 
1-eft  the  moft  dauntlefs  fons  of  glorious  war 
tjhrink  at  the  bold  defign  :  This  talk  demands 
A  foul  refolv'd,  to  pafs  the  gloom  of  night. 
And  'midft  her  legions  fearch  the  powers  of  Troy. 

O  prince,  he  cries,  in  this  difaftrou's  hour 
Greece  all  our  counfd  claims,  now,  now  demands 


Our  deepeft  cares  ;  the  power  omnipotent 

Frowns  on  our  arms,  but  fmiles  with   afpecSl  mild 

On  Heftor's  incenfe  :  Heavens  !  what  fon  of  fame, 

Renowu'd  in  flory,  e'er  fuch  deeds  atchiev'd 

In  a  whole  life,  as  in  one  glorious  day 

This  favourite  of  the  fkies  .'  and  yet  a  man  ! 

A  mortal !  born  to  die  !   but  fuch  his  deeds 

As  future  Grecians  fhall  repeat  with  tears 

To  children  yet  unbirn. — But  hafle,  repair 

To  Ajax  and  Idomeneus  :  we  wake 

Ourfelf  the  Pylian  fage ;  to  keep  the  guards 

On  duty  'oe  his  care  ;  for  o'er  the  guards 

His  fon  prefides  noifturnal,  and  in  arms 

His  great  compeer,  Meriones  the  bold. 

But  fay,  rejoins  the  prince,  thefe  orders  borne. 
There  fhall  I  ftay,  or,  meafuring  back  the  (hores. 

To  thee  return  .' No  more  return,  replies 

The  king  of  hofts,  left  treading  different  ways 
We  meet  no  more ;  for  through  the  camp   the 

ways 
Lie  intricate  and  various  :  but  aloud 
Wake  every  Greek  to  martial  fame  and  arms; 
Teach  them  to  emulate  their  godlike  fires; 
And  thou  awhile  forget  thy  royal  birth. 
And  fhare  a  f  ildier's  cares  :  the  proudeft  king 
Is  but  exalted  duft  ;  and  when  great  Jove 
Call'd  us  to  life,  and  gave  us  royal  power. 
He  gave  a  fad  pre-eminence  of  woes 

He  fpoke,  and  to  the  rent  of  Neftor  turns 
His  ftep  majeftic  :  on  his  couch  he  found 
The  hoary  warrior;  all  around  him  lay 
His  arm"!,  the  ftiield,  the  fpears,  the  radiant  helm. 
And  fcarf  of  various  dye  :   with  thefe  array 'd. 
The  reverend  father  to  the  field  of  fame 
Led  his  bold  files ;  for,  with  a  brave  difdain, 
Old  as  he  was,  he  fcorn'd  the  eafe  of  age. 

Sudden  the  monarch  flarts,  and  half  uprais'd, 
Thus  to  the  king  aloud  ;  What  art  thou,  fay  ? 
Why  in  the  camp  alone  ?  while  others  fleep, 
Why  wandereft  thou  obfcure  the  midnight  hours  ? 
Seek'ft  thou  fome  centinel,  or  abfent  friend  ? 
Speak  inftant  ' — Silent  to  advance,  is  death  ! 

O  pricje  of  Greece,  the  plaintive  king  returns. 
Here  in  thy  tent  thou  Agamemnon  view'ft, 
A  prince,  the  moft  unhappy  of  mankind  ; 
Woes  I  endure,  which  none  but  kings  can  feel, 
Which  ne'er  will  ceafe  until  forgot  in  death  : 
Penfive  I  wander  through  the  damp  of  night, 
Through  the  cold  damp  of  night ;  diftrefs'd  :  alone  I 
And  fleep  is  grown  a  ftranger  to  my  eyes  : 
The  weight  of  all  the  war,  the  load  of  woes 
That  preffes  every  Greek,  united  falls 

On  me the  cares  of  all  the  hoft  are  mine  ! 

Grief  difcompofes,  and  diftratfts  my  thoughts  ; 
My  reftlefs  panting  heart,  as  if  it  ftrove 
To  force  its  prifon,  beats  againft  my  fides  I 
My  ftrength  is  fail'd,  and  even  my  feet  refufc 
To  bear  fo  great  a  load  of  wretchednefs  ! 

But  if  thy  wakeful  cares  (for  o'er  thy  head 
Wakeful  the  hours  glide  on)  have  aught  matur'd 
Ufcful,  the  thought  unfold  :  but  rife,  my  friend, 
Vifit  with  me  the  watches  of  the  night ; 
Left  tir'd  they  fleep,  while  Troy  with  all  her  war 
Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  now,  perhaps  ev'n  now 
Arms  her  prouJ  bands.  Arife,  my  friend,  arifc  ! 
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To  whom  the  Pylian  :,Thii)lc  not,  mighty  king, 
Jove  ratifies  vain  Hedlor's  haughty  views  ; 
A  fudden,  fad  reverfe  of  mighty  woes 
Waits  that  audacious  vicftor,  when  in  arms 
Dreadful  Achilles  (hines.   But  now  thy  fteps 
Neftor  attends  :   Be  it  our  care  to  wake 
Sage  Ithacus,  and  Dionied  the  brave, 
Mtges  the  bold,  and  in  the  race  renown'd 
Oilean  Ajax  :   To  the  (hips  that  guard 
Outmoft  the  camp,  fome  other  fpeed  his  way 
To  raife  flern  Aj:ix  and  the  Cretan  king. 
But  love,  nor  reverence  to  the  mighty  name 
Of  Menelaus,  nor  thy  wrath,  O  king. 
Shall  (lop  my  free  rebuke  :   Sleep  is  a  crime 
When  Agamemnon  wakes  ;   on  him  it  lies 
To  fhare  thy  martial  toils,  to  court  the  peers 
To  av5t  the  men  :   this  hour  claims  all  our  cares. 

Referve,  rejoins  the  king,  for  future  hours 
Thy  generous  anger  :   Seems  the  royal  youth 
Remifs?  'tis  not  through  indolence  of  foul, 
But  deference  to  our  power ;  for  our  commands 
He  waits,  and  fullows  when  we  lead  the  way. 
This  night  difdaining  reft,  his  {Icp?  he  bent 
To  our  pavilion  :  row  the  illuftrious  peers, 
Rais'd  at  his  call,  a  chofen  fynod  (land 
Before  the  gates  :  hafle,  Neftor,  hafle  away,  [hands 
To  whom  the  fage  well  pleas'd  :    [n  fuch  brave 
No  Greek  will  envy  power  :   with  loyal  joy 
Subje(5ts  obey,  when  men  of  worth  command. 

He  added  not,  but  o'er  his  manly  breaft 
Flung  3  rich  r*be  :    beneath  his  royal  feet 
The  glittering  fandals  (hone  :  a  foft,  large  veft, 
Florid  with  purple  wool,  his  aged  limbs 
Graceful  adorn'd  :    tipt  with  a  ilar  of  brafs 
A  ponderous  lance  he  grafp'd,  and  (Irode  away 
To  wake  fage  Ithacus.   Aloud  his  voice 
He  rais'd  :  his  voice  was  heard,  and  from  his  tent 
Inftant  UlyfTes  fprung;  and  why,  he  cry'd. 
Why  thus  abroad  in  the  chill  hours  of  night  ? 
What  new  c^iftrefs  invades? — Forgive  my  cares, 
Reply'd  the  hoary  fage  ;  for  Greece  I  wake, 
Greece  and  her  danjiers  bring  me  to  thy  tent  : 
But  hafte,  our  wakeful  peers  in  council  meet  ; 
This,  this  one  night  determines  flight  or  war. 

Swift  at  the  vi;ord  he-feiz'd  his  ample  fhicld, 
And  ftrode  along;  and  now  they  bend  their  way 
To  wake  the  brave  Tydides:  liim  they  found 
Stretch'd  on  the  earth,  array'd  in  fliining  arms, 
And  round,  his  brave  companions  of  the  war  : 
Their  Ihieldsfuftain'd  their  heads;  erevSltheirfpears 
Shot  through  th'  illumin'd  air  a  ftreaming  ray, 
Kees  as  Jove's  lightning  wing'd  athwart  the  (kies. 
Thus  flept  the  chief :  beneath  him  on  the  ground 
A  favage  bull's  black  hide  was  roU'd;  his  head 
A  fplendid  carpet  bore.  The  (lumbering  king 
The  Pylian  gently  with  thefe  words  awakes  : 

Rife,  fon  of  Tydeus!  ill,  a  whole  night's  reft 
Suits  with   the  brave  !    and  flecp'ft  thou,  while 

proud  Troy 
Hangs  o'er  our  tents,  and  from  yon  joining  hill 
Prepares  her  war  ?  Awake,  my  friend,  awake  1 

Sudden  the  chief  awoke,  and  mildly  gave 
This  foft  reply  :   Oh  !  cruel  to  thy  age,         [ceafe 
Thou  good  old  man  !  ne'(-r  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou 
To  burthen  age  with'cares  ?  Has  Greece  no  youths 


To  wake  the  peers?  unweary'd  man,  tobear 
At  once  the  double  load  of  toils,  and  years ! 

'Tis  true,  he  cry'd,  my  fubjefts  and  my  fons 
Might  eafe  a  fire  and  king  :  but  red's  a  crime 
When  on  the  edge  of  fate  our  country  (lands  : 
Ere  yet  a  few  hours  more  have  run  their  courfe. 
Important  fpace  i  Greece  triumphs, or  Greece  falls  '. 
But,  fince  an  old  man's  care  thy  pity  moves. 
Hade,  generous  youth,  with  fpeed  to  council  call 
Meges  the  brave,  and  in  the  race  renown'd 
Oilean  Ajax. — Strait  the  chief  obey 'd, 
Strait  o'er  his  (houlders  flung  the  (haggy  fpoil 
Of  a  huge  tawny  lion  ;  with  dire  grace 
Down  to  his  feet  they  hung  :  fierce  in  his  hand 
He  grafp'd  a  glittering fpear,  and  join'd  the  guards; 
Wakeful  in  arms  they  fat,  a  faithful  band, 
As  watchful  dogs  prote<St  the  fleecy  train. 
Then  the  (lern  lion,  furious  for  his  prev, 
Rulhcs  through  crafhing  woods,  and  on  the  fold 
Springs  from  ibme  mountain's  brow,  while  ming- 
led cries 
Of  men  and  hounds  alarm;  to  every  found 
Faithful  they  turn  :  fo  through  the  gloom  of  njn-ht 
They  cafl  their  view,  and  caughteach  noift  of  Troy. 
Now  met  th'  illuftrious  fynod  ;  down  they  fate 
Down  on  a  fpot  of  ground  unftain'd  with  blood 
Where  vengeful  Hedlor  from  the  Daughter  ftay'd 
His  murderous  arm.  when  the  dark  veil  of  night 
Sabled  the  pole  :   To  whom  thus  Neftor  fpoke  : 

Lives  there  a  fon  of  fame  fo  nobly  brave. 
That  Troy-ward  dares  to  truce  the  dangerous  way. 
To  feize  fome  ftruggling  foe  ?  or  learn  what  Troy 
Now  meditates  ?   to  pour  the  flood  of  war 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
Lead  her  proud  legions  ?  Oh  .   what  fame  would 

crown 
The  hero  thus  triumphant,  prais"d  o'er  earth 
Above  the  fons  of  men  !   And  what  rewards 
Should  he  receive  !   From  every  grateful  peer 
A  fable  ewe,  and  lamb,  of  higheft  worth 
Memorial ;  to  a  brave,  heroic  heart 
The  nobleil  prize!   and  at  the  focial  feaft 
Amongft  the  great,  be  his  the  feat  of  fame. 

Abafli'd  they  fate,  and  ev'n  the  brave  knew  fear. 
Not  fo  Tydides:   unappall'd  he  rofe, 
And  noWy  fpoke  !   My  foul !  Oh  '.  reverend  fage. 
Fires  at  the  bold  defi^n  ;  through  yon  black  hoik 
Vsnturous  I  bend  my  way  ;  but,  if  his  aid 
Some  warrior  lend,  my  courage  niight  arife 
To  nobler  heights  :   the  wife  by  mutual  aid 
Inftrudt  the  wife,  and  brave  men  lire  the  brave. 

Fierce  at  the  word  upftarted  from  the  ;:rouii4 
The  ftern  Ajaces,  fierce  bold  Merion  ro.'e, 
And  Thrafymcdes,  fons  of  war  :  nor  fate 
The  Royal  Spartan,  nor  great  Neftor's  heir. 
Nor  greater  Ithacus,   his  manly  heart 

Swell'd  at  the  view  of  fame. Elate  with  joy 

Atridesfaw;  and  oh  !  thou  heft  of  friends. 
Brave  Diomed,  he  cries,  of  all  the  peers 
Choofe  thou  the  valianteit  :  when  merit  pleads, 
I  itles  no  deference  claim;  high  birth  and  (late 
To  valour  yield,  and  worth  is  more  than  power. 
Thus,  fearing  for  his  brother,  fpoke  the  kin"-, 
Not  long  !  for  Diomed  di.fpels  his  fears. 
Since  free  my  choice,  can  i  forget  &  friend^ 
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The  min,  for  wlfdoni's  various  arts  renowa'd ; 
The  man,  whofe  dauntlefs  foul  no  toils  difmay, 
UlylTes,  lov'd  by  Pallas  !   througli  his  aid, 
Though  thoufand  fires  ippofe,  a  thoufand  fires 
Oppofe  in  vain  ;   his  wifdom  points  the  way. 

Nor  praife,  nor  blame,  the  hero  ftrait  replies  ; 
You  fpeak  to  Greeks,  and  they  Ulyfles  know  : 
But  hafte  ;  fwift  roll  the  hours  of  night,  the  morn 
Already  hn.ftens  to  difplay  her  beains. 
And  in  the  vault  of  heaven  the  ftars  decay,  [limbs 

Swift   at   the   word  they  fhtathe  their  manly 
Horrid  in  arms  :  a  tv/o-edg'd  fword  and  ftiield 
Keftor'sbold  fon  to  ftern  I'ydiJcs  gave  ; 
A  tough  bull's  hide  his  ample  helmet  forra'd, 
No  cone  adorn'd  it,  and  no  plumy  crefb 
Wav'd  in  the  air ;  a  quiver  and  a  bow, 
And  a. huge  faukhion,  great  UlyfTes  bears, 
The  gift  cf  Merion  :  on  his  head  an  helm 
Of  leather  nodded,  firm  v/ifhin,  and  boiind 
"Wirh  many  a  thong;   without,  in  dreadful  rows 
The  fnowy  tulks  of  a  huge  favage  boar 
Grii-.n'd  horrible.     Thus  arm'd,  away  they  ftalk 
Undaunted  :  o'er  their  heads  the  martial  maid 
Sends  on  the  right  an  her'n  ;  the  ?.nibient  gloom 
Conceals  hin\  from  the  view,  but  loud  in  air 
They  hear  the  clangor  of  his  founding  wings. 
Joyful  the  profpcrous  fign  UlyfTcs  hail'd, 
And  thus  to  Pallas-    OfTspring  of  dread  Jove, 
Who  hurls  the  burning  holts  !   Q  guardian  jiower, 
Prcfcnt  in  all  my  toils,  who  view'il  my  way 
Where'er  I  move,  now  thy  celeflial  aid, 
Now,  goddefs,  lend!  m<iy  deeds  this  night  adorn, 
DeeiU  that  all  Troy  rnay  weep  ;   may  we  return 
in  faftry  by  thy  guidance,  heavenly  maid  ! 

Tydidss  caught  the  word  ;  and  oh!   he  cries, 
Virgin  armipotent,  nov.'  grant  thy  aid, 
As  to  my  fire  !   he  by  the  gulfy  flood    -. 
Of  deep  ^fopus  left  th'  embattled  bands 
Oi  Greece  in  arms,  and  to  imperial  Thebes 
Bore  terms  of  peace ;  but  as  from  haughty  Thebes 
Alone  he  journey'd,  deeds,  heroic  deeds, 
H's  arm  atchiev'd.  for   I'ydeus  was  thy  care  : 
Thus  guard  his  offspring,  Ohl  ftern  queen  of  arms; 
So  (liall  an  heifer  on  thy  altars  bleed. 
Young  and  untam'd;  to  thee  her  blood  I  pour. 
And  point  her  lunar  horns  with  burnilh'd  gold. 

Thus  pray  the   chiefs,  and  Pallas   hears  their 
prayer ; 
Then,  like  two  lions  through  the  (hades  of  night, 
Dauntlefs  they  ftride  along;   and  hold  their  way 
Through  blood,  and  mangled  limbs,  o'er  arms  and 
*  Nor  pafs  they  far,  e'er  the  fagacious  eye    [death. 
Of  Ithicus  difcerr.s  a  diftant  foe 
Coafting  from  Troy,  and  thus  to  DIomed  : 

See  I  o'er  the  plain  fome  Trojan  bends  this  way, 
Perhaps  to  fpoil  the  flain '.  or  to  our  hoft 
Comes  he  a  fpy?   beyond  us  o'er  the  field 
'Tisbeft  he  pafs,  then  fudden  from  behind 
Rufh  we  precipitant  :  but  if  in  flight 
Kis  aiflive  feet  prevail,  thy  fpcar  employ 
To  force  him  on  our  lines,  Icil  hid  in  fliade^, 
Through  the  duflc  air  he  re-efca;e  to  i'roy.      [lay 

Then  couching  to  the  ground,   ambufii'd  they 


Behind  a  hill  of  flain  :  inward  the  fpy 
Inceffant  mov'd  :  he  pafs'd,  and  now  arofe 
The  fierce  purfuers.     Dolon  heard  the  found 
Of  trampling  feet,  and  panting,  liftening  flood  ; 
Now  reach'd  the  chiefs  within  a  javelin's  throw, 
Stern  foes  of  Dolon  I   fwift  along  the  lliores 
Hs  wing'd  hJs  flight,  and  fwift  along  the  fhores 
They  ftill  purfued  :  as  when  two  fkillful  hounds 
Chafe  o'er  the  lawn  the  hare  or  bounding  roe. 
Still  from  the  fheltering  brake  the  game  they  turn, 
Stretch  every  nerve,  and  bear  upon  the  prey  1 
So  rati  the  chiefs,  and  from  the  hoft  of  Troy 
Turn'd  the  fwift  foe  :  now  nigh  the  fleet  they  flew. 
Now  almoft  mingled  with  the  guards  ;  when  lo  '.' 
The  martial  goddefs  brearh'd  heroic  flames 
Fierce  on  Tydides'  foul  :   the  hero  fear'd 
J. eft  fome  bold  Greek  ftiould  interpofe  a  wound, 
And  ravilh  half  the  glories  of  the  night. 
Furious  he  fliook  his  lance,  and  ftand  he  cry'd, 
Stand,  or  thou  dy'ft  :  then  ftrmly  from  his  arnt 
I.aunch'd  the  wild  fpear  ;  willful  the  javelin  err'd, 
But  whizzing  o'er  his  ftioulder,  deep  in  earth 
Stood  q'livering  ;   and  he  quaking  ftopp'd  aghaft; 
His  teeth  all  chatter'd,and  his  flack  knee.s  knock'd  ; 
He  feem'd  the  bloodlefs  image  of  pale  fear. 
Panting  the  fpy  they  feize ;  who  thus  with  tears 
Abjedi  entreats  :    Spare  me,  oh  !  fpare,  he  cries; 
My  hoary  fire  yuur  mercy  fliall  repay. 
Soon  as  he  hears  I  draw  the  vital  air,  [gold. 

With  ample  wealth,    with  fteel,   with  brafs,  with 

To  whom  UIyff"es  artfully  ;   Be  bold  : 
Far  hence  the  thought  of  death  !  but  inftant  fay 
Why  thus  alone  in  the  ftiil  hours  of  night 
Wiiile  every  eye  is  clos'd  ?  to  fpoil  the  fliin 
Com'ft  thou  rapacious?  or  fome  nightly  fpy 
By  Hedor  fent  ?  or  has  thy  venturous  mind 
Inipell'd  thee  to  explore  our  martial  bands  ? 
By  Hedlor  fent,  and  by  rewards  undone. 
Returns  the  fpy  (ftill  as  he  fpoke  he  fliouk), 
I  come  unwilling  :   the  refiilgent  car 
He  promis'd,  and  immortal  iieeds  that  bear 
To  fight,  the  great  Achilles  :  thus  betray'd, 
Through  the  dun  fliades  of  night  I  bend  my  way 
Unprofperous,  to  explore  the  tented  hoft 
Of  adverfe  Greece,  and  learn  if  now  they  ftand 
Wakeful  on  guard,  or  vanquifli'd  by  our  arms 
Precipitant  dcfert  the  fliores  of  Troy. 

To  whom  with  fmiles  of  fcorn  the  fage  returns  : 
Bold  were   thy   aims,   O  youth  !  but  thofc  proud 

fteeds, 
Reftive,  difdain  the  ufe  of  vulgar  hands  ; 
Scarce  ev'n  the  goddefs-born,  when  the  loud  din 
Of  battle  roars,  fubdues  them  to  the  rein 
Relu<fl:ant :  but  this  nigh';  where  Hedtor  fleeps 
Faithful  difclofe  :  where  ftand  the  warrior's  fteeds? 
Where  lie  his  arms  and  imf^^ments  of  war  ? 
What  guards  arc  kept  noAurnal  ?  fay,  what  Troy 
Now  meditatus .'  to  pour  the  tide  of  fight 
Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
Transfer  the  war  ? — To  thefe  demands,  he  cries, 
Fairhful  my  tongue  fhall  fpeak  :   the  peers  of  Troy 
Hjiflor  in  council  meets  :  round  Uus'  tomb 
Apait  from  noife  they  ftand  :  no  guards  furround 
The  fpacious  hoft  :  where  through  the  gloom  yon 
fires  7 
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Blcize  frequent,  Trojans  wake  to  guard  their  Troy ; 

Secure  tli'  auxlliars  fleep,  no  tender  cares 

Of  wife  qr  fon  difturb  tlieir  calm  repofe, 

Safe  fleep  their  wives  and  fons  on  foreign  fliores. 

But  fay,  apart  encamp  th'  auxiliar  bands, 
Replies  the  lage,  or  join  the  powers  of  Troy  ? 

Along  the  fea-beat  fliores,  returns  the  fpy, 
The  Lcleges  and  Carians  ftretch  their  files ; 
J^ear  thefe  the  Caucons,  and  Pelafgiari  train. 
And  Po:ons,  dreadful  with  the  bat!le-bow, 
Extended  lie  ;  on  the  Thymbroean  plain 
I'he  Lycians  and  the  Myfians  in  array 
Spread  their  deep  ranks ;  there  the  Mseonian  bands, 
And  Phrygians,  r^nge  the  fiery  fteeds  of  war. 
But  why  this  nice  inquiry  ?  if  your  way 
Venturous  you  bend  to  fearch  the  hoft  <jf  Troy, 
There  in  yon  ouinaoft  lines,  a  recent  aid, 
The  Thracians  lie,  by  Rhefus  led,  whofe  fleeds 
Outfnine  the  fnow,  outfly  the  winged  wind;, 
With  glittering  filvcr  plates,  and  radiant  gold 
His  chariot  flames;  gold  forms  his  dazzling  arms. 
Arms  that  may  grace  a  God  ! — but  to  your  tents 
Unhappy  me  convey  ;  or  bound  with  cliains, 
Faft  bound  with  cruel  chains,  fad  on  the  fhores 
Here  leave  me  captive,  till  you  fafe  return. 
And  witnefs  to  the  truth  my  tongue  unfolds. 

To  wliom  Hern-frowning  Diomed  replies  : 
Though  every  fyllable  be  flamp'd  with  truth, 
Dolon,  thou  dy'fl :   would'ft  thou  once   more  re- 
turn 
Darkling  a  fpy,  or  wage,  a  nobler  foe,  [more 

New  war  on   Greece  ?  traitor,    thou    dy'fl ;  nor 
New  war  thou  wageft,  nor  return'ft  a  fpy. 

He  fpoke  terrific  :  and  as  Dolon  rais'd 
Suppliant  his  humble  hands,  the  trenchant  blade 
Sheer  through  his  neck  defcends  ;   the  furious  blow 
Cleaves  the   tough  nerves  in  twain ;  down  drops 

the  head. 
And  mutters  unintelligible  founds. 
Strait  they  defpoll  the  dead  ;  the  wolf's  gray  hide 
They  feize  the  helm,  the  fpear,  and  baitle-bow  : 
Thefe,  as  they  dropp'd  with  gore,  on  high  in  air 
UlylTes  rais'd,  and  to  the  martial  maid 
Thus  lowly  confecrates  :  ftern  power  of  war. 
Virgin  armipotent,  receive  thefe  arms. 
Propitious  to  my  vows,  thee,  goddefs,  thee 
Chiefly  I  call :  diredl  our  profpefous  way 
To  pierce  the  Thracian  tents,  to  feize  the  fleeds 
Of  Rhefus,  and  the  car  that  flames  with  gold. 

Then  fierce  o'er  broken  arnjs,  through  ftreams 
of  blood 
They  rnove  along  :  now  reach  the  Thracian  bands 
All  hufh'd  in  fleep  profound;  their  fliiningarms 
Rang'd  in  three  ranks  along  the  plain,  around 
lllumin'd  the  dun  air  :   chariot  and  horfe 
By  every  Thracian  flood  :  Rhefus  their  king 
Slept  in  the  centre  of  the  circllig  bands. 
And  his  proud  fleeds  were  rein'd  behind  his  car. 
With  joy  Ulyfles  through  the  gloem  defcry'd 
The  fleeping  king  ;  and  lo  I   he  cries,  the  fleeds, 
Lo  !  Diomed,  the  chief  of  Thrace,  this  night 
Defcrib'd  by  Dolon  :  now,  oh  !  now,  thy  ftrength 
Dauntlefs  exert !  loofe  thou  the  furious  fteeds; 
Or   while  the  Heeds   I    loofe,  with  flaughterir.g 
hands 


Invade  the  CoMicty  :  he  fpoke,  and  nowr 

The  queen  of  armsinflam'd  Tydides'  foul 

With  all  her  martial  fires  :  his  reeking  blade 

On  every  fide  dealt  fate ;  low,  hollow  groans 

Murmur'd  around,  blood  o'er  the  crimfon  field 

Weli'd  from  the  flain  :  as  in  his  nightly  haunts 

The  furly  lien  rulhes  on  the  fold 

Of  flieep,  or  goa",  and  rends  th'  unguarded  prey; 

So  he  the  Thracian  bands :  twelve  by  his  fword    i 

Lay  breathlcfs  on  the  ground:  behind  him  flood. | 

Sage  Ithacus,  and,  as  the  v.'arrior  flew. 

Swift  he  remov'd  the  flain,  left;  the  fierce  fteeds, 

Not  yet  inur'd  to  blood,  fliould  trembling  ftart,    , 

Impatient  of  the  dead  :  now  o'er  the  king 

He  whirls  his  wrathful  blade,  now  furious  gores 

His  heaving  chefl; :  he  wak'd  not ;  but  a  dream 

By  Pallas  fent,  rofe  in  hi»  anxious  thoughts; 

A  vifionary  warrior  frowning  flood 

Faft  by  his  head,  and  his  aerial  fword 

Plung'd  through  his  lab'ring  breaft :   mean  while 

the  fteeds 
The  fage  unbinds,  and  inftant  with  his  bow 
Drives  through  the  fleeping  ranks :   then   to  bis 

friend 
Gave  fignals  of  retreat ;  but  nobler  deeds 
He  meditates,  to  drag  the  radiant  car, 
Or  lift  it  through  the  threefold  ranks,  up-borne 
High  on  his  ftioulders,  or  with  flaughter  flain 
Th'    enfanguin'd   field;    when,  lo!     the   martial 

maid 
Down  ruflies  from  the  battlements  of  heaven. 
And  fudden  cries,  return,  brave  chief,  return, 
Lefl  from  the  fkies  fome  guardian  power  of  Troy 
Wrathful  defcend,  and  roufe  the  hoftiie  bands. 
Thus  fpeaks  the  warrior  queen :  the  heavenly 

voice 
Tydides  owns,  and  mounts  the  fiery  fteeds, 
.Obfervant  of  the  high  command  ;   the  bow 
Sage  Ithacus  apply'd,  and  tow'rd  the  tents 
Scourg'd  the  proud  fleeds,  the  fteeds  flew  o'er  the 

plain. 

A  PASTORAT, 

To  a  Toung  Lady,  upon  her  leaving,  and  return  to  the 

Country, 

Dam$n. 
Say,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears. 
Why  heaves  tiiy  holom,  and  why  flow  tliy  tears  ? 
See  !  from  the  clouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  fiiowerf , 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  with  rifing  flowers  : 
Smooth  flow  the  floods,  foft  breathe   the  vernal 

airs ; 
The  fpring,  flowers,  floods,  confpire  to' charm  ouf 

cares. 

Florus. 
But  vain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafon  yields. 
The  laughing  vallies,  or  the  painted  fields. 
No  more,  ye  floods,  in  fllver  mazes  flow ; 
Smile  not,  ye  flowers  ;  no  more  foft  breezes  blow  ; 
Far,  Damon,  far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves, 
The  cruel,  lovely  Rofalinda  roves. 

Damon, 
Ah  !  now  I  know  why  late  the  opening  buds 
Cios'd  up  their  gems,  and  licken'd  in  the  woods; 
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Why  droop'd  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride ; 

And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy*d; 

For  thee,  fair  RofaHnd,  the  opening  buds 

Cios'd  up  their  gems,  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods; 

For  thee  the  lily  Ihed  her  fnowy  pride  ; 

For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy'd. 

Florus. 
See  '.  where  yon  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtle's,  leaves  ; 
There  tiin'd  fweet  Philomel  her  fprightly  lay, 
Both  to  the  rifing  and  the  falling  day  : 
But  Cnce  fair  Rofalind  forfook  the  plains, 
Sweet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  ftrains; 
With  forrow  dumb,  fhe  difregards  her  lay. 
Nor  greets  the  rifing  nor  the  falling  day. 

Damon. 
Say,  O  ye  winds,  that  range  the  diftant  fkies, 
Now  fwell'd  to  tempefts  by  my  rifing  fighs  ; 
Say,  while  my  Rofalind  dcferts  thefe  (bores, 
Jiow  Damon  dies  for  whom  his  foul  adores. 

Florus. 
Ye  murmuring  fountains,  and  ye  wandering  floods, 
That  vifit  various  lands  through  various  roads  ; 
Say,  when  ye  find  where  Rofalind  refides, 
Say,  how  my  tears  increafe  your  fwelling  tides. 

Damon. 
Tell  me,  T  charge  you,  O  yefylvan  fwains! 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove,  or  flowery  plains, 
Befide  what  foun'ain,  in  what  breezy  bower, 
P.eclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour  ! 

Florus. 
Soft,  I  adjure  you,  by  the  fkippifig  fawns, 
Ey  the  fleet  rocs,  that  hound  ahng  the  lawns; 
Soft  tread,  ye  virgin  daughters  of  the  grove, 
Mor  with  your  dances  wake  my  fleeping  love  ? 

Damon. 
Return,  O  virgin !   and  if  proud  difdain 
Arm  thy  fierce  foul,  return,  enjoy  my  pain  ; 
If  pleas'd  thou  view'ft  a  faithful  lover's  cares. 
Thick  rife,  ye  fighs^  in  floods  defcend,  ye  tears ! 

Florus. 
Return,  O  virgin  !  while  in  verdant  meads 
By  fprings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  flowery  beds; 
She  weary  wanders  through  the  defert  way. 
The  lOud  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lion  s  prey. 

Damor.. 
Ah !    fhield   her,  heaven  !    your  rage,  ye  beifts, 

forbear  I 
Thofe  are  not  limbs  for  favages  to  tear  I 
Adieu,  ye  meads  !  with  her  through  wilds  I  go 
O'er  burning  fands,  or  everlafting  (now; 
With  her  I  wander  through  the  defert  way, 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions'  prey. 

Florus. 
Come,  Rofalind,  before  the  wintery  clouds 
Frown  o'er  th'  aerial  vault,  and  rufli  in  floods; 
Ere  raging  dorms  howl  o'er  the  frozen  plains ; 
Thy  charms  may  fuffer  by  the  ftornis  or  rains. 

Damtiti. 
Come,  Rofalind,  O  come  !  then  infant  flowers 
bhtU  bloom  and  fmilc,  and  form  their  charms  by 

yours: 
By  you  the  lily  fhall  her  white  compofe  ; 
Your  blulh  fliall  add  new  bluflies  to  the  rofe; 

\ 


Each  flowery  mead,  and  every  tree  fliall  bud. 
And  fuller  honours  clothe  the  youthful  wood, 

Florus. 
Yet  ah  1  forbear  to  urge  rhy  homeward  way, 
While  fultry  funs  infeft  the  glowing  d«y  : 
The  fultry  funs  thy  beauties  may  impair  !— 
Yet  halle  away  !  for  thou  art  now  too  fair. 

Damon 
Hark!   from  yon  bower  what  airs  foft-warbled • 

play  : 
My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th'  enchanting  lay  : 
Silence,  ye  nightingales  I  attend  the  voice  ! 
While  thus  it  warbles,  all  your  fongs  are  noife. 

It  lor  us. 
See,  from  the  bower  a  form  majeftic  moves, 
And  fmoothly  gliding  fhines  along  the  groves  ! 
Say,  comes  a  goddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
A  goddefs  comes,  or  Rofalind  appears  ! 

Damon. 
Shine  forth,  thou  fun,  bright  ruler  of  the  day; 
And  where  flie  treads,  ye  flowers,  adorn  the  way  J 
Rejoice,  ye  groves;  my  heart,  difmifs  thy  cares  ! 
My  goddefs  comes,  my  Rofalind  appears  \ 

^POVERTY  AND  POETRY. 

'TwAS  fung  of  old  how  one  Amphlon 
Could  by  his  verfes  tame  a  lion, 
And  by  his  ftrange  enchanting  tunes. 
Make  bears  or  wolves  dance  ridagoons  : 
His  fongs  could  ca.U  the  timber  down. 
And  form  it  into  houl'e  or  town; 
But  it  is  plain  that  in  thefe  times 
No  houfe  is  rais'd  by  poets   rliymes; 
They  for  themfelves  can  only  rear 
A  few  wild  caft;les  in  the  air  ; 
Poor  are  tlie  brethren  of  the  bays, 
Down  from  high  ft  rains,  to  tkes  and  ayes. 
TJie  mufes  too  are  virgins  yet, 
And  may  be — till  they  portions  get. 

Yet  ftjU  the  doating  rhymer  dreams. 
And  fings  of  Helicon's  bright  ftreams; 
But  Helicon,  for  all  his  clatter. 
Yields  only  uninfi-iring  water; 
Yet  ev'n  athirft  he  fweetly  fings 
Of  nedtar  and  Klyfian  iprings. 

What  dire  malignant  planet  flieds. 
Ye  bards,  his  influence  on  your  heads  ? 
Lawyers  by  endlefs  controverfies, 
Confunie  unthinking  clients'  purfes, 
As  Pharoah's  kine,  which  Ilrange  and  odd  i% 
Devour'd  the  plump  and  well-fed  bodies. 

The  grave  phyflcian  who  by  phyfic, 
Ivike  death,  dilpatches  him  that  is  lick, 
Purfues  a  fure  and  thriving  trade ; 
Though  patients  dii,  the  doctor's  paid  : 
Licens'd  to  kill,  he  gains  a  palace. 
For  what  another  mounts  the  gallows. 

In  fhady  groves  the  mufes  ftray, 
And  lovo  in  flowery  meads  to  play ; 
An  idle  crew  '   whofe  only  trade  is  , 

To  flame  in  trifles,  like  our  ladies; 
In  drefling,  dancing,  toying,  finging. 
While  wifcr  Pallas  thrives  ty  fpinaing : 


ThtiS  they  frain  lidtliiiig  to  IJequeatH' '~ 
T  heir  votaries,  but  a'  laurel  wteath 


But  love  rewards  the  bard  !  the  fair 
Attend  his  fohg,  and  eafe  his  care  : 
Alas  !  fond  youth,  your  plea  you  urge  lb  ill 
Without  a  jfiiritfire,  though  a  Virgil :' 
Could  you  like  Phoebus  fing,  in  vain 
You  nobly  fwell  tlie  lofty  ftrain  ; ' 
Coy  Daphne  flies,  and  yoU  will  find  as 
Hard  hearts  as  hers  in  your  Belinda's. 

But  thei^.fonie  fay  you  pur.cliafe  fame. 
And  gain  that  envy'd  prize,  a  name ; 
Great  recompence  1  like  his  who  fells 
A  diamond  for  beads  and  bells. 
Will  fame  be  thought  fulScient  bail 
To  keep  the  p,oct  from  the  jajl  i     . 

Thus  the  brave  foldier  in  the  wars, 
Gets  empty  prail'e  and  aching  fears; 
Is  paid  with  fame  and  wooden  legs; 
And  ll.TV'dithe  glorious  vagrant  hegs. 

;,.|..r-:  TO  ALARY:  :;'('' 
-  Jr.'.  '.t'^iiJiYmfe  WfTft'A-'^NAKfi:. 
If  is  a  pleafing,  direfu}  fight.!,,..    ,, 
At  once  you  charm  us  and  ahright  I 
So  heaven  d.ellroying  ai)gcIs'.,^fiTQ^ 
With  terrori  dreadful  in  the,tf|c| 

Such,  fuch  was  Cleopatra'i  air,  •' 

Lovely,  bnt  formidably  fair,' 
When  the  griev'd  world  impoverilh'd  loft. 
By  the  dire  afp,  its  nobleft  boaft. 

Aw'd  by  your  guardian's  dangerous  powcr^ 
At  diftance  trembling  we  adore ; 
At  diftance,  once  agaiii  behold 
A  ferpent  guard  the  blooming  gold. 

Well  pleas'd  and  harmlefs,  lo  '.  he  lieSj, 
Saflcs  in  the  funlhine  of  your  eyes ; 
Kow.,twifts  his  fpires,  and  now  unfurls 
Th6  gay  confufion  of  his  curls. 

Oh  I  happy  on  yoi?r  breaft  to  He, 
As  that  bright  *  ftar  that  gilds  the  Ikyj 
Who  ceafing  in  the  fpheres  to  Ihine, 
Would  for  your  breaft  his  heaven  refign. 

Yet,  oh  !  fair  virgin,  caution  take. 
Left  fome  bold  cheat  affume  the  fnake. 
Wheh  Jove  compreft  the  f  Grecian  damej 
Aloof  he  threw  the  ligh.t'ning's  flame  ; 
On  radiant  fpires  the  lover  rode. 
And  in  the  fnake  cpnceal'd  the  god. 

TO  A  LADY  OJ}  THIRTY, 

No  more  let  youth  in  beauty  boaft, 

S n  at  tliirty  reigns  a  toaft  ; 

And  like  the  fun  as  he  declines. 
More  mildly,  but  more  fweetly  (Irines. 

The  hand  of  time  alone  di  farms 
Her  face  of  its  faperfluous  charms  j 


But  adds  for  (fveryferace  rcffgn'ct,' 
A  thoufand  to  adorn  her  mind. 
Youth  was  her  too- inflahiing  time ; 
ThisHet- morti  habtWble  clithe-T        ' 
Flow  muft  fhe  then  each  heart  engagie, 
Who  blo<5ms  lifee  yoothj  is  wjfe  likeage^jl^3; 
Thus  the  rich  orange-trc'es  prnduce  ;." 

At  onei-'bbt'hornanieni  ahd  iile'; 
Here  opening  bloflFonis:Ave'beJvbld, 
There  fragtarit  orb^'fcf^rlpDlt'lSgold* 

7  :  ■      :0H'  TttzA)  'i, 


*  The  Scorpion. 

j-  0.'\';!:piiis,  mother  of  Alexander  the  Great, 
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i31RTH-pAY  Op-.M^i  KOp^^T  TREFtt3lSi";,T 

Seing  three  Ye^ripl4y  lK[arct)p.Z.  l-JJOrli,        '•' p 

^v.'A^^^',  fweet  babfi-  L-.thc  fun's  emerging  raj'^       , 
That  gavb  you  birth^'renews, the. happy  day  I  ;. 
Calmly  fcrene,  and  gloriauis  tothe  view,  ;.  .  .^ 

He  marches  forth,  and  ftri,ve»'to  look  like  yo.U.        <j 

I  Fair  beauty's  bud  !-'Wh'en  time  fhall  ftrettJh  th j^^ 
]  fpan,  ';■  J-^^il^'ti  '■■  ■  ■•/    -l.pi.j.  A 

Confirm  thy  cKartfi'i-'rfhU^^Ij^ihthee  to  niab';»^  -.ooVI 
What  plenteous  fr'Jits-thy  bl'oflRrtns  fball  prockicCj  ''' 
Aud  yield  not  barifm\  jdruament,  but  ufe  !  ■!  :  ^.  wi 
Ev'n  noW  thy  fjirin^isajricii  increaCe  prepares'?  5-..q?i 
To  crown  thy  riper  g'rbwtha.od  manly  yearSs  -jit}  o3 
I  Thn!?iti  the  ker^l'AS.'ilitrka^  dJfguife,  ■■■■''''  '^^ 
in  mintr!t\3re  ri  littlSiitcha'l-d'nSfs;^  ■ .;  ..  •dVA 

ThefiBrbiislabyfifi'rf.i'hy-jiift'deHTees  '  ■•"'';'^  ''^'^^ 
Stretch  their  fwnll'ri  cells,  replete  with  futrit^tfe^sjj 
By  time  evolv'd,  th^e  fpreading  branches  rifej'  ■  '  ['^ 
Yield  their  rich  friiits,and  ftiriot  into  the  ilS^"^''  ^ 

O  lovely  babe,  what  luftrc  (hall  adorn    '^  ' 
Thy  rioon  of  beauty,  when  fo  bright  thy  mdtn  I 
Shine  forth  advancing  with  a  brighter  ray, 
And  may  no  vice  o*ei-cloud"thy  future  dtf  f  ^'^ 

'•     '  ■<<  ■■•-■'    -''I'i.'r      '  •  '    -irl'l  j'.^iMi.H.'y 

■    VARIATIONS.  ,  ,        ^ 

Whv,  love'y  babe,  docs  {lumber  feal  your  eyeS? 
See,  fair  Aurora  bliiflies  in  the  Ikies  ! 
The  fun,  which  gave  you  birth,  in  bright  array 
Begins  his  courfe,  and  uflitrs  in  fjie  day. 
Calmly  feren,e,  and  glorious  to  ihe  view, 
He  marches  forth,  and  ftrivss  to  lock,  like  you.   ' 

Fair  beauty's  bud  1  v/hen  time  ftiall  ftretch  thy 
fpan,  .  -■;  J- 

Confirm  thy  charrts,  aiid  I'ipeh  thee  to  man,  [plain,  ■ 
How  fhall  each  fwain,  each  beauteous  nymph  com- 
For  love  each  nymph,  for  envy  every  fwain  ! 
What"  tliatchlcft  charms'  fliall  thy  full  noon  adorn, 
'A'!;.-;!  I  ^  ■limit  1^,  fo  glorious,  is  thy  ihoin  '. 
So  g!   ;:.^'.is  i'  ';n  ■  :ncrn  of  life  begun. 
That  all  to  thee  with  admiration  ruti, 
Turn  Perfians,  and  adore  the  rifiiig  fun. 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  as  poets  fay,  fure  thou  art  he. 
Fair  Venus  Would  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 
Did  not  thy  eyts  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon. 
There  all  the  lighfnings  of  thy  mother's  fhine. 
Their  radiant  glory  arid  their  fweetnefs  jpin. 
To  fhdW  their  fatal  power,  and  all  their  charms 
in  thine. 

SO  •■' 


I 
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With  nobler  aims  mftruft  thy  foul  to  glow. 
Than  thofe  pay  trifles  titles,  wealth,  and  fhow  : 
Mav  valour,  wifdom   learning,  crown  thy  days  ! 
Thofe   fools   admire — thefe  hfaven  and  angels 
praife  *  !  .  ^  ' ,,'  ' 

With  riche*  bleft,  to  hea-veii  Ihofe  riche*  lend, 
"i^he  poorman's^uardian,  and  tke  good  manV  friend  : 
Bid  virtuous  forrc.w  fmile,  fcorw'd  merit  cheer. 
And  o'er  afflidion  pour  the  generous  tear. 
Some,  wildly  liberal,  Djuander,. not  beftow, 
And  give  unpra'^'d,  becaufe  they  give  for  Ihow  : 
To  fandify  thy  wealth,  on  wnsTth  employ 
Thy  gold,  and  to  a  hlelfing  tur^i  the  toy  :  ;  - 

Thus  ofFeringi  from  th'  unjuft  pollute  the  flcles. 
The  good  turn  fmoke  into  a  facrifice. 

As  when  an  artift  plans  a  favauHte  draught. 
The  ftrudures  rife  refponfive  to  the  thought ; 
A  palace  grows  beneath  his  forming  hands, 
Or  worthy  of  a  God  a  temple  ftands  : 
Such  is  thy  riCng  frame  '.  by  heivcn  defign'd 
A  temple,  worthy  of  a  godlike  mind  ; 
Nobly  adorn'd,  and  finifh'd  to  difulay 
A  fuller  beam  of  heaven's  ethereal  ray. 

May  all  thy  charms increafe,  O  lovely  boy! 
Spare  them,  ye  pains,  and  age  alone  deftroy  ! 
So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A  child,  the  god  might  bcaft  to  look  like  thee  I 
When  young  luliis*  form  he  deign'd  to  wear, 
Such  were  his  fmiles,  and  fuch  his  winning  air  ; 
Ev'n  Venus  mig'r.t  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 
Did  rot  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon  ; 
Thence  all  the  light'ning  of  thy  mother's  flies, 
A  Cupid  grac'd  with  Cytherxa's  eyes  1 

Yet  ah!  how  Ihort  a  date  the  powers  decree 
To  that  bright  frame  of  beaut. e-,  and  to  thee  : 
Pafs  a  few  days,  and  all  thofe  beauties  fly ! 
Pafs  :.  few  years,  and  thou,  alas !  Thalt  die  ! 
Then  all  thy  kindred,  all  thy  frien<ls  fhall  fee 
With  tears,  what  now  thou  art,  and  they  muft  be  ; 
A  pale,  cold,  lifelefslump  uf  earth  depK^re! 
Such  Ihalt  thou  be,  and  kings  fhall  be  no  more  ! 


VARIATIONS. 

If  fpad  Narciffus  in  the  cryftal  flood, 
A  form  like  thine,  O  lovely  infant,  view'd. 
Well  might  the  flame  the  pining  youth  deflroy; 
Xxcclb  of  beauty  juftified  the  boy. 

AOnZTION. 

•  To  brace  the  mind  to  dignity  of  thought, 
To  emulate  what  godlike  Tully  wtote. 
Be  this  thy  early  wilh  1  The  gaiden  breeds, 
If  unimprov'd,  at  leaft  but  gaudy  weeds : 
And  ftubborn  youth,  by  culture  unfubdued, 
Lies  wildly  barren,  or  but  gayly  rude. 
Yet  as  fomc  Phidias  gives  the  marble  life. 
While  art  with  nature  holds  a  dfibious  ftrife, 
Adorns  a  rock  with  graces  not  its  own. 
And  calls  a  Venus  from  the  ruggcjd  ftor.e  ; 
So  culture  aids  the  human  foul  to  rife. 
To  fcorn  the  fordid  earth,  and  mount  the  feles, 
Till  by  degrees  the  noble  gueft  refines, 
GlaJm*  her  high  birth-right,  and  diVLndy  fliines. 


But  oh  !  when  ripe  for  death,  fate  calls  thee  htace'; 
Sure  lot  of  every  mortal  excellence  ! 
When  pregnant  as  the  womb  the  teeming  earth 
Refigns  thee  qiiicken'd  to  thy  fecond  birth. 
Rife  cloth'd  with  beauties  that  {hall  never  die  I- 
A  faint  on  earth  !  an  ingel  in  the  flcy  ! 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  OF  SEVENTY, 
Who  Married  a  Lady  of  Sixteen, 

What  woes  muft  fuch  unequal  union  bring, 
When  h'^ary  winter  weds  the  youthful  fpring  I 
You  like  Mezentius*  in  the  nuptial  bed, 
Once  more  unite  thfe  living  to  the  dead. 


XLIII.  CHAPTER  OF  ECCLESIASTICUS. 

A   FARAFURASE. 

The  fun  that  rolls  his  beamy  orb  on  high, 
Pride  of  the  world,  and  glory  ot  the  flcy, 
Illuftrious  in  his  courfe,  in  bright  array  *% 

Marches  along  the  heavens,  and  fcatters  day        C 
O'er  earth,  and  o'er  the  main,  and  through  th'  C 
ethereal  way.  -J 

He  in  the  morn  renews  his  radiant  round, 
And  warms  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  ground  ; 
But  ere  the  noon  of  day,  in  fiery  gleams 
He  darts  the  glory  of  his  blazing  beams ; 
Beneath  the  burnings'  of  his  fultry  ray. 
Earth  to  her  centre  pierc'd  admits  the  day; 
Huge  vales  expand,  where  rivers  roll'd  before, 
And  lefTen'd  feas  contradt  within  their  fhore. 

O!  Power  Supreme  !  O!  high  above  all  height! 
Tiiou  gav'ft  the  fun  to  fiiine,  and  thou  art  light : 
Whether  he  falls  or  rifes  in  the  flcics. 
He  by  thy  voice  is  taught  to  fall  or  rife ; 
Swiftly  he  moves,  refulgent  in  hh  fphere, 
And  meafures  out  the  day,  the  month,  and  year  ; 
He  drives  the  hours  along  with  flower  pace, 
The  minutes  rufh  away  impetuous  in  their  racer 
He  wakes  the  flowers  that  fleep  within  the  catA^ 
And  calls  the  fragrant  infants-out  to  birth  ; 
The  fragrant  infants  paint  th'  enamel'd  vales 
And  native  inccnfe  loads  the  balmy  gales  j 
The  balmy  gales  the  fragrancy  convey 
To  heaven,  and  to  their  God  an  ofl"ering  pay. 

By  thy  command  the  mckui,  as  day-light  fades. 
Lifts  her  broad  circJe  in  the  deepening  Ihadcs; 
Array'd  in  glory,  and  enthron'd  in  hght. 
She  breaks  the  folcmn  terrors  of  the  night; 
Sweetly  inconilant  in  her  varying  flame, 
She  changes  dill,  another,  yet  the  fame  ! 
Now  in  decreafe  by  flow  degrees  Ihe  flirouds 
Her  fading  luftre  in  a  veil  of  douds ; 
Now  at  increafe,  her  gathering  beams  difplay 
A  blaze  of  light,  and  give  a  paler  day; 
Ten  thoufand  ftars  adorn  her  ghttering  train, 
Fall  when  ftie  falls,  and  rife  with  her  again; 
And  o'er  the  deferts  of  the  flcy  unfold 
Their  burning  fpangles  of  fidcreal  gold: 

"  *  The  living  and  the  dead  at  his  command, 
*'  Were  coupled  face  to  face,  and  hand  to  hand." 
Pryden's  Virg.  Ma.  viii» 
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'through  the  wide  heavens  fhe  moves  ferenely 

bright, 
Qiieen  of  the  gay  attendants  of  the  night ; 
Orb  above  orb  in  fweet  confufion  lies, 
And  with  a  bright  diforder  paints  the  flcies. 

The  Lord  of  Niture  fram'd  the  fhovvery  bow, 
Turn'd  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colouts  glow: 
its  radiant  circle  corrtpafies  the  Ikies, 
And  fweetly  the  ricli  tindlures  faint,  and  rife  ; 
It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  ftorni  to  ceafe, 
Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempeft  pleafe. 
He,  when  deep-rolling  clouds  blor  out  the  day, 
And  thunderous  ftorms  a  folemn  gl  om  difplay, 
Pours  down  a  vratery  deluge  from  on  high, 
And  open"!  all  the  iluices  of  the  Iky  : 
High  o'er  the  fliores  the  rufaing  furge  prevails, 
Burlls  o'er  the  plain,  and  roars  along  the  vales ; 
Dafhing  abruptly,  dreadful  down  it  conies, 
Tambling  through  rocks,  and  toffes,  whirls  and 

foanjs  : 
Meantime,  from  every  region  of  the  Iky, 
Red  burning  bohs  in  forky  vengeance  fly  ; 
Dreadfully  bright  o'er  feas  and  earth  they  glare, 
And  burfts  of  thunder  rend  th'  encumber'd  air; 
At  once  the  thunders  of  th'  Almighty  found, 
Heaven  lours,  defcend  the  floods,  and  rocks  the 
ground. 
He  gives  the  furious  whirlwind  wings  to  fly, 
To  rend  the  earth,  and  wheel  along  the  flcyj 
In  circling  eddies  whirl'd,  it  roars  aloud, 
Drives  wave  on  wave,  and  daflies  cloud  on  cloud ; 
Where'er  it  moves,  it  lays  whole  foreils  low; 
And  at  the  blaft,  eternal  mountains  bow; 
While,  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife. 
And  half  the  deferts  mount  the  burthen'd  fkies. 

He  from  aerial  treafures  downward  pours 
Sheets  of  unfuUy'd  fnow  in  lucid  fhowefs  ; 
Flake  after  flake,  through  air  thick-wavering  flies, 
Till  i>ne  vaft  fhining  wafte  all  nature  lies: 
Then  the  proud  hills  a  virgin  whitencfs  fhed, 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  glitters  from  the  mead ; 
The  hoary  trees  refled  a  filver  fhow, 
And  groves  beneath  the  lovely  burden  bow. 
.   He  from  loofe  vapours  with  an  icy  chain 
Binds  the  round  hail,  and  moulds  the  harden'd 

rain  : 
The  flony  tempefl,  with  a  rufhing  found, 
Beats  the  firm  glebe,  refulting  from  the  ground  : 
Swiftly  it  falls,  and  a?  it  falls  invades 
The  riling  herb,  or  breaks  the  fpreading  blades: 
While   infant  flowers  that  rais'd   their   bloomy 

heads, 
Crulh'd  by  its  fury,  fink  into  their  beds. 

When  ftormy  winter  from  the  frozen  north 
Borne  on  his  icy  chariot  ilfues  forth, 
The  blafted  groVes  their  verdant  pride  refign, 
And  billows  harden'd  into  cryftal  fhine  : 
Sharp  blows  the  rigour  of  the  piercing  winds, 
And  the  proud  floods  as  with  a  breaft-plate  binds  : 
Ev'n  the  proud  feas  forget  in  tides  to  roll 
Beneath  the  freezings  of  the  northern  pole; 
There  waves  on  waves  in  folid  mountains  rife. 
And  Alps  of  ice  invade  the  wondering  Ikies ; 
While  gulfs  below,  and  fl'Ppery  vallies  lie, 
And  with  a  dreadful  brightnefs  pin  Uic  ey?  : 


But  if  warm  wind;  a  v/armcr  air  reftore, 
And  fofter  breezes  bring  a  genial  fhowsr, 
The  genial  Ihowei  revives  the  cheerful  plain, 
Atid  the  huge  hills  flow  down  into  the  main. 

When  the  feas  rage,  and  loud  the  ocean  roars, 
When  foaming  billows  lafh  the  founding  fhorcs; 
If  lie  in  thunder  bid  the  wayee  fubfide. 
The  waves  obedient  fink  upoh  the  tide, 
A  fudlen  peace  controls  the  limpid  deep. 
And  the  ftill  waters  in  foft  filence  fletp.  ,..^      . 

Then  heaven  lets  down  a  golden-ftrearning  ray^ 
And  all  the  brad  cxpanfion  flames  with  day : 
In  the  clear  glafs  the  mariners  dcfcry 
A  fun  inverted,  an  »  a  downward  fky. 

They  who  adventurous  plough  the  watery  wayi 
The  dreadful  wonders  of  the  deep  furveyj 
Fimiliar  with  their  ftoVths,  their  fails  unbind,    ' 
Tempt  the  rough  blaft,  and  bound  before  the  witrfls 
Now  high  ihey  mount,  now  flioot  into  a  va\e, 
Ni>w  fmooth  their  courfe,  and  feud  before  the 

gale; 
There  rolling  monfter8,3rm'd  in  fcaly  pride, 
Fliunce  in  the  billows,  and  dafh  round  the  tidi ; 
There  huge  leviathan  unweildy  moves. 
And  throTjgh  the  waves,  a  living  ifland  roves; 
In  dreadful  paftime  terribly  he  fports, 
And  the  vaft  ocean  fcarce  his  weight  fuuports ; 
Where'er  he  turns,  the  hoary  deeps  divide  ; 
He  breathes  a  tempeft,  and  he  fpouts  a  tide. 

Thus,  Lord,  the  wonders  of  earth,  fea,  and  air,* 
Thy  boundlefs  wifdom  and  thy  power  d-eclare  ; 
Thou  high  in  glory,  and  in  might  L-rene, 
See'ft  and  mov'ft  all,  thyfelf  unmov'd,  unfeen  ; 
Should  mcu  ;%jid  angels  join  in  longs  to  raife 
A  grateful  tribute  equal  to  thy  praife. 
Yet  far  thy  glory  would  their  praife  outfhine, 
Thoi:gh  men  and  angels  in  the  fong  Ihould  join ; 
For  though  this  earth  with  fkill  divine  is  wroughtj 
Above  the  guefs  of  man,  or  angel's  thought. 
Yet  in  the  Ipacious  regions  of  the  flties 
New  fcenes  unfold,  and  worlds  on  worlds  arife  j 
There  other  orbs,  round  Dther  funs  advance. 
Float  on  the  air,  and  run  their  myftic  dance;' 
And  yet  the  power  of  thy  Almighty  hand 
Can  build  another  world  from  every  fand  : 
And  thougl-i  vain  man  arraign  thy  high  decree, 
Still  this  is  juft!  what  is,  that  ought  to  be. 

THE  CONCLUSION  OF  AN  EPILOGUE 

To   Mr.   Southern  s  Laji   Phy,  calltd  "  Mtney  tit 
Mijlrefs:' 

There  was  a  time,  when  in  his  younger  years, 
Our  author's  fcenes  commanded  fmiles  or  tears  ; 
And  though  beneath  the  weight  of  days  he  bejadsj 
Yet,  like  the  fun.  he  fhines  as  he  defcends  : 
Then  with  applaufe,  in  honour  to  his  age, 
Difmiis  your  veteran  foldier  •  off  the  ftage; 
Crown  his  laft  exit  with  diftinguifh'd  praife. 
And  kindly  hi3e  his  f  baldnefs  witii  the  bays. 

*  From  thejlage. 

\   Alluding  to  a  •vote  of  the  Roman  fenate,  by  tvhlcFj 
they  de(TCii  Cafir  a  :r6'^vn  of  laurel  to  (gysr  iii  i/uldnef's, 
3  C  ij- 
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THE  PARTING, 

A    SONG, 
Sel  by  Dr.  tudivay,  Profeffur  of  Mujic  in  Cambridge. 

When  fronri  the  plains  Belinda  fled, 

The  fad  Amintor  figh'd  ; 
And  thus,  while  ftreams  of  tears  he  flied. 

The  mournful  fliepherd  cry'd  : 
«'  Alove  flow,  ye  hours  !  thou,  time,  delay  ! 
"  Prolong-  the  bright  Belinda's  flay  : 
•'  But  you,  like  her,  my  prayer  deny, 
«  And  cruelly  away  ye  3y. 

«'  Yet  though  (lie  flies,  {he  leaves  behind 

«'  Her  lovely  image  in  my  mind. 

"  O  :  fair  Belinda,  with  me  flay, 

*'  uOr  take  thy  image  too  away  ! 

"  See .'  how  the  fields  are  gay  around, 

•^.How  painted  flowers  a.dorn  the  ground  !  ,    . 

"  As  if  the  fields,  as  well  as  I, 

"  Were  proud  to  pleafe  my  fdir-one's  eye. 

"  But  now,  ye  fields,  no  more  be  gay ; 

"  No  more,  ye  flowers,  your  charms  difplay  ! 

•'  Tis  defert  all,  now  you  are  fled, 

"  And  paradife  is  where  you- tread." 

Unmov'd  the  virgiri  flies  his  cares. 

To  fliine  at  court  and  play  : 
To  lonely  fiiades  the  youth  repairs. 

To  weep  his  life  away. 

ON  A  FLOU'^R 

WHICH  BELINDA  GAVE  ME  FROM   HER  B050I3. 

O  !  LOVELY  ofFspring  of  the  May, 
Whence  flow  thy  balmy  odours,  fay  ! 
3uch  odours — not  the  orient  boafts  I 
Though  paradife  adorn"d  the  coafts  '. 
O  !  fweetc-r  than  each  flower  that  blooms, 
This. fragrance  from  thy  bofom  comes! 
Thence,  thence  fuch  fweets  are  fpread  abroad. 
As  n)ight  be  incenfe  for  a  God  1 

When  Venus  flood  conceal'd  from  viev/. 
Her  fon,  the  latent  *  goddtrfs  knew, 
.Such  fweets  breath'd  round  !  and  thus  we  knew 
Our  other  Venus  here  below. 

But  fee  !  my  faireft,  fee  this  flower, 
This  faart-llY'd  beauty  of  an  hour  ! —  - 
Su-cTi  ate  thy  charfttsr — yet  zephyrs  bring 
'I'he  flo^ver  to  bloo.m  again  in  fpring  : 
But  beauty,  when  it  once  declines, 
Ko  more  to  warm  the  lover  fhines : 
Alas  !  inceflant  fpeeds  the  day, 
When  thou  flialt  be  but  common  clay  \ 
When  I,  who  now  adore,  may  fee. 
And  cv'n  with  horror  ftart  from  thee  '. 

But  ere,  fweet  gift,  thy  grace  confumes, 
Show  thou  my  fair-one  how  fhc  blooms  ! 
Put  forth  thy  charms  : — and  then  declare 
Thyfelf  lefs  fweet,  thyfelf  lefs  fair  ! 

*  Ambrofittque  coma  dlvimim  vertice  cdorem 
■  .  •Spha-vcre.  '        .  '  viRS, 
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Then  fudden,  by  a  fwift  decay, 
Let  all  thy  beauties  fade  away ; 
And  let  her  in  thy  glafs  defcry. 
How  youth,  and  how  frail  beauty  die. 

Ah!   turn,  my  charmer,  turn  thy  eyes  !' 
See  !   how  at  once  it  fades,  it  dies  ! 
While  thine — it  gaily  pleas'd  the  view, 
Unfaded,  as  before  it  grew  ! 
Now,  from  thy  bofom  doom'd  to  flray, 
Tis  only  beauteous  in  decay  : 
So  the  fvveet-fmelling  Indian  flowers, 
Gritv'd  when  they  leave  thofe  happier  fliores. 
Sicken,  and  die  away  in  ours. 
So  flowers,  in  Eden  fond  to  blow. 
In  paradife  would  only  grow. 

Nor  wonder,  faireft:,  to  furvey 
The  flower  fo  fuddenly  decay  1 
Toio  cold  thy  breaft !   *  nor  can  it  grovr 
Between  fuch  little  hills  of  fnow. 

!  now,  vain  infidel,  no  more 
Deride  th'  iEgj-ptian,  who  adore 
The  rifing  herb,  and  blooming  flower; 
Now,  now  their  convert  I  will  be, 

0  lovely  flower  !  to  worfhip  thee. 

But  if  thou  'rt  one  of  their  fad  train 
Who  dy'd  for  love,  and  cold  difdain. 
Who,  chang'd  by  fome  kind  pitying  power, 
A  f  lover  once,  art  now  a  flower; 
()  pity  me,  O  weep  my  care,  ") 

A  thoufand,  thoufand  pains  I  bear,  > 

1  love,  I  die  through  deep  defpairl-  J 

THE  STORY  OF  TALUS, 

From  the  Fourth  Book  of  Apollonius  Rhodius.  V.  162^. 

'Htcoi;  d   yf-'Xici;  fiiviCv,  uyu  0   r,Xv6i]i  (zrig 
A'vXtog,  (Sec. 

The  evening-ftar  now  lifts,  as  day-light  fades, 
His  golden  circlet  in  the  deepening  fliades  ; 
Stretch'd  at  his  eafe,  the  weary  labourer  ihares 
A  fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  cares ; 
At  once  in  filence  fink  the  fleeping  gales; 
The  mail  :f  they  drop,  and  furl  the  flagging  faih ; 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  the  bending  oars 
TowVd  Carpathus,  and  reach  the  rocky  fhores  : 
Thence  Crete  they  view,  emerging  from  the  main. 
The  queen  of  ifles  ;  but  Crete  they  view  in  vain ; 
There  Talus,  whirling  with  refiftlefs  fway 
Rocks  fhter  uprent,  repels  them  from  the  bay  : 
A  giant,  fprung  from  giant-race,  who  took 
Their  births  from  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  oak; 
Fierce  guard  of  Crete  1  by  Jove  aflTiftant  given 
To  §  legiflators,  {lyl'd  the  fons  of  heaven  : 
To  mercy  deaf,  he  thrice  each  year  explores 
The   trembling   ifle,  and  flrides  from  fliores  t» 
fhores : 

VARIATION. 

•  How  could  it  grow. 


f   See  Ovid's  Metamorph. 

\   Argonauts, 

§  Minos  and  Rbadamanthtts^ 


POEMS. 


/ 1 J 


A  form  of  living  brafs '.  one  part  baneath 
Alenehe  bears,  a  path  to  kt  in  death, 
Where  o'er  the  anlde  fwells  the  tijrgid  vein, 
Soft  to  the  ftroke,  and  fenfible  of  pain. 

And  now  her  magic  fpells  *  Medea  tries, 
Bids  the  red  fiends,  the  dogs  of  Orcus  rife. 
That,  flarting  dreadful  from  th'  infernal  fhade. 
Ride  heaven  in  ftorms,  and  all  that  breathes,  in- 
vade; 
Thrice  fhe  applies  the  power  of  magic  prayer. 
Thrice,  hellward  bending,  mutters  charms  in  air  ; 
Then,  turning  tow'rd  the  foe,  bids  mifchief  fly, 
And  looks  deftrudtion  as  Ibe  points  her  eye  : 
Then  fpedlres,  rifirg  from  Tartarean  bowers, 
Howl  round  in  air,  or  grin  along  the  Ihores  ; 
While,  t  tearing  np  whole  hills,  the  giant  throws. 
Outrageous,  rocks  on  rocks,  to  crufh  the  foes : 
But,  frantic  as  he  ftrides,  a  fudden  wound 
Bunts   the   life -vein,   and    blood    o'erfpreads  the 

ground : 
As  from  the  furnace,  in  a  burning  flood, 
Pours  maiten  lead,  fo  pours  in  ftrcams  his  blood  ; 
And  now  he  daggers  as  the  fpirit  flies, 
He  faints,  he  links,  he  tumbles,  and  he  dies. 
As  fome  huge  cedar  on  a  mountain's  brow, 
Pierc'd  by  the  (leel,  expeas  the  final  blov/, 
A  while  it  t-otters  with  alternate  fway, 
Till  freftiening  breezes  through  the  branches  play; 
Then,   tumbling  downv/ard   with    a  thundering 

found,  , 

Fallsheadlong.ando'erfpreadsabreadthofgrouna: 

So,  as  the  giant  falls,  the  ocean  roars; 
Out-ftretch'd  he  lies,  and  covers  half  the  fliores. 

FROM  THE  ELEVENTH  BOOK  OF  THE 
ILIADS  OF  HOi^dER-. 

IN  THE   STYLE  OF  MILTON. 

Now  gay  Aurora  from  Tithonus'  bed 
Rofe  in  the  orient,  tt>  proclaim  the  day 
To  gods  and  men  :  down  to  the  Grecian  tents 
Saturnian  Jove  fends  difcord  red  with  blood  ; 
War  in  her  hand  flie  grafps,  enfigns  of  war; 
On  brave  Ulyfi"es'  ftiip  fte  took  her  ftand. 
The  centre  of  the  hoft,  thit  all  might  hear      _  ^ 
Her  dreadful  voice  :  her  dreadful^  voice  (he  rais  d; 
Tarring  along  the  rattling  fliores  it  ran 
To  the  fleet's  wide  extremes.     Achilles  heard. 
And  Ajax  heard  the  found  :   with  martial  fires 
Now  every  bofom  burns ;  aims,  glorious  arms, 
Fierce  they  demand;  the  noble  Orthian  fong_ 
Swells  every  heart ;  uo  coward  thoughts  of  flight 
Rife  in  their  fouls,  but  blood  they  breathe  and  war. 
Now  by  the  <;  trench  profound,  the  charioteers 
Range  their  proud  fteeds ;  now  car  by  cardifplays 
A  direful  front ;  now  o'er  the  tremblmg  field 
Rulhesth'  embattled  foot ;  noife  rends  the  fiies, 
Noife  unexiinguilh'd  :   ere  the  beamy  day 
Flam'd  in  the  th'  aerial  vault,  flretch'd  in  the  van 
Stood  the  bold  infantry  :  the  ruftiing  cars 
Form'd  the  deep  rear  in  battailous  array. 
Now  frem  his  heavens  Jove  hurls  his  burning  bolts; 
jioarfe  muttering  thunders  grjmble  in  the  fky  ; 


While  from  the  clouds,  inftead  of  mnrning-dews. 
Huge  drops  of  blood  diflain  the  crimf-n  ground; 
Fatal  prefage  1  that  in  that  dreadful  day 
The  great  ftiould  bleed,  imperial  heads  he  low  ! 

Meantime  the  bands  of  Troy  in  proud  array 
i  Stand  to  their  arms,  and  from  a  rifing  ground 
Breathe  furious  war  :  Here  gathering  hofts  attend 
The  towering  Hedor :  there  refulgent  bands 
Surround  Polydamas,  ^neas  there 
Marflials  his  dauntlefs  files  ;  nor  unemploy'd 
Stand  Polybus,  Agenor  great  in  arjns. 
And  Acamas,  whofe  frame  the  gods  eiidow'd 
With  more  than  mortal  charms  :  fierce  in  the  vaa 
Stern  Hedor  ftiines,  and  ihakes  his  blazing  fliield- 
As  the  fierce  dog- ftar  with  malignant  fires 
Flames  in  the  front  of  heaven,  then,  loft  in  clov.ds. 
Veils  his  pernicious  beams;  from  rank  to  rank 
So  HetSor  ftrode;  now  dreadful  in  the  va:i 
Advanced  his  fun-broad  (hield,  now  to  the  rear 
Swift  rufhing  difappear'd  :   His  radiant  arms 
Bbz'd  on  his  limbs,  and  bright  as  Jove's  dire  bolts 
Flafh'd  o'er  the  field,  and  lighten'd  to  the  ikies,  .. 

As  toiling  reapers  in  fome  fpacious  field, 
Rann-'d  in  two  bands,  move  adverfe,  rank  on  rank 
Where  o'er  the  tilth  the  grain  in  ears  of  gold 
Waves  nodding  to  the  breeze  ;  at  once  they  bend, 
At  once  the  copious  harveft  fwells  the  ground  : 
So  rulb  to  battle  o'er  the  dreadful  field 
Koft  againfl;  hoft  ;  they  meet,  they  clofe,  andrankg 
Tumble  on  ranks  ;  no  thoughts  appear  of  flight, 
None  of  difmay  :  dubious  in' even  fcales 
The  battle  hangs  ;  not  fiercer,  ravenous  wolves 
D.Tpute  the  prey;  the  deathful  fcene  with  joy 
Difcord,  dire  parent  of  tremendous  woes, 
ijurveys  exultant :  of  th'  immortal  traiii 
Difcord  alone  defcends,  afllfts  alone 
The  horrors  of  the  field  ;  in  peace  the, gods 
Hi'>^h  in  Olympian  bowers  on  radiant  thrones 
Lament  the  works  cf  man;  but  loud  complaints 
From  every  god  arofe  ;  Jove  favour'd  Troy, 
At  partial  Jove  they  murmur'd  :  he  unmov'd 
All  heaven  in  murmurs  heard,  apart  he  fate 
Enthrou'd  in  glory  :  down  to  earth  he  turn\i 
His  ftedfaft  eye,  and  from  his  throne  furvey'd 
The  rifing  towers  of  Troy,  the  tented  fliores. 
The  blaze  of  arms,  the  flayer  and  the  flaln. 

While,  with  his  morning  wheels,  the  God  of  da-y 
Climb'd  up  the  fteep  of  heaven,  with  equal  ragi 
In  murderous  ftorms  the  fliaftsfrom  hoik  to  hofh 
Flew  adverfe,  and  in  equal  numbers  lell 
Piomifcuous  Greek  and  Trojan,  till  the  hour 
When  the  tir'd  woodman  in  the  fliady  vale 
Spreads  his  penurious  meal,  when  high  the  fun 
Flames  in  the  zenith,  and  his  finewy  arms 
Scarce  wield  the  ponderous  ax,  while  hunger  keea 
Admoniftes,  and  nature  fpent  with  toil 
Craves  due  repati— Then  Greece  the  ranks  of  Troy 
With  horrid  inroad  goar'd  :  fierce  from  the  van 
Sprung  tht  ftern  '  king  of  men ;  and  breathing 

death 
Where,  in -firm  battle,  Trojans  hand  by  band 
Embody'd  flood,  purfued  his  dreadful  way  : 
His  hoft  his  ftep  attends :  now  glows  the  war  ; 


»  F.  1665. 


tr.i6-9. 


\F. 


*  ^'•axunnon,  "v.  It 


Ciij 


?74 


THE   WORKS   OF  BROOME. 


Horfe  tr*i<js  OB  fcf.rfs ;  snd  n;an  encountering  man, 
Swells  the   dire   field  with  death  ;  the  plunging 

fteeds 
Beat  the  firm  gkbes;  thick  dufl  in  riCr)g;  clouds 
Darkens  the  fky.     Indignant  o'er  the  plain 
Atrides  ftalks;  death  every  ftep  attends. 
As  when,  in  feme  huge  foreft,  fudden  flames 
Kage  dreadful,  when  rough  wind&  slTift  the  blaze, 
From  tree  to  tree  the  fiery  torrent  rolls. 
And  the  vaft  foreft  finks  wish  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  burning  deli>ge  ;  fo  whole  holls 
Yield  to  Atrides'  arm  :  car  againft  car 
Rufh'd  rattling  o'er  the  field, and  through  the  ranks 
Unguided  bn  ke  ;   while  breathlefs  en  the  ground 
J^ay  the  pale  charioteers,  in  death  deform 'd  ; 
To  their  chaile  brides  fad  fpedlacles  of  wee, 
jjow  only  grateful  to  the  fowls  of  air. 
■    Meantime,  the  care  of  Jfve,  great  Hedor  flood 
Secure  in  fcenes  of  dea-h,  in  ftorms  of  darts. 
In  flaughter  and  alarms,  in  duft  and  blood. 

6till  Agamemnon  rufhing  o'er  the  field 
Leads  his  bold  bands  :  whole  hofts  before  him  fly; 
4^ow  Ilus*  tomb  they  pafs,  riow  urge  their  way 
Clofe  by  the  fig-tree  (hade  :  with  (bouts  the  king 
Purfues  the  foe  inceffant :  dufl  and  blood,  [hands. 
Blood   mix'd    with  duft,   diftains  his  murderous 

As  when  a  lion  in  the  gloom  of  night 
Invades  an  herd  of  beeves,  o'er  all  the  plains 
Trembling  they  fcatter;  furious  on  the  prey 
The  generous  favage  flies,  and  with  fierce  joy 
Seizes  the  laft  ;  his  hungry  foaming  jaws 
Churn  the  black  blood,  and  rend  the  panting  prey  : 
Thus  fled  the  foe  ;   Atrides  thus  purfued. 
And  ftill  the  hindmoft  flew  :  they  from  their  cars 
Fell  headlong;   for  his  javelin,  wild  for  blood, 
Rag'd  terribly  :  and  now  proud  1  roy  had  fall'n. 
But  the  dread  fire  of  men  and  gods  defcends 
Terrific  from  his  heavens,  his  vengeful  hand 
Ten  thoufand  thunders  grafps ;  on  Ida's  heights 
He  takes  his  ftand;   it  (hakes  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  God  ;  the  God  fufpends  the  war., 

TO  MRS.  £LIZ.  M T, 

ON    HER  PlCrbRE.       I716. 

O  '.  wcndrous  art,  that  grace  to  fhadows  gives  1 
By  wliofe  command  the  lovely  pi.antom  lives  I 
Smiles  with  her  fmiles  !  the  mimic  eye  inftills 
A  real  frame  !  the  fancy'd  lightning  kills  1 
Thus  mirrors  catch  the  love-infpirij;g  face. 
And  the  new  charmer  grace  returns  for  grace. 

Hence  (hall  thy  beauties,  when  no  more  appears 
Their  fair  poflcfTor   liiine  a  thoufand  years; 
By  age  unmjur'd,  future  times  adorn. 
And  v/arsi  the  hearts  <f  millions  yet  unborn, 
Who,  gazing  on  the  portrait  with  a  figh. 
Shall  grieve  fuch  perfccfl  charms  could  ever  die : 
How  would  they  grieve,  if  to  fuch  beauties  join'd 
The  paint  could  (how  the  wonders  of  thy  mind  '. 

O  virgin  !  born  th'  admiring  world  to  grace  I 
Tranfmit  thy  excellence  to  lateft  days; 
Yield  to  thy  lover's  vows  '.   and  then  (hall  rife 
A  race  of  beauties  conquering  with  thine  eyes ; 
Who,  reigning  in  thy  charms,  from  death  fhall 

fave 
That  lovely  form,  and  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 


Thus,  when  through  age  the  roft-tree's  charms 
decay. 
When  all  her  fading  beauties  die  away ; 
A  blooming  offspring  fills  the  parent's  place 
With  equal  fragrance,  and  with  equil  graca. 

But  ah !  how  (hort  a  date  on  earth  is  given 
To  the  moft  lovely  workmanfhip  of  heaven  1 
Too  foon  that  cheek  muft  every  charm  rcfign, 
Ami  thofe  love-darting  eyes  forget  to  (hine  ! 
While  thoufands  weeping  round,  with  fighffurvey 

What  once  was  you now  only  beauteous  clay'. 

Ev'n  from  the  canvas  (hall  thy  image  fade. 
And  thou  re-perifli  in  thy  perifh'd  ftade  : 
Then  may  this  verfe  to  future  ages  (how 

One  perfed  beauty fuch  as  thoU  art  now  ! 

May  it  the  graces  of  thy  foul  difplay. 
Till  this  world  finks,  and  funs  themfelves  decay  j 
When  with  immortal  beauty  thou  flialt  rife, 
To  Ihine  the  lovelieft  angel  in  the  ikies. 

PROLOGUE 
To  Mr.  Fentens  excellent  Tragedy,  Mariamne. 

When  breathing  ftatues  mouldering  wafte  away. 
And  tombs,  unfaithful  to  their  truft,  decay  ; 
The  mafe  rewards  the  fuffering  good  with  fame, 
Or  wakes  the  profperous  villian  into  fhame  ; 
To  the  ftern  tyrant  gives  fidlitious  power 
To  reign  the  reftlefs  monarch  of  an  hour. 

Obedient  to  her  call,  this  night  appears 
Great  Herod  rifingfrom  a  length  of  years; 
A  name !  enlarg'd  with  titles  nnt  his  own, 
Servile  to  mount,  and  favage  on  a  throne  : 
Yet  oft  a  throne  is  dire  misfortune's  feat, 
A  pompous  wretchednefs,  and  woe  in  ftate  ! 
But  fuch  the  curfe  that  from  ambition  fprings, 
For  this  he  flaughter'd  half  a  race  of  kings  I 
But  now,  reviving  in  the  Britifh  fcene. 
He  looks  majeftic  with  a  milder  mien. 
His  features  foften'd  with  the  deep  diflrcfs 
Of  love,  made  greatly  wretched  by  excefs : 
From  luft  of  power  to  jealous  fury  toft, 
We  fee  the  tyrant  in  the  lover  loft. 

O  !  love,  thou  fource  of  mighty  joy  or  woe  ? 
Thou  fpfteft  friend,  or  man's  moil  dangerous  foe  ! 
Fantaftic  power  !  «  what  rage  thy  darts  infpire. 
When  too  much  beauty  kindles  too  much  fire  ! 
Thofe  darts,  to  jealous  rage  ftern  Herod  drove ; 
It  was  a  crime,  but  crime  of  too  much  love  ! 
Yet  if  condemn'd  he  falls — with  pitying  eyes 
Behold  his  injur'd  Mariamne  rife  ! 
No  fancy'd  tale  !  our  opening  fcenes  difclofe 
Hiftoric  truth,  and  fwell  with  real  woes. 
Awful  in  virtuous  grief  the  queen  appears, 
And  ftrong  the  eloquence  of  royal  tears ; 
By  woes  ennobled,  with  majeftic  pace. 
She  meets  misfortune,  glorious  in  difgracc  • 

Small  is  the  praife  of  beauty,  when  it  flies 
Fair  honour's  laws,  at  bcft  but  lovely  vice, 
Charms  it  like  Venus  with  celeftial  air  ? 
Ev'n  Venus  isbntfcandaloufly  fair  ; 


•  What  pang«,  &c. 


VAKJATION. 


P    0 

®ut  when  drift  honour  with  fair  features  joins,      | 
Like  heat  and  light,  at  once  it  warms  and  fhlnes. 

*  Then  let  her  fate  your  kind  attention  raife, 
Whofe  perfedl  charms  were  but  her  fccond  praife ; 
Beauty  and  virtue  your  proteftion  claiat ; 
Give  tears  lo  beauty,  give  to  virtue  fame. 

TO  MR.  A.  POPE, 

WHO  CORRECTED   MJ  VERSES. 


ilodious  fingf,  "J 

tune  her  firings;     f 
len  you  prune  herf 


If  e'er  my  humble  mufe  melodious  fings, 
*Tis  when  you  animate  and 
If  e'er  Ihe  mounts,  'tis  whi 

wings. 

You,  like  the  fun,  your  glorious  beams  difplay,  ^ 
Deal  to  the  darkeft  orb  a  friendly  ray,  ^ 

And  clothe  it  with  the  luftre  of  the  day.  J 

Mean  was  the  piece,  unelegantly  wrought. 
The  colours  faint,  irregular  the  draught ; 
But  your  commanding  touch,  your  nicer  art, 
Rais'd  every  ftrckc,  and  brighten'd  every  part. 
So,  when  Luke  drew  the  rudiments  of  man, 
An  angel  finifti'd  what  the  faint  began  ; 
His  wondrous  pencil,  dipt  in  heavenly  dyes, 
Gave  beauty  to  the  face,  and  lightning  to  the  eye% 

Confus'd  it  lay,  a  rough  unpoUfli'd  mafs ; 
You  gave  the  royal  {lamp,  and  made  it  pafs  : 
Hence  ev'n  deformity  a  beauty  grew; 
She  pleas'd,  {he  charm'd,  but  pleas'd  and  charm'd 

byy.'U; 
Though  like  Prometheus  I  the  image  frame, 
You  give  the  life,  and  bring  the  heavenly  flame. 

Thus  when  the  Nile  diffus'd  his  watery  train 
In  flreams  of  plenty  o"er  the  fruitful  plain  ; 
Unihapen  forms,  the  refufe  of  the  flood, 
llTued  imperfedt  from  the  teeming  mud ; 
But  the  great  fource  and  parent  of  the  day 
F*fliion'd  the  creature,  and  inform'd  the  clay  f . 


VARIATION. 

*  Then  let  her  fate  your  juft  attention  raife, 
Whofe  perfe<5i;  graces  were  but  lecond  praife. 

ADDITION. 

f  To  nobler  themes  thy  mufe  triumphant  foars, 
Mounts  thriugh  the  trails  of  air,  and  heaven  ex- 
plores. 
Say,  has  fome  feraph  tun'd  thy  facrcd  lyre. 
Or  deign'd;ito  touch  thy  hallow 'd  hpSwith  fire  ? 
For  fure  fuch  founds  exalt  th'  immortal  ftring. 
As  heaven  approves,  and  raptur'd  angels  fing. 
Ah  !  how  I  liden,  while  the  mortal  lay 
Lifts  me  from  earth  above  the  folar  way  1 
Ah  !  how  I  look  with  fcorn  on  pompous  crowns. 
And  pity  monarchs  on  their  fpiendid  thrones, 
While,  thou,  my  guide,  I  trace  all  nature's  laws, 
By  juft  gradations,  to  the  fovereign  caufe  I 
Pleas'd  I  furvey  how  varying  fchemes  unite, 
Worlds  with  the  atoms,  angels  with  the  mite, 
Asd  end  in  God,  high  thron'd  ab«veall  hei^ 
Who  fees,  as  Lord  of  all,  with  equal  eye, 
JJow  a  proud  tyrant  perilb,  then  a  fiy. 


EMS.  .;S 

Weak  of  hsrfcif,  my  mtife  forbears  her  fliglit. 
Views  her  own  lovvnefs,  and  Parnaffus'  height ; 
But  when  you  aid  ler  fong,  and  rleign  to  nod, 
She  fpreads  a  bolder  wing,  and  feels  the  prefenC 
god. 

So  the  Cumean  prophetefs  was  dumb, 
Blind  to  the  knowledge  of  events  to  come; 
But  when  Apol'o  in  her  breaft  abode, 
She  heav'd,  fhe  fwell'd,  fhc  felt  the  rufiiing  g.od4 
Then  accents  more  than  mortal  from  her  broke ; 
And  what  the  god  inlpir'd,  the  pric{lefs  fpoke. 

MONSIEUR  MAYNARD  IMITATED. 
I'o  the  Right  HsnourabU  the  Lord  Corntvallis, 

Wkile  pail  its  noon  the  lamp  of  life  declines, 

And  age  my  vital  flame  invades; 
Faint,  and  more  faint,  as  it  dcfcends,  it  ihines, 

And  haRcs,  alas!  to  fet  in  fhades. 

Then  fome  kind  power  ihall  guide  my  ghofl  t« 
glades, 

Where,  feated  by  Elyfian  fprlngs, 
Fam'd  Addifon  attunes  to  pitriot  f^iadcs 

His  lyre,  and  Albion's  glory  fings. 

There  round,  majeftic  fhades,  and  heroes'  forms. 
Will  throng,  to  learn  what  pilot  c;uide6. 

Watchful,  Britannia'fhelm through  fafliousflorms, 
And  curbs  the  murmuring  rebel  tides. 

I  tell  how  Townfhend  treads  the  glorious  path 
That  leads  the  great  to  deathkfs  fame. 

And  dwell  at  large  on  fpotlefs  EnglHh  faith. 
While  Walpide  is  the  favourite  theme. 

How,  nobly  rifing  in  their  country's  caufe, 

The  iledfnft  arbiters  of  right 
Exalt  the  jull  and  good,  to  guard  her  laws, 

And  call  forth  merit  into  light. 

A  loud  applaufe  around  the  echoing  coafl 

Of  all  the  pleas'd  Elyfium  flies. —  [gfio^? 

But,   friend,   what  place   had  you,  replies    fome 
When  nieiit  was  the  way  to  life  ? 

What  deanery,  or  prebend  thine,  declare? 

Good  iieavens  !  unable  to  reply. 
How  like  a  ftupid  ideot  I-ftjould  flare! 

An  anfwcr,  good  my  lord,  fupply. 

ON  A  MISCHIEVOUS  WOMAN- 

From  peace,  and  focial  joy,  Medufa  flies. 
And  loves  to  hear  the  ftorm  of  anger  rife ; 
Thus  hags  and  witches  hate  the  (miles  of  day. 
Sport  in  loud  thunder,  and  in  tempefls  play. 
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ADDITION. 

Methinks  I  view  the  patriarch's  ladder  rife. 
Its  baie  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  Ikies: 
Each  v/ond'rous  flep  by  glorious  angels  trod. 
And  heaven  unfolding  to  the  throne  of  God, 
Be  this  thy  praife  !   I  iiaunt  the  lovely  bower. 
Sport  by  the  fpring,  or  paint  the  blooming  flower. 
Nor  dares  the  mufe  attempt  the  arduous  height^ 
&c. 

o  C  iiij 
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THE  COQTTETTE. 

-SilAiA,  witb.uncontefied  fway, 

Like  Rome's  fam'd  tyrant  reip-ns  •  •  • 
Beholds  adoring  crowds  oTiey,  ■     ■ 

And  heroes  proud  to  wear  ker  chains  : 
Vet  {loops,  Jike  him,  to  every  prize, 
Biify^  to  murder  beaux  and  flics. 


She  aims  at  every  trifling  heart. 

Attends  each  flatterer's  vows  ; 
Andj  like  a  pidl-jre  drawn  %vi:h  art, 

A  look  OH  il!  that  gaze  beftows. 
O  !  may  t.he  power  who  lovers  rules, 
Grant  rather  fcorn,  than  hope  with  fools! 

Miflaken  nymph  !  the  crowds  that  gaze 

Adore  thee  into  fliame  ; 
Unguarded  beauty  is  diifgrace, 

And  coxcombs,  when  they  praife,  defame. 
•O  '.  fly  fuch  brutes  in  huriiah  fliapes,  ' '''  ' ' 
ffor,  like  th'  -Egyptians,  worfliip  apes. 

THE  WIDOW  AND  VIRpIN  SI3TER§. 

Be'wg  a  Letter  to  the  Widozv  in  London. 

While  Delia  Hiines  at  Kurlothrumbo, 
-And  dart'  her  fpright'y  eye  at  fome  beau; 
Then,  clofe  behind  her  fan  retiring, 
Sees  through  the  flicks  whole  crowds  admiring  : 
Tou  fip  your  melancholy  co-fl'y 
And  at  the  name  of  man,  cry,  O  phy ! 
Dr,  when  the  noify  rapper  thunders, 
Say  coldly— Sure  the  feilow  blunders! 
Ij'nftcn  !  though  peer  on  peer  approaches : 
James,  I'm  abr9ad! — butlearn'the  coaches. 

As  fomc  younsf  pleader,  when  his  purfe  is 
TJnfili'd,  thioughvvant  of  controverfies 
Attends 'until  Uie  chinics  arefill'd  all, 
•Xh'  afilzes,  Wcftminfler,  and  Guildliajl ; 
%VhIle  graver  lawyers  keep  their  houfe,  and 
Collecfl  the  guineas  by  the  thoufand; 
f-)r  as  ff,me  tradefmen,  through  ftow-glafies, 
Eipofe  their  wares  to  each  that  palles"; 
Toys  of  no  life  i   high-priz'd  commodities 
iiought  to  no  end  !  eflatcs  in  oddities  '. 
Others,  with  like  advantage,  drive  at 
Their  gain,  from  flore-hriufps  in  private  : 
Thus  Delia  fliires  in  places  general,       ' 
Is  never^mifiing  where  the  men  are'all ; 
Goes  ev'n  to  church  with  g^odly  airs,  '  " 
To  meet  good  company  at  prayers; 
Where  (ke  devoutly  plays  her  fan,  * 
Looks  up  to  heaven,  but  thii:ks  on  man. 
^^^  fir  ^it  hojTie ;  enjoy  your  •  couiin. 
While  hearts  are  cffcr'd  by  the  df  zen  ; 
Ph  :  born  above  yoiir  fex  to  rife. 
With  ybuth,  wealth,  beauty,  tiiks— wife  ! 

O  :  Lady  bright,  did  ne'er  you  mark  yet, 
In  cQuntry  fail-,  Of  countiy  market,  ' 

A  Wao,  whofe  eloquence  inight  charm  ye, 
UiuJXmg  fol^itrs  for  the  army  i  ■ 
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He  flatters  every  well-built  youth, 

And  tells  him  every  thing  but — truth. 

He  crieSj  good  friend,  I'm  glad  1  hap'd  in 

Your  company,  you'll  make  a  captain  ! 

He  lifts — but  finds  thefe  gaudy  fliows 

Soon  chang'd  to  furly  looks,  and  blows  : 

'Tis  now,  March,  rafcal !  what,  d'ye  grumble  3 

Th\yack  goes  the  canel   I'll  make  you  humble. 

Such  weddings  are  :  and  I  refemble  'em, 

Almoft  in  all  points  to  this  emblem. 

While  courtlhip  lafts,  'ti?,  Dear!   'tis.  Madam! 

The  fweetefl;  creature  lure  fince  Adam  ! 

Had  I  the  years  of  a  Methufaiem, 

How  in  my  charmer's  praife  I'd  ufe  all  'em  ! 

Oh  I   take  me  to  thy  arms,  my  beauty  1 

I  doat,  adore  the  very  flioe-tie  1 

They  wed  — but,  fancy  grov/n  Icfs  warming. 

Next  morn,  he  thinks  the  bride  Itfs  charming  : 

He  feys,  nay  fwears,  my  wife  grows  old  in 

One  fingle  month  ;  then  falls  to  fcoldicg. 

What,  madam,  gadding  every  day  1 

Up  to  your  room  !  there  ftitch,  or  pray  ! 

Suph  proves  the  marriage-ftate  !   but  for  all 
Thefe  truths,  you'll  wed,  and  fcorn  the  moral. 

kON  THE  DEATH  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIEND 
MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON,  173c. 

"  Calentem 
•'  Debita  fparges  lacryn.i  favillam 

"  Vatis  amici."  hor. 

As  when  the  King  of  Peace,  and  Lord  of  Love, 
Sends  down  fome  brighter  angel  from  above, 
PJeas'd  with  the  beauties  of  the  heavenly  gugft, 
Awhile  we  view  him  in  full  glcry  drefl ; 
But  he,  impatient  fr^m  his  heaven  to  flay, 
Soon  difappears,  and  wings  his  airy  way  ; 
So  did'll  thou  vanifh,  eager  to  appear, 
And  fhinc  triumphant  in  thy  native  fphere. 

Yet  had'fl:  thou  all  that  virtue  can  befiow. 
All,  the  good  pradlife,  and  the  learned  know-; 
Such  holy  rapture,  as  not  warms,  but  fires, 
While  the  foul  feeiiis  retiring,  or  retires; 
Such  tranfports  as  thofe  fainis  in  vifion  fbare,     -\ 
Who  know  not  vvLether  thty  are  rapt  through/ 
/"■"j  [prayer,  r 

Or   bring    down    heaven   to    meet    them  in  aj 

Oh  r  early  loll !   yet  fledfaft  to  furvey 
Envy,  difeafe,  and  death,  without  difmay; 
Serene,  the  fling  of  *  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile, 
And  make  afllidipns,  ohjeifls  of  a  fmile. 
Sp  the  fam'd  patriarch  on  his  couch  of  flpne, 
Enjoy'd  bright  vifions  frcm  th'  eternal  throne. 

Thus  wean'd  from  er^rth,  where  plcafure  fcarce 
can  pleafe, 
Thy  wqes  but  haftcn'd  thee  to  heav'n  and  peace  5 
As  angry  winds,  wlien  loud  the  tcmpdl  roars, 
IVSore  fwiftly  fpced  the  vclTel  to  the  fliores. 
_0!i  :  may  thefe  lays  a  lafling  luftre  Ihcd 
O'er  thy  dark  urn,  like  lumps  that  grace  the  dead  !. 
Strong  were  thy  thoughts,  yet  rcafon  bore  the 
fway  ;  " ' 

Humble,  yet  learn'd  ;  though  Innccenc  yet  gaj  ^' 
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So  pare  of  heart,  that  thou  migjht'il  fafely  fhow 
Thy  inmoft  bofom  to  thy  bafeft  foe  : 
Carelefs  of  wealth,  thy  blifs  a  calm  retreat, 
l''ar  from  the  infults  of  the  fcornful  great; 
Thence  looking  with  difdain  on  proudeft  things, 
Thou  deem'ft  mean  the  pageantry  of  kings  ; 
Who  build  their  pride  on  trappings  of  a  throne, 
A  painted  ribband  or  a  glittering  flone, 
-Ufelefsly  bright  1  'Twas  thine  the  foul  to  raife 
To  nobler  ob'-^cls,  fuch  as  angels  praife  ! 
I'o  live,  to  mortals'  empty  fame  a  foe ; 
And  pity  human  joy,  and  human  woe  ! 
To-view  ev'n  fplendid  vice  with  generous  hate  ; 
In  Vdi  unblemilh  d,  and  in  death  fedate  I 
Then  confcience,  fhining  with  a  lenient  ray, 
■  Dawn'd  o'er  th-e  foul,  and  promisM  endlefs  day. 
So  from  the  fettir.g  orb  of  Phoebus  fly 
Beams  of  calm  light,  and  glitter  to  the  fky. 

Where  row,  oh  !  where  fliall  I  true  fricndfhip 
find 
Among  the  treacherous  race  of  bafe  mankind  ? 
AVhom,  whom  confult  in  all  th*  uncertain  ways 
Of  various  life,  fincere  to  blame,  or  praife  ! 
O  friend  !  O  falling  in  thy  ftrength  of  years  I 
Warm  from  the  melting  foul  receive  thefc  tears ! 
O  woods !   O  wilds  I    O  every  bowery  ihade  1 
So  often  vocal  by  his  mufic  made, 
Now  other  founds — far  other  founds  return. 
And  o'er  his  herfe  with  all  your  echoes  mourn  I — 
Yet  dare  we  grieve  that  foon  the  paths  he  trod 
To  heaven,  and  left   vain   man   for   faints  and 
God  ? 

Thus  in  the  theatre  the  fccnes  unfold 
A  thoufand  wonders  glorious  to  behold  ; 
And  here,  or  there,  as  the  machine  extends, 
A  hero  rifes,  or  a  god  defcends : 
But  foon  the  momentary  plcafure  flies,     , 
Sv/ift  vanifnes  the  god,  or  hero  dies. 

Where  were  ye,  mufes,  by  what  fountain  fide. 
What  river  fporting,  when  your  favourite  dy'd  ? 
He  knew  by  verfe  to  chain  the  headlong  floods. 
Silence  loud  winds,  or  charm  attentive  woods; 
Nor   deign'd  but   to  high   *  themes  to  tune  the 

firing, 
T,o  fuch  as  heaven  might  hear,  and  angels  fing  j 
Unlike  thofe  bards,  who  uninform'd  to  play, 
Grate  on  their  jarring  pipes  a  flaftiy  lay  : 
Each  line  difplay'd  united  flrength  and  eafe, 
Form'd  like  his  manners  to  infhrutft  and  pleafe. 

So  herbs  of  balmy  excellence  produce 
A  blooming  flower  and  falutary  juice  : 
And  while  each  plant  a  fmiling  grace  reveals, 
Ufefully  gay  !  at  once  it  charms,  and  heals. 

Tranfcend  ev'n  after  death,  ye  great,  in  ftiow  ; 
I^end  pomp  to  aflres,  and  be  vain  in  woe ; 
Hire  fabftitutes  to  mourn  with  formal  cries. 
And  bribe  unwilling  drops  from  venal  eyes  5 
While  here  fincerity  of  grief  appears. 
Silence  that  fpeaks,  and  eloquence  in  tears! 
While,  tir'd  of  life,  we  but  confent  to  live 
To  (how  the  world  how  really  we  grieve  ! 
•As  fomc  fond  fire,  whofe  only  Ion  lies  dead, 
411  loll  to  comfort  makes  the  dull  his  bed, 

S  J^Ci  Fsr.ton..jnUn^ic{  to  ivritc  ufon  moral  fuLjsiis, 
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Hangs  o'er  his  urn,  with  frantic  grief  deplores. 
And   bathes  his   clay-cold    cheek   with    copious 

flowers ; 
Such  heart-felt  pangs  on  thy  fad  bier  attend ; 
Companion  1  brother, !  all  in  one — my  friend ! 
Unlefs  the  foul  a  wound  eternal  bears, 
Sighs  are  but  air  ;  but  common  water,  fears : 
The  proud,  relentlefs,  weep  in  Hate,  and  fhow 
Not  Ibrrow,  but  magnificence  of  woe. 

Thus  in  the  fountain,  from  the  fculptor'a  hands^ 
With  imitated  life,  an  image  (lands  ; 
From  rocky  entrails,  through  his  (lony  eyes. 
The  mimic  tears  in  flreams  inceiranc  rife  : 
Uiiconfcious  I  while  aloft  the  v/aters  flow, 
'Ihe  gazers'  wonder,  and  a  public  fhow. 

Ye  hallow'd  domes,  his  frequent  vifits  tell ; 
Thou  court,  where  God  himfelf  delights  to  dwell  3 
Thou  myflic  table,  and  thou  holy  feafl. 
How  often  have  ye  feen  the  facred  gueft  ! 
How  oft  his  foul  with  heavenly  manna  fed  '. 
His  faith  enliven'd,  while  his  fin  lay  dead  ! 
While  liflening  angels  heard  fuch  raptures  rife, 
As,  when  they  hymn  th'  Almighty,  charm  the 

fkies! 
But  where,  now  where,  without  the  body's  aid, 
New  to  the  heavens,  fubfifts  thy  gentle  fhade  ? 
Glides  it  beyond  our  grofs  imperfedl  fky, 
Pleas'd  high  o'er  flars,  from  world  to  world,  to  fly! 
And  fearlcfs  marks  the  comet's  dreadful  blaze, 
While  monarchs  quake,  and  trembling  nations 

gaze  ] 
Or  holds  deep  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead, 
Champions  of  virtue,  who  for  virtue  bled  ? 
Or  joins  in  concert  with  angelic  choirs, 
Where  hymning  feraphs  found  their  golden  lyres. 
Where  raptur'd  faints  unfading  crowns  inwreath. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world,  o'er  fin,  and  death  ? 
O  1  may  the  thought  his  friend's  devotion  raife  1 
O  I  may  he  imitate,  as  well  as  praife 
Awake,  my  heavy  foul  !  and  upward  fly. 
Speak  to  the  faint,  and  meet 
And  aik  the  certain  way  to  rife  as  high. 


id  upward  fly,  "i 

X  him  in  the  fky,       V 
rife  as  high.  j 


TO  THOMAS  MARRIOT,  ESQ^ 

I  PREFIX  your  narre  to  the  following  poem,  as  a 
monument  of  the  long  and  fiucere  fricndfhip  I 
have  borne  you  :  I  am  fenfible  you  are  too  good 
a  judge  of  poetry  to  approve  it ;  however,  it  will 
be  a  teflimony  of  my  rcfpcdl :  You  conferred  ob- 
ligations upon  me  very  early  in  life,almofl  as  foon 
as  I  was  capable  of  receiving  them  :  May  thefc 
verfes  on  death  long  furvive  my  own  !  and  re- 
main a  memorial  of  our  fricndfhip  and  my  grati- 
tude, when  I  am  no  more. 

William  Broome, 

A  POEM  ON  DEATH. 

T<V  oho%v  II  TO  Oiv  jti3i/  Ifi  xxtSxihTv, 
To  ;c!)i7lxvi7(  al  ^rm  ■  EvKifo 

Oh  !  for  Elijah's  car,  to  wing  my  way 
O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  death  to  endlefs  day  ! 
A  thoufand  ways,  alas  1  frail  mortals  lead 
To  her  dirs  dsn,  and  dreadful  all  to  tfca<i.' 
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Sec  !  in  the  horrors  of  yon  houfc  of  woes, 
Troops  of  all  maladies  the  fiend  enclofe  ! 
High  on  a  trophy  rais'd  of  human  bones, 
Swords,  fpears,  and  arrows,  and  fepulchral  {tones, 
In  horrid  ftate  flie  reigns  !  attendant  ills 
Befiege  her  throne,  and  when  fhe  frowns  (he  kills; 
Through  the  thick  glocm  the  torch  red-gl?aming 

burns. 
O'er  fbrowds,aDd  fable  palls,  3nd  mouldering  urns; 
While  flowing  ftoles,  bUck  plumes,  and  fcu(cheons 

fpread 
An  idle  pomp  around  the  filent  dead  : 
Unaw'd  by  power,  in  common  heap  fhe  flings 
The  fcrips  of  beggars,  and  the  crowns  of  kings  : 
Here  gales  of  figKs,  inftead  of  breezes,  blow, 
And  ftreams  of  tears  for  ever  murmuring  flow : 
The  mournful  yew  with  foknin  horror  waves 
His  baleful  branches,  faddening  even  the  graves  : 
Around  all  birds  obfcene  loud-fcreaming  fly, 
Clang  their  black  wings,  and  (hriek  along  the  flcy: 
The  ground  peiverfe,  though  bare  and  barren, 

breeds 
All  poifons,  foes  to  life,  and  noxious  weeds  ; 
But,  blafted  frequent  by  th'  unwholefome  flcy, 
Dead  fall  the  birds,  the  very  poifons  die. 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  the  dreadful  doors. 
Old-age,  half  vanifli'd  to  a  ghoft,  deplores : 
Propp'd  on  hi<^  crutch,  he  drags  with  many  a  groan 
The  load  of  life,  yet  dreads  to  lay  it  down. 

There,  downward  driving  an  unnumber'd  band. 
Intemperance  and  difeafe  walk  hand  in  hand  : 
Thefe,  torment,  whirling  with  remorfelefs  fway 
A  fcourge  of  iron,  iaflies  on  the  way. 

There  frantic  anger,  prone  to  wild  extremes, 
Gralps  an  enfanguin'd  fword,  and  heaven  blaf- 

phemes. 
There  heart  fick  agony  diftorted  flands. 
Writhes  his  coiivulfive  limbs,  and  wrings  his  hands. 
There  forrow  droops  his  ever  penfive  head» 
And  care  ftill  tofles  on  his  iron  bed  : 
Or,  mufing,  fattens  on  the  ground  his  eye 
"With  folded  arms ;  with  every  breath  a  figh. 
Hydrops  unwieldy  wallows  in  a  flood ; 
And  murder  rages,  red  with  human  blood. 
With  fever,  famine,  and  afflicftive  pain. 
Plague,  peftilence,  and  war,  a  difmal  train ! 
Theie  and  a  thoufand  more  the  fiend  furround. 
Shrieks  pierce  the  air,  and  groans  to  groans  refound. 

0  heavens !  is  this  the  paUage  to  the  flcies 

That  man  muft  tread,  when  man  ytur  favourite 
dies  ?  ■ '  '     ■ 

Oh  !  for  Llijah's  car  to  wing  my  way 
O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  death  to  endlefs  day! 
Confounded  at  the  fight  my  fpirits  fled. 
My  eyes  rain  d  tears,  my  very  heart  was  dead  ! 

1  wail'u  the  lot  of  n.an,  that  all  would  fiiun. 
And  ail  muft  bear  that  breathe  beneath  the  fun. 

When  lo  .  an  heavenly  form,  divinely  fair, 
Shoots  from  the  Itari-y  vault  through  fields  of  air  ; 
And  Iwifttr  than  on  wings  of  lightning  driven. 
At  once  feer^s  here  and  there,  in  earth  and  heaven  1 
A  dazzling  brightnefs  in  refulgent  dreams 
t'lows  iritr.  his  locks  inwreatb'd  with  funny  beams: 
liis  rofcate  cheeks  the  bloom  of  heaven  difplay. 
And  from  hia  eyes  dai  t  glories  moi'e  than  day  : 


A  robe  of  light  condens'd- around  htm  flionf,-     ' 
And  his  loins  glittcr'd  with  a  ftarry  zone  : 
And  while  the  liftening  winds  lay  hufh'd  to  hcarj 
Thus  fpoke  the  vifion,  amiably  fcvere  ! 

Vain  man  !  wouldft  thou  efcape  the  common  lot, 
To  live,  to  fuffer,  die,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Look  back  on  ancient  times,  primxval  years. 
All,  all  are  pad  !  a  mighty  void  appears  I 
Heroes  and  kings,  thofe  gods  of  earth,  whofe  fame 
Aw'd  half  the  nations,  now  are  but  a  name  1 
The  great  in  arts  or  arjns,  the  wife,  the  jufl, 
Mis  v/ith  the  meaneft  in  congenial  duft  1 
Ev'n  ftints  and  prophets  the  fame  paths  have  trod, 
Ambafiadors  of  heaven,  and  friends  of  God  ! 
And  thou,  wouldft  thou  the  general  fentence  fly  ? 
Mofes  is  dead  !  thy  Saviour  deign'd  to  die  I 
Mortal,  in  all  thy  ads  regard  tliy  end; 
Live   well  the  time  thou  liv'ft,  and  death's  thy 
friend :  .' 

Then  curb  each  rebel  thought  againft  %he  Iky, 
And  die  refign'd,  O  man  ordain'd  to  die  ! 

He  added  not,  but  fpreai  his  wings  in  flight. 
And  vanifli'd  inftant  in  a  blaze  of  light. 

Abafli'd,  aftiam'd,  I  cry.  Eternal  Power, 
I  yield  !  I  wait  refign'd  ih'  appointed  hour  I 
Man,  foolifli  man,  no  more  thy  foul  deceive  t 
To  die,  is  but-the  fureft  way  to  live  : 
When  age  we  aflc,  we  afl:  it  in  our  wrong. 
And  pray  our  time  of  fuflcring  may  be  long ; 
The  naufeous  draught,  and  dregs  of  life  to  drai». 
And  feel  infirmity,  and  length  of  pain  I 
What  art  thou,  life,  that  we  fliould  court  thy  flay  ? 
A  breath,  one  fingle  gafp  muft  puff  away  : 
A  ftiort-liv'd  flower,  that  with  the  day  muft  fade  I 
A  fleeting  vapour,  and  an  empty  fliade  ! 
A  ftream  that  filently,  but  fwiftly  glides 
To  nieef  eternity's  immcafur'd  tides ! 
A  being,  loft  alike  by  pain  or  joy ! 
A  fly  can  kill  it,  or  a  worm  deftroy  '. 
Impair'd  by  labour,  and  by  eafe  undone, 
Commenc'd  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a  groan! 
Ev'n  while  I  write,  the  tranfient  now  is  paft, 
And  death  more  near  this  fentence  than  the  laf^ '. 
As  fomt  w^ak  ifthmus  feas  from  feas  divides. 
Beat  by  rude  waves,  and  fapp'd  by  rufliing  tides, 
Torn  from  its  bafe,  no  more  their  fury  bears. 
At  once  they  clofe,  at  once  it  difappcars  : 
Such,  fuch  is  life  !  the  mark  of  mifery  plac'd 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  paft  ; 
To  time,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  death  a  prey, 
It  fink?:,  the  frail  poffeflion  of  a  day  I 

As  fome  fond  boy  in  fport  along  the  ftiore 
Builds  from  the  fands  a  fabric  of  an  hour  ; 
Proud  of  his  fpacious  walls  and  ftafely  room*. 
He  ftyles  the  mimic  cells  imperial  domes; 
The  little  nnonarcb  fwtlls  with  fancy'd  fway. 
Till  fome  wind  rifing  puffs  the  dome  away  ; 
So  the  poor  reptile, man!  an  heir  of  woe. 
The  l(>td  of  earth  and  ocean,  fweiU  in  ftiow"; 
He  plant?,  he  builds,  aloft  the  walls  arifel 

The  noble  plan  he  finifties,  and dies. 

Swept  from  the  earth,  he  ftiares  the  common  fate; 
His  fole  diftintftion  now,  to  rot  in  ftate ! 
Thus  bufy  to  no  end  till  out  of  breath, 
Tir'd  we  lie  down,  and  clofe  up  all  in  death. 
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Then  bieft  the  man  whom  gracious  Heaven  has 
led 
Through  life's  blind  mazes  to  th'  immortal  dead'. 
Who  fafely  landed  on  the  blifsful  ftiore, 
Nor  human  folly  feels,  nor  frailty  more ! 
O  death  !  thou  cure  of  all  our  idle  ftrife  ! 
End  of  the  gay,  or  ferious  farce  of  life  ! 
\ViIh  of  the  juft,  and  refuge  of  th'  oppreft  ! 
Where  poverty,  and  where  ev'n  kings  find  reft  1 
Safe  from  the  frowns  of  power  !  calm  thoughtful 

hate  '. 
And  the  rude  infults  of  the  fcornful  great ! 
The  grave  is  facred  !  wrath  and  malice  dread 
To  violate  its  peace,  and  wrong  the  dead  : 
But  life,  thy  name  is  woe  !  to  death  we  fly 

To  grow  immortal into  life  we  die  '. 

Then  wifely  heaven  in  filence  has  confin'd 
The  happier  dead,  left  none  fliould  ftay  behind. 
What  though  the  path  he  dark  that  muft  be  trod, 
Though  man  be  blotted  from  the  works  of  God, 
Though  the  four  winds  his  fcatter'd  atoms  bear 
To  earth's  extremes  through  all  th'  expanfe  of  air  ; 
Yet  burfting  glorious  frorn  the  filent  clay, 
He  mounts  triumphant  to  eternal  day. 

So  when  the  fun  rolls  down  th'  ethereal  plain, 
Extinct  his fplendours in  thewhelming  main, 
A  tranfient  night  earth,  air,  and  heaven,  ipvades, 
Eclips'd  in  horrt.rs  of  furrounding  Ihades  j 
But  foon  emerging  with  a  freftier  ray, 
He  ftaits  exultant,  and  renews  the  day. 

COURAGE  IN  LOVE. 
Mt  ?yes  with  floods  of  tears  o'erflow, 
My  bofom  heaves  with  conftant  woe  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  which  thy  unkindnefs  fwells ; 
That  bofom,  where  thy  image  dwells  ! 
How  could  I  hope  fo  weak  a  flame 
Could  ever  warm  that  matehlefs  dame, 
When  none  ElyGum  muft  behold. 
Without  a  radiant  bough  of  gold  ? 
'Tis  hers  in  fpheres  to  ftiine  ; 
At  diftance  to  admire  is  mine  : 
Doomd  like  th'  enamour'd  *  youth  to  groan 
For  a  new  goddefs  form'd  of  ftone. 

While  thus  I  fpoke,  love's  gentle  power 
Defcended  from  th'  ethereal  bower; 
A  quiver  at  his  fhoulder  hung, 
A  (haft  he  grafp'd,  and  bow  unftrung. 
All  nature  own'd  the  genial  god. 
And  the  fpring  flourifh'd  where  he  trod  : 
My  heart  no  ftranger  to  the  gueft, 
Fluttered,  and  labour'd  in  my  breaft ; 
When  with  a  fmilc  that  kindles  joy 
Ey'n  in  the  gods,  began  the  boy  : 

How  vain  thefe  tears  '.   is  man  decreed, 
By  being  abjedl,  to  fucceed  ? 
Hop'ft  thou  by  meagre  looks  to  move  ? 
Are  women  frighten'd  into  love  ? 
He  moft  prevails  who  nobly  dares; 
In  love  an  hero,  as  in  wars : 
Ev'n  Venus  may  be  known  to  yield, 
But  'tis  when  Mars  difputes  the  field : 

*  PolyJoruSf  tuhofintd  te  diathfvr  thehve  of  a  hau- 
fnljiatue. 


Sent  from  a  daring  hand,  my  dart 
Strikes  deep  into  the  fair-one's  heart  : 
To  winds  and  waves  thy  cares  bequeath, 
A  figh  is  but  a  waftc  of  breath. 
What  though  gay  youth,  and  every  grace 
That  beauty  boafts,  adorn  her  face.; 

Yet  goddefTes  have  deign'd  to  wed. 

And  take  a  mortal  to  their  bed  : 

And  heaven,  when  gifts  of  incenfe  rife. 

Accepts  it,  though  it  cloud  their  Ikies, 
Mark  !  how  this  marygold  conceals 

Her  beauty,  and  her  bofprn  veils  ; 

How  from  the  dull  embrace  Hie  flies 

Of  Phoebus,  when  his  beams  arife  : 

But  when  his  glory  he  difplays. 

And  darts  around  his  fiercer  rays, 

Her  charms  ftie  opens,  and  receive! 

The  vigorous  god  into  her  leaves. 

THE   COMPLAINT. 

CAELIA  TO  pAS^ON. 

I  WHO  was  once  the  glory  of  the  plaict, 

The  iaircft  virgin  of  the  virgifi  train, 

Am  now  (by  thee,  O  faithlefs  man  '  betray'd) 

A  fall'n,  a  loft,  a  miferable  maid. 

Ye  winds,  that  witnefs  to  my  deep  defpair, 

Receive  my  fighs,  and  waft  them  rhroug 

And  gently  breathe  them  to  my  Damon'i 

Curft,  ever  curft  be  that  unlucky  day, 

When  trembling,  fighir\g,  at  my  feet  he  lay, 

I  trembled,  figh'd,  and  look'd  my  heart  away 

Why  was  he  form'd,  ye  powers,  his  fex's  pride, 

Too  falfe  to  love,  too  fair  to  be  deny'd  .' 

Ye  heedlefs  virgins,  gaze  not  en  his  eyes ; 

Lovely  they  are,  but  ihc  that  ga?es  dies  1 

Oh  1  fly  his  voice,  be  deaf  to  all  he  fays ; 

Charms  has  his  voice,  T)ut  charming  it  betrays! 

At  every  word,  each  motion  of  his  eye, 

A  thoufand  loves  are  born,  a  thoufaiid  lovers  die. 

Say,  gentle  youths,  ye  bleft  Arcadian  fwains, 
Inhabitants  of  thefe  delightful  plains. 
Say,  by  what  fountain,  in  what  rofy  bower, 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon-tide  hour  ! 
To  yon,  dear  fugitive,  where'er  you  ftray. 
Wild  with  defpair,  impatient  of  delay. 
Swift  on  the  wings  of  eager  love  I  fly, 
Or  fend  my  foul  ftill  fwifter  in  a  figh ! 
rd  then  inform  you  of  your  Cajlia's  cares, 
And  try  the  eloquence  of  female  tears  ; 
Fearlefs  I'dpafs  where  defolation  reigns, 
Tread  the  wild  wafte,  or  burning  Libyan  plains  : 
Or  where  the  north  his  furious  pinions  tries. 
And  howling  hurricanes  embroil  the  flciesi 
Should  all  the  monfters  in  Getulia  bred 
Oppofe  the  pafl'age  of  a  tender  maid  ; 
Dauntlefs,  if  Damon  calls,  his  Calia  fpeeds 
Through  all  the  monfters  that  Getulia  breeds  I 
Bold  was  Bonduca,  and  her  arrows  flew 
Swift  and  unerring  from  the  twanging  yew  : 
By  love  inlpir'd,  I'll  teach  the  ftiafe  to  fly  ; 
For  thee  I'd  conquer,  or  at  leaft  would  die  ! 
If  o'er  the  dreary  Caucafus  you  go. 
Or  mountains  crown'd  with  everiaftingfnow, 


defpair,  -| 
ough  thieair,  \. 
imon's  ear !  j 

ay!  i 


*u 


THE    WORKS    OF    BROOME. 


Where  through  tlie  freezing  Ikies  in  florms  it  pours 
And  brightens  the  dull  air  with  fhining  ftiawers, 
Ev"n  therfe  with  you  I  could  fecurely  reft, 
And  dare  all  cold,  but  in  my  Damon's  breaft  ; 
Or  fhoulct  you  dwell  beneath  the  fultry  ray. 
Where  rifing  Phoebus  ufliers  in  the  day, 
There,  there  [  dwell  !  Thou  fun,  exert  thy  fires; 
I^ove,  mighty  love,  a  fiercer  flame  infpires  : 
Or  if,  a  pilgrim,  you  would  pay  your  vows 
Where  Jordan's  ftreams  in  foft  meanders  flows ; 
I'll  be  a  pilgrim,  and  my  vows  I'll  pay 
Where  Jordan's  ftreams  in  foft  meanders  play. 
Joy  of  my  foul!  my  every  wifh  in  one! 
Why  muft  I  love,  when  loving  I'm  undone  ? 
Sweet  are  the  whifpcrs  of  the  waving  trees, 
And  murmuring  v/aters,  curling  to  the  breeze  ; 
Sweet  are  foft  flumbers  in  the  fliady  bowers 
When  glowing  funs  infeft  the  fultry  hours  : 
But  not  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees, 
Hot  murmuring  waters, curling  to  the  breeze; 
Hot  fweet  foft  flumbers  in  the  fhady  bowers, 
When  thou  art  abfent  whom  my  foul  adores  I 
Come,  let  us  feek  fome  flowery,  fragrant  bed  1 
Come,  on  thy  bofom  reft  my  love-fick  head  I 
Come,  drive  thy  flocks  beneath  the  fhady  hills, 
Or  foftly  flumbtrr  by  the  murmuring  rills! 
Ah  no  !  he  flies!  that  dear  enchanting  he! 
Whofe  beauty  fteals  my  very  felf  from  me  ' 

Yet  wcrt  thou  wont  the  garland  f.o  prepare, 
To  crown  with  fragrant  wreathes  thy  Cilia's  hair: 
When  to  the  lyre  fhe  tun'd  the  vocal  lays. 
Thy  tongue  would  flatter,  and  thine  eyes  fpeak 

praife  : 
And  when  fmooth-gliding  in  the  dance  ftie  mov'd, 
Afk  thy  falfe  bofom  if  it  never  lov'd  ? 
And  ftill  her  eye  fotne  little  luftre  bears, 
If  fwains fpeak  truth! — though  dim'd  for  thee  with 

tears! 
But  fade  each  grace  !  fince  he  no  longer  fees 
Thofe  charms,  for  whom  alone  I  wifh  to  pleafe  ! 
•   But  whence  thefe  fudden,  fad  prefaging  fears, 
Thefe  rifing  fighs,  and  whence  thefe  flowing  tears  ? 
Ah  !  left  the  trumpet's  terrible  alarms  T 

Have  drawn  the  lover  from  his  Caslia's  charn:?,f 
'i'o  try  the  doubtful  field,  and  fhine  in  azure  f 
arms  1  J 

Ah  !  canft  thou  bear  the  labours  of  the  war, 
Eend  the  tough  bough,  or  dart  the  pointed  fpcar? 
Dcfift,  fond  youth  !  let  others  glory  gain,  ~\ 

Seek  empty  honour  o'er  the  furgy  main,  / 

Or  ilieath'd  in  horrid  arms  rufh  dreadful  to  the  f" 
plain  I  J 

Thee,  fiicpberd,  thee  the  pleafurable  woods,  T 
The  painted  meadows,  anr!  the  cryftal  floods,  v 
Claim  and  invite  to  blefs  their  fweet  abodes,  j 
'I  here  Ihady  bowe.8  and  fylvan  f  er.es  arife,  ") 
There  fountains  murmur,  and  the  Ipring  fupplies  ^ 
Fiowers  to  delight  the  fmell,  or  ch:irm  the  eyes  :  j 
But  HK^urn,  ye  fylvan  Icenes  and  fhady  bowers  ; 
Weep,  all  ye  fountain'^ ;  languilh,  aii  ye  flowers.' 
If  in  a  delert  Damon  but  appear,  "J 

To  Ca;lia's  eyes  a  defcrt  is  more  fair  C 

Than  all  your  charms,  when  Damon  is  not  there!  j 
<.;od9!  what  foft  words,  what  fweet  delufive  wiles, 

^'le  lidafts ;  ;i:id,  oh  I  Uiofe  dew  undoing  ftniles ! 


Pleas'd  with  our  ruin,  to  his  arms  we  run  : 
To  be  undone  by  him  who  would  not  be  undone  ? 
Alas !  I  rave  I  ye  fwelling  torrents,  roll 
Your  watery  tribute  o'er  my  love-fick  foul  I 
To  cool  ray  heart,  your  waves,  ye  oceans,  bear  I 
Oh  !  vain  are  all  your  waves,  for  love  is  there  ! 

But  ah  :  what  fudden  thought  to  frenzy  moves 
My  tortur'd  foul  ? — perhaps,  my  Damon  loves ! 
Some  fatal  beauty,  yielding  all  her  charms. 
Detains  the  lovely  traitor  from  my  arms ! 
Blaft  her,  ye  fkies  '  let  inftant  vengeance  feize 
Thofe  guilty  charm-,  whofe  crime  it  is  to  pleafe  I 
Damon  is  mine  ! — fond  maid,  thy  fears  fubdue ! 
Am  I  not  jealous  ?  and  my  charmer  true  ? 
O,  heaven,  from  jealoufy  my  bofom  fave! 
Cruel  as  death,  infaciate  as  the  grave ! 

Ye  powers  I  of  all  the  ills  that  ever  curft 
Our  fex,  fure  man,  diflembling  man,  is  worft  1 
Like  forward  boys,  awhile  in  wanton  play, 
He  fports  with  hearts,  then  throws  the  toys  away  : 
With  fpecious  wiles  weak  woman  he  afl'ails  ; 
He  fwears,  weeps, fmiles,  he  flatters,  and  prevails  : 
Then,  in  the  moment  when  the  maid  believes. 
The  perjjur'd  traitor  triumphs,  fcorns,  and  leaves, 
H6w  oft  my  Damon  fwore,  th'  all-feeing  fun 
Should  change  his  courfe,  and  rivers  backward  run, 
Ere  his  fond  heart  fhould  range,  or  faithltfs  prove 
To  the  bright  objc(fl  of  his  ftedfaft  love  1 
O  !  inftant  change  thy  courfe,  all-feeing  fun ! 
Damon  is  falfe  !   ye  rivers,  backward  run  ! 
But  die,  O  wretched  Calia,  die !  in  vain 
Thus  to  the  fields  and  flo.vJs  you  breathe  your  pain! 
The  tear  is  fruitlefs,  and  the  tender  figh, 
And  life  a  load  ! — forfaken  Ca2lia,  die  !     * 
Fly  fwifter,  time  1    O  fpeed  the  joyful  hour  I 
Receive  me,  grave  ! — then  I  flial!  love  no  more  I 
Ah  !  wretched  maid,  fo  fad  a  cure  to  prove  ! 
Ah  !  wretch:d  maid,  to  fly  to  death  from  love  I 
Yet  oh  !  when  this  poor  frame  no  more  ftiail  live, 
Be  happy, Damon!  may  not  Damon  grieve  ! 
Ah  me  !   I'm  vain  !  my  death  can  not  appear 
Worth  the  vaft  price  of  but  a  fingle  tear. 
Forlorn,  abandon'd,to  the  rocks  f  go; 
But  they  have  learn'd  new  cruelties  of  you  '. 
Alone,  relenting  Echo  wdth  me  mf.urns, 
And  faint  with  grief  flie  fcarce  my  fighs  returns  1 
Then,  fighs,  adieu  !  ye  nobler  paffions,  rife  '. 
Be  wife,  fond  maid! — but  who  in  love  is  wife? 
I  rage,  I  rail,  th'  extremes  of  anger  prove. 
Nay,  almoft  hate— then  !ove  thee  beyond  love  ! 
Pity,  kind  heaven,  and  right  an  injur  d  maid! 
Yet,  oh  !  yet,  fpare  the  dear  deceiver's  hcadl 
If  from  the  fultry  funs  at  noon-tide  hours 
He  feeks  the  covert  of  the  breezy  bowers, 
Awake,  O  South,  and  where  my  charmer  lies, 
Bid  rofes  bloom,  and  beds  of  fragrance  rife  ! 
Gently,  O  gently  round  in  whifpers  fly. 
Sigh  to  his  fighs,  and  fan  the  glowing  Iky  1 
If  o'er  the  waves  he  cuts  the  liquid  way, 
Be  ftill,  ye  waves,  or  round  his  veffcl  play  ! 
And  you,  ye  winds,  confine  e?ch  ruder  breath, 
Lie  hufli'd  in  filence,  and  be  calm  as  death  I 
But  if  he  ftay  detain'd  by  advtrfe  gales. 
My  fighs  (hall  drive  the  Ihip,  and  fill-  the  flaggjog 
^  fails.  '^     ' 
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HESIOD  AND  APOLLONIUS  RH0DIU3. 


"  Vos  exemplaria  Grxca 

"  NoiSlurna  verfate  manu,  veifate  diurna." 


HOR. 


BATTLE  OF  THE  GODS  AND  TITANS. 

JFrom  tie  TLcogony   of  ■  Heftod ;   lu'tth  a  Defcription  of 
Tartarus,  ^c. 

I         ^>    ,    /  >  - 

JluvTii.,  ike.  ©soy.  6C6. 

Now  founds  the  vault  of  heaven  with  loud  alarms, 
And  gods  by  gods  embattling  rufh  to  arms  : 
Here  flalk  the  Titan.s  of  portentous  fizc, 
Burft  from  their  dungeon?,  and  afTault  the  llcies ; 
And  there,  imchain'd  from  Erebus  and  night, 
Auxiliar  *  giants  aid  the  gods  in  fight : 
An  hundred  arms  each  tower-like  warrior  rears, 
And  flares  from  fifty  heads  amid  the  ftars ; 
The  dreadful  brotherhood  ftern-frowning  ftands, 
And  hurls  an  hundred  rocks  from  hundred  hands ; 
The  Titans  rufli'd  with  fury  uncontrouPd  ; 
Gods  funk  on  gods,  o'er  giant  giant  roll'd  ; 
Then  roar'd  the  ocean  with  a  dreadful  found, 
Heaven  fnook  with  all  its  thrones,  and  groan'd  the 

ground. 
Trembled  th'  eternal  poles  at  every  ftroke, 
And  frighred  hell  from  its  foundations  fnook  : 
Noifc,  horrid  noife,  th'  aerial  region  fills, 
Rocks  dafli  on  rocks,  and  hills  encounter  hills; 

Through  earth,  air,  heaven,  tumultuous  clamours 
rife, 

And  fiiouts  of  battle  thunder  in  the  fkies. 

Then  Jove  omnipotent  difplay'd  the  god, 

And  all  Olympus  trembled  as  he  trod  : 

He  grafps  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand. 

Bares  his  red  arm,  and  wields  the  forky  brand  ; 

Then  air.is  the  bolts,  and  bids  his  lightnings  play; 

They  flafh,  and  tend  through  heaven  their  flaming 
way  : 

Redoubling  blow  on  blow,  in  wrath  he  moves ; 

The  fing'd  earth  groans,  and  burns  with  all  her 
groves; 

The  floods,  the  billows,  boiling  hlfs  with  fires. 

And  bickering  flame,  and  fmouldering    fmoke 
afpircs  c 

A  night  of  clouds  blots  out  the  golden  day  ; 

Full  in  their  eyes  the  writhen  lightnings  play: 
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Ev'n  chaos  burns:  again  earth  groans, heaven  roafjD. 
As  tumbling  downward  with  its  fliining  towers  ■    '■ 
Or  burft  this  earth,  torn  from  her  centra!  place. 
With  dire  difruption  from  her  deepefi  bafe  ; 
Nor  flept  the  wind :  the  wind  new  horror  forms. 
Clouds  dafh  on  clouds  before  th'  outrageoui  dorms. 
While,  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife. 
And  half  the  deferts  mount  th'  encumber'd  Ikies  : 
At  once  the  tempeft  bellows,  lightnings  fly. 
The  thunders  roar,  and  clouds  involve  the  flty; 
Snipendous  were  the  deeds  of  heavenly  might ; 
What  lef«,  when  godscoaflidling  cope  in  fight  ? 
Now  heaven  its  foes  with  horrid  inroad  gores, 
And  flow  and  four  recede  the  giant  powers  : 
Here  flalks  j^geon,  here  fierce  Gyges  moves. 
There  Cottus rends  up  hilis  with  all  their  groves; 
Thefe  hurl'd  at  once  againft  the  Titan  bands 
Three  hundred  mountains  from  three   hundrctl 

hands : 
And  overfhadowing,  overwh?lmInft  bound 
With  cliains  infi-angihle  beneath  the  ground; 
Below  this  earth,  far  as  earth's  confines  lie. 
Through  fpace  unmeaGir'd,  from  the  ftarry  flcy; 
Nine  days  an  anvil  of  an  etiormou':  weight, 
Down  ruftiing  headlong  from  th*  aerial  height, 
Scarce  reaches  earth  ;  thence  toft  in  giddy  round* 
Scarce  reaches  in  nine  days  th'  infernal  boonds  : 
A  wall  of  iron  of  flupendous  heiglit  [ni<rht : 

Guards  the  dire   dungeons  black  with  threefold 
High  o'er  the  horrors  of  th'  eternal  fliade 
The  fledfail  bafe  of  earth  and  fea^  is  laid ; 
There  in  coercive  durance  Jove  detains 
The  groaning  Titans  in  afHidlive  chains. 
A  feat  of  woe  '.   remote  from  cheerful  day. 
Through  gulfs  impaffable,  a  bcundlefs  wav. 

Above  thefe  realn-ss,  a  brazen  ftrudlure  ftandj 
With  brazen  portals,  fram'd  by  Neptune's  hands; 
Through  chaos  to  the  ocean's  bafe  it  fwells; 
There  dern  ^geon  with  his  giants  dwells; 
Fierce  guards  of  Jove  !  from  hence  the  fountains 

rife 
That  wafli  the  earth,  or  wander  through  the  flcies ;' 
That  groaning  murmur  through  the  realm  of  woes, 
Or  feed  the  chanrisls  where  the  ocean  flows; 
Col!eil:ed  horrorj  throng  the  dire  abodes. 
Horrid  and  fell !  det-ilcd  ev'n  by  gods  1 
Enormous  gnlf  !  immenfe  the  baunds  appear, 
Wafteful  and  void,  the  journey  of  a  year  ;, 
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^iVhere  beating  fiorir.s,  as  in  wild  -whirls  they  fight, 
Tofs  the  pale  wanderer,  and  retofs  through  night: 
The  powers  immortal  with  affright  furvey 
The  hideous  chafm,  and  feal  it  up  from  day. 

Hence  through  the  vault  of  heaven  huge  Atlas 
rears 
His  giant  limbs,  and  props  the  goldtn  fphefet : 
Here  fable  night,  and  here  the  beamy  day, 
Lodge  and  diflodge,  alternate  in  their  fway. 
A  brazen  port  the  varying  powers  divides  : 
"When  day  forth  ifTues,  here  the  night  refide* ; 
And  when  night  veils  the  ficies,  obfequious  day, 
Re-entering,  plunges  from  the  ftarry  way. 
She  from  her  lamp,  with  beaming  radiance  bright, 
Pours  o'er  th'  expanded  earth  a  flood  of  light  : 
But  night,  by  fleep  attended,  rides  in  fliades, 
Brother  of  death,  and  all  that  breathes  invades : 
From  *  her  foul  womb  they  fprung,refiftlcfs  powers, 
Nurs'd  in  the  horrors  of  Tartarean  bowers, 
Remote  from  day,  when  with  her  flaming  wheels 
She  mounts  the  Ikies,  or  paints  the  wefterh  hills : 
With  downy  footfleps  fleep  in  filence  glides 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  fpacious  tides ; 
The  friend  of  life  !  Death  unrelenting  bears 
An  iron  heart,  and  laughs  at  human  cares ; 
She  makes  the  mouldering  race  of  man  her  prey, 
And  ev'n  th'  immortal  powers  deteft  her  fway. 

Thus  fell  the  f  Titans  from  the  realms  above, 
Beneath  the  thunders  of  Almighty  Jove  ; 
Then  earth  impregnate  felt  maternal  woes, 
And  {book  through  all  her  frame  with  teeming 

throes : 
Hence  rcfe  Typhaus,  a  gigantic  birth, 
A  monfter  fprung  from  Tarturus  and  earth, 
A  match  for  gods  in  might !  on  high  he  fpreads 
From  his  huge  trunk  an  hundred  dragons  heads, 
And  from  an  hundred  mt  uths  in  vengeance  fling.«, 
Envenom'd  foam,  and  darts  an  hundred  flings ; 
Horror,  terrific,  frowns  from  every  brow. 
And  like  a  furnace  his  red  eye-balls  glow  ; 
Fires  dart  from  every  creft  ,  and,  as  he  turn.«. 
Keen  fplendours  fiafli,  and  all  the  giant  burns : 
Whene'er  he  fpeaks,  in  echoing  thunders  rife 
An  hundred  voice:, and  afi'right  the  Ikies, 
Unutterably  fierce  '.  the  bright  abodes 
Frequent  they  {hake,  and  terrify  the  gods. 
Kow  bellowing  like  a  favage  bull,  they  roar, 
Or  angry  lions  in  the  midnight  hour  ; 
Now  yells  like  furious  whelps,  or  hifs  like  fr.akes ; 
The  rocks  rebound,  and  every  mountain  fliakes  : 
He  hurl'd  defiance  'gain{l  th'  immortal  powers. 
And  heaven  had  feiz'd  with  all  its  fhinirg  towers, 
But,  at  the  voice  of  Jove,  from  pole  to  pole 
Red  lightnings  flafh,  and  raging  thunders  roll. 
Rattling  o'er  all  th'  expanfion  of  the  flcies, 
Bolt  after  bolt  o'er  earth  and  ocean  flies. 
Stern  frowns  the  god  amidft  the  lightnings  blaze, 
Olympus  {hakes  from  his  eternal  bafe ; 
Trembles  the  earth  :    fierce  flames  involves  the 

poles. 
Devours  the  ground,  and  o'er  the  billows  rolls : 
Fires  from  Typhoeus  flalh  :   with  dreadful  found 
Stgrms  rattle,  thunder  rolls.and  groans  the  ground; 
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Above,  below,  the  conflagration  roars, 
Ev'n  the  feas  kindled  burn  through  all  their  fbore*; 
Defuge  of  fire !  Earth  rocks  her  tottering  coafls. 
And  gloomy  Pluto  {hakes  with  all  his  ghofls  ; 
Ev'n  the  pale  Titans,  chain'd  on  burning  floors, 
Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th'  infernal  fhores  : 
Then,  in  full  wrath,  Jove  all  the  god  applies, 
And  all  his  thunders  burft  at  once  the  fkies ; 
And  rufhing  gloomy  from  th*  Olympian  brow. 
He  blufts  the  giant  with  th'  almighty  blow  ; 
The  giant  tumbling  finks  beneath  the  wound, 
And  with  enormous  ruin  rocks  the  ground  : 
Nor  yet  the  lightnings  of  th'  Almighty  flay. 
Through  the  fing'd  earth  they  burft  their  bumlo^ 

way ; 
Earth  kindling  inward,  melts  in  all  her  caves. 
And  hifling  floats  with  fierce  metallic  waves  : 
As  iron  fufile  from  the  furnace  flows. 
Or  molten  ore  with  keen  effulgence  glows, 
When  the  dire  bolts  of  Jove  {lern  Vulcan  frames, 
In  burning  channels  roll  the  liquid  flames; 
Thus  melted  earth,  and  Jnve,  from  realms  on  high, 
Plung'd  the  huge  giant  to  the  nether  fliy. 

Then  from  Typhdus  fprung  tbe  winds  tbat  beai* 
Storms  on  their  wings,  and  thunder  in  the  air  : 
But  from  the  gods  defcend  of  milder  kind, 
The  eafl,  the  wefi,  the  fouth,  and  Boreal  wind ; 
Thefe  in  fdft  whifpers  breathe  a  friendly  breeze. 
Play  through  the  groves,  or  fport  upon  the  fcas; 
They  fan  the  fultry  air  with  cooling  gales, 
And  waft  from  realrn  to  realm  the  flyirj<  fails: 
The  reft  in  ftorms  of  founding  whirlwinds  fly, 
Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  battle  in  the  Iky  ; 
Fatal  to  man  ;  at  once  all  ocean  roars, 
And  fcatter'd  navies  bulge  on  diftant  {hnres. 
Then  thundering  o'er  the  earth  they  rend  their 

way, 
Grafs,  heib,  and  flower,  beneath  their  rage  decay  ; 
While  towers  and  domes,  vain  boafls  of  hnmaa 

truft. 
Torn  from  their  inmoft  bafe,  are  whelm'd  in  dull. 

Thus  heaven  afTerted  its  eternal  reign 
O'er  t'he  proud  giants,  and  Titanic  train  ; 
And  now  in  peace  the  gods  their  Jove  obey, 
And  all  the  thrones  of  heaven  adoi'e  his  fway. 

THE  LOVE  OF  JASON  AND  MEDfiA. 

From  the  Thud  £ooi,   Ver.  743.  of  Afclhwus  Hi*' 
dius, 

Nt)  |et5v  i^ur  tTri  yxTetv  cf/iv -KKftii,  &c. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tme  tranflator  has  taken  the  liberty,  in  the  fol" 
lowing  verfioh  of  the  Argonautics  of  Apolloni- 
us,  as  well  as  in  the  ftory  of  Talus,  to  omit 
whatever  has  not  an  immediate  relation  to  the 
fubjedt ;  yet  hopes  that  a  due  connetftion  is  not 
wanting  ,  and  tbat  the  reader  will  not  be  dif» 
pleafed  with  thefe  Ihort  {ketches  from  a  poet 
who  is  affirmed  to  he  every  where  fnblime,  by 
no  lefs  a  critic  than  Longinus  ;  and  from  whom 
many  verfes  are  borrowed  by  fo  gr«af  a,  poet  at 
Virgil. 
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Now  rifing  fhaJes  a  folemn  gloom  difplay, 
©'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  th'  i^thereal  vay : 
All  night  the  failor  marks  the  northern  team, 
And  golden  eirclet  of  Orion's  beam  : 
A  deep  repofe  the  wi-ary  wanderer  {hares, 
And  the  faint  watchman  fleeps  away  his  cares; 
Ev'n  the  fond  mother,  while  all  breathlels  lies 
Her  child  of  love,  in  flamber  feals  her  eyes  ; 
No  found  of  village-dog,  no  noife  invades 
The  death-like  filence  <>f  the  midnight  (hades ; 
Alone  Medea  Wakes :   To  love  a  prey, 
Reftlefs  (he  rolls,  and  groans  the  night  away  : 
Now  the  fire-brcarhing  bulls  command  her  caris; 
She  thinks  on  Jafon,  and  for  Jafon  fears  : 
In  fad  review,  on  horlors  h  irrors  rife ; 
Quick  beats  her  hcArt,  from  thought  to  thought 

(he  flic*  ; 
Asfrom  rcplenifliM  urfi'i,  with  dubious  ray, 
The  fun  beams  dancing  from  the  furface  play. 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  trembling  radiance  falls 
Alternate  flafhiflg  roUnd  th'  iHumin'd  walls; 
Thusfluttering  bounds  the  trembling  virgin's  blood, 
And  from  her  fliinihg  eyes  defcends  a  flood  : 
Now  raving  with  refiftlefs  flames  flie  glows, 
Now  fick  with  love  flie  melts  with  fofter  woes : 
The  tyrant  god,  of  every  thought  poffeft. 
Beats  in  each  pulfe,  and  flings  and  racks  her  breaft: 
Now  (he  refolves  the  magic  to  betray 
To  tame  the  bulls,  now  yield  him  up  a  prc^ : 
Again,  the  drugs  difdaining  to  fupply. 
She  lothes  the  light,  and  riieditates  to  die : 
Anon,  repelling  with  a  brave  difdain 
The  coward  thrtught,  (he  nouriflies  the  pain  : 
Thus  toft,  rctoft  with  furious  ftorms  of  cares. 
On  the  cold  ground  (he  rolls,  and  thus  with  tears : 

Ah  me  '.  Where'er  I  turn,  before  my  eyes 
A  dreadful  view,  on  forrows  forrov/s  rife  I 
Toft  in  a  giddy  whirl  of  ftrong  defire, 
I  glow,  I  burn,  yet  blefs  the  pleafing  fire. 

0  had  this  fpirit  from  its  prifon  fled, 
By  Dian  fent  to  Wander  with  the  dead, 

Ere  the  proud  Grecians  view'd  the  Cokhian  Ikies; 
Ere  Jafon,  lovely  Jafon,  met  thofc  eyes  ! 
Hell  gave  the  (hining  mifchief  to  our  coaft, 

Medea  faw  him,  and  Medea  loft 

But  why  thefc  forrows  ?  if  the  powers  on  high 
His  death  decree,  die.  Wretched  Jafon,  die! 
Shall  I,  elude  my  fire  ?  my  art  betray  ? 
Ah  me  I  what  words  fhall  purge  the  guilt  away  ! 

But  could  I  yield— O  whither  mull  I  run 

To  find  the  man -whom  virtue  bids  me  fhun  ? 

Shall  I,  all  loft  to  ftiame,  to  Jafon  fly  ? 

And  yet  T  muft — If  Jafon  bleeds,  I  die  '. 

Then,  (hame,  farewell !   A'iieu  for  ever,  fame ! 

Hail,  black  difgracc  !  be  fam'd  for  guilt  my  name ! 

Live  !  Jafon,  live  !  eiijoy  the  vital  air  ! 

Live  through  my  aid  1  and  fly  where  winds  can 

bear  I 
But  when  I.e  flies,  ye  poifons,  lend  your  powers, 
That  day,  Medea  treads  th'  infernal  ftiores ! 
Then,  wretched  ni  lid,  thy  lor  is  endlefs  (hame. 
Then  the  proud  d.Jiiesof  Cnlc'^os  blaft  thy  name: 

1  hear  them  cry — "  The  falfe  M»;deR's  dead, 

♦|  Through  guilty  palTjons  for  a  ftranger's  bc<l ; 


"  Medea,  carelefs  of  her  virgin  fame, 
"   I'referr'd  a  ftranger  to  a  father's  name  !'* 
O  may  I  rather  yield  this  vital  breath, 
rhan  bear  that  bafe  difhonour,  worfe  than  death  ! 
Thus  wail'd  the  fair,  and  feiz'd  with  horrid  joy 
Drugs  foes  to  life,  and  potent  to  deftroy; 
A  magszine  of  death  !  again  fhc  pours 
From  fwoln  eye-balls  tears  in  (hining  (bowers; 
With  grief  infatiate,  and  with  trembling  hands, 
All  comfortlefs  the  cafk  of  death  expands  : 
A  fudden  fear  her  labouring  foul  invades. 
Struck  with  the  horrors  of  th'  infernal  (hadcs ; 
She  ftands  deep  mufing  with  a  faded  brow, 
Abi'orb'd  in  thought,  a  monument  of  woe  \ 
While  all  the  comforts  that  on  life  attend, 
The  cheerful  converfe,  and  the  faithful  friend,' 
By  thought  deep-imag'd  on  her  bofotn  play. 
Endearing  life,  and  charm  defpair  away  : 
Th'  all  cheering  funs  with  fweeter  light  arjfe. 
And  every  objeil  brightens  to  her  eyes : 
Then  from  her  hand  the  baneful  drugs  (he  throws, 
Confents  to  live,  recover'd  from  her  woes ; 
Refolv'd  the  magic  virtue  to  betray. 
She  waits  the  dawn,  and  calls  the  lazy  day  : 
Time  fcems  to  ftand,  or  backward  drive  hiswheelsi 
The  hoars  (he  chides,  and  eyes  the  eaftern  hills  : 
At  length  the  dawn  with  orient  beams  appears, 
The  (hades  difperfe,  and  man  awakes  to  cafes. 
Studious  to  pleafe,  her  graceful  length  of  hair. 
With  art  (he  binds,  that  wanton'd  with  the  aii* ; 
From  her  foft  cheeks  (he  wipes  the  tear  away. 
And  bids  keen  lightnings  from  her  eyes  to  play; 
From  limb  to  limb  refrefhing  unguents  pours. 
Unguents,    that  breathe  of  heaven,    in   copious 

(howers : 
Her  robe  (he  next  afTulhes;  bright  clafps  of  gold 
Clofe  to  the  leffening  waift  the  robe  infold; 
Down  from  her  fwelling  loins,  the  reft  unbound 
Floats  i.n  rich  waves  redundant  o'er  the  ground  : 
Laft  with  a  (hining  Veil  her  cheeks  (he  (hades, 
rhen  fwimming  fmooth  al^vng  magnificently  treads. 

Thus  forward  moVes  thefairefl  of  her  kind, 
Blind  to  the  future,  to  the  prefent  blind  : 
Twelve  maids,  attendants  on  her  virgin  bower. 
Alike  u'uconfcious  of  the  bridal  hour, 
Join  to  the  car  the  males  ;   dire  rites  to  pay, 
Co  Hecate's  black  fane  (he  bends  her  way; 
A  juice  (lie  bears,  whofe  magic  virtue  tames 
(Through  fell  Perfephone)  the  rage  of  flames; 
It  gives  the  hero,  ftrong  in  matchlefs  rhight, 
To  ftatid  fecure  of  harths  in  mortal  fight ; 
It  mocks  the  (word  :  the  fword,  without  a  Wound, 
Leaps  as  from  triarble,  (hiver'd  to  the  ground : 
She  mounts  the  car*  ;  nor  rode  the  nymph  alone;. 
On  either  fide  two  lovely  damfcls  (hone  : 
Her  hand  with  (kill  th'embroider'd  reia  controuls; 
Back  fly  the  ftreets,  as  fwift  the  chariot  rolls. 
Along  tiie  wheel-worn  road  they  hold  their  way, 
The  domes  retreat,  the  finking  towers  decay ; 
Bare  to  the  knee  fuccincSb  a  damfel  train 
Behind  attends,  arid  glitters  tow'rd  the  plain. 
As  when  her  limbs  divine  Diana  laves 
In  fair  Parthenius,  or  th'  Amncfian  Vvavtfs, 
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Sublime  in  royal  llate  tne  bounding  roes 
"Whirl  her  bright  car  along  the  mountain  brows ; 
Swift  to  her  fane  in  pomp  the  goddefs  moves; 
The  nymphs  attend  that  haunt  the  fhady  groves, 
Th'  Amnefian  fount,  or  filver  ftreaming  riils; 
Nymphs  of  the  vales,  or  Oreads  of  the  hills  1 
The  fawning  beafts  before  the  goddefs  play, 
Or,  trembling,  favage  adoration  pay  : 
Thus  on  her  car  fublinie  the  nymph  appears, 
The  crowd  falls  back,  and  as  fhe  moves  reveres  5 
Swift  to  the  fane  aloft  her  courfe  (he  bends; 
The  fane  fhe  reaches,  and  to  earth  defcends  : 
Then  to  her  train — Ah  me  !  I  fear  we  ftray, 
Mifled  by  folly  to  this  lonely  way  1 
Alas !  fhould  Jafon  with  his  Greeks  appear, 
Where  fliould  we  fly  ?  I  fear,  alas,  I  fear  ! 
No  more  the  Colchian  youths,  and  virgin  train, 
Haunt  the  cool  fliade,  or  tread  in  dance  the  plain : 
But  Cnce  alone  ; — with  fports  beguile  the  hours,"J 
Come  chaur.t  fhe  fong,  or  pluck  the  blooming  / 
flowers;  C 

Tluct  every  fweet  to  deck  your  virgin  bowers!  J 
Then  warbling  foft  *,  flie  lifts  her  heavenly  voice; 
IBut  nek  v/ith  mighty  love,  the  fong  is  noife; 
She  hears  from  every  note  a  difcord  rife, 
Till,  pauGng,  on  her  tongue  the.  mufic  dies ; 
She  hates  each  objedl,  every  face  offends  ; 
In  every  wifh  her  foul  to  Jafon  fends ; 
With  fliarpcn'd  eyes  the  diflant  lawn  explores. 
To  find  the  objecfi  whom  her  foul  adores  ; 
At  every  whifper  of  the  pafling  air 
She  ftarts,  flie  turns,  and  hopes  her  Jafon  there  : 
Again  (he  fondly  looks,  nor  looks  in  vain; 
lie  comes,  her  Jafon  fliines  along  the  plain. 
As  when,  emerging  from  the  watery  way, 
Refulgent  Sirius  lifts  his  golden  ray, 
He  (bines  terrific  !  for  his  burning  breath 
Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death; 
Such  to  the  nymph  approaching  Jafon  Ihows, 
!Bright  author  of  unutterable  woes ; 
IBefore  her  eyes  a  fwimming  darknefs  fpread. 
Her  flufh'd  cheek  glow'd,  her  very  heart  was 

dead; 
No  more  her  knees  their  wonted  office  knew, 
pix'd  without  motion  as  to  earth  {he  grew  : 
Her  train  recedes ;  the  meeting  lovers  gaze 
In  filent  wonder,  and  in  ftill  amaze  : 
As  two  fair  cedars  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
Pride  of  the  groves !  with  roots  adjoining  grow ; 
Ereft  and  motionlefs  the  (lately  trees 
Awhile  remain,  while  flceps  each  fanning  breeze, 
Till  from  th'  iEolian  caves  a  blaft  unbound 
Bends  their  proud  tops,  and  bids  their  boughs  re- 
found  ; 
TIius  gazing  they,  till  by  the  breath  of  love 
Strongly  at  length  infpir'd,  they  fpeak,  they  move; 
With  fmiles  the  love-fick  virgin  he  furvey'd, 
And  fondly  thus  addrefs'd  the  blooming  maid  : 

Difmifs,  my  fair,  my  love,  thy  virgin  fear; 
'Tis  Jafon  fpeaks,  no  enemy  is  here  ! 
Man,  haughty  man,  is  of  obdurate  kind  ; 
But  Jafon  hears  no  proud  inhuman  mind, 
By  gentleft  manners  fofteft  arts  refin'd. 
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Whom  wouldfl  thou  fly  ?  Stay,  lovely  virgin,  ftay! 
Speak  every  thought !  far  hence  be  fefirs  aVr^y : 
Speak  ;  and  be  truth  in  every  accent  found! 
Dread  to  deceive  1  we  tread  on  •  hailow'd  ground. 
By  the  ftern  power  who  guards  this  facred  place. 
By  the  illuftrious  authors  of  thy  race;        ,    , 
By  Jove,  to  whom  the  ftranger's  caufe  belongs, 
To  whom  the  fuppliant,  and  who  feels  the  wrongs  : 
O  guard  me,  fave  me,  in  the  needful  hqur! 
Without  thy  a;4,  thy  Jafon  is  no  more  ; 
To  thee  a  fuppliant,  in  diftrefs  I  bend,' 
To  thee  a  (iranger,  and  who  wants  a  friend  ! 
Then,  when  between  us  feas  and  mountains  rife, 
Medea's  name  (liall  found  hi  diftant  (kies; 
All  Greece  to  thee  (hall  owe  her  heroes  fates,        -.i 
And  blefs  Medea  through  her  hundred  ft%tes.        ^l 
The  mother  and  the  wife,  who  now  in  vain 
Roll  their  fad  eyes  faft-ftreaming  o'er  the  main. 
Shall  (lay  their  tears ;  the  mother,  and  the  wif^,. 
Shall  blefs  thee  for  a  fon's  or  hufband's  life  I 
Fair  Ariadne,  fprung  from  Minos'  bed, 
Sav'd  the  brave  Thefeus,  and  with  Thefeus  fled, 
Forfook  her  father,  and  her  native  plain, 
And  flemm'd-the  tumults  of  the  furging  main} 
Yet  the  ftern  fire  relented,  and  forgave 
The  maid,  whofe  only  crime  it  was  to  fave :  4 

Ev'n  the  juil  gods  forgave  :  and  now  on  hiprh        \' 
A  -ftar  (he  fiiines,  and  beautifies  the  (ky  :  -■[ 

What  bleffings  then  (hall  righteous  heaven  deJ^ 
cree  '       • 

For  all  our  heroes  fav'd,  and  fav'd  by  thee  I 
Heaven  gave  thee  net,  to  kill,  fo  foft  an  air. 
And  cruelty  fure  never  look'd  fo  fair  : 

He  ceas'd  ;  bat  left  fo  charming  on  her  car 
His  voice,  that  liflening  ftill  (he  fecm'd  to  hear  :' 
Her  eye  to  earth  (he  bends  with  modeft  grace. 
And  heaven  in  fmiles  is'open'd  in  her  face. 
A  glance  fhe  fteals  ;  but  rofj'  blufbes  fpread 
O'er  her  fair  cheek,  and  then  (he  drops  her  head  : 
A  thoufand  words  at  once  to  fpeak  fiie  tries  ; 
In  vain — but  fpeaks  a  thoufand  with  her  eyes  : 
Trembling,  the  (hining  cafket  (he  expands, 
Then  gives  the  magic  virtue  to  his  hands; 
Atjd  had  the  power  been  granted  to  convey 
Her  heart — had  given  her  very  heart  away. 

EPISTOLA  AD  AMICUM  R^UStlCANTEM. 
Scripta  Vere  ineunte  Cantab.      \^0^. 

EcQuiD  abfenti  tibi  cura  Grants  ? 
Ecquid  antiqui  memor  esfodalis! 
Chare  permultis,  mihi  prater  omnes 

Chare,  Geor^?. 

Cernis !  ut  mulcet  levis  aura  campos ! 
Ut  rofa  diilcit,  viulifque  terram 
Flora  depingit,  Zephyrufque  blandrs 

Ventilat  slie ; 

Tarde,  quid  ceffas  ?  Age  Rozifianfis 
Terga  confcendas  cques  f  ingementis, 
Tend  ruralis  Galatata  duris 

Detinet  Ubisi  . 

*    Tempi:  of  Hecate. 
•f    Obcjofuit  (Qrpcrt, 


AD   AMiaUM    RU 

Digne  fuccendi  mellore  flamm*  1 — 
Sive  *  ClarifTam,  Juvenumve  curam 
thillidem  mavis,  placeatve,  quondam 

Pulchra,  Lycorls. 

Tarde,  quid  celTas  ?  tibi  multa  virgo 
Splendidos  Ixdit  lacrymis  ocellos, 
Ec  tibi  fruftra  ad  fpeculum  comarum 

Circinat  orbes ! 
Te  frequens  votis  revocat  fophiftes, 
Dum  Johannenfi  madidus  lyaeo, 
De  tubis  haurit,  revomitque  dulcem 

Undlque  nubem. 
Quin  velis  fcribam  quid  habet  novorum 
Granta  ?   Marlburus  fpoliis  oiiuftus, 
Gallicas  fudit  props  f  Scaldis  undam 

Strage  Phalangas. 

O  '.  triumphalem  gladium  recondas  ! 
Ite  vos  laurus  fanie  rubentes ! 
Sis  mcmor  pacis,  viridique  cingas 

Tempora  Myrto  I 
Hue  ades  divum  atque  hominum  voluptas 
Molle  fubridens,  Venus  !  hue  forores 
Gratis  1  longuni  vale,  O  !  Minerva, 

Afpera  Virgo  ! 
Earbaro  tandem  fatiata  ludo, 
^gidem  ponas,  gladiumque  ;  caftam 
Virginem  dirus  gladius,  feroxque 

Dedecet  ^gis. 
Flagitas  noftrns  quid  agunt  camoenje  ? 
Uror  infeiix'  mihi  me  Belinda 
Surripit !  Collum  O  !  niveum,  O  I  Puellx 

Suave  labellum  ! 


•   7Vw  elegantes  apud  Ca/itabri^iam  Fuella:, 
"j-  Junta  Aldcnardum, 
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Ah  !   ut  obliquo  afpiclens  ocello 
Torruit  pe6ius  ! — neque  tu  iuroris 
Infcius  blandi!   tibi  I'aivit  imis 

Flamma  meduUis  1 
Tu  tamen  felix  1   cohibere  trifle* 
Tu  potes  curas !   *  Cerealis  hauftus 
Eit  tibi,  prajfens  relevarc  diro 

PeAora  ludtu. 

Corticem  aftriftum  pice  cum  reducis, 
Audin,  ingenti  tonat  ut  boaru 
Fumidusl  fummo  ruit  ut  lagenas 

Spumens  ore  I 
Cernis!  ut  viro  nitet  invidcndo 
Aurtum  necftar  !   comes  it  facetus 
Cui  jocus,  quocum  Venus  et  Cupido 

Spicula  tingunt. 

Jam  memnr  charz,  cyathum  coronas, 
Virginis  ■. — plenum  viden  !— ah  !  caveto 
Dextra  ne  quaffet  male,  dum  laborat 

Pondere  dulci  \ 

Euge  !  ficcafti  bene,  fortiterque  ! — 
Hmc  adeft  curjs  medicina  I  fuaves 
Hinc  tibi  fomni,  et  tibi  fuaviora 


Somnia  fomnis ! 


Hos  bibens  fuccos,  nihil  invldcbis 
kalis,  quamvis  cyarhi  Falerno 
Duke  nigrefcaat,  neque  Gallicanss 

Hie  Johannenfi  latitans  fuili 
Gruiinio,  fcribens  fitiente  labro, 
Aut  graves  hauftus,  inimica  mulls 


AngUit  bottled  ale. 


Laudibus  uvse  I 


Pocula,  duco« 


SIXTEEN  ODES  OF  ANACREON. 


ODE  XV.— HAPPY  LIFE. 
The  wealth  of  Gyges  I  defpife  ; 
Gems  are  ufelef*  glittering  toys. 
Gold  I  leave,  and  fuch  vain  things. 
To  the  low  aim  and  pride  of  king*. 

Let  my  hair  with  unguents  flowi 
With  roly  garlsiids  crown  my  brow  I 
The  prefcnt  moment  I  er.juy, 
Doom'd  in  the  ne.st,  perhaps,  to  die  5 

Then,  while  the  hour  ferenely  ftiines, 
Tofs  the  gay  die,  and  quafi  thy  wines  : 
But  ever,  in  the  genial  hour, 
To  Bacchun  the  libation  pour. 
Left  death  in  wrath  approach,  and  cry, 
Man — tafte  no  more  the  cup  of  joy. 

ODE  XVI.— THE  POWER  OF  EE.JiUTY. 
Some  Cng  of  Thebes,  and  fome  dcliroy 
In  lofty  numbers  haughty  Troy. 

Vot.Vill. 


I  mourn,  alas  !  in  plaintive?  ftrains, 
My  own  captivity  and  chains ! 

Nil  navy,  rang'd  in  proud  array. 
No  foot,  no  horfeman,arm'd  to  flay. 
My  peace  alarm  1   Far  other  foes. 
Far  other  hofts,  create  my  v^oes: 
Strange,  dani?,erous  hods,  that  ambufh'd  lie 
in  every  bright  love  darting  eye  1 
Such  as  deflroy,  when  beauty  arms 
To  conqutr,  dreadful  in  its  charms  ! 

ODE  XX.— TO  HIS  MISTRESS, 

Thk  gods  o'er  mortals  prove  their  fway, 
And  fteal  them  from  themfelves  away  ; 
Transform'd  by  their  almighty  hand*. 
Sad  Niobe  an  image  {lands ; 
And  Philomel,  up-borne  on  wings 
Thfou^h  air,  her  mournful  {lory  ii;ig8, 
3i^ 
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Would  heaven,  Indulgent  to  my  vow, 
The  happy  chanj^e  I  wifh,  allow; 
The  envy'd  niirronr  I  would  be, 
That  thou  niight'ft  always  gaze  on  me  ; 
And  could  my  naked  heart  appear, 
Thou'dft  fee  thyfelf — for  thou  art  there 

0  !  were  1  made  thy  foldinc;  veft, 

That  thou  might'ft  ciafp  me  to  thy  brcaft ! 

Or  turn'd  into  a  fount,  to  lave 

Thy  naked  beauties  in  my  wave  I 

Thy  bofom-cindture  I  would  grow. 

To  warm  thofe  little  hills  of  fnow ; 

Thy  ointment,  in  rich  fragrant  ftreams 

To  vander  o'er  thy  beauteous  limbs; 

Thy  chain  of  fliining. pearl — to  deck. 

And  clofe  embrace  thy  graceful  neck  : 

A  very  fandal  I  would  be 

To  tread  on — if  trod  on  by  thee  ! 

ODE  XXiy.— IMITATED. 

Alas  !  alas  1  1  fee  each  day 
Steals  me  from  myfelf  away ; 
And  every  ftep  of  life  I  tread, 

1  fpeed  to  mingle  with  the  dead. 
How  many  years  are  paft,  my  friends, 

■  I  know,  and  there  my  knowledge  ends. 
How  many  years  are  flill  in  ftore, 
I  neither  can,  nor  would  explore. 
Then,fince  the  hours  inceffant  fly, 
They  all  (hall  find  me  crown'd  with  joy. 
To  thofe,  my  cares  I  here  bequeath. 
Who  meanly  die  for  fear  of  death, 
And  daily  with  affiduous  ftrife 
Contrive  to  live,  accurs'd  with  life. 

Then,  care,  begone  !  I'd  dance  and  play  ; 
Hence,  with  thy  feriuus  face  away  ! 
I'll  laugh  ;  and  whilft  gay  wine  inflames, 
I'll  court  the  laughter-loving  dames ; 
And  ftudy  to  refign  my  breath 
In  ecftafy,  and  fmile  in  death. 

ODE  XXV.— IMITATED. 

Bring  me,  O  bring  th'  enlivening  draught, 
Lenient  of  grief,  and  anxious  thought. 
Then  ca^e  retires,  afliam'd  to  ftiow 
His  downcaft  eye,  and  faded  brow.     . 
1  banifti  bufinefs  to  the  great, 
To  all  that  curfe,  yet  covet  ftate. 

Death  hafles  amain  :  then  who  would  run 
To  meet  wliat  mofl  he  drives  to  fhun  ? 
Or  antedate  the  dreadful  day 
By  cares,  and  aid  the  fiend  to  flay  ? 
If  tears  could  bribe  his  dreadful  powers. 
Id  weep,  and  blefs  the  precious  fliowers ; 
But  let  our  lot  be  joy  or  woe. 
Alike  he  fpeeds  to  flrike  the  blow. 

Then  crown  the  bowl  I — ye  forrows,  fly 
To  kill  fome  wretch  who  wants  to  die. 

ODE  XXXI.— THE  PLEASING  FRENZY. 

Kow  bring,  by  all  the  powers  divine, 
Being  me  a  bowl  of  rofy  wine ; 


A  mighty  bowl  of  wine  I  crave : 
When  wine  infpires,  'tis  fweet  to  ravCr 

In  frantic  rage  Alcmxon  drew 
His  falchion,  and  his  *  mother  flew  : 
Oreftes  in  a  fiirious  mood 
Raving  flied  hisf  mother's  blood. 
Dreadful,  fober  mankind,  they  I — 
None,  harmle(9  drunkard,  none  I  flay  ; 
The  blood  of  grapes  I  only  crave ; 
1  quaff  it,  and  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

Alcides,  frantic,  grafp'd  his  bow; 
His  quiver  rattled,  (lor'd  with  woe  : 
Stern  Ajax  ftiook  his  glittering  blade, 
And  broad  his  fevenfold  fiiield  difplay'd  : 
Dangerous  madman!   how  he  drew 
His  fword.  and  hofts  in  fancy  flew  ! 

I,  peaceful  I,  no  falchion  wield  ; 
I  bend  no  bow,  I  poife  no  fliield. 
The  flowery  garland  crowns  my  hairs. 
My  hand  the  powerful  goblet  bears  ; 
The  powerful  goblet  nobly  brave, 
I  drain,  and  then  'tis  fweet  to  rave. 

ODE  XXXVf. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  pedant  rules; 
I  leave  debates  to  learned  fools. 
Who  folemnly  in  form  advifc ; 
At  beft,  impertinently  wife  ! 

To  me  more  pleafing  precepts  give, 
And  teach  the  fciencc  how  to  live  ; 
To  bury  in  the  friendly  draught 
Sorrows  that  fpring  from  too  much  thought  | 
To  learn  foft  Icffons  from  the  fair. 
How  life  may  glide  exempt  from  care. 

Alas  1  I'm  old !  I  fee  my  head 
With  hoary  locks  by  time  o'erfpread : 
Then  inflant  be  the  goblet  brought. 
To  make  me  young — at  leafl  in  thought. 
Alas  1  inceflant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  I  rnuft  mix  with  common  clay  ; 
When  I  mufl  tread  the  difmal  fiiore, 
And  dream  of  love  and  wine  no  more. 

ODE  XXXVI.     THE  SPRING. 

See,  winter's  paft  !  the  feafons  bring 
Soft  breezes  with  returning  fpring ; 
At  whofe  approach  the  graces  wear 
Frelh  honours  in  their  flowing  hair  : 
The  raging  feas  forget  to  roar, 
And,  fmiling,  gently  kifs  the  fhore  : 
The  fportive  duck,  in  wanton  play. 
Now  dives,  now  rifes  into  day ; 
The  cranes  from  freezing  flcies  repair, 
And  failing  float  to  warmer  air  : 
Th'  enlivening  funs  in  glory  rife, 
And  gaily  dance  along  the  flcies. 

The  clouds  difperfe;  of  if  in  fliowers 
They  fall,  it  is  to  wake  the  flowers  : 
See,  verdure  clothes  the  teeming  earth  '. 
The  olive  flruggles  into  birth  : 
The  fwelling  grapes  adorn  the  vine. 
And  kindly  promife  future  wine  : 


♦   Er^phiU. 


•J-  Clyiemnefrft 


ODES  OF  ANACifiON. 


Bleft  juice  !  already  T  In  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 


itj 


ODE  XLVIIL    GAY  LIFE. 

Give  me  Homer's  tuneful  lyre, 
Let  the  found  my  breaft  infpire  ! 
But  with  no  troublefome  delight 
Of  arms  and  heroes  flain  in  fight : 
Let  it  play  no  conquefts  here, 
Or  conquefts  only  o'er  the  fair  '. 

Boy,  reach  that  volume — book  divine  j 
The  flatutes  of  the  god  of  wine  1 
He,  legiflator,  ftatutes  draws ; 
And  I  his  judge  enforce  his  laws; 
And,  faithful  ro  the  weighty  truft, 
Compel  his  Vot'ries  to  be  juft  : 
Thus,  round  the  bowl  impartial  flies, 
Till  to  the  fprightly  dance  we  rife  ; 
We  friflc  it  with  a  lively  bound, 
Charm'd  with  the  lyre's  harmonious  found; 
Then  pour  forth,  with  an  heat  divine, 
Rapturous  fongs  that  breathe  of  wine. 

ODE  I.     THE  HAPPY  EFFECTS  OF  WINE 

See  I  fee  the  jolly  god  appears ; 
His  hand  a  mighty  goblet  bears  : 
With  fparkling  wine  fuU-charg'd  it  flows. 
The  fovereign  cure  of  human  woes. 

Wine  gives  a  kind  releafe  from  care, 
And  courage  tofubdue  the  fair; 
Inftrudls  the  cheerful  to  advance 
Harmonious  in  the  fprightly  dance : 
Hail,  goblet  1  rich  with  generous  wines! 
See  !  round  the  verge  a  vine-branch  twineSi 
See  I  how  the  mimic  clufters  roll, 
As  ready  to  re-fill  the  bowl ! 

Wine  keeps  its  happy  patients  free 
From  every  painful  malady ; 
Our  beft  phyfician  all  the  year. 
Thus  guarded,  no  difeafe  we  fear, 
No  troublefome  difeafe  of  mindj 
Until  another  year  grows  kind. 
And  loads  again  the  fruitful  vine. 
And  brings  again  our  health— «new  wine. 

ODELII.    GRAPES;  OR  THB  VINTAGE. 

lo  I  the  vintage  how  is  done  ! 
And  black'ned  with  th'  autumnal  fun 
The  grapes  gay  youths  and  virgins  bear, 
The  fvveeteft  produiSl  of  the  year  '. 
In  vats  the  heavenly  load  they  lay, 
And  fwift  the  damfels  trip  away  : 
The  youths  alone  the  wine-prefs  tread, 
For  wine's  by  Ikilful  drunkards  made  : 
Meantime  the  mirthful  fong  they  raife, 
lo  !   Bacchus,  to  thy  praife  ! 
And,  eying  the  bleft  juice,  in  though£ 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 

Gaily,  through  wine,  the  old  advance, 
And  doubly  tremble  in  the  dance : 
In  fancy'd  youth  they  chant  and  play, 
Forgetful  tlia;  their  locks  are  gray, 
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Through  wine,  the  youth  cotnpletes  his  loves  j 
He  haunts  the  filence  of  the  groves : 
Where,  ftretch'd  beneath  th'  embowering  fliadc» 
He  fpies  fome  love-infpiring  maid : 
On  beds  of  rofy  fweets  fhe  lies. 
Inviting  lleep  to  clofe  her  eyes: 
Faft  by  her  fide  his  limbs  he  throws, 
Her  hand  he  preffes — breathes  his  vov* 
And  cries,  my  love,  my  foul  comply 
This  inftant,  or,  alas !  I  die. 

In  vain  the  youth  perfuafion  tries ! 
In  vain  ! — her  tongue  at  leaft  denies  r 
Then  fcorning  death  through  dull  defpairj 
He  ftorms  th'  unwilling  willing  fair ; 
Bleffing  the  grapes  that  could  difpenfe 
The  happy,  happy  impudence. 

ODE  LIIT.    THE  ROSE. 

Come,  lyrift,  tune  thy  harp,  and  play 
Refponfive  to  my  vocal  lay  : 
Gently  touch  it,  while  1  fing 
The  rofe,  the  glory  of  the  fpring. 

To  heaven  the  rofe  in  fragrance  flIeSj 
The  fweeteft  incenfe  of  the  fkies. 
Thee,  joy  of  earth,  when  vernal  hours 
Pour  forth  a  blooming  wafte  of  flowerS, 
The  gaily-fmiling  graces  wear 
A  trophy  in  their  flowing  hair. 
Thee  Venus  queen  of  beauty  loves, 
And,  crown'd  with  thee,  more  graceful  movs^' 

In  fabled  fong,  and  tuneful  lays, 
Their  favourite  rofe  the  mufes  praife  ; 
To  pluck  the  rofe,  the  virgin-train 
With  blood  their  pretty  fingers  ftain. 
Nor  dread  the  pointed  terrors  round, 
That  threaten,  and  inflid  a  wound  : 
See  I  how  they  wave  the  charming  toyj 
Now  kifs,  now  fnufF  the  fragrant  joy! 

The  rofe  the  poets  ftrive  to  praife. 
And  for  it  would  exchange  their  bajs;      % 
O  !  ever  to  the  fpxightly  feaft 
Admitted,  welcome,  pleafing  gueft  ! 
But  chiefly  when  the  goblet  flows. 
And  rofy  wreaths  adorn  our  brows  ! 

Lovely  fmiling  rofe,  how  fweet 
The  objedl  where  thy  beauties  meet ! 
Aurora  with  a  blufliing  ray. 
And  rofy  fingers,  fpreads  the  day  : 
The  graces  more  enchanting  fliow 
When  rofy  bluflies  paint  their  fnow  ; 
And  every  pleas'd  beholder  feeks 
The  rofe  in  Cythersa's  cheeks. 

When  pain  afilidis,  or  ficknefs  grieveSi  • 

Its  juice  the  drooping  heart  relieves; 
And,  after  death,  its  odours  flied 
A  pleafing  fragrance  o'er  the  dead ; 
And  when  its  withering  charms  deca^} 
And  finking,  fading,  die  away. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  rage  of  time. 
It  keeps  the  fragrance  of  its  prirbe. 

Come,  lyrift,  join  to  fing  the  birth 
Of  this  fweet  oft'spring  of  the  earth  ! 

When  Venus  from  the  ocean's  bed 
Rai$'4  9'ex  the  w»y«s  iisx  lovely  heacl; 
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When  warlike  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove, 

Tremendous  to  the  powers  above ; 

To  orrace  the  world,  the  teeming  earth 

■Gave  the  fragrant  infant  birth, 

And  '  This,'  ftie  cry'd,  '  I  this  ordain 

•  M7  favourite,  queen  of  flowers  to  reign  1* 

But  firft  th'  alTembled  gods  debate 
The  future  wonder  to  create  : 
Agreed  at  length,  from  heaven  they  threw 
A  drop  of  rich,  ne<5tareous  dew  ; 
A  bramble-ftem  the  drop  receives, 
And  ftrait  the  rofe  adorns  the  leaves- 

The  gods  to  Bacchus  gave  the  flower. 
To  grace  him  in  the  genial  hour. 

©DE  LI  v.— GROWN  YOUNG. 

When  fprightly  youths  my  eyes  furvey, 
1  too  am  young,  and  I  am  gay  ; 
In  dance  my  aiftive  body  fwims. 
And  fudden  pinions  lift  my  limbs. 

Hafte,  crown,  Cybaeba,  crown  my  brows 
With  garlands  of  the  fragrant  rofe  ! 
Hence,  hoary  age '. — I  now  am  flrong, 
And  dance,  a  youth  among  the  young. 

Come  then,  my  friends,  the  goblet  drain  L 
Elcfl  juice! — I  feel  thee  in  each  vein  ! 
See  !  how  with  adlive  bounds  1  fpring  ! 
How  ftrong,  and  yet  how  fweet,  I  ling ! 

How  bleft  am  1 !  who  thus  excell 
In  pleafing  arts  of  trifling  well  1 

ODE  LV— THE  MARK. 

Thx  {lately  deed  exprefTive  bears 
A  mark  imprinted  on  his  hairs : 
The  turban  that  adorns  the  brows 
Of  Afia's  fons,  the  Parthian  fhows  : 
And  marks  betray  the  lover's  heart. 
Deeply  engrav'd  by  Cupid's  dart : 
1  plainly  read  them  in  his  eyes, 
That  look  too  foolifh,  or  too  wife. 

ODE  LVI. 

'AtA»  !  the  powers  of  life  decay ! 
IVIy  hairs  are  fali'n,  or  chang'd  to  grey  I 
The  fmiling  bloom,  and  youthful  grace, 
Is  baniih'd  from  my  faded  face  ! 
Thus  man  beholds,  with  weeping  eyes, 
Himfelf  half- dead  before  he  dies. 

For  this,  and  for  the  grave,  I  fear, 
And  pour  the  never-ceafing  tear ! 
A  dreadful  profpe<5l  ftrikes  my  eye ; 
J  foon  mufl.  ficken,  foon  muft  die. 

For  this  the  mournful  groan  I  (bed ; 
i  dread— alas :  the  hour  I  dread ! 


What  eye  can  ftedfaftly  furvey 
Death  and  its  dark  tremendous  way  3 
For  foon  as  fate  has  clos'd  our  eyes, 
Man  dies — for  ever,  ever  dies  ! 
All  pale,  all  fenfelefs  in  the  urn  ! 
Never,  ah  !  never  to  return. 

ODE  LXIV.— TO  APOLLO. 

Once  more,  not  uninfpir'd,  the  firing 
I  waken,  and  fpontaneous  fing: 
No  Pythic  laurel-wreath  I  claim. 
That  lifts  ambition  into  fame  : 
My  voice  unbidden  tunes  the  lay : 
Some  god  impells,  and  I  obey. 
Liften,  ye  groves! — The  mufe  prepares 
A  facrcd  fong  in  Phrygian  airs  ; 
Such  as  the  fwan  expiring  fings, 
Melodious  by  Cayfter's  fprings. 
While  liftening  winds  in  filence  hear, 
And  to  the  gods  the  mufic  bear. 

Celeftial  mufe  !  attend,  and  bring 
Thy  aid,  while  I  thy  Phoebus  fing  ; 
To  Phosbus  and  the  mufe  belong 
The  laurel,  lyre,  and  Delphic  fong. 

Begin,  begin  the  lofty  flrain  ! 
How  Phoebus  lov'd,  but  lov'd  in  vain  ; 
How  Daphne  fled  his  guilty  flame. 
And  fcorn'd  a  god  that  oiFer'd  fliamc. 
With  glorious  pride  his  vows  fhe  hears; 
And  heaven,  indulgent  to  her  prayers. 
To  laurel  chang'd  the  nymph,  and  gave 
Her  foliage  to  reward  the  brave. 

Ah  1  how,  on  wings  of  love  convey'd, 
He  flew  to  clafp  the  panting  maid  ! 
Now,  now  o'ertakes ! — but  heaven  deceives 
His  hope — he  feizes  only  leaves. 
Why  fires  my  raptur'd  bread  ?  ah  I  why, 
Ah  1  whither  ftrives  my  foul  to  fly  I 
I  feel  the  pleafing  frenzy  ft;rong, 
ImpuUive  to  fome  nobler  fong : 
Let,  let  the  wanton  fancy  play; 
But  guide  it,  left  it  devious  ftray. 

But  oh  !  in  vain,  my  mufe  denies 
Her  aid,  a  flave  to  lovely  eyes. 
Suffice  it  to  rehearfe  the  pains 
Of  bleeding  nymphs,  and  dying  fwains; 
Nor  dare  to  wield  the  (hafts  of  love. 
That  wound  the  gods,  and  conquer  Jove, 

I  yield  !  adieu  the  lofty  flrain ! 
I  am  Anacrcon  once  again  : 
Again  the  melting  fong  I  play, 
Attemper'd  to  the  vocal  lay  : 
Sec  !  fee  1  how  with  attentive  ears 
The  youths  imbibe  the  nedlar'd  airs  I 
And  quaff,  in  lowery  ftiades  reclin'd, 
My  precepts,  to  regale  the  mind, 
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Superior  to  the  pains  below, 


Your  thoughts  in  foaring  meditations  flow, 
In  rapt'rous  trance,  on  Fiigirs  genius  dwell, 
To  us,  poor  mortals,  his  flrong  beauties  tell. 
And,  like  JEneas,  from  your  couch  of  ftate. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  words  difplay  the  Trojan  fate. 

Ep'tjilcto  my  Brother  on  bis  having  a  Fit  of  the  Gout. 
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Christopher  Pitt  was  born  at  Blandford  m  Dorfetfliire,  in  1699.  His  father  was  an  eminent 
phyfician  in  that  place,  and  related  to  the  family  of  Pitt  of  Stratfield-fea  in  Hampfh:re. 

At  the  age  of  fifteen,  he  was  received  a,  a  fcholar  into  Winchefter  College,  where  he  was  diftm- 
guiflicd  by  exerciies  of  uncommon  elegance. 

In  1 719,  he  was  chofen  to  New  College,  Oxford;  and  at  his  removal,  he  prefented  to  the  elec- 
tors two  volumes  of  MS.  poems,  the  prcduAof  his  private  and  voluntary  ftudies;  one  of  which  con- 
fifted  of  mifcellaneous  pieces,  and  the  other  contained  a  complete  verfion  of  Lucan,  which  he  did 
not  then  know  to  have  been  tranflated  by  Rowe. 

The  verfion  was  fuppreffed,  perhaps  from  its  being  the  produAIon  of  early  life,  or  from  a  con- 
fcioufnefsof  its  inferiority  to  the  verfion  of  Rowe,  which  was  executed  in  the  full  vigour  of  hi, 

^Tu"h  an  inftance,  however,  of  early  diligence  deferves  well  to  be  recorded;  and  the  fuppreffion 
ofTuch  a  work,  recommended  by  fuch  uncommon  circumftances.  is  to  be  regretted  ;  for  examples 
of  early  excellence  are  never  fuperfluous,  and  from  this  example,  the  danger  is  not  great  of  many 

imitattons. 

When  he  had  refided  three  years  at  this  College,  he  was  prefented  to  the  redory  of  Pimpern 
near  Blandford,  in  Dorfetfliire,  I7«,  by  his  friend  and  relation  George  Pitt,  Efq.  of  Stratfield-fea 
in  Hampfliire  ;  and  refigning  his  feliowfhip,  continued  at  Oxford  two  years  longer,  till  he  became 
Matter  of  Arts.  While  he  refided  at  the  univerCty,  he  was  affedtlonately  beloved  by  all  who  knew 
him,  and  particularly  diftinguifhed  by  Young,  who,  with  an  engaging  familiarity,  ufed  to  call  him 
his  fon,  and  to  whom  he  addreflcd  an  Epijlle  in  1742. 

He  then  retired  to  Pimpern,  a  place  pleafing  by  its  fituation,  and  therefore  likely  to  excite  the 
imagination  of  a  poet,  where  he  paffed  the  reft  of  his  life. 

At  what  time  he  compofed  his  Mifcellaneous  Poems,  publiflied  1727,  is  not  eafy  to  know:  thofe 
which  have  dates,  appear  to  have  been  very  early  produdions.  and  few  of  them  rife  above  medio- 

Of  the  panegyric  on  Lord  Stanhope,  the  conqueror  of  Minorca,  in  particular,  he  was  afterwards 
afliamed.  "  I  did  write  an  idle  thing,"  fays  he,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Buncombe,  1738,  "  on  Lord 
Stanhope,  the  work  of  a  day  or  two,  which  I  have  forgot,  as  l-hope  every  body  clfe  has  done.  The 
lines,  I  be'lieve.fome  at  leaft,  were  round  and  ftrong  ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  1  own  it  was  a  rafli  in- 
corredl  thincr.  I  knew  indeed  very  little  of  the  fubjeit ;  but  as  he  was  married  to  a  relation  [Lucy, 
daughter  of°Thomas  Pitt.  Efq.  of  Stratford,  Wilts],  I  fell  to  fcribbling,  without  fear  or  wit,  to 

fliow  my  refped."  ,  .  ,   „      , 

Probably  about  this  time  he  publiflied  his  tranflation  of  VUa^s  Art  of  Poetry,  which  Pope  s  com- 
mendation in  his  «  Effay  on  Criticifm,"  and  Triftram's  fplendid  edition,  had  then  made  popular. 
This  poem' is  perhaps  the  mod  perfedl  of  Fidas  compofitions,  and  has  the  praife  of  being  one  of 
the  firft,  if  not  the  very  firft  pieces  of  criticifm  that  appeared  in  Italy  Cnce  the  revival  of  learnmg ; 
for  it  was  finifhed  in  the  year  1520.  .-it. 

In  this  tranflation,  he  difiinguiftied  himfelf  by  a  ftri6l  attention  to  the  fenfe  ol  the  original,  the 
;,tmoft  elegance  of  verfification,  and  the  flcilful  adaptation  of  his  numbers  to  the  images  ex- 
prefl-ed  •  a  beauty  which  Vida  has  with  great  ardour  enforced  and  exemplmed. 

It  was  immediately  on  its  publication  very  eagerly  received  by  the  readers  of  poetry.  «  I  believe 
It  was  you  "  he  writes  Mr,  Buncombe,  "  who  gave  a  public  teftimony  to  the  merit  of  the  tranf- 
lation  of  Fida:^  (if  it  has  any)  in  the  "  Whitehall  Evening  Poll ;-  when  it  made  its  firft  appear- 
ance in  the  world,  which  I  fuppofe  did  not  a  little  contribute  to  its  reputation  and  fale  ;  for  fix  or 
feven  hundred  were  foon  difpofed  of."  ,.,.,..,  1        urn. 

Thefuccefsof  his  Vida  animated  him  to  ahigher  undertaking ;  and,  mhis  thirtieth  year,  he  pubbfli- 
ed  a  verfion  of  the  firft  book  of  the  JEneid;  which,  being  commended  by  his  friends,  he  fome  time 
afterwards  added  three  more,  with  an  advertifement,  in  which  he  reprefents  himfcU  a.  uuufiatins 
^th  great  indifference,  and  with  a  nrogrefs  of  which  hirafelf  was  hardly  confcious. 
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"  I  am  glad,"  he  writes  Mr.  Duncombe,  I  736,  "  that  the  verfion  pleafed  Meffra.  Spence,Browne 
[I,  Hawkins],  Duncombe,  Glover,  Bcnfon,  and  feme  more  of  the  beft  judges  in  town.  If  I  may- 
be allowed  to  judge  ia  my  own  cafe,  I  think  this  laft  to  be  the  beft  of  my  poetical  performances ; 
aad  I  believe  that  yoii  will  agree  with  me,  that  the  three  laft  books  have  fewer  gramncaucal  inaccu- 
racies than  the  firft  book.  I  cannot  tell  what  to  fay  to  your  compliment,  '  that  this  verfion  will 
be  admired  as  long  as  the  Englila  Lnguage  lafts  ;'  but  1  am  highly  obliged  to  you  for  your  partiali- 
ty to  me  ever  Once  the  tranllation  of  Fida." 

He  completed  the  entire  tranllation  of  tht  uEneid,  June  2.  1738,  which,  without  any  further 
contention  with  his  raodefly,  or  any  awe  of  the  name  of  Dryden,  he  publillied,  in  two  volumes, 
4to,  1740.  "  I  propofe  a  good  deal  of  pleafure,"  he  writes  Mr.  Duncombe,  "  in  corrcding  this 
large  work,  and  hope  that  in  time  my  friends  will  not  be  afhamcd  of  it,  though  1  know,  that  in 
many  refpeds  Mr.  Dryden's  verfion  muft  have  the  advantage."  In  another  letter,  he  ftyles  DryJen's 
*'  a  olorious  tranflation  "  "  I  believe,"  he  adds,  "  in  all  my  verfion,  there  are  not  above  feven 
or  eio-ht  borrowed  lines,  I  could  not  help  taking  two  together  from  Mr.  Dryden  in  this  para- 
graph, they  are  fo  very  fv/eet : 

"  All,  all  my  life,"  replies  the  youth,  "  Ihall  aim, 
I..ike  this  one  hour,  at  evcrlafting  fame. 
Though  fortune  rnly  this  attempt  can  blefs, 
"Yet  ftill  ray  courage  Ihall  deferve  faccefs ;     ' 
But  one  rtward  I  alk  before  I  go, 
The  greateft  I  can  aili,  or  you  befiow. 
Of  Priains  royal  race  my  mother  cam:. 
And  fare  the  bejl  that  ever  bare  the  name. 
Such  was  her  love,  flie  left  her  native  Troy, 
And  fair  Trinacria,  for  her  darling  boy; 
And  fuch  is  mine,  that  I  muft  keep  unknown 
From  her  the  danger  of  fo  denr  a  fon. 
To  fpare  her  anguifh,  lo  \  I  quit  the  place, 
Without  one  parting  kifs,  one  laft  embrace  ! 
By  night,  and  that  refpedled  hand,  I  fwear. 
Her  tender  tears  are  more  than  I  can  bear. 
For  her,  good  prince,  your  pity  I  implore  ; 
Support  her,  childlefs,  and  relieve  her,  poor. 
Oh  1  let  her  find  in  you,  when  1  am  gone,    • 
A  friend,  a  fpoufe,  a  guardian,  and  a  fon  ! 
With  that  dear  hope  embolden'd  I  (hall  go. 
Brave  every  danger,  and  defy  the  foe." 

He  had  certainly  reafon  to  be  proud  of  thefe  lines,  it  being  fcarce  poffible  to  find  any  fuperior  t© 
t'hcm  in  any  verfion;  Dryden's  of  the  fame  paffage  ("  I'weet"  as  arc  the  two  lines  he  has  taken),  is 
much  inferior  in  elegance  and  harmony. 

The  Englifli  Mneid  is  joined  in  this  colle<5lion  with  his  other  poems,  that  the  readers  of  poetry- 
may  have  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the  two  beft  tranflations  that  perhaps  ever  were  produced, 
by  one  nation,  of  the  fame  author. 

He  did  not  enjoy  the  reputation  which  this  great  -work  defervedly  conferred ;  for  he  died  in  1 748, 
in  the  forty-eight  year  of  his  age ;  and  lies  buried  under  a  ftone  at  Blandford,  on  which  is  this  in- 

fc-ription ;  • 

In  memory  of 

CHR.  PITT,  Clerk,  M.  A. 

Very  eminent 

for  his  talents  in  poetry  ; 

and  yet  more 

for  the  univerfal  candour  of 

}iis  mind,  and  the  primitive! 

fimplicity  of  his  manners.  ■ 

He  lived  innocent,    ■ 

and  died  beloved, 

Apr.  13.  1748- 

-    Aged  48. 

His  Original  Pcrwj,  difperfed  in  the  "  The  Student,"  and  other  publications,  were  collc(2ed  and 
■putliihed  in  the  edition  of  "The  Englilh  Poets,"  1779.  '  '      ~ 
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His  verfion  of  the  Mnad  was  re-printed  in  a  complete  edition  of  "  Virgil's  works  tranflated  into 
Englifli,"  in  4  vols,  8vo,  1753.  The  tranflation  of  the  "  Eclogues"  and  "  Georgics,"  three  effays  "  on 
paftoral,  didadic,  and  epic  poetry,"  and  "  notes  on  the  whole,"  were  contributed  by  Dr.  Warton, 
the  prefent  rcfpedable  mafter  of  Winchefber  fchool ;  with  diflertations  "  on  the  Vlth  book  of  the 
Ene'td"  by  Warburton  ;  "  on  the  fhicld  of  iEneas,"  by  W.  Whitehead  ;  "  on  the  charader  of  lapis," 
by  Dr.  Atterbury  ;  and  fome  new  obfervations  by  Holdfworth,  Spence,  and  others. 

The  amiable  charadler  of  Pitt,  tranfcribed  from  the  ftone  that  marks  the  place  of  his  duft,  owes 
nothing  to  flattery.  He  was  reverenced  for  his  virtue,  and  beloved  for  the  foftnefs  of  his  temper, 
and  the  eafinefs  of  his  manners.  Before  flrangevs,  he  had  fomething  of  the  fcholar's  timidity  and  dif- 
truft ;  but  when  he  became  familiar,  he  was  in  a  very  high  degree  cheerful  and  entertaining.  His 
general  benevolence  procured  him  general  rcfpeft ;  and  he  pafTed  a  life  placid  and  honourable ;  nei- 
ther too  great  for  the  kindnefs  of  the  low,  nor  too  low  for  the  notice  of  the  great. 

As  a  poet,  his  compofitions  are  charaflerifed  by  fplendour  and  elegance  of  didion,  and  the  ex- 
qulfite  polifli  and  harmony  of  the  verfification.  Moft  of  his  original  pieces  are  pleafing  and  poeti- 
cal ;  but  his  Villa  and  the  Englilh  JEne'ui,  are  the  chief  foundation  of  his  fame.  His  verfion  of  Vida 
is  executed  with  fo  much  exadlneis  and  general  elegance,  that  there  is  little  fear  of  its  being  fup- 
planted  by  the  verfion  of  Mr.  Hampfon,  puhliflied  in  1793. 

The  excellence  of  his  verfion  of  the  JEneid,  his  greateft  work,  is  generally  allowed ;  but  the  critics 
have  been  divided  concerning  the  jufl  proportion  of  merit  which  ought  to  be  afcribed  to  it,  compa- 
ratively with  that  of  Dryden.  Some  have  aflcrted,  that  Pitt  has  done  moft  juftice  to  Virgil ;  that  he 
fhines  in  Pitt  with  a  luflre  which  Dryden  wanted  not  power,  but  leifure  to  beftow.  Pitt,  no  doubt, 
had  many  advantages  above  Dryden  in  this  arduous  undertaking.  As  he  was  later  in  the  attempt, 
he  had  confequently  the  verfion  of  Dryden  to  improve  upon.  He  favr  the  errors  of  that  great  poet, 
and  avoided  them  ;  he  difcovered  his  beauties,  and  improved  upon  them  :  and  as  he  was  not  com- 
pelled by  neceflity,  he  had  leifure  to  revife,  correft,  and  finifh  his  excellent  work.  Yet  it  may  be 
juftly  doubted  whether,  upon  the  whole,  the  verfion  of  Dryden  is  not  the  moft  vigorous  and  poeti- 
cal performance. 

A  coniparifon  of  the  following  paflages  may  enable  the  reader  to  determine  for  himfelf,  towhofe 
tranflation  he  v/ould  give  the  preference.  The  firft  is  taken  from  Virgil's  defcription  of  Elyfiura, 
which  "  is  fo  charming,"  fays  Dr.  Trapp,  "  that  it  is  almoft  Elyfium  to  read  it." 

His  demum  exadis  perfedo  munera  divas, 

Devenere  locos  L-etos,  et  amxna  vireta 

Portunatorum  nemorum  fedcfque  beatas 

I.argior  hie  campos  a;ther  et  lumine  veftit 

Purpureo  :  folenique  fuum,  fua  fidera  norunt 

Pars  in  gramineis  excercent  membra  palreflris 

Contenduntludo,  ct  fulva  lucSantur  arena; 

Pars  pedibus  plaudunc  choreas  et  carmina  dccunt 

Nee  non  Threicus  ionga  cum  vefte  facerdos 

Obloquitur  numeris  feptem  difcrimina  vocum, 

Jamque  eadem  digitis,  jam  pefline  pulfat  eburno. ELvit.va,  Lib.  VI,  637* 

Thefe  holy  rites  performed,  they  took  their  way 

Where  long  extended  plains  of  pleafure  lay. 

The  verdant  fields  with  thofe  of  heaven  may  vie, 

With  ether  vefted,  and  a  purple  ftcy ; 

The  blifsful  feats  of  happy  fouls  below. 

Stars  of  their  own,  and  their  own  funs  they  know. 

Their  airy  limbs  in  fports  they  cxercife. 

And  on  the  green  contend  the  wrclller's  prize. 

£ome  in  heroic  verfe  divinely  fing, 

Others  in  artful  meafures  lead  the  ring. 

'Ihe  Thracian  bard,  furrounded  by  the  reft. 

There  ftands  confpicuous  in  his  flowing  veft. 

His  flying  fingers,  and  harmonious  quill, 

Strike  feven  diltinguifli'd  notes,  and  feven  at  once  they  fill.— — Drvdew, 

Thefc  rites  complete,  they  reach  the  flowery  plains, 

The  verdant  groves,  where  cndlels  pleafure  reigns. 

Jicre  glowing  ether  Ihoots  a  purple  ray,  "■  ^ 

And  o'er  the  region  pours  a  double  dar. 


THE   LIFE   OF  PITT. 

From  Iky  to  fky  th'  unwearied  fplendour  runs, 

And  nobler  planets  roll  round  brighter  funs. 

Some  wreftle  on  the  fands,  and  fome  in  play, 

And  games  heroic,  pals  the  hours  away. 

Thofe  rail'e  the  fong  divine,  and  thefe  advance^ 

In  meafur'd  fteps,  to  form  the  folemn  dance. 

There  Orpheus,  graceful  in  his  long  attire. 

In  feven  diviilons  itrikes  the  founding  lyre. 

Acrofs  the  chords  the  quivering  quill  he  flings, 

Or  with  his  flying  fingers  {weeps  the  firings. Pitt, 

In  the  celebrated  defcription  of  the  fwiftnefs  of  Camilla,  in  the  Vllth  .ffineld,  the  fuperlorlty  ^ 
ef  Dryden  is  more  confpicuous  than  in  the  foregoing  paflage. 

Ilia  vcl  inCadse  fegetis  per  fumnia  volarct 
Gramina,  nee  teneras  curfu  Isefiffit  ariftas, 
Vel  mare  per  medium  fliidtu  fufpeiifa  tumenti 
Ferret  iter  ;  celeres  nee  tingeret  xquore  plantas. 

— — the  fierce  virago  fought — 

Otitllrip'd  the  winds  ia  fpeed  upon  the  plain  ; 

Flew  o'er  the  fields,  nor  hurt  the  bearded  grain. 

She  fvvept  the  feas;  and  as  flie  Ikimm'd  along, 

Hit  flying  feet,  unbach'd,  on  billows  hung. Drtden. 

She  led  the  rapid  race,  and  left  behind 
I   '■  The  flagging  floods,  and  pinions  of  the  wind  ; 

!  Lightly  flic  flies  along  the  level  plain, 

l^iLT  hurts  the  tender  grafs,  nor  bends  the  golden  grain  ; 

Or  o'er  the  the  fvvelling  furge  fufpcnded  fweeps, 

And  fmoothly  fkims,  unbath'd,  along  the  deeps. Pitt. 

It  is  evident  from  thefe  paflages,  that  Pitt's  verfification,  though  more  exquifitely  poliflied, 
abounds  more  in  fuperfluous  epithets  and  unclTential  images  than  that  of  Dryden,  and  is  befides  lefs 
diftinguifhed  by  variety  of  paufc  and  cadence.  Alliteration  is  an  inferior  beauty,  which  is  nnore  re- 
inatkable  in  Pitt  than  Dryden.  Benfon,  who  in  a  pamphlet  of  his  writing,  has  treated  Dryden's 
verfion  with  great  contempt,  was  yet  fond  of  the  alliteration  of  Pitt,  to  a  degree  of  enthufiafm. 
He  once  took  occafion,  in  converfation  with  Pitt,  to  magnify  that  beauty,  and  to  compliment  him 
upon  it.  Pitt  thought  it  far  lefs  confiderablc  than  Benfon  did ;  but  fays  he,  "  Since  you  are  fo  fond 
pf  aliitefation,  this  couplet  upon  Cardinal  Wolfey  will  not  difpleafe  you : 

Eegot  by  butchers,  but  by  bifhops  bred. 

How  high  his  honour  holds  his  haughty  head." 

Benfon  was  no  doubt  charmed  to  hear  his  favourite  grace  in  poetry  fo  beautifully  exemplified, 
which  it  certainly  is,  without  any  affedtation  or  flifFnefs. 

Spence,  in  his  "  Polymetis,"  has  convidied  Dryden,  in  feveral  inftances,  of  ignorance  or  negli-  ] 
gence  in  tranflating  the  ancient  allegories.   "  Upon  this,"  fays  Dr.  Warton,  "  I  was  defirous  to  ex- 
amine Mr.  Pitt's  tranflation  of  the  fame  paflages,  and  was  furprifed  to  find  near  fifty  infl.ances 
which  Mr.  Spence  has  given  of  Dryden's  niiftakes  of  that  kind,  when  Mr.  Pitt  had  not  fallen  into 
above  three  or  four." 

To  the  eflimate  which  Dr.  Johnfon  has  given  of  the  comparative  merits  of  the  rival  verCons,  the 
prefent  writer  has  no  great  rcafon  to  objedl,  as  he  is  more  difpofed  to  admire  the  amazing  force  of 
Dryden's  genius,  than  induftrioufly  to  dwell  on  his  imperfedions. 

"  Pitt  engaging  as  a  rival  with  Dryden,  naturally  obferved  his  failures,  and  avoided  them  ;  and 
as  he  wrote  after  Pope's  "  Iliad,"  he  had  an  example  of  an  exadl,  equable,  and  fplendid  verfifi- 
cation. With  thefe  advantages,  feconded  byjgreat  diligence,  he  might  fucccfsfully  labour  particular 
paffages,  and  efcape  many  errors.  If  the  two  verfions  arc  compared,  perhaps  the  refult  would  be, 
that  Dryden  leads  the  reader  forward  by  his  general  vigour  and  fpriglulinefs ;  and  Pitt  often  flops 
him  to  contemplate  the  excellence  of  a  particular  couplet  :  That  Dryden's  faults  are  for- 
gotten in  the  hurry  of  dtlight,  and  that  Pitt's  beauties  are  neglefled  in  the  hngour  of  a  cold  and 
liftlefs  perufal ;  That  Pitt  pleafes  the  critics,  and  Dryden  the  people  :  That  Pitt  is  quoted,  and  Dry- 
den read' 


DEDICATION: 


TO  GEORGE  PITT,  Esq^ 

OF  STRATFIELD  SEA,  IN  HAMPSHIRE. 


Sir; 

Sj  nce  yo«  vouchfafe  to  be  a  patron  to  thefe  flieets, 
as  well  as  to  their  author,  I  will  not  make  an  ill 
life  of  the  liberty  you  give  me,  to  addrefs  you  in 
this  public  manner,  by  running  into  the  common 
topics  of  dedications.  Should  I  venture  to  engage 
IB  fuch  an  extenfive  theme  as  your  characSer,  the 
world  would  judge  the  attempt  to  be  altogether 
vinnecefiary,  becaufe  it  had  long  before  been  tho- 
roughly acquainted  with  your  virtues;  befides  I 
am  fenfible,  that  yeu  as  earneftly  decline  all  praife 
and  panegyric,  as  you  eminently  deferve  them. 


I  hope,  Sir,  on  another  occaCon,  to  prefent  you 
with  the  produdl  of  my  feverer  fludies  :  in  the 
mean  time,  be  pleafed  to  accept  of  this  trifle,  as  one 
fmall  acknowledgment  of  the  many  great  favours 
you  have  bellowed  on, 

(Honoured  Sir) 

Your  obliged  humble  fervant, 

Christopher  Pitt* 


PREFACE. 


Mt  tranflation  of  Vida's  Art  of  Poetry  having 
been  more  favourably  received  than  I  had  reafon 
to  expedl,  has  encouraged  me  to  publifh  this  mif- 
cellany  of  poems  and  feled;  tranflations.  I  fliall 
neither  embarrafs  myfelf  nor  my  reader  with  apo- 
logies concerning  this  colleiSlion ;  for  whether  it  is 
a  good  or  a  bad  one,  all  cxcufes  arc  unneceffary  in 
cne  cafe,  and  offered  in  vain  in  the  other. 

An  author  of  a  mifcellany  has  abetter  chance  of 
pleafing  the  world,  than  he  who  writes  on  a  fingle 
fubjeiSl ;  and  I  have  fometimes  known  a  bad,  or 
(which  Is  ftill  worfe)  an  iodifferent  poet,  meet 
with  tolerable  fuccefs ;  which  has  been  owing  more 
10  the  variety  of  fubjedts,  than  his  happinefs  in 
treating  them. 

I  am  fenfible  the  men  of  wit  and  pleafure  will 
le  difgufted  to  find  fo  great  a  part  of  this  collcflion 
confift  of  facred  poetry  ;  but  I  affure  thefe  gentle- 
3nen,  whatever  they  fhall  be  pleafed  to  objedt,  that 
I  fUall  never  be  ashamed  of  cinploying  my  talents 


(fuch  as  they  are)  in  the  fervlce  of  my  Maker; 
that  it  would  look  indecent  in  one  of  my  prefeffion, 
not  to  fpend  as  much  time  on  the  pfalms  of  Da- 
vid, as  the  hymns  of  Callimachus;  and  farther,  that 
if  thofe  beautiful  pieces  of  divine  poetry  had  been 
written  by  Callimachus,  or  any  heathen  author, 
they  might  have  poffibly  vouchsafed  them  a  read- 
ing even  in  my  tranflation. 

But  I  will  not  trefpafs  further  on  my  reader's 
patience  in  profe,  Cnce  I  ftiall  have  occafion  enough 
for  it,  as  well  as  for  his  good  nature,  in  the  fol- 
lowing verfes;  concerning  which  I  mufl:  acquaint 
him,  chat  fome  of  them  were  written  feveral  years 
fince,  and  that  I  have  precifely  obferved  the  rul^ 
of  our  great  matter  Horace — Nonumque  prematur 
in  annum.  But  I  may  fay  more  julliy  than  Mr, 
Prior  faid  of  himfelf  in  the  like  cafe,  that  I  have 
obferved  the  letter  more  than  the  fpirit  of  the 
precept. 
1727. 
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RECOMMENDATORY  POEMS; 


RECOMMENDATORY  POEMS 


TO  MR.  CHRISTOPHER  PITT. 

ON     HIS    POEMS    AND    TRANSLATIONS'. 

foRoiVE  th'  ambitious  fotidnefs  of  a  friend, 
For  fuch  thy  worth,  'tis  glory  to  commend  ; 
To  thee,  from  judgment,  fuch  applaufe  is  due, 
I  praife  myfelf  while  I  am  praifing  you  ; 
As  he  who  bears  the  lighted  torch,  receives 
Himfelf  alTiftance  from  tke  light  he  gives. 

So  much  you  pleafe,  fo  vafl  is  my  delight, 
Thy,  ev"n  thy  fancy  cannot  reach  its  height. 
In  Tain  1  drive  to  make  the  tranfport  known,^ 
No  language  can  defcribe  it  but  thy  own. 
Could'ft  thou  thy  genius  pour  into  my  heart. 
Thy  copious  fancy,  thy  engaging  heart, 
Thy  vigorous  thoughts,  thy  manly  flow  of  fenfe, 
Thy  ftrong  and  glowing  paint  of  eloquence  ; 
Then  Ihould'il  thou  well  conceive  that  happinefs, 
Which  I  alone  can  feel,  and  you  exprefs. 

In  fcenes  which  thy  invention  fets  to  view. 
Forgive  me,  friend,  if  I  lofe  fight  of  you  ; 
I  fee  with  how  much  fpirit  Homer  thought, 
With  how  much  judgment  cooler  Virgil  wrote  ; 
In  every  line,  in  every  word  you  fpeak, 
1  read  the  Roman,  and  confefs  the  Greek ; 
Toigctting  thee,  my  foul  with  rapture  fwell'd. 
Cries  out,  "  How  much  the  ancient  bards  excell'd!" 
But  when  thy  juft  tranflations  introduce 
To  nearer  converfe  any  Latian  mufe. 
The  feveral  beauties  you  fo  well  exprefs, 
I  lofe  the  Rom.an  in  the  Britifti  drefs ! 
Sweetly  diceiv'd,  the  ancients  I  contemn, 
And  with  miflaken  zeal  to  thee  exclaim, 
(By  fo  much  nature,  fo  much  art  betray'd) 
"  What  vaft  improvements  have  our  moderns 
made !" 

How  vain  and  unfuccefsful  feems  the  toil, 
To  raife  fuch  precious  fruits  in  foreign  foil : 
They  mourn,  tranfplanted  to  another  coaft. 
Their  beauties  languid,  and  their  flavour  loft  I 
But  fuch  thy  art,  the  ripening  colours  glow 
As  pure  as  thofe  their  native  funs  beflow ; 
Not  an  infipid  beauty  only  yield. 
But  breathe  the  odours  of  Aufonia's  field- 


Such  is  the  genuine  flavour,  it  belles 
Their  ftranger  foil,  and  unacquainted  flcies. 

Vida  no  more  the  long  oblivion  fears. 
Which  hid  his  virtues  through  a  length  of  year*; 
Ally'd  to  thee,  he  lives  again  ;  thy  rhymes 
Shall  friendly  hand  him  down  to  lateft  times  ; 
Shall  do  his  injur'd  reputation  right. 
While  in  thy  work  with  fuch  fuccefs  unite 
His  ftrength  of  judgment,  and  his  charms  of  fpeech, 
That  precepts  pleafe,  and  mufic  feems  to  teach. 

Left  unimprov'd  I  feem  to  read  thee  o'er, 
Th'  unhallow'd  rapture  I  indulge  no  more  ; 
By  thee  inftruded,  I  the  tafk  forfake. 
Nor  for  chafte  love  the  luft  of  verfe  miftake  ; 
Thy  works  that  rais'd  this  frenzy  in  my  foul. 
Shall  teach  the  giddy  tumult  to  controul : 
Warm'd  as  I  am  with  every  mufe's  charms, 
Since  the  coy  virgins  fly  my  eager  arms, 
*  I'll  quit  the  work,  throw  by  my  ftrong  defire, 
And  from  thy  praife  relndlantly  retire. 

G.  RiBLETt 

DR.  COBDEN  TO  MR.  PITT. 

On  bii  having  a  Bay-Leaf fent  him  from  Virgtft 
T»mb. 
FoKGivt  me,  Sir,  if  I  approve 

The  judgment  of  your  friend. 
Who  chofe  this  token  of  his  love 

From  Virgil's  tomb  to  fend. 
You,  who  the  Mantuan  poet  drefs 

In  pureftEnglilh  lays. 
Who  all  his  foul  and  flame  exprefs. 

May  juftly  claim  his  bays. 
Thofe  bays,  which  water'd  by  your  hand. 

From  Vida's  fpring  fhall  rife, 
And  with  frefh  verdure  crown'd,  withftand 

The  lightning  of  the  flcies. 
Let  hence  your  emulation  fir'd 

His  matchlefs  ftrains  purfue, 
As  from  Achilles'  tomb  infpir'd. 

The  youth  a  rival  grew. 


*  See  Mr,  Pittas  tranjlation  of  Tidal 
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An  epistle  to  dr.  edward  young, 

AT  EASTBURT  IN  DORSETSHIRE, 

On  the  Rt-viexu  at  Sarum,  172a. 

>Vhile  with  your  Dodington  retir'd  you  fit, 
Charm'd  with  his  flowing  Burgundy  and  wit ; 
By  turns  relieving  with  the  circling  draught. 
Each  paufe  of  chat,  and  interval  of  thought : 
Or  through  the  well-glaz'd  tube,  from  bufmefs 

freed. 
Draw  the  rich  fpirit  of  the  Indian  weed ; 
Or  bid  your  eyes  o'er  Vanbrough's  models  roam, 
And  trace  in  miniature  the  future  dome, 
(While  bufy  fancy  with  imag'd  power 
Builds  up  the  work  of  ages  in  an  hour); 
Or  loft  in  thought,  contemplative  you  rove 
Through  opening  viftas,  and  the  (hady  greve  ; 
Where  a  new  Eden  in  the  wilds  is  found, 
And  all  the  feafons  in  a  fpot  of  ground : 
There,  if  you  exercife  your  tragic  rage, 
To  bring  feme  hero  on  the  Britifli  flage  ; 
Whofe  caufethe  audience  with  applaufe  will  crown. 
And  make  his  triumphs  or  his  tears  their  own  ; 
Throw  by  the  bold  deCgn  ;  and  paint  no  more 
Jmagin'd  chiefs,  and  monarchs  of  an  hour  ; 
From  fabled  worthies,  call  thy  mufe  to  fing 
Of  real  wonders,  and  Britannia's  king.  [train 

Oh  !  hadft  thou  feen  him,  when  the  gathering 
Fill'd  up  proud  Sarum's  wide-extended  plain  ! 
Then,  when  he  ftoop'd  from  awful  majefly. 
Put  on  the  man,  and  laid  the  fovcreign  by; 
When  the  glad  nations  faw  their  king  appear, 
Begirt  with  armies,  aud  the  pride  of  war  ; 
More  pleas'd  his  people'-;  longing  eyes  to  blefs. 
He  look'd,  and  breath'd  benevolence  and  peace  : 
When  in  his  hand  Britannia's  awful  lord 
Held  forth  the  olive,  while  he  grafp'd  the  fword. 
So  Jove,  though  arm'd  to  blaft  the  Titan's  pride, 
With  all  his  burning  thunders  at  his  fide, 
Pram"d,  while  he  terrify'd  the  ditlant  foe. 
His  fcheme  of  bleffings  for  the  world  below. 
This  hadfl  thou  feen,  thy  willing  mufc  would  raife 
Her  ftrongeft  wing,  to  reach  her  fovereign's  praife. 
To  what  bold  heights  cur  daring  Iiopes  may  climb  .' 
The  theme  fo  great !  the  poet  lb  fubiime  ! 
1  faw  him.  Young,  and  to  thele  ravifh'd  eyes 
Ev'n  now  his  godlike  figure  feems  to  rife  : 
Mild,  yet  majeftic,  was  the  monarch's  mien, 
Lovely,  though  great,  and  awful,  though  ferene. 
(More  than  a  coin  or  pidture  ca.n  unfold; 
5"tfo  faint  tile  colours,  antl  too  bafs  the  gold  '.) 
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At  the  bleft  fight,  tranfported  and  amaz'd 
One  univerfal  fhout  the  thoufands  rais'd, 
And  crowds  on  crowds  grew  loyal  as  they  gaz' 
His  foes  (if  any)  own'd  the  monarch's  caufe, 
And  chatig'd  their  groundlcfs  clamour*    to    ap- 

pbufe; 
Ev'n  giddy  fadlion  hail'd  the  glorious  day. 
And  wondering  envy  look'd  her  rage  away. 
As  Ceres  o'er  the  globe  her  chariot  drew. 
And  harvefts  ripen'd  where  the  goddefs  flew- 
So,  where  his  gracious  footfteps  he  inclin'd, 
Peace  flew  before,  and  plenty  march'd  behind. 
Where  wild  afllidion  rages,  he  appears 
To  wipe  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  tears  : 
The  fons  of  mifery  before  him  bow. 
And  for  their  merit  only  plead  their  woe. 
So  well  he  loves  the  public  liberty. 
His  mercy  fets  the  private  captive  free. 
Soon  as  our  royal  angel  came  in  view, 
The  prifons  burft,  the  ftarting  hinges  flew; 
The  dungeon's  open'd,  and  rcflgn'd  their  prey. 
To  joy,  to  life,  to  freedom,  and  the  day  : 
The  chains  drop  off;  the  grateful  captives  rear 
Their  hands  unmanacledin  praife  and  prayer. 
Had  thus  vi(ftorious  Csefar  fought  to  pleafe. 
And  rul'd  the  vanquifh'd  world  with  arts  Ijkff 

thefc ; 
The  generous  Brutus  had  not  fcorn'd  to  bend» 
But  funk  the  rigid  patriot  in  the  friend  ; 
Nor  to  that  bold  excefs  of  virtue  ran. 
To  ftab  the  monarch,  where  he  lov'd  the  man. 
And  Cato  reconcil'd,  had  ne'er  difdaiu  d 
To  live  a  fubjedl  where  a  Bruufwick  reign'd. 
But  I  detain  your  nobler  mufe  too  long  -\ 

From  the  great  theme  that  mocks  niy  humble  (' 

fong,  ^ 

A  theme  iliat  alks  a  Virgi!  or  a  Youno-.  \ 

ON   THE  APPROACHING 

DELIVERY  OF  HER  ROYAL  HIGHNESS, 

IN  THE  YEAR  X7JI. AN  ODE.. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 

Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
Defcend,  ye  fpirits  of  the  fky  ;  \ 

Stand  all  ye  winged  guardians  by ; 
Your  golden  pinions  kindly  fpread, 
And  watch  round  Carolina's  bed  : 
Here  lis  your  refidence  on  earth, 
To  halteii  en  the  glorious  birth ; 
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Her  fainting  fplrits  to  fupplj', 
Catch  all  the  zephyrs  as  they  fly. 
Oh  !  fuccour  i;ature  in  the  flrife, 
And  gently  hold  her  up  in  life  ; 
Nor  let  her  hence  too  foon  remove. 
To  join  your  facred  choirs  above  : 
But  live,  Britannia  to  adorn 
With  kings  and  princes  yet  unborn. 

Ye  angels,  come  witliout  delay ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 
AiTuage  her  pains,  and  Albion's  fears, 
For  Albion's  life  depends  on  her's. 
Oh  then  '   to  fave  her  from  defpair, 
Lean  down,  and  liften  to  her  prayer. 
Crown  all  her  tortures  with  delight, 
And  call  th*  aufpicious  babe  to  light. 
We  hope  from  your  propitious  care, 
All  that  is  brave,  or  all  that's  fair. 
A  youth,  to  match  his  fire  in  arms ; 
Or  nymph,  to  match  her  mother's  charms; 
A  youth,  who  over  kings  (hall  reign, 
Or  r.ymph,  whom  kings  (ball  court  in  vain. 
From  far  the  royal  flaves  (hall  come, 
And  wait  from  him  or  her  their  doom  ; 
To  each  their  di(Ferent  fuits  (ball  move, 
And  pay  their  homage,  or  their  love. 

Ye  angels,  come  without  delay ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 

When  the  foft  powers  of  (leep  fubdue 

Thofe  eyes,  that  (bine  as  bright  as  you ; 

With  fcenes  of  blifs,  tranfporting  themes  ! 

Prompt  and  infpire  her  golden  dreams  : 

Let  vifionary  blefiings  rife. 

And  fwim  before  her  clofing  eyes. 

The  fenfe  of  torture  to  fubdue, 

Set  Britain's happinefs  to  view; 

That  fight  her  ipirits  will  faflain, 

Ar.d  give  her  pleafare  from  her  pain. 
Ye  angels,  come  v/ithout  delay ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 

Come,  and  rejoice  ;  th'  important  honr 

Is  paft,  and  all  our  fears  are  o'er; 

See  !  every  trace  of  anguilh  flies, 

While  in  her  lap  the  infant  lies, 

Her  pain  by  fudden  joy  beguil'd, 

Shebangs  in  rapture  o'er  the  child, 

Her  eyes  o'er  every  feature  run, 

The  father's  beauties  and  her  own. 

There,  pleas'd  her  image  to  furvey. 

She  melts  in  tendernefs  away  ; 

Smiles  o'er  the  babe,  nor  fmiles  in  vain, 

The  babe  returns  th'  aufpicious  fmile  again. 
Ye  angels,  come  without  delay  ; 
Britannia's  genius,  come  away. 

Turn  heaven's  eternal  volume  o'er. 

And  look  for  this  diftinguilh'd  hour  ; 

Confult  the  page  of  Britain's  ftatc, 

Before  you  clufe  the  books  of  fate  : 

Then  tell  us  what  you  there  have  feen. 

What  xra's  from  this  birth  begin. 

What  years  from  this  bleft  hour  muft  run. 

As  bright  and  lafUng  as  the  fun. 

Far  from  the  ken  of  mortal  fight, 

rrhefe  fccrets  are  involv'd  in  night  : 

The  blefiings  which  this  birth  purfue, 

Ate  only  known  to  heaven  and  you. 
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On   the   Jllarrlage  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  anditi 
Princefs  Royal  of  England  *. 

When  NalTau  ey'd  his  native  coafts  no  more, 
And  firft  difcern'd  fair  Albion's  whitening  (bore  * 
In  that  bleft  moment,  while  the  friendly  gales 
Wait  on  his  courfe,  and  ftretch  the  fwelling  fails, 
The  deeps  divide  ;  and,  as  the  waves  unclofe, 
The  genius  of  the  Britilh  ocean  rofe. 
Loofe  to  the  wind  his  fea-green  mantle  flow'd, 
And  in  his  eyes  unufual  pleafure  glow'd. 
Awhile  he  paus'd,  to  mark  on  NalTau's  face 
The  well-known  feature*  of  the  godlike  race ; 
Whofe  fwords  were  facred  to  the  generous  caufe 
Of  truth,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws  : 
Then  fpoke  ;  the  winds  a  ftill  attention  keep, 
And  awful  filence  hulh'd  the  murmuring  deep  : 
"  Proceed,  great  prince,  to  our  lov'd  coaft  re- 
pair. 
Where  Anna  (bines  the  faireft  of  the  fair : 
For  thy  diftingui(h'd  bed  the  fates  ordain  '' 

The  royal  maid,  whom  kings  might  court  in  vainj 
The  royal  maid,  in  whom  the  graces  join'd 
Her  mother's  awful  charms,  and  more  than  female 

mind. 
The  merits  of  thy  race,  the  vaft  arrear 
That  Britain  owes,  (ball  all  be  paid  in  her ; 
Fn  her  be  paid  the  debt  for  laws  reftor'd. 
For  England  fav'd  by  William's  righteous  fword. 
Immortal  William  ! — At  thy  facred  name 
My  heart  beats  quick,  and  owns  its  ancient  flame.' 
Still  muft  I  call  to  mind  the  glorious  day,      [way, 
When  through  thefe  floods  the  hero  plough'd  his 
To  free  Britannia  from  the  tyrant's  chain. 
And  bid  the  proftrate  nations  rife  again. 
Well-p!eas'd  I  faw  his  fluttering  ftreamers  fly. 
And  the  full  fails  that  hid  the  diftant  (ky. 
High  on  the  gilded  ftern,  majeftic  rode 
The  world's  great  patriot,  like  a  guardian  God.. 
This  trident  aw'd  the  tumults  of  the  fea. 
And  bade  the  winds  the  hero's  nod  obey: 
Fond  cf  the  talk,  with  this  ofiicioashand 
I  pufh'd  the  facred  veffel  to  the  land  ; 
The  land  of  liberty,  by  Rome  enflav'd  ; 
He  came,  he  faw,  he  vanquilh'd,  and  he  fav'd. 

O  may  that  hero,  and  thy  Anna's  fire 
To  nobleft  deeds  thy  generous  bofom  fire. 
And  with  their  bright  tranfmifTive  virtues  gracS 
The  great  defcendants  of  thy  princely  race  ! 
Still  may  they  all  their  great  example  draw 
From  her  Auguftus,  and  thy  own  NalTau  ! 
!May  the  fair  line  each  happy  realm  adorn, 
Blefs  future  ftates,  and  nations  yet  unborn  !" 

On  the   Marriage  of  Frederic  Prince  of  Wales,  and 
Princefs  Augujia  of  S axe -Got ha  f . 

When  pious  frauds  and  holy  pride  no  more 
Could  hold  that  empire  which  fo  long  they  bore ; 


*  Originally  printed  in  the  "  Epithalamia  Oxonien^ 
fta,  Oxonii,  1734,"  <"  Hi  name  of  Mr.  Spence ;  but 
nox'j  reclaimed  as  Pitt's  on  the  authority  of  Bifbop 
Loii'lh. 

f  Originally  printed  in  the  "  Gratulatio  Academi* 
"  GxiSnicnfis  in  Nuptias  aufpuatifiima*  illiTftrtffi" 
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?rom  fair  Gefmanla's  ftates  the  truth  began 
To  gleam,  and  (bed  her  heavenly  light  on  man ; 
To  Frederic  t  firft,  the  Saxon  prince, 'twas  given, 
To  nurfe  and  cherilh  this  beft  gift  of  heaven.  _ 
Its  growth,  whilft  young  and  tender,  was  his 

care, 
To  guard  its  bloffoms  from  th'  inclement  air. 
And  dying,  "  May'ft  thou  flourilb  !"  was  ' 
prayer. 
Again,  when  fair  religion  now^  had  foread 
Her  influence  round, and  rais'd  her  captiv'd  head; 
When    Charles   and   Rome   their  impious  forces 

joind 
To  quench  its  light,  and  re-enflavc  mankind  ; 
Another  Frederic  \  firft  appear'd  in  arms, 
To  guard  th'  endanger'd  blefling  from  alarms. 
Ye   heavens:  what   virtues  with  what   courage 

join'd! 
But  join'd  in  vain  ! — See,  vanqulfh'd,  and  confin'd 
In  the  deep  gloom,  the  pious  hero  lies, 
And  lifts  to  heaven  his  ever-ftreaming  eyes. 
There,  fpent  with  forrows,  as  he  funk  to  reft 
(The  public  caufe  ftill  labouring  in  hisbreaft), 
Behold,  in  fl-imber,  to  his  view  difplay'd, 
Rofe  the  firft  Frederic's  venerable  fhade  ! 
His  temples  circled  with  a  heavenly  flame  ; 
The  fame  his  flowing  robe,  his  look  the  fame. 
"  And  art  thou  come?  (the  captive  warrior 
cries) 
What  realms  fo  long  detained  thee  from  our  eyes? 
After  fuch  wars,  fuch  deaths  and  honours  paft, 
Is  our  great  guardian  chief  return'd  at  lalt  ?^ 
Say,  from  your  heaven,  fo  long  defir'd  in  vain, 
Dtfcends  our  hero  to  our  aid  again  ? 
Now  when  proud  Rome,  her  ftandard  wide  un- 

furl'd, 
Pour*  like  a  deluge  o'er  the  trembling  world; 
Fierce,  her  difputed  empire  to  reftore. 
And  fcourge  mankind  for  ten  dark  ages  more  ? 
Like  me,  religion  wears  the  tyrant's  chain; 
Proftrate  like  me,  (be  bleeds  at  every  vein  : 
Oh  !  muft  we  never,  never  rife  again  .?" 

"  Difiiiifsthy  fears,  (the  reverend  (hade  replies  J 
Be  firm,  be  conflant,  and  abfolve  the  Ikies. 
Dark  are  the  ways  of  heaven  :   let  man  attend  : 
Soon  will  the  regular  confufion  end. 
Soon  fhall  thy  eyes  a  brighter  fcene  furvey 
(Lo,  the  fleet  hours  already  wing  their  way  '.) 
When,  to  thy  native  foil  in  peace  reftor'd. 
Once  more  Ciall  Githa  fee  her  lawful  Lord. 
True  to  religion,  each  fucceffive  fon 
Shall  aid  the  caufe  their  generous  fires  begun. 
Even  now  I  look  through  fate.     O  glorious  fight ! 
I  fee  thy  offspring  as  they  rife  to  light. 

«'  morum  Principum  Frederici  Principis  Wallis 
«'  et  Augu^JE  Principiffa  de  Saxo-Gotha.  Oxo- 
"  nii,  1736/  and  nozv  refored  to  Pitt,  on  the  fame 
tinqucponaUe  authority  as  the  preceding  poem. 

f  Frederic,  ElePior  ef  Saxony,  the  chief  ProteBor  of 
Luther  and  the   Protefiant  religion,   died  in    the  year 

'520. 

^  John  Frederic,  nephew  fo  the  former , taken  prifoner 
by  Charles  f^.  and  dfpoiUd  of  bis  ele^Qrate  by  him  in 
»J47. 


What  benefits  to  man  !  what  lights  divine ! 

What  heroes,  and  what  faints  adorn  the  line  I 

And  oh  !  to  crown  the  fcene,  my  joyful  eyes 

Behold  from  far  a  princely  virgin  rile  ! 

This,  this  is  fhe,  the  fmiling  fates  ordain 

To  bring  the  bright  primeval  times  again  ! 

The  fair  Atigufta! — Grac'd  w  ith  blooming  charrnsj 

Referv'd  to  blefs  a  Britifh  prince's  arras. 

Behold,  behold  the  loHg-expeded  day! 

Fly  fwift,  ye  hours,  ye. minutes,  halte  away  5 

To  wed  the  fair,  O  favour'd  of  the  ficies, 

Rife  in  thy  time,  thou  deftin'd  hero,  rife  ! 

For  through  this  fcene  of  opening  fate,  F  fee 

A  greater  Frederic  fliall  arife  in  thee  '. 

Then  let  thy  fears  from  this  bleft  moment  ceaft. 

Henceforth  fliall  pure  religion  reign  in  peace. 

Thy  royal  race  fliall  Albion's  fceptre  fway. 

And  fon  to  fon  th'  imperial  power  convey  : 

All  fliall  fupport,  like  thee,  the  noble  caufe 

Of  ti-uth,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws." 

This  faid,  the  venerable  ftiade  retir'd : 
The  wondering  hero,  at  the  vifion  fir'd, 
With  generous  rapture  glows ;  forgets  his  pains, 
Smiles  at  his  woes,  and  triumphs  in  his  chains. 

THE  KRST  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUS  TO 
JUPITER. 

While  trembling  we  approach  Jove's  awful  flirinej 
With  pure  libations,  and  with  rites  divine ; 
What  theme  more  proper  can  we  choofe  to  fing. 
Then  Jove  hirafelf,  the  great,  etenial  king  ! 
Whofe  word  gives  law  to  thofe  of  heavenly  birth; 
Whole  hani  fubdues  the  rebel  fons  of  earth. 
Since  doubts  and  dark  difputes  thy  titles  move» 
Hear'ft  thou,  Did»an  and  Lycasan  Jove  ? 
For  here  thy  birth  the  tops  of  Ida  claim, 
And  there  Arcadia  triumphs  in  thy  name. 
But  Crete  in  vain  would  boaft  a  grace  fo  high, 
Whofe  faithlefs  fons  through  mere  complexion  lie: 
Immortal  as  thou  art  in  endlefs  bloom. 
To  prove  their  claim,  they  build  the  thunderer^s 

tomb. 
Be  then  Arcadian,  for  the  towering  height 
Of  fteep  Parrhafia  wekom'd  thee  to  light; 
When  pregnant  Rhsa,  wandering  through  the 

wood. 
Sought  out  her  darkeft  fhades,  and  bore  the  God  5 
The  place  thus  hallow'd  by  the  birth  of  Jove, 
More  than  religious  horror  guards  the  grove  ; 
The  gloom  all  teeming  females  ftill  decline, 
From  the  vile  worm,  to  woman,  form  divine. 
Soon  as  the  mother  had  difcharg'd  her  load, 
She  fought  a  fpring  to  bathe  the  recent  god; 
But  fought  in  vain  :  no  living  ftream  fhe  found. 
Though  fince,  the  waters  drench  the  realms  a* 

round. 
Clear  Erymanthus  had  not  learn'dto  glide. 
Nor  mightier  Ladon  drove  his  fwcUing  tide, 
At  thy  great  birth,  where  now  laon  flows, 
Fall  towering  oaks,  and  pathlefs  forefts  rofe. 
The  thirfty  favages  were  heard  to  roar. 
Where  Carlo  foftly  murmurs  to  the  fhore ; 
Where  fpreading  Melas  widely  floats  the  coafty 
The  flying  chariot  raii'd  a  cloud  of  duft. 
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With  drowth  o'er  Cratis  and  Menope  curft. 
The  fainting  fwain,  to  aggravate  his  thirft. 
Heard  from  within  the  bubblinoj  waters  flow, 
In  clofe  reftraint,  and  murmur  from  below. 

Thou  too,  O  earth,  (enjoin'd  the  power  divine) 
Bring  forth  ;  thy  pargs  are  lefs  fiivere  than  mine, 
And  fooner  paft  ;  fhe  fpokc,  and  as  flie  fpoke 
Rear'd  high  her  fcepter'd  arm,  and  pierc'd  the 

rock. 
Wide  to  the  blow  the  parting  mountain  rent, 
The  waters  gufli'd  tumultuous  at  the  vent. 
Impatient  to  be  freed  ;  amid  the  flood 
She  plung'd  the  recent  babe,  and  bath'd  the  god. 
She  wrapp'd  thee,  mighty  king,  in  purple  bands. 
Then  gave  the  facrcd  charge  to  Neda's  hands, 
The  babe  to  nourifh  in  the  chife  retreat, 
And  in  the  fafe  recefs,  of  diftant  Crete. 
In  years  and  wifdom,  of  the  nymphs  who  nurft 
The  infant  thunderer,  Neda  was  the  firfl; 
Next  Styx  and  Phylirc  ;  the  virgin  Ihar'd 
For  her  great  truft  difcharg'd  a  great  reward  : 
For  by  her  honour'd  name  the  flood  fhe  calls. 
Which  rolls  into  the  fea  by  Lcprion's  walls ; 
To  drink  her  ftreams  the  fons  of  Areas  crowd, 
And  draw  for  ever  from  the  ancient  flood. 

Thee,  Jove,  the  careful  nymph  to  CnoiTusbore, 
(To  Cnoffus  feated  on  the  Cretan  fliore) 
With  joyful  arms  the  Corybantes  heav'd, 
And  the  proud  nymphs  the  gloriouscharge  recciv'd. 
Above  the  reft  in  grace  Adraf^e  ftood. 
She  rock'd  the  golden  cradle  of  the  god; 
On  his  ambrofial  lips  the  goat  diftiU'd 
Her  milky  ftore,  and  fed  th'  immortal  child  : 
With  her  the  duteou?  bee  prefents  her  fpoils. 
And  for  the  god  repeats  her  flowery  toils. 
The  fierce  Curetes  too  in  arms  advance. 
And  tread  tumultuoufly  their  myflic  dance  : 
And,  left  thy  cries  fliould  reach  old  Saturn's  ear. 
Beat  on  their  brazen  fhields  the  din  of  war. 

Full  foon,  Almighty  King,  thy  early  prime 
Advanc'd  beyond  the  bounds  of  vulgar  time. 
Ere  the  foft  down  had  cloth'd  thy  youthful  face. 
Swift  was  thy  growth  in  wit  and  every  grace. 
Fraught  was  thy  mind  in  life's  beginning  ftage, 
With  all  the  wifdom  of  cxperienc'd  age  : 
Thy  elder  brothers  hence  their  claims  reiign, 
And  leave  th'  unbounded  heavens  by  merit  thine; 
For  fure  thofe  poets  fable,  who  advance 
The  bold  afiertion,  that  capricious  chance 
By  equal  lots  to  Saturn's  fons  had  given 
The  triple  reign  of  ocean, hell  and  lieaven. 
Above  blind  chance  the  vaft  divifion  lies, 
And  hell  holds  no  proportion  to  the  (kies. 
Things  of  a  kfs,  and  equal  value,  turn 
On  the  blind  lot  of  an  inverted  urn. 
Not  chance,  O  Jove,  attain'd  heaven's  high  abodes. 
But  thy  own  power  advanc'd  thee  o'er  the  gods, 
Thy  power  that  whirls  thy  rapid  chariot  on. 
Thy  power,  the  great  afltfibr  of  thy  throne. 
Difmift  by  thee,  th'  imperial  eagle  flies        [(kies  : 
Charg'd  with  thy  figns  and  thunders  through  the 
To  me  and  mine  glad  omens  may  flie  bring, 
And  to  the  left  extend  her  golden  wing. 

Thou  to  inferior  gods  haft  well  aflign'd 
The  various  ranks  and  orders  of  matikipd : 


Of  thefe  the  wandering  merchants  claim  the  care  $ 
Of  thofe  the  poets,  and  the  fons  of  war  : 
Kings  claim  from  thee  their  titles  and  their  reiga 
O'er  all  degrees,  the  foldier  and  the  fwain. 
Vulcan  prefides  o'er  ail  who  bear  the  mafs, 
Bend  the  tough  fteel,  and  ftiape  the  tortur'd  brafs. 
Diana  thofe  adore  who  fpread  the  toils  ; 
To  Mars  the  warrior  dedicates  his  fpoils. 
The  bard  to  Phcebus  ftrikes  the  living  ftrings, 
Jove's  royal  province  is  the  care  of  kings; 
For  kings  fubmiflive  hear  thy  high  decree. 
And  hold  their  delegated  powers  from  thee. 
Thy  name  the  judge  and  legiflator  awes, 
When  this  enadls,  and  that  dire(!ts  the  laws  : 
Cities  and  realms  thy  great  protection  prove  ; 
Thefe  bend  to  monarchs,  as  they  bend  to  Jove. 

Though  to  thy  fceptre'd  fons  thy  will  extends, 
The  proper  means  proportion'd  to  their  ends; 
All  are  nut  favour'd  in  the  fame  degree, 
For  power  fupreme  belongs  to  Ptolemy  ; 
What  no  inferior  limitary  king 
Could  in  a  length  of  years  to  lipenefs  brinp. 
Sudden  his  word  performs;  his  boundlefs  power 
Completes  the  wi>rk  of  ages  in  an  hour : 
While  others  labour  through  a  wretched  reign. 
Their  fchcmes  are  blafl:ed,and  their  counfels  vain. 

Hail  Saturn's  mighty  ion,  to  vthom  we  owe 
Life,  health,  and  every  blefiing  here  below  ! 
Who  fliall  in  worthy  ftrains  tliy  name  adorn  ? 
What  living  bard  ?  what  poet  yet  unborn  ? 
Hail  and  all  hail  again  ;  in  equal  ftiares 
Give  wealth  and  virtue,  and  indulge  our  prayers. 
Hear  us,  great  king,  unlefs  they  meet  combin'd. 
Each  is  but  half  a  bleffing  to  mankind. 
Then  orant  us  both,  that  blended  they  may  prove 
A  doubled  happinel's,  and  worthy  Jove. 

THE  SECOND  HYMN  OF  CALLIMACHUS 
T  O  APOLLO. 

H.\  !  how  Apollo's  hallnw'd  laurels  wave  ? 
How  fliakes  the  temple  from  its  inmoft  cave  ? 
Fly,  ye  profane  ;  for  lo  1  in  heavenly  flare 
The  power  defcends,  and  thunders  at  the  gate. 
See,  how  the  Delian  palms  with  reverence  nod  ? 
Hark  I   how  the  tuneful  fwans  conftfs  the  god  1 
Leap  from  your  hinges,  burft  your  brazen  bars. 
Ye  facred  doors  ;   the  god,  t'ne  god  appears. 

Ye  youth,  begin  the  fong;  in  choirs  advance ; 
Wake  all    your    lyres,    and   form    the    meafur'd 

dance. 
No  impious  wretch  hi'  holy  eyes  have  view'd. 
None  but  the  juft,  the  innucent,  and  good. 
To  fee  the  power  cor.feft  your  minds  prepare, 
Refin'd  from  guilt,  and  purify'd  by  prayer. 
So  may  you  mount  in  youth  the  nuptial  bed, 
So  grace  with  filver  hairs  your  aged  head  ; 
So  the  proud  walls  with  lofty  turrets  crown, 
And  lay  foundations  for  the  rifmg  town. 

Apollo's  fong  with  awful  fllence  hear; 
Ev'-n  the  wild  feas  the  facrcd  fong  revere  : 
Nor  wretched  Thetis  dares  to  make,  her  moan,' 
For  great  .Apollo  flev/  her  darling  for.. 
When  the  hud  lo-Pffians  ring  around, 
She  chcfks  her  lighs,  and  trembles  at  the  founi 
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Fix'd  in  her  grief  muft  Niobe  appear, 
Nor  through  the  Phrygian  marble  drop  a.  tear  ; 
Still,  though  a  rock,  fhe  dreads  Apollo's  bow, 
And  (lands  her  own  fad  monument  of  woe. 

Sound  the  loud  lo's,  and  the  temple  rend, 
With  the  blefl:  gods  'tis  inipious  to  conrend. 
In  his  audacious  rage  would  brave  (he  ficies 
He,  who  the  power  of  Ptolemy  defies, 
(From  whence  the  mighty  blcffing  was  bellow *d), 
Or  challenge  Plioebus,  and  refill  the  god. 

Be;  ond  the  night  your  hallow'd  ilrains  prolong. 
Till  the  day  rifes  on  the  untinifli'd  fong. 
Nor  lefs  his  various  attributes  require. 
So  (hall  he  honour,  and  rev/ard  the  choir; 
F<!)r  honour  is  his  gift,  and  hij^h  above 
He  {bines,  and  graces  the  right  hand  of  Jove  : 
With  beamy  gold  his  robes  divinely  glow, 
His  harp,  his  quiver,  and  his  Lidtian  bow  ; 
His  feet  how  fair  and  glorious  to  behold  ! 
Shod  in  rich  fandals  of  refulgent  gold  1 
Wealth  dill  attends  him,  and  vaft  gifts  beftow'd. 
Adorn  the  Delphic  temple  of  the  god. 
Eternal  charms  his  youthful  cheeks  dilfufe  ; 
His  treffes  dropping  with  ambrofial  dews. 
Pale  death  before  hini  flies,  with  dire  difcafe. 
And  health  and  life  are  wafted  in  the  breeze. 

To  thee,  great  Phoebus,  various  arts  belong. 
To  wing  the  dirt,  and  guide  the  poet's  foiig  : 
Th'  enlighten'd  prophet  feels  thy  flames  divine, 
And  all  the  dark  events  of  lots  are  thine. 
By  Phosbus  taught,  the  fage  prolongs  our  breath, 
And  in  its  flight  fufpends  the  dart  of  det;ih. 

To  thy  great  name,  O  Nomian  powci-,  we  cry, 
Ere  fince  the  time  when,  {looping  from  the  flcy. 
To  tend  Admetus'  herds  thy  godhead  chofe. 
On  the  fair  banks  where  clear  Amphryfus  flows  : 
Bhft  are  the  herds,  and  blefl  the  flocks,  that  lie 
Beneath  the  influence  of  Apollo's  eye. 
The  meads  re-echoed  to  the  bleating  lambs. 
And  the  kids  kap'd,  and  frilk'd  around  their  dams; 
Her  weight  of  milk  each  ewe  dragg'd  on  with 

pain, 
An-i  dropp'd  a  double  offspring  on  the  plain. 

On  great  Apollo  for  his  aid  we  call, 
To  build  th'  town  and  raife  th'  embattled  wall : 
He,  while  an  infant,  fram'd  the  wondrous  plan, 
Jp.  fair  Ortygia,  for  the  (ife  of  maa. 
When  youjig  Diana  urg'd  her  fylvan  tcils. 
From  Cynthus'  t<  ps  flie  brought  her  favage  fpoils ; 
Th-e  heads  of  mountain-goats,  and  antlers  lay 
Spread  wide  around,  the  tropliies  of  the  day  : 
Ol  thefe  a  llrudure  he  compos'd  with  art, 
In  order  rang'd,  and  juft  in  every  part; 
And  by  that  model  taught  us  to  difpofe 
'I'he  rifing  city,  and  with  walls  enclofe  ; 
Where  the  foundations  of  the  pile  fiiould  lie, 
Or  towers  and  battlements  fhould  reach  the  flcy. 

Apollo  fent  th'  aufpicious  crow  before. 
When  our  great  founder  touch'd  the  l.ybian  fliore  ; 
Tull  on  the  right  he  flev/  to  call  him  on, 
And  guide  the  people  to  their  deftin'd  town; 
Which  to  a  race  <.f  kings  Apollo  vow'd. 
And  fii'd  for  ever  flaiids  the  promife  of  the  gcd. 

Or  hear'ft  thou,  while  thy  honours  we  provlaim. 
Thy  Eoedromian,  or  thy  Clarian  name? 

YvL.  vm. 


(For  to  the  pO-R'er  arc  variouB  names  aflign'd 
From  cities  rais'd,  and  blcfiings  to  mankind.) 
In  thy  Carnean  title  I  rejoice. 
And  join  my  grateful  country's  public  voice. 
Ere  to  Gyrene's  realms  our  courfe  we  bore, 
Thrice  were  we  led  by  thee  from  fliore  to  fhorC ; 
Till  our  progenitor  the  region  gain'd, 
And  annual  rites  and  annual  feafls  ordain'd. 
When  at  thy  prophet  Carnus*  will,  we  rais'd 
A  glorious  temple  ;  and  the  altars  blaz'd 
With  hegitombs  of  bulls,  whole  reeking  blood. 
Great  king,  they  flied  to  thee  their  guardian  god. 

lo  !   Carnean  Ph.cibiis!  awful  power  ! 
Whom  fair  Cyreae's  fuppliant  fons  adore  ! 
To  deck  thy  hallow  d  temple,  fee  !  we  bring 
The  fhoicelt  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring  t 
The  mofl;  diflinguifli'd  odours  nature  yields. 
When  balmy  zephyr  breathes  along  the  fields; 
Soon  as  the  fad  inverted  year  retreats, 
To  thee  the  crocus  dedicates  his  fweets. 
From  thy  bright  alrars  hallow'd  flames  afpire  ; 
They  fhine  inceflant  irom  the  facrcd  fire. 
What  joy,  what  tranfport,  fwells  Apollo's  breaff, 
When  at  his  great  Carnean  annual  fcafl. 
Clad  in  their  arms  our  Libyan  tribes  advance, 
Mix'd   with   our   fvvarthy   dames,    and  lead  the 

dance. 
Nor  yet  the  Greeks  had  reach'd  Cyrene's  floods; 
But  rov'd  through  wild  Azilis'  gloomy  wosids  ; 
Whom  to  his  nymph  Apollo  deignd  to  fhow, 
High  as  he  flood  on  tall  Myrtufa's  brow  ; 
Where  the  fierce  lion  by  her  hands  v.'as  flain, 
Who  in  his  fatal  rage  laid  wade  the  plain. 
Still  to  Cyrene  are  his  gifts  convey'd, 
In  dear  remembrance  of  the  ravifli'd  maid; 
Nor  were  her  fons  ungrateful,  who  beftow'd 
Their  choiceft  honours  on  their  guardian  god. 

15  1   with  holy  raptures  fmg  around  ; 
We  owe  to  Delphos  the  triumphant  found. 
When  thy  viv'-iorious  hands  vouchfaf'd  to  fliow 
The  wonders  of  thy  ftiafts  and  golden  bow ; 
When  Python  froni  his  den  was  feen  to  rife. 
Dire,  fierce,  tremendous  of  enormous  fize; 
By  thee  with  many  a  fatal  arrov.f  flain, 
The  monfter  funk  extended  on  the  plain  ; 
Shaft  after  fliaft  in  fwift  fucceflion  flew; 
As  fwift  the  people's  fhouts  and  prayers  purfue. 
!o,  .Apollo,  launch  thy  flying  dart; 
Send  It,  oh  \  fend  it  to  the  monft.er's  heart. 
When  thy  fair  mother  bore  thee,  fli«  defign'd 
Her  mighty  Ion,  a  blefllng  to  mankind. 

Envy,  that  other  plague  and  fiend,  drew  near. 
And  gently  whifper'd  in  Apollo's  ear  : 
No  poet  1  regard  but  him  wh(  le  lays 
Are  fwelling,  loud,  and  houndlefs  as  thi  feas; 
Apollo  fpurn'd  the  fury,  and  reply'd. 
The  vaft  Euphrates  rolls  a  mighty  tide ; 
With  rumbling  torrents  the  rough  river  roars; 
But  black  with  mud,  difcolour'd  from  hi»  fhores. 
Prone  down  Affyria's  lands  his  courfe  he  keeps. 
And  with  polluted  waters  ftainsthe  deeps. 
But  the  Meliflan  nymphs  to  Ceres  bring 
The  purcft  produdt  of  the  limpid  fpring  ; 
Small  is  the  facred  ftream,  but  never  ftain'd 
With  mud,  01  foul  ablutions  from  the  lariji. 
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Hall,  glorious  king!  beneath  thymatchlefs  power 
May  malice  fink,  and  envy  be  no  more  ! 

TO  SIR  JAMES  THORNHILL, 

On  bis  Exctllent  Painting,  the  Rate  of  Helen,   at  the 
Seat  of  General  Erie  in  Dorfttfhire. 

Written  in  the  Year  1718. 

Could  I  with  thee,  O  Thornhill,  bear  a  part, 
And  join  the  poet's  with  the  painter's  art, 
(Though  both  flisre  mutually  each  common  name, 
Their  thoughts,  their  genius  and  defign  the  fame!) 
The  mufe,  with  features  neither  weak  nor  faint, 
Should  draw  her  filer-art  in  fpeaking  paint. 
But  while  admiring  thine  and  nature's  flrife, 
I  fee  each  touch  juft  ftarting  into  life, 
From  fide  to  fide  with  various  raptures  toft, 
Amid  the  viConary  f .enes  I'm  loft. 

A'lethinks  as  thrown  upon  fome  fairy  land, 
Amaz'd  we  know  not  how,  nor  where  wg  ftand; 
While  tripping  phantoms  to  the  fight  advance, 
Anci  gay  ideas  lead  the  mazy  dance  : 
While  wondering  we  behold  in  every  part 
The  beauteous  fcenes  of  thy  creating  art. 

By  fuch  degrees  thy  colours  rife  and  fall, 
And  breathinw  flufti  the  animated  wall ; 
That  the  bright  objedls  which  our  eyes  furvey, 
Ravifli  the  mind,  and  Ileal  the  foul  away; 
Our  footfteps  by  fome  fecret  power  are  croft, 
And  in  the  painter  all  the  bard  is  loft. 

Thus  in  a  magic  ring  we  ftand  confin'd 
While  fubtle  fpells  the  fatal  circle  bind  ; 
In  vain  we  ftrive  and  labour  to  depart, 
Pix'd  by  'he  charms  of  that  myfterioits  art ; 
In  vain  the  paths  and  avenues  we  trace. 
While  fpirits  guard  and  fortify  the  place. 
•^     How  could  my  ftretch'd  imagination  fwell. 
And  on  each  regular  proportion  dwell ! 
While  thy  fwift  art  unravels  natur  .'s  maze. 
And  imitates  her  works,  and  treads  her  ways. 
Nature  with  wonder  fees  berfelf  out-done. 
And  claims  the  fair  creation  for  her  own  ; 
Thy  figures  in  fuch  lively  ftrckes  excel, 
They  give  thofe  pafiions  which  they  feem  to  feel. 
Each  various  feature  fome  ftrong  Impulfe  bears. 
Wraps  us  in  joy,  or  melts  us  all  to  tears. 
Each  piece  with  fuch  tranfcendent  art  is  wrought. 
That  we  could  almoft  fay  thy  pidtures  thought ; 
When  we  beholo  thee  conquer  in  the  ftrifc. 
And  ftrikc  the  kindling  figures  into  life. 
Which  does  from  thy  creating  pencil  pafs, 
Warm  the  dull  matter,  and  inlpire  the  niafs ; 

As  fam'd  Prometheus'  wand  convey'd  the  ray 
Of  heavenly  fire  to  animate  his  clay. 

How  the  juft  ftrokes  in  harmony  unite  ! 

How  ftiades  and  darknefs  recommend  the  light  1 

No  lineaments  unequally  furprife  ; 

The  beauties  regularly  fall  and  rife. 

Loft  in  each  other  we  in  vain  purfue 

*rhe  fleeting  lines  that  cheat  our  wearied  view. 

Kor  know  we  how  their  fubtle  courfcs  run, 

Nor  where  this  ended,  nor  where  that  begun. 

Nor  vrhere  the  ftiades  their  utmoft  bounds  difplay, 

K)t  the  light  fades  infcnfiLly  away  j 


But  all  harmonjoudy  confus'd  we  fe^. 
While  all  the  fweet  varieties  agree. 

Thus  when  the  organ's  folemn  airs  afpire, 
The  blended  mufic  wings  our  thoughts  with  firff; 
Here  warbling  notes  in  whifpering  breezes  figh,- 
^ut  in  their  birth  the  tender  accent.'  die  ; 
While  thence  the  bolder  notes  exulting  come, 
Swell  as  they  fly,  and  bound  along  the  dome. 
With  tranfport  fir'd,  each  loft  in  each  we  hear,' 
And  all  the  foul  is  cemer'd  in  the  ear. 

i6ee  firft  the  fenate  of  the  gods  above, 
Frequent  and  full  amid  the  courts  of  Jove : 
Behold  the  radiant  confillcry  fhine. 
With  features,  air?,  and  lineaments  divine. 
Hermes  difpatch'd  from  the  brig'nt  council  flies, 
And  cleaves  wnth  all  his  wings  the  liquid  ikies. 
In  many  a  whir!  and  rapid  circle  driven 
So  fwift,  he  feems  at  once  in  earth  and  heaven. 
Oh  !   v.'ith  what  energy  !  what  noble  force 
Of  ftrongeft  colours  you  d«fcribe  his  courfif  ? 
Till  the  fwift  god  the  Phrygian  fhepherd  found 
Compos'd  for  fleep,  and  ftretch'd  along  the  ground. 
He  brings  the  blooming  gold,  the  fatal  prize. 
The  bright  reward  of  Cythcrea's  eyes. 
The  confcious  earth  the  awful  Cgnal  takes. 
Without  a  wind  the  quivering  foreft  ftiakes; 
Tail  Ida  bows ;  th'  unwieldy  mountains  nod ; 
And  all  confefs  the  prefence  of  the  god. 

Like  ftiooting  meteors,  gliding  from  above,     "^ 
See  the  proud  confort  of  the  thundering  Jove,     > 
War's  glorious  goddefs,  and  the  queen  of  love  ;  J 
Arm'd  ia  their  naked  charms,  the  Phrygian  boy 
Regards  thofe  charms  with  mingled  fear  and  joy. 
Here  Juno  ftands  with  an  imperial  mien. 
At  once  confeft  a  goddefs  and  a  queen. 
Her  cheeks  a  fcornful  indignation  warms. 
Blots  out  her  fmiles,  as  confcious  of  her  charms. 
But  Venus  ftiines  in  milder  beauties  there, 
And  every  grace  adorns  the  blooming  fair. 
While,  confcious  of  her  charms,  fhe  feems  to  rife, 
Claims,  and  already  grafpsin  hope  the  prize; 
Beauteous,  as  when  immortal  Phidias  ftrove 
From  Parian  rocks  to  carve  the  queen  of  love  : 
Each  grace  obey'd  the  fummons  of  his  art. 
And  a  new  beauty  fprung  from  every  part. 
In  all  the  terrors  of  her  beauty  bright, 
Fair  Pallas  awes  and  charms  the  Trojan's  fight 
And  gives  fucccflTive  reverence  and  delight. 

Nor  thrones,  nor  vi(ftories,  his  foul  can  move; 
Crowns,  arms,  and  triumphs,  what  are  you  to  love  X 
Too  foon  rcflgn'd  to  Venus,  they  behold 
The  glittering  ball  of  vegetable  gold. 
While   Jove's   proud   confort  thrown   from   her 

defires, 
Injlam'd  with  rage  malicioufly  retires; 
Already  kindles  her  immortal  hate. 
Already  labours  with  the  Trojan  fate. 
While  a   new  tranfport  flufli  d    the    blooming"^ 
boy,  f 

Hele.n  he  feems  already  tt)  enjoy,  r 

And  feeds  the  flame  that  muft  confume  his  Troy,  j 

Another  fcene  our  wondering  fight  recalls ; 
The  fair  adultcrsfs  leaves  her  native  walls  :    [joy  ; 
Her   cheeks  are  ftain'd  with  mingled  fhamc  and 
Lull'd  on  the  bofom  of  the  Phrygian  boy. 
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To  the  lou<i  deeps  he  bears  his  charming  fpoufe, 
Freed  from  her  lord,  and  from  her  former  vows. 
On  their  fuft  wings  the  whifpering  zephyrs  play, 
The  breezes  ficira  along  the  dimpled  fea  : 
The  wanton  loves  dircdi  the  gentle  gales, 
Sport  in  the  fhrowds,  and  flutter  in  the  fails. 
While  her  twin-brorhers  *  with  a  gracious  ray 
Point  out  her  courfe  ahirrg  the  watery  way. 

Th'  exalted  ilroke-.  fo  delicately  fhine, 
All  fo  confpire  to  pnfh  the  bold  defign  ; 
That  in  each  fprightly  feature  we  may  find 
The  great  ideas  of  the  maker's  mind, 
As  the  flrong  colours  faithfully  unite, 
Mellow  to  {hade,  and  ripen  into  light. 
Let  others  form  with  care  the  ruddy  mafs, 
And  torture  into  life  the  running  brafs, 
With  potent  art  the  breathing  (latue  mould, 
Shape  and  infpire  the  animated  gold ; 
Let  others  fenfe  to  Parian  marbles  give. 
Bid  the  rocks  leap  to  form,  and  learn  to  lire  ; 
Still  be  it  thine,  O  Thornhill,  to  unite 
The  pleafing  difcord  of  the  fhade  and  light ; 
To  vanquifh  nature  in  the  generous  ftrife, 
And  touch  the  glowing  features  into  life. 

But,  Thornhill,  would  thy  noble  foul  impart 
One  lafling  inftance  of  thy  godlike  art 
To  future  times  ;  and  in  thy  fame  engage 
The  praife  of  this  and  every  dillant  age  ; 
To  flretch  that  art  as  far  as  it  can  go. 
Draw  the  triumphant  chief,  and  vanquifh'd  foC  : 
In  his  own  dome,  amidll  the  fpacious  walls, 
Draw  the  deep  fquadrons  of  the  routed  Gauls; 
Their  ravifli'd  banners,  and  their  arms  refign'd, 
While  the  brave  hero  thunders  from  behind  ; 
Pours  ori  their  front,  or  hangs  upon  their  rear; 
Fights,  leads,  commailds,  and  animates  the  war. 
Let  his  ftrong  courfer  champ  his  golden  chain, 
And  proudly  paw  th'  imaginary  plain. 
To  Aghrim's  bloody  wreatlis  let  CrefTi  yield, 
With  the  fair  laurels  of  Rathilia's  field. 

Next,  on  the  fea  the  daring  hero  fhow, 
To  cheer  his  friends,  and  terrify  thq  foe. 
JLo  !  the  great  chief  to  famifh'd  thoufands  hears. 
The  food  of  armies,  and  fuJDp-^rt  of  wars. 
The  Britons  rufh'd  with  native  viitue  fir'd, 
And  qneird  the  foe,  or  glorioufly  expir'd  ; 
Plunging  through  flames  and  floods,  theii"  valotit 

broke 
O'er  the  rang'd  cdnnon,  and  a  night  of  fmokc, 
Thrr;ugh  the  wedg'd  legions  urg'd  their  noble  toil, 
To  fpend  their  thunder  on  the  towers  of  Lifle  ; 
While  by  his  deeds  their  courage  he  inff  ires. 
And  wakes  in  every  brcaft  the  fleeping  fires. 
Thus  the  whole  feries  of  his  labours  join, 
Stretch'd  from  the  Belgic  ocean  to  the  Boyne. 

Then  glorious  in  retreat  the  chief  may  read 
Th'  immortal  aiftions  of  the  noble  dead; 
And  in  recording  colours,  with  delight, 
Review  his  tonqueft',  and  enjoy  the  fight ; 
See  his  own  deeds  on  each  ennobled  plain; 
While  fancy  ac^shis  triumphs  o'er  again. 

Thus  on  the  Tyrian  walls  JEnezs  read, 
Hdw  ftern  Achilles  rag'd,  and  Heclor  bled ; 
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But  half  unlheath'd  his  fword,  and  grip'd  his") 

ihield,  •  ( 

When  he  amidfl  the  fcene  himfelf  beheld,  [field,  l" 

Thundering  on  Simoi*'  banks,  or  battling  in  the  J 

PART  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK  OF  STA- 
TIUS. 

Now  Jdve's  command  fulfill'd,  the  fon  of  May 
Q^its  the  black  fhades,  and  fljwly  mounts  to  day. 
For  lazy  clouds  in  gloomy  barriers  rife, 
ObftruvS  the  god,  and  intercept  the  Ikies; 
No  Zv'phyrs  here  their  airy  pinions  move. 
To  fpeed  his  progrefs  to  the  realms  above. 
Scarce  tan  he  fteer  his  daik  laborious  flight, 
lioft  and  encumber'd  in  the  damps  of  night  : 
There  roaring  tides  of  fire  hi«  courfe  with/iood,' 
Here  Styx  in  nine  wide  circles  roll'd  hi?  flood. 
Behind  old  f-aius  trod  th'  infernal  ground, 
Trembling  v.'ith  age,  and  tardy  from  his  wound  ; 
(For  ail  his  force  his  furious  fon  apply'd, 
And  plung'd  the  guilty  faukhion  in  his  fide.) 
Propt  and  fupported  by  the  healing  rod. 
The  /hade  purfued  the  footfteps  of  the  god. 
The  groves  that  never  bloom  ;  the  Stygian  coaft.«, 
The  houfe  of  woe  ;  the  manfions  of  the  ghoils. 
Earth  too  admires  to  fee  the  ground  give  way. 
And  gild  hell's  horrors  with  the  gleams  of  day. 

But  not  wifh  life  repining  envy  fled. 
She  flill  reigns  there,  and  lives  among  the  dead. 
One  from  this  crowd  exclaim'd  (whole  lawlefs  will. 
Inur'd  to  ciimes,  and  exercis'd  in  ill, 
Taught  his  prepofterous  joys  from  pains  to  flow, 
And  never  triumph'd,  but  in  fcenes  of  woe) 
Go  to  thy  province  in  the  realms  above, 
Call'd  by  the  furies  or  the  will  of  Jove  : 
Or  drawn  by  magic  force  or  myilic  fpell, 
Rife,  and  purge  off  the  footy  gloom  of  hell. 
Go,  fee  the  fun,  and  v^'hiten  in  his  beams, 
Or  haunt  the  flowery  fields  and  limpid  flreams, 
W^ith  woes  redoubled  to  return  again. 
When  thy  pall  pleafures  {hall  enhance  thy  pain. 

Now  by  the  Stygian  dog  they  bent  their  way  j 
Stretch'd  in  his  den  the  dreadful  mon{ler  lay  ; 
But  lay  not  long,  for,  ftartling  at  the  found. 
Head  above  head  he  riles  from  the  ground. 
From  their  clofe  folds  his  ftarting  ferpents  break, 
And  curl  in  horrid  cirdtes  round  his  neck. 
This  faw  the  god,  and,  ffretching  forth  his  hand, 
Lull'd  the  grim  montler  with  his  potent  wand  ; 
Through  his  vafl  bulk  the  gliding  {lumbers  creep. 
And  feal  down  all  his  glaring  eyes  in  fleep. 
There  lies  a  place  in  Greece  well  known  to  fame, 
Through  all  her  realms,  and   Isenarus  the  name. 
Where  from  the  fea  the  tops  of  Malea  rife. 
Beyond  the  ken  of  mortals,  to  the  {kies: 
Proud  in  his  height  he  calmly  hears  below 
The  diilant  winds  in  hollow  murmurs  blow. 
Hire  fleep  the  (lorms  when  weary'd  and  oppreff. 
And  on  his  head  the  drowfy  planets  reft  : 
There  in  blue  mills  his  rocky  fides  he  fhrouds, 
And  here  the  towering  moun-.ain  props  the  cloudi  \ 
Above  his  awful  brow  no  bird  can  fly. 
And  far  beneath  {he  muttering  thunders  die. 
3Eij 
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when  down  the  fteep  of  heaven  the  day  defcendsj 
The  fun  fo  wide  his  floating  bound  extends. 
That  o'er  the  deeps  the  mountain  hangs  difplay'd, 
And  covers  half  the  ocean  with  his  fhade  : 
Where  the  Tsnarian  fliores  oppofc  the  fea 
The  land  retreats,  and  winds  into  a  hay. 
Here  for  repofe  imperial  Neptune  leads, 
Tir'd  from  th'  ^gian  floods,  his  fmoking  fteeds; 
With  their  broad  hoofs  they  fcoop  the  beach  away, 
Their  f.nny  train  rolls  back,  and  floats  along  ihe 

fca, 
Here  fame  reports  th'  unbody'd  {hades  to  go 
Through  this  wide  paflage  to  the  realms  below. 
From  hence  the  peafants  (as  th'  Arcadians  tell) 
Hear  all  the  cries,  and  groans,  and  din  of  hell. 
Oft,  as  her  fcourge  of  fiiakes  the  fury  plies, 
The  piercing  echoes  mount  the  diftant  fkies ; 
Scar'd  at  the  porter's  triple  roar,  the  fwains 
Have  fled  aflonifli'd,  and  forfook  the  plains. 
From  hence  emergent  in  a  mantling  cloud 
Sprung  to  his  native  flcies  the  winged  god. 
Swift  from  his  face  before  th'  ethereal  ray,         ~\ 
Flew  all  the  black  Tartarian  ftains  away,  > 

And  the  dark  Stygian  gloom  refin'd  to  day.       j 
O'er  towns  and  realms  he  held  his  progrefs  on,  "^ 
Now  wing'd  the  Ikies  where  bright  Artfturus/ 
fhonc,  r 

And  now  the  filent  empire  of  the  moon.  J 

The  power  of  fleep,  who  met  his  radiant  flight, 
And  drove  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night, 
feofe  with  refpeiS,  and  from  th'  empyreal  road 
Turn'd  his  pale  fteeds,  in  reverence  to  the  god. 
The  fiiade  beneath  purfues  his  courfe,  and  fpics 
The  well-known  planets,  and  congenial  fliie.=. 
His  eyes  from  far,  tall  Cyrrha's  heights  explore, 
And  Phocian  fields  polluted  with  his  gore. 
At  length  to  Thebes  he  came,  and  with  a  groan 
Survey'd  the  guilty  palace  once  his  own  ; 
With  awful  Clence  ftalk'd  before  the  gate, 
But  when  he  faw  the  trophies  of  his  fate. 
High  on  a  column  rais'd  againft  the  door, 
Atld  his  rich  chariot  ftill  deform'd  wi:h  gore, 
He  ftarts  with  horror  back ;    ev'n  Jove's  com- 
mand 
Could  fcarce  controul  him,  nor  the  vital  wand. 

'Twas  now  the  folemn  day;  when  Jove,  array'd 
In  all  his  thunders,  grafp'd  the  Theban  maid : 
Then  took  from  blafted  Semele  her  load, 
And  in  himfelf  conceiv'd  the  future  god. 
For  this  the  Thebans  revel'd  in  delight. 
And  gave  to  play  and  luxury  the  night ; 
A  national  debauch  1  confus'd  they  lie 
Stretch'd  o'er  the  fields,  their  canopy  the  flcy. 
The  fprightly  trumpets  found,  the  timbrels  play. 
And  wake  with  facred  harmony  the  day. 
The  matron's  breaft  the  gracious  power  infpires 
With  milder  raptures,  and  with  fofter  fires. 
So  the  Biftonian  race,  a  madding  train, 
3Exult  and  revel  on  the  Thracian  plain  ; 
With  milk  their  bloody  banquets  they  allay, 
Or  from  the  lion  rend  his  panting  prey  : 
On  fome  abandon'd  favage  fiercely  fly. 
Seize,  tear,  devour,  and  think  it  luxury. 
But  if  the  rifing  fumes  of  wine  confpire 
To  -warm  their  jage,  aod  fan  '.he  bri'-Ul  firC} 


Then  fcencs  of  horror  are  their  dear  dcllghf, 
They  whirl  the  goblets,  and  provoke  the  fight  ; 
Then  on  the  flain  the  revel  is  renew'd 
And  all  the  horrid  banquet  floats  in  blood. 

And  now  the  winged  Hermes  from  on  high 
Shot  in  deep  filencc  from  the  dulky  flcy  ; 
Then  hover'd  o'er  the  Theban  tyrant's  head, 
As  ftretch'd  at  eafe  he  preft  his  gorgeous  bed: 
Where  labour'd  tapeftry  from  fide  to  fide, 
Glow'd  with  rich  figures,  and  Affyrian  pride. 
Oh  I   the  precarious  terms  of  human  ftate  ! 
Hc-.v  blind  is  man  !  how  thoughtlefs  of  his  fate  ! 
See  !  through  his  limbs  the  dews  of  flumber  creep, 
Sunk  as  he  lies,  in  luxury  and  fleep. 
The  reverend  ftiade  commilTion'd  from  above, 
Hafl;es  to  fulfil  the  high  behefts  of  Jove  : 
Like  blind  TirtCas  to  the  bed  he  came. 
In  form,  in  habit,  and  in  voice  the  fame. 
Pale,  as  before,  the  phantom  dill  appear'd, 
Down  his  wan  bofom  flow'd  a  length  of  beard  ; 
His  head  an  imitated  fillet  wore, 
His  hand  a  wreath  of  peaceful  olive  bore  : 
With  this  he  touch'd  the  fleeping  monarch's breaftj 
And  in  his  own,  the  voice  of  fate  exprefl. 

Then  can  ft  thou  fleep,  to  thoughtlefs  reft  re- 
fign'd  ? 
And  drive  thy  brother's  image  from  thy  mind  ? 
Yon  gathering  ftorm  demands  thy  timely  care, 
See  I  how  it  rolls  this  way  the  tide  of  war. 
When  o'er  the  feas  the  fvveeping  whirlwinds  fly, 
And  roar  from  every  quarter  of  thefky; 
The  pilot,  in  defpair  the  fhip  to  fave, 
Gives  up  the  helm,  a  fport  to  every  wave : 
Such  is  thy  error,  and  thy  fate  the  fame 
(For  know,  I  fpeak  the  common  voice  of  fame), 
Proud  in  his  new  alliances,  from  far 
Againft  thy  realm  he  meditates  the  war  ; 
Big  with  ambitious  hopes  to  reign  alone, 
And  fwell  unrival'd  on  the  Theban  throne. 
New  figns  and  fatal  prodigies  infpire 
His  mad  ambition,  with  his  boafted  fire; 
And  Argos'  ample  realms  in  dower  beftow'd, 
And  Tydeus  reeking  from  his  brother's  blood, 
League  and  confpire  to  raife  him  to  the  throne. 
And  make  his  tedious  banifhment  thy  own. 
For  this,  with  pity  touch'd,  almighty  Jove, 
The  fire  of  gods,  difpatch'd  me  from  above. 
Be  ftill  a  monarch  ;  let  him  fwell  in  vain 
With  a  gay  profpe<5l  of  a  fancy 'd  reign  : 
Still  let  hira  hope  by  fraud,  or  by  the  fworj. 
To  bumble  Thebes  beneath  a  foreign  lord. 

Thus  the  majeftic  ghoft  ;  but  e'er  he  fled, 
He  pluck'd  the  wreaths  and  fillets  from  his  head. 
For  now  the  fickening  ftars  were  chas'd  away. 
And  hsavcn's  immortal    courfers    breath'd    the 

day. 
Awful  to  fight  confeft  the  grandfire  ftood. 
Bared  his  wide  wound,  and  al 
Then  dalh'd  the  fleeping  monar 

With  a  diftradted  air,  andfudden  fpring. 
Starts  from  his  broken  fleep  the  trembling  king. 
Shakes  off  amaz'd  th'  imaginary  gore, 
While  fancy  paints  the  fcene  he  faw  before  : 
Deep  in  his  foul  his  grandfire's  image  wrought, 
And  all  his  brother  rofc  in  every  thou^U 


jrandfire  ftood.  f 

ill  his  bofom  fliow'd,  > 
narch  with  his  blood,  j 
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So  while  the  tolls  are  fpread,  and  from  behind 
The  hunter's  fhouts  come  thickening  in  the  wind  ; 
The  tiger  ftarts  from  fleep  the  war  to  wage, 
Collecft?  his  powers,  and  roufes  all  his  rage  : 
Sternly  he  grinds  his  fangs,  he  weighs  his  might, 
And  whets  his  dreadful  talents  for  tlie  fight ; 
Then  to  his  young  he  bears  his  foe  away, 
His  foe  at  once  the  chafer  and  the  prey, 
Thus  on  his  brother  he  in  every  thought, 
Waged  future  wars,  and  battles  yet  unfought. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  GENTLE- 

MAN. 

With  joy,  bleft  youth,  wc  faw  thee  reach  the 

goal ; 
Fair  was  thy  frame,  and  beaptiful  thy  foul ; 
The  graces  and  the  mufes  came  combin'd, 
Thefe  to  adorn  the  body,  thofe  the  mind; 
'Twas  there  we  faw  the  foiteft  manners  meet, 
Tj-uth,  fweetncfs,  judgment,  innocence,  and  wit. 
So  form'd,  he  flew  his  race  ;   'twas  quickly  won, 
Twas  but  a  ftep,  and  finilh'd  when  begun. 
Nature  herfelf  furpris'd  would  add  no  more. 
His  life  complete  in  all  its  parts  before  ; 
But  his  few  years  with  pleaCng  wonder  told, 
By  virtues,  not  by  days  ;  and  thought  him  old. 
So  far  beyond  his  age  thofe  virtues  ran. 
That  in  a  boy  (he  found  him  more  than  man. 
For  years  let  wretches  importune  the  flcies. 
Till,  at  the  long  expence  of  anguiih  wife, 
They  live,  to  count  their  days  by^miferies. 
Thofe  win  the  prize,  who  fooncft  run  the  race. 
And  life  burns  brightefl:  in  the  fliorteft  fpace. 
So  to  the  convex  glafs  embody'd  run. 
Drawn  to  a  point  the  glories  of  the  fun  ; 
At  once  the  gathering  beams  intenfely  glow, 
And  through  the  ftreighten'd  circle  fiercely  flow  : 
In  one  flrong  flame  confpire  the  blended  rays, 
Run  to  a  fire,  and  crowd  into  a  blaze. 

CHRIST'S  PACSIGN, 

From  a  Greek  Ode  of  Mr.  Martin  s,  formerly  ef 
Neiv    Celko-e. 


No  more  of  earthly  fubjecfls  fing. 

To  heaven,  my  mufe,  afpire ; 
To  raife  the  fong,  charge  every  firing. 

And  ftrike  the  living  lyre. 
Begin  ;  in  lofty  numbers  fl\ow 
Th'  Eternal  King's  unfathom'd  love. 
Who  reigns  the  fov'reign  God  above. 

And  fuffers  on  the  crofs  below. 
Prodigious  pile  of  wonders  !  rais'd  too  high 
For  the  dim  ken  of  frail  mortality. 

What  numbers  fhall  I  bring  along  ! 
From  whence  fiiall  1  begin  the  fong  ? 
The  mighty  myftery  I'll  fing  infpir'd 
Beyond  the  reach  of  human  wifdom  wrought, 
Beyond  the  compafs  of  an  angel's  thought. 
How  by  the  rage  of  man  his  God  expir'd. 
I'll  make  thetracklefs  depths  of  mercy  known, 
I-^ow  to  redeem  his  foe  God  render'd  up  his  Son ; 


I'll  raife  my  voice  to  tell  mankind 

The  -vigor's  conqueft  o'er  his  doom, 
How  in  the  grave  he  lay  confin'd, 
To  feal  more  furc  the  ravenous  tomb. 
Three  days  th'  infernal  empire  to  fubdue, 
He  pafs'd  triumphant  through  the  coafts  of  woej 
With  his  own  dart  the  tyrant  death  he  flew. 
And  led  hell  captive  through  her  realms  below. 

A  mingled  found  from  Calvary  I  hear. 
And  the  loud  tumults  thicken  on  my  ear, 
The  fhouts  of  murderers  that  infult  the  flain. 
The  voice  of  torment  and  the  flirieks  of  pain, 
I  call  my  eyes  with  horror  up 
To  the  curft  mountain's  guilty  top  ; 
See  there  I  whom  hanging  in  the  midft  I  view  \ 
Ah  !   how  unlike  the  other  two  ! 
I  fee  him  high  above  his  foes. 
And  gently  bending  to  the  wood 
His  head  in  pity  down  to  thofe, 
Whofe  guilt  confpires  to  flied  his  blood. 
His  wide-extended  arms  I  fee, 

Transfix'd  with  nails,  and  faftcn'd  to  the  tree. 

Man  !  fenfelefs  man  !  canft  thou  look  on  ? 
Nor  make  thy  Saviour's  pains  thy  own. 
The  rage  of  all  thy  pain  exert, 
Rend  thy  garments  and  thy  heart : 
Beat  t!iy  breafl.  and  grovel  lo\y. 
Beneath,  the  burden  of  thy  woe  ; 
Bleed  through  thy  bowels,  tear  thy  hairs, 
Breathe  gales  of  fighs,  and  weep  a  flood  of  tears. 

Behold  thy  King  with  purple  cover'd  round. 
Not  in  the  Tyrian  tinAure  dy'd, 
Nor  dipt  in  poifon  of  Sidonian  pride. 
But  in  his  own  rich  blood  that  dreams  from  eve- 
ry wound, 
Doft  thou  not  fee  the  thorny  circle  red  ? 
The  guilty  wreathe  that  blufiies  round  his  head  I 
And  with  what  rage  the  bloody  fcourge  apply'd. 
Curls  round  his  limbs,  and  ploughs  into  his  fide? 

At  fuch  a  fight  let  all  thy  anguifii  rife. 
Break  up,  break  up  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes. 
Here  bid  thy  tears  in  gufhing  torrents  flow, 
Indulge  thy  grief,  and  give  a  loofeto  woe. 
Weep  from  thy  foul,  till  earth  be  drown'd. 
Weep,  till  thy  forrows  drench  the  ground. 
Canft  thou,  ungrateful  man !  his  torment  fee. 
Nor  drop  a  tear  for  him,  who  pours  his  blood  for 
thee  ? 

ON  THE  KING'S  RETURN, 

IN    THE  YEAR  I7JO. 

Return,  aufpiclous  prince,  again, 
Nor  l»t  Britannia  mourn  in  vain  ; 
Too  long,  too  long,  has  flie  deplor'd 
Her  abfent  father  and  her  lord. 

To  bend  her  gracious  monarch's  mind. 
She  fends  her  fighs  in  every  wind  : 
Can  Britain's  prayer  be  thrown  afide  ? 
And  that  the  firft  he  e'er  deny'd  ! 

Yet,  mighty  prince,  vouchfafe  to  trciU:^ 
Return  and  bkfs  oar  longing  ifle ; 


8o6 


THE    WORKS    OF    PITT. 


Though  fonrl  Germania  beg^  thy  flay. 
And  courts  thee  from  our  eyes  away. 

Though  Belgia  would  our  king:  detain, 
We  know  ftie  begs  and  pleads  in  vain  ; 
V/o  know  our  gracious  kine;  prefers 
Britannia's  happinefs  to  her's. 

And  lo  ':   to  fave  us  from  defpair, 
At  length  he  liftens  fo  our  prayer. 
DejeAcii  Albion's  vows  he  hears, 
And  haftes  to  dry  her  falling  tears. 

He  hears  his  anxious  people  pray, 
And   oudly  call  their  kinj;  away. 
Once  more  tntir  k.-.j;:ng  eyes  t )  blefs. 
And  guard  their  freedom  and  their  peace. 

They  know,  while  Brurjfwick  fills  the  throne, 
The  feafons  glide  with  pleafute  on; 
The  Britifh  funs  improve  their  rays, 
Adorn,  and  beautify  the  days. 

But  fee  the  royal  veffel  flies, 
Leffening  to  Belgia's  weeping  eyes: 
She  proi.dly  fails  for  Albion's  fhores. 
Guard  her,  ye  gods,  with  all  your  powers. 

O  fea,  bid  every  wave  fubfide. 
And  teach  allegiance  to  thy  tide; 
Thy  billows  in  fubjeAIon  keep, 
And  own  the  the  monarch  of  deep. 

Old  Thames  can  fcarce  his  joy  fuftain, 
But  runs  down  headlong  to  the  main, 
His  mighty  mafter  to  defcry. 
And  leaves  his  fpaciou^  channel  dry. 

Augufta's  fons  from  either  hand 
Pour  forth,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand; 
Their  eyes  purfue  the  royal  barge. 
Which  now  refjgnsher  facred  charge, 

Th'  unruly  tranfport  (hakes  the  (liore, 
And  drowns  th-  feeble  cannon's  roar  ; 
The  nations  in  the  fight  rejoice, 
And  fend  rheir  fouls  in  every  voice. 

But  now  amidft  the  loud  appluufe. 
With  fiiame  the  confcious  mufe  withdraws. 
Nor  can  her  voice  be  heard  amidft  the  throng, 
The  theme  fo  lofty,  and  lo  low  the  fong. 

ON  THE  MASQUERADES. 

"  Si  Natura  negant,  facit  indignatio  v.erfum." 

Well — we  have  reach'd  the  precipice  at  laft  ; 
The  prefent  age  of  vice  obfcures  the  pall. 
Our  dull  forefathers  were  content  to  f^ay. 
Nor  fmn'd,  till  nature  pointed  out  the  way  : 
Ho  arts  they  p.acflis'd  to  foreftal  delight, 
But  ftopp'd  to  wait  the  calls  of  appetite. 
Their  top.  debauches  were  at  beil  precife, 
An  unimprov'd  fimplicity  of  vice. 

But  this  bleft  age  has  found  a  fairer  road, 
And  left  the  paths  their  anceftors  had  trod. 
Nay,  we  could  wear  (our  tafle  fo  very  nice  is) 
Their  old  caft-fafliions  fooncr  than  their  vices. 


Whoring  till  now  a  comtnon  trade  has  been, 
But  mafquerades  refine  upon  the  fin  : 
An  higher  tafte  to  wickednefs  impart. 
And  fecond  nature  vyith  the  helps  of  art. 
New  ways  and  means  to  pleafures  we  devife, 
Since  pleafure  looks  the  lovelier  in  difguife. 
The  ftealth  and  frolic  give  a  fmarter  guft. 
Add  wit  to  vice,  and  eloquence  to  luft. 

In  vain  the  modifh  evil  to  redrefs, 
At  once  confpirc  the  pulpit  and  the  prefs: 
Our  priells  and  poets  preach  and  write  in  vain  ; 
All  fatyr's  loft  both  facred  and  profane. 
So  many  vari(;us  changes  to  impart. 
Would  tire  an  Ovid  or  a  Proteus'  art ; 
Where  loft  in  one  prumifcuous  whim  we  fee, 
Sex,  age,  condition,  quality,  degree. 
Where  the  facetious  crowd  thcmfclves  lay  down, 
And  take  up  every  perfon  but  their  own. 
Fools,  dukes,  rakes,  cardinals,  fops,  Indian  queens^ 
Belles  in  tie-wigs,  and  lords  in  harlequins  ; 
I'roops  of  right  honourable  porters  come, 
And  garter'dfmall-coal-merchantscroAvd  the  room: 
Valets  adorn'd  with  coronets  appear. 
Lacqueys  of  ftate,  and  footmen  with  a  ftar  : 
Sailors  of  quality  with  judges  mix. 
And  chimney-fweepers  drive  their  coach  and  fis, 
Statefmen  fo  us'd  at  court  the  mafk  to  wear, 
With  lefs  difguife  aflume  the  vizor  here. 
OfKcious  Heydegger  deceives  our  eyes, 
For  his  own  perfon  is  his  heft  difguife  : 
And  half  the  reigning  toafts  of  equal  grace, 
Truft  to  the  natural  vizor  of  the  face. 
Ideots  turn  conjurers  ;  and  courtiers  clowns; 
And  fultans  drop  their  handkerchiefs  to  nuns. 
Starch'd  quakers  glare  in  furbelows  and  filk ; 
Beaux  deal  in  fprats,  and  duchefTes  cry  milk. 

But  guard  thy  fancy,  mufe,  nor  ftain  thy  pen 
With  the  lewd  joys  of  this  fantaftic  fcene; 
Where  fexcs  blend  in  one  confus'd  intrigue. 
Where  the  girls  ravifh,  and  the  men  grow  big  : 
Nor  credit  what  the  idle  world  h:is  faid. 
Of  lawyers  forc'd,  and  judges  brought  to  bed  : 
Or  that  to  belles  their  brothers  bre.athe  their  vows. 
Or  hufbands  through  miftake  gallant  afpoufe. 
Such  dire  difafters,  and  a  numerous  throng 
Of  like  enormities,  require  the  fong  : 
But  the  chafte  mufe,  with  blulhes  cover'd  o'er. 
Retires  confus'd,  and  will  reveal  no  more. 

ON  A  SHADOW. 

AN  ODE. 

How  are  deluded  humankind 

By  empty  fliows  betray'd  .' 
In  all  their  hopes  and  fchemes  they  find 

A  nothing  or  a  ftiade. 

The  profpe(Ss  of  a  truncheon  caft 

A  foldier  on  the  wars  ; 
Difmifs'd  with  fhatter'd  limbs  at  laft, 

Brats,  poverty,  and  fears. 

The  fond  philofopher  for  gain 

Will  leave  unturn'd  no  Tlone  • 
But  though  they  toil  with  endlefs  paln^ 

They  never  find  their  owii. 
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By  the  fame  rock  the  chemifts  drown, 

And  find  no  friendly  hold. 
But  melt  their  ready  fpecie  down, 

In  hopes  of  fancy'd  gold. 

What  is  the  mad  projeiSor's  care  ? 

In  hopes  elate  gnd  I'welling, 
He  builds  his  caftles  in  the  air. 

Yet  wants  an  h.>ufe  to  dwell  in. 

At  court  the  poor  dependants  faij, 

And  damn  their  fruitlefs  toil, 
When  complimented  thence  to  jai}. 

And  ruin'd  with  a  fmilc. 

How  to  philofophers  will  found 

So  ftrange  a  truth  difolay'd  ? 
"  There's  not  3  fubftance  to  be  foqnd, 

"  But  every  where  a  fliade." 

TO  C^LIA^PLAYING  ON  A  LU  r?!. 


While  Cselia's  hands  fly  fwiftly  o'er. 

And  ftrike  this  foft  machine, 
Her  touch  awakes  the  fprings,  and  life 

Of  harmony  within. 

Sweetly  they  fink  into  the  firings, 

The  quivering  firings  rebound, 
Each  ftroke  obfequioufly  obey, 

And  tremble  into  found. 

Ch  I   had  you  bleft  the  years  of  old  ; 

His  lute  had  Ovid  ftrung, 
And  dwelt  on  your's,  the  charming  theme 

Of  his  immortal  fang. 

Yours,  with  Arion's  wondrous  harp, 

The  bard  had  hung  on  high; 
And  on  the  new-born  ftar  beftow'd 

The  honours  of  the  Iky. 

The  radiant  fpheres  had  ceas'd  their  tuneSj 

And  danc'd  in  fijence  on, 
Plcas'dthe  new  harmony  to  hear, 

More  heavenly  than  their  own. 

Of  old  to  raife  one  (hade  from  hell, 

'i'o  Orpheus  was  it  given  • 
But  every  tune  of  your's  calls  down 

An  angel  from  his  heaven. 

TO   THE 

UNKOWN  AUTHOR  OF  THE  BATTLE 
OF  THE  SEXES. 

The  theme  in  other  work's,  for  every  part, 
Supplies  materials  to  the  builder's  art : 
To  build  from  matter,  is  fublimely  great, 
But  gods  and  poets  only  can  create ; 
And  fuch  are  you ;  their  privilege  you  claim. 
To  (how  your  wonders,  but  conceal  your  name. 
Like  fome  eftablifh'd  king,  without  controul. 
You  take  a  general  progrefs  through  the  foul ; 
Survey  each  part,  examine  every  fide, 
Where  (he's  fecure,  and  where  unfortify'd. 
In  faithfjil  lines  her  hiflory  declare. 
And  trace  the  caufes  of  hsr  civil  v/ar ; 


Your  pen  no  partial  prejudices  fway, 

But  truth  decides,  and  virtue  wins  the  day. 

Through  what  gay  fields  and  flowery  fccneswe 
paf'*. 
Where  fancy  fports,  and  fi(fliun  leads  the  chafe  ? 
Where  life,  as  through  her  various  aAs  (he  tendg, 
Like  other  cc.medies,  in  marrL.|e  cids. 

What  niufe  but  yours  fo  juiMy  cculd  difplay 
Th'  ciibattled  pafTions  niarlhall'd  ir  array  i 
Bid  the  ran^'d  appetites  in  order  move, 
Give  iuft  a  figure,  and  a  fhape  tn  love? 
To  airy  nori  ns  folid  forms  difpcife. 
And  make  our  thoughts  the  images  of  fenfe  ? 
Difcover  all  the  rational  machine,  [within  ? 

And  fh'iw  the    movements,  fprings,  and   wheels 

But  Hymen  waves  his  torch,  all  difcords  ceafe; 
All  parley,  drop  their  arms,  and  fue  for  peace. 
Soon  as  the  I'gnal  flames,  they  quit  the  fight. 
For  all  at  fir  ft  but  diifer'd  to  unite. 
From  every  part  the  lines  in  order  move, 
And  fweetly  centre  in  the  point  of  love. 

Let  blockheads  to  the  mufty  fch(.ols  repair, 
And  poach  for  morals  and  the  paffions  there, 
Where  virtue,  like  a  dwarf  in  giant's  arms, 
Cumber'd  with  words,  and  manacled  in  terms, 
Serves  to  amufe  the  philofophic  fool,  ' 

By  method  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Who  fees  thy   lines  {o  vifibly  exprefs 
The  foul  herfelf  in  fuch  a  pleafing  drefs; 
May  from  thy  labours  be  convinc'd  and  taught. 
How  Spcnfer  would  have  fung,  and  Plato  thought, 

THE  TWELFTH  ODE  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK 
OF  HORACE,  TRANSLATED. 

What  man,  what  hero  will  you  raife, 

By  the  (brill  pipe,  or  deeper  lyre  ? 
What  God,  O  Clio,  will  you  praife. 

And  teach  the  echoes  to  admire  ? 

Amidft  the  (hades  of  Helicon, 

Cold  Hsemus'  tops,  or  Pmdus'  head, 

Whence  the  glad  forefts  haften'd  down. 
And  danc'd  as  tuneful  Orpheus  play'd. 

Taught  by  the  mufe,  he  ftop'd  the  fall 
Of  rapid  floods,  and  charm'd  the  wind  ; 

The  liftcning  oaks  obey'd  the  call. 

And  left  their  wondering  hills  behind. 

Whom  Ihould  I  firft  record,  but  Jove, 
Whofe  fway  extendi  o'er  fea  and  land. 

The  king  of  men  and  gods  above, 
Who  holds  the  feafons  in  command  ?■ 

To  rival  Jove,  (hall  none  afpire,  : 

None  (hall  to  equal  glory  rife ; 
But  Pallas  claims  beneath  her  fire. 

The  fecond  honours  of  the  (kies. 

To  thee,  O  Bacchus,  great  In  war. 

To  Dian  will  I  ftrike  the  firing. 
Of  Phoebus  wounding  from  afar. 

In  numlfers  like  his  own  I'll  fing. 

The  mufe  Alctdes  (hall  refound  ; 

The  twins  of  Leda  (hall  fucceed  ; 
This  for  the  ftanding  fight  renown'd^ 

Aiid  that  for  managing  the  deed. 
3  E  iiij 
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Whofe  flar  ftilnes  innqcfntly  ftill ; 

The  clouds  difperfe,  the  tempcfls  ceafe. 
The  waves  obedient  to  their  will, 

Sink  d  iwn,  and  hufh  their  rage  to  peace. 

Next  fliall  1  Numa's  pious  reign. 

Or  thine,  O  RomuUis,  relate  : 
Or  Rome  by  Brutus  free'd  again. 

Or  haughty  Gate's  glorious  fate  ? 

Or  dwell  on  noble  Paulus'  fame  ? 

Too  Ifivifii  of  the  patriot's  blood  ? 
Or  Regulus'  im  ■nortal  name, 

Too  obftinately  juft  and  good  ? 

Thefe  with  Camillus  brave  and  bold. 
And  other  chiefs  of  matchlefs  might, 

B-ome's  virtuous  poverty  of  old, 
Severely  feafon'd  to  rhe  fight. 

Like  tree?,  Marcellus'  glory  grows, 

With  an  inferifible  advance  ; 
The  Julian  ftar,  like  Cynthia,  glows. 

Who  leads  the  planetary  dance. 

The  (ate?,  O  fire  of  human  race, 

Sntruft  great  Ccefar  to  thy  care, 
Give  liirji  to  hold  thy  fecond  place. 

And  reign  thy  fole  vicegerent  here. 

And  whether  India  he  (hall  tame. 
Or  to  his  chains  the  Serts  doom; 

Or  mighty  Parthij  dreads  his  name. 
And  bows  her  haughty  neck  to  Rome, 

While  on  our  groves  thy  bolts  are  hurl'd, 
^nd  thy  loud  car  fliakes  heaven  above. 

He  fhall  Avith  juftice  awe  the  w'orld, 
I'o  none  inferior  but  to  Jove. 

THE  TWENTY-SECOND  ODE  OF  THE 
FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

Thr  man  unfuliy'd  with  a  crime, 

Difdains  the  pangs  of  fear, 
He  fcorns  to  dip  the  poifon'd  fhaft, 

Or  poife  the  glittering  fpear. 

Nor  with  the  loaded  quiver  goes 

To  take  the  dreadful  field  : 
His  folid  virtue  is  his  helm, 

And  innocepce  his  ftiield. 

In  vain  the  fam'd  Hydafpes'  tides, 

Obdrucft  and  bar  the  road. 
He  fmiies  on  danger,  and  enjoys 

The  roarings  of  the  flood. 

All  climes  are  native,  and  forgets 
Th'  extremes  of  heats  and  frofts, 

The  Scythian  Caucafus  grows  warm. 
And  cool  the  Libyan  coafts. 

For  while  I  wander'd  through  the  woods. 
And  rang'd  the  lonely  grove,  ' 

Loft  and  bewildtr'd  in  the  foogs 
And  pleafing  cares  of  love ; 

A  wolf  beheld  me  from  afar, 

Of  mnnftrous  bulk  and  might ; 
But,  na'r;ed  as  1  v.'as,  he  fled  ' 

And  tiembhd  at  the  fight. 


A  bead  fn  huge,  nor  Daunia's  groves 

Nor  Afric  ever  view'd  ; 
Though  nurft  by  her,  the  lion  reigns 

The  monarch  of  the  wood. 

Expofe  me  in  thofe  horrid  climes. 

Where  not  a  gentle  breeze 
Revives  the  vegetable  race, 

Or  cheer?  the  drooping  n-ees. 

Where  on  the  world's  remoteil  verge; 

Th'  unadlive  feafons  lie, 
And  not  one  genial  ray  unbinds 

The  rigour  of  the  flcy. 

On  that  uninhabitable  fliore, 

Expofe  me  all  alone, 
Where  I  may  view  without  a  fiiade, 

The  culminating  fun. 

Beneath  th'  equator,  or  the  pole. 

In  fafety  could  I  rove  ; 
And  in  a  thoufand  different  climes 

Could  live  for  her  I  love. 

A  PROLOGUE  FOR  THE  STROLLERS. 

Genteels,  of  old  pert  prologues  led  the  way. 
To  gtiide,  defend,  aiid  ufher  in  the  play. 
As  powder'd  footmen  run  before  the  coach, 
And  thunder  at  the  door  my  lord's  approach. 
But  though  they  fpeakyour  entertainment  near, 
Mofl  prologues  fpeed  like  other  bills  of  fare  ; 
Seldom  the  languid  ftomach  they  ejccite. 
And  oftener  pall,  tlian  raife  the  appetite. 

As  for  the  play — 'tis  hardly  worth  out  care, 
The  prologue  craves  your  mercy  for  the  player  ; 
Thijt  is,  your  money — for  by  Jove  I  fwear, 
White  gloves  and  lodging  are  confounded  dear. 
Since  here  are  none  hut  friends,  the  truth  to  own^ 
Hafp'd  in  a  coach  our  company  came  down. 
But  I  moft  fhrewdly  fear  we  fliall  depart, 
Ev'n  in  our  old  original,  a  cart. 

With  pride  inverted,  and  fantaftic  pov/er. 
We  ftrut  the  fancy'd  monarchs  of  an  hour  ; 
While  duns  our  emperors  and  heroes  fear. 
And  *  Cleomenes  fia^ivas  in  earneft  here  : 
The  mightieft  kings  and  queens  we  keep  in  pay» 
Support  their  pomp  on  eighteen-pence  a  day. 
Great  Cyrus  for  a  dram  has  pawn'd  his  coa?, 
And  all  our  Caefars  can't  command  a  groat ; 
Our  Scipios,  Hannibals,  and  Pompeys  bieak, 
And  Cleopatra  fhifts  but  once  a  week. 

To  aggravate  the  cafe,  we  have  not  one. 
Of  all  the  new  refinements  of  the  town  : 
No  moving  flatues,  no  lewd  harlequins. 
No  pafleooard  players,  no  heroes  in  machines; 
No  rofin  to  flalli  lightning— 'twould  exhauft  us, 
To  buy  a  devil  and  a  Dodlor  Fauftus. 
No  windmills,  dragons,  millers,  conjurers, 
To  cxercife  your  eyes,  and  fpare  your  ears; 
No  paper  fcas,  no  thundfr  from  the  Ikies, 
No  witches  to  defcend,  no  ftage  to  nle  ; 
Scarce  one  for  us  tlie  a<Sors. — we  can  fet 
Nothing  before  you  but  niere  fenfe  and  wJt. 

*   Tie  Spartan  Hero,  a  fragedj,  iy  Mr,  DrjJcn^ 
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A  hare  downright  old-fafhion'd  Englifli  feaft, 
buch  as  true  Britnns  only  can  digefl ; 
Such  as  your  homely  fathers  us'd  to  love, 
"Who  only  came  to  hear  and  to  improve  : 
Humbly  content  and  plcas'd  with  what  wac  dreft, 
When  Otway,Lee,and  Shakfpeare  rang'd  the  feaft. 

PSALM  VIII.  TRANSLATED. 

O  King  eternal  and  divine  1 

The  world  is  thine  alone  : 
Above  the  ftars  thy  glories  fhine, 

Above  the  heavens  thy  throne. 

How  far  extends  thy  mighty  name  ! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll, 
That  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim, 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  infant's  tongue  fhall  fpeak  thy  power. 

And  vindicate  thy  laws; 
The  tongue  that  never  fpoke  before, 

Shall  labour  in  thy  caufe. 

for  when  I  lift  my  thoughts  and  eyes, 

And  view  the  heavens  around, 
Yon  ftretchiiig  wafte  of  azure  fkies. 

With  ftars  and  planets  crown'd ; 

Who  in  their  dance  attend  the  moon, 

The  emprefs  of  the  nighf , 
And  pour  around  her  filver  throne, 

Their  tributary  light  : 

Lord  !  what  is  mortal  man  ?  that  he 

Thy  kind  regard  lliould  (hare  ? 
What  is  his  fon,  who  claims  from  thee 

And  challenges  thy  care  .' 

Next  to  the  bleft  angelic  kind. 

Thy  hands  created  man. 
And  this  inferior  world  aflign'd, 

To  dignify  his  fpan. 

Him  all  revere,  and  all  obey 

His  delegated  reign, 
The  flocks  that  through  the  valley  flray, 

The  herds  that  graze  the  plain. 

The  furious  tiger  fpeeds  his  flight, 

And  trembles  at  his  power  ; 
In  fear  of  his  fuperior  might. 

The  lions  ceafc  to  roar.  '' 

Whatever  horrid  monfters  tread 

The  paths  beneath  the  fea, 
Their  king  at  awful  diftance  dread. 

And  fuUcnly  obey. 

O  Lord,  how  far  extends  thy  name  ! 

Where'er  the  fun  can  roll. 
That  fun  thy  wonders  fhall  proclaim,' 

Thy  deeds  from  pole  to  pole. 

PSALM  XXIV.   PARAPHRASED. 

I'ar  as  the  world  can  fl.retch  its  bounds, 

The  J^ord  is  king  of  all, 
iih  wondrous  power  extends  around 

The  circuit  of  th^  ball. 
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For  he  within  the  gloomy  deeps 

Its  dark  foundations  cart, 
And  rcar'd  the  pillars  of  the  earth 

Amid  the  watery  wafte. 

Who  (hall  afcend  his  Sion's  hill, 

And  fee  Jehovah  there  ? 
Who  from  his  facred  (hrine  (hall  breathe 

The  facrifice  of  prayer  i 

He  only  whofe  unfully'd  foul 

Fair  virtue's  patlis  has  trod. 
Who  with  clean  hands  and  heart  regards 

His  neighbour  and  bis  God. 

On  him  fliall  his  indulgent  Lord 

DifFufive  bounties  (bed,  j 

From  God  his  Saviour  (hall  defcend 

All  bleflings  on  his  head. 

Of  thofe  who  feek  his  righteous  ways, 

Is  this  the  chofen  race, 
Who  baflc  in  all  his  bounteous  fmllea, 

And  flourilh  in  his  grace. 

Lift  up  your  ftately  heads,  ye  doors,  J 

With  hafty  reverence  rife  ; 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  paffes  of  the  flcies.  j 

Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away. 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 

For  fee  !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road  : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  (hall  bear 

The  triumph  of  your  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  Kino-  ? 

Oh  1   'tis  the  Lord,  whofe  might 
Decides  the  conqueft,  and  fufpends 

I'hc  balance  of  the  fight. 
Lift  up  your  ftately  heads,  yc  deors, 

With  hafty  reverence  rife ; 
Ye  everlafting  doors,  who  guard 

The  paffes  of  the  ikies. 
Swift  from  your  golden  hinges  leap. 

Your  barriers  roll  away, 
Now  throw  your  blazing  portals  wide. 

And  burft  the  gates  of  day. 
For  fee  !  the  King  of  glory  comes 

Along  th'  ethereal  road : 
The  cherubs  through  your  folds  (hall  bear 

The  triumphs  of  their  God. 

Who  is  this  great  and  glorious  King  J  ] 

Oh  !   'tis  the  God,  whofe  care 
Leads  on  his  Ifrael  to  the  field, 

Whofe  power  controuls  the  war. 

PSALM  XXIX. 

Ye  mighty  princes,  your  oblations  brlmr,. 
And  pay  due  honours  to  your  awful  Kino-; 
His  boundlefs  power  to  all  the  world  proclaim. 
Bend  at  his  (hrine,  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
For  hark  !  his  voice  with  unrefifted  fway 
Rules  and  ccatrouls  the  raging  of  the  fea ; 
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Within  due  bounds  the  mighty  ocean  keeps, 
And  in  their  watery  cavern  awes  the  deeps : 
Shook  by  that  voice,  the  nodding  groves  around 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  fly  the  dreadful  foand. 
The  blafted  cedars  low  in  duft  are  laid 
And  Lebanon  is  left  without  a  fliade. 
See  !  when  he  fpeaks,  the  lofty  mountains  crowd, 
And  fly  for  fhelter  from  the  thundering  God  : 
Sirion  and  Lebanon  like  hinds  advance, 
And  in  wild  meafures  lead  th'  unwieldy  dance. 
His  voice,  his  mighty  voice,  divides  the  fire, 
Back  from  the  blafl  the  fhrinking  flames  retire. 
Ev'n  Cades  trembles  when  Jehovah  fpeaks, 
With  a!!  his  favages  the  defert  (hakes. 
At  the  dread  found  the  hinds  with  fear  arc  ftung. 
And  in  the  lonely  forefl  drop  their  young. 
While  in  his  hallow'd  temple  all  proclaim 
His  glorious  honours,  and  adore  his  name. 
High  o'er  the  foaming  furges  of  the  fea 
He  fits,  and  bids  the  liftening  deeps  obey  : 
He  reigns  o'er  all ;  for  ever  lafts  his  power 
Till  nature  finks,  and  time  fliall  be  no  more. 
With  ftrength  the  fons  of  Ifracl  fhall  he  blcfs. 
And  crown  our  tribes  with  happinefs  and  peace. 

PSALM  XLVL  PARAPHRASEP. 

On  God  we  build  our  fure  defence, 

In  God  our  hope  repofe  : 
His  hand  prote6i:s  us  in  the  fight. 

And  guards  us  from  our  woes. 

Then  be  the  earth's  unwieldy  frame 

From  its  foundation  hurl'd, 
We  may,  unmov'd  with  fear,  enjoy 

The  ruins  of  the  world. 

What  though  the  folid  rocks  be  rent. 

In  tempefts  whirl'd  away  ? 
What  though  the  hills  fliould  burft  their  rootSj 

And  roll  into  the  fea  ? 

Thou  fea,  with  dreadful  tumults  fwell, 

And  bid  thy  waters  rife 
In  furious  furges,  till  they  dafti 

The  flood-gates  of  the  Ikies. 

Our  minds  fliall  be  ferene  and  calm. 

Like  Siloah's  peaceful  flood  ; 
Whofe  foft  and  filver  ftreams  refrefli 

The  city  of  our  God. 

Within  the  proud  delighted  waves 
,     Their  wanton  turrets  play; 
The  flreams  lead  down  their  humid  train 
Reluiflant  to  the  fea. 

Amid  the  fcene  the  temple  floats, 

With  its  refleded  towers. 
Gilds  all  the  furface  of  the  flood, 
•  And  dances  to  the  fhores. 

With  wonder  fee  what  mighty  power 

Our  facred  Sion  cheers ; 
Lo  !  there  amidft  her  ftately  walls 

Her  God,  her  God  appears. 

Fix'd  on  her  bafis  fhe  fliall  ftand, 

And,  innocently  proud. 
Smile  on  the  tumults  of  the  world, 

gcneath  the  wings  of  God. 
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Sec  !  how,  their  weaknefs  to  proclaim, 

The  heathen  tribes  engage  ! 
See  1   how  with  fruitlefs  wrath  they  burn, 

And  impotence  of  rage  ! 

But  God  has  fpoke  ;  and,  lo  !  the  world, 

His  terrors  to  difplay. 
With  all  the  melting  globe  of  earth. 

Drops  filcntly  away. 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofts 

Securely  we  refort; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  God, 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 

Hither,  ye  numerous  nations,  crowd, 

In  Olent  rapture  ftand. 
And  fee  o'er  all  the  earth  difplay'd 

The  wonders  of  his  hand. 

He  bids  the  din  of  war  be  flill. 

And  all  its  tumults  ceafe ; 
He  bids  the  guiltlefs  trumpet  found 

The  harmony  of  peace.     > 

He  breaks  the  tough  reluctant  bow, 

He  burfts  the  brazen  fpear. 
And  in  the  crackling  fire  his  hand 

Confumes  the  blazing  car. 

Hear  then  his  formidable  voice, 
"  Be  ftill  and  know  the  Lord; 

"  By  all  the  heathen  I'll  be  fear'd, 
"  By  all  the  earth  ador'd." 

Still  to  the  mighty  Lord  of  hofls 

Securely  we  refort ; 
For  refuge  fly  to  Jacob's  Godj 

Our  fuccour  and  fupport. 

PSALM  XC  PARAPHRASED. 

Thy  hand,  O  Lord,  through  rolling  years 

Has  fav'd  us  from  defpair. 
From  period  down  to  period  flretch'd 

The  profpefts  of  thy  care. 

Before  the  world  was  fijft  conceiv'd. 

Before  the  pregnant  earth 
Call'd  forth  the  mountains  from  her  womV, 

Who  flruggled  tp  their  birth; 

Eternal  God  !  thy  early  days 

Beyond  duration  run. 
Ere  the  firfl  race  of  flarting  time 

Was  meafur'd  by  the  fun. 

We  die;  but  future  nations  hear 

Thy  potent  voice  again ; 
Rife  at  thefnmmons,  and  reftore 

The  perifli'd  race  of  man. 

Before  thy  comprehenfive  fight 

Duration  fleets  away; 
And  rapid  ages  on  the  wing 

Fly  fwifter  than  a  day. 

As  great  Jehovah's  piercing  eyc» 

Eternity  explore. 
The  longcft  £era  is  a  night, 

A  period  is  an  hour. 

We  at  thy  mighty  call,  O  Lord, 
Our  fancy'd  beings  leave. 
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Rous'd  from  the  flatterlHg  dream  of  life. 
To  fleep  within  the  grave. 

Swift  from  their  barrier  to  their  goal 

The  rapid  inonients  pafs, 
And  leave  poor  man,  for  whom  they  run, 

The  emblem  of  the  grafs. 

In  the  firft  morn  of  life  it  grows, 

And  lifts  its  verdant  head. 
At  noon  decays,  at  evening  dies. 

And  withers  in  the  mead. 

We  in  the  glories  of  thy  face 

Our  fecret  fins  furvey, 
And  fee  how  gloomy  thofe  appear, 

How  pure  and  radiant  they. 

To  death,  as  our  appointed  goal^ 

Thy  auger  drives  us  on, 
To  that  full  period  fix'd  at  length 

This  talc  of  life  is  done. 

With  winged  fpeed  to  ftated  bounds 

And  limits  we  muft  fly, 
While  fevcnty  rolling  funs  complete 

Their  circles  in  the  (ley. 

Or  if  ten  more  around  us  roll, 

'Tis  labour,  woe,  and  ftrife. 
Till  we  at  length  are  quite  drawn  down 

To  the  laft  dregs  of  life. 

But  who,  O  Lord,  regards  thy  wrath, 

Though  dreadful  and  fevere  .' 
That  wrath,  whatever  fear  he  feels, 

Is  equal  to  his  fear. 

So  teach  us.  Lord,  to  count  our  days, 

And  eye  their  conftant  race, 
To  meafure  what  we  want  in  time 

By  wifdom  and  by  grace. 

With  us  repent,  and  on  our  hearts       - 

Thy  choicefl  graces  fhed, 
And  fhower  from  thy  celeitial  throne 

Thy  bkflings  on  our  head. 

Oh  1  may  thy  mercy  crown  us  here. 

And  come  without  delay  ; 
Then  our  whole  courfe  of  life  will  feem 

One  glad  triumphant  day. 

Now  the  bleft  years  of  joy  rcftore 

For  thofe  of  grief  and  ftrife, 
And  with  one  pleafant  drop  allay 

This  bitter  draujjht  of  life. 

Thy  wonders  to  the  world  difplay, 

Thy  fervants  to  adorn. 
That  may  delight  their  future  fons, 

And  children  yet  unborn. 

I'hy  beams  of  majefty  difFufe, 
With  them  thy  great  commands, 

.^r.d  bid  profperity  attend 
The  labours  of  our  hands. 

PSALM  CXXXIX,  PAR.-IPHRASED. 

IN  MILTONIC  VERSE. 

P  dread  Jehovah  !  thy  all-piercing  eyes 
Bxplcrc  the  motions  of  this  mortal  frame, 


This  tenement  of  duft :  Thy  ftretcMng  fight 
Surveys  th'  harmonious  principles  that  move 
In  beauteous  rank  and  order,  to  inform 
This  cafk  and  animaf=d  mafs  of  clay. 
Nor  are  the  profpeds  of  thy  wondrous  fight 
To  this  terreOrial  part  of  man  confin'd  ; 
But  flioot  into  hisf(,ul,  and  there  difcern 
The  firft  materials  of  unfsftiicn'd  thought. 
Yet  dim  and  undigefted,  till  the  mind, 
Big  with  the  tender  in^at^cs,  ixpanJs, 
And,  fwelling,  labours  with  th'  ideal  birth. 

Where'er  I  move,  thy  carts,  purfue  my  feet 
Attendant.     When  1  drink  the  dews  of  ilecp, 
Stretch'd  on  my  downy  bed,  and  there  enjoy 
A  f\eet  forgetfulnefsof  ail  my  toils, 
Unfeen  thy  (bvereign  prefence  guards  my  fleen 
Wafts  all  the  terrors  of  my  dreams  away. 
Soothes  a!i  my  foid,  and  i'oftens  my  repofe. 

Before  conception  can  employ  the  tongu^ 
And  mould  the  dudlile  images  to  found; 
Before  imagination  ftamis  difplay'd, 
Thine  eye  the  future  eloquence  can  read. 
Yet  unarray  d  with  ip-ech.    Thou,  migh'yLord! 
Haft  moulded  n-.an  from  his  congenial  duft 
And  fpoke  him  into  be.ng  ;  while  the  clay. 
Beneath  thy  forming  hand,  leap'd  forth,  infpir'd. 
And  ftarted  into  life  :  through  every  part. 
At  thy  command,  the  wheels  of  motion  play'd- 

But  fuch  exalted  knowledge  leaves  below 
And  drops  poor  man  from  us  fuperior  fpherc. 
In  vain,  with  reafon's  ballaft,  would  he  try 
To  ftcm  th'  unfathomable  depth  ;  his  bark 
O'erfets,  and  founders  in  the  vaft  abyfs. 

Then  whither  fhall  the  rapid  fancy  run, 
Though  in  its  full  career,  to  fpeed  my  flight 
From  thy  unbounded  prefence  ?  which  alone 
Fill*  all  the  regions  and  extended  fpace 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  nature  !   Whither,  Lord 
Shall  my  unrein'd  imagination  rove, 
To  leave  behind  thy  fpirit,  and  out-fly        [fpread. 
Its  influence,  which,  with  brooding  wings  oat- 
Hatch"d  unfledg'd  nature  from  the  dark  profound. 

If,  mounted  on  my  towering  thoughts,  I  clitnb 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens,  I  there  behold 
The  blaze  of  thy  unclouded  majefty ! 
In  the  pure  empyrean  thee  I  view, 
High  thron'd  above  all  height,  thy  radiant  flirlne, 
Throng'd  with  the  proftrate  feraphs,  who  receive 
Beatitude  paft  utterance  !    If  I  plunge 
Down  to  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
There  too  I  find  thee  in  the  loweft  bounds 
Of  Erebus,  and  read  thee  in  the  fcenes 
Of  complicated  wrath  :   I  fee  thee  clad 
In  all  the  majefty  of  darknefs  there. 

If,  on  the  ruddy  morning's  purple  wings 
Upborne,  with  indefatigable  courfe, 
I  feek  the  glowing  borders  of  the  eaft. 
Where  the  bright  fun,  emergent  from  the  deeps. 
With  his  fitft  glories  gilds  the  fparkling  feas. 
And  trembles  o'er  the  waves ;  ev'n  there  thy  hand 
Shall  through  the  watery  defert  guide  my  courfe. 
And  o'er  the  broken  furges  pave  my  way. 
While  on  the  dreadful  whirls  I  hang  fecure, 
And  mock  the  warring  ocean.     If,  with  hopss. 
As  fond  as  falfe,  the  darknefs  I  exped 


tis- 
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Te  hide,  an<l  wrap  me  in  its  mantling  (hade, 
Vain  were  the  thought :  for  thy  unbounded  ken 
Darts  through  the  thickening  gloom,  and  pries 

through  all 
The  palpable  obfcure.     Before  thy  eyes, 
The  vanquifli'd  night  throws  off  her  du&y  fnrowd. 
And  kindles  into  day  :  the  fl^ade  and  light, 
To  man  ftill  various,  hut  the  fame  to  thee. 
On  thee  is  all  the  ftru(flure  of  my  frame 
Dependant.     Lock'd  within  the  filent  womb, 
Sleeping  I  lay,  and  ripening  to  my  birth  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  out-ftretch'd  arm  preferv'dme  there ; 
Before  I  mov'd  to  entity,  and  trod 
The  verge  of  being.     To  thy  hallow  'd  name 
I'll  pay  due  honours  :  for  thy  mighty  hand 
Built  this  corporeal  fabric,  when  it  laid 
The  ground-work  of  cxiftence.     Hence,  I  read 
The  wonders  of  thy  art.     This  frame  I  view. 
With  terror  and  delight ;  and,  wrapt  in  both, 
I  ftartle  at  myfelf.     My  bones,  unform'd 
As  yet,  nor  hardening  from  the  vifcuous  part's, 
But  blended  with  th'  unanimated  mafs. 
Thy  eye  diftindlly  view'd  ;  and  while  T  lay 
Within  the  earth,  imperfecft,  nor  percciv'd 
The  firft  faint  dawn  of  life,  with  eafe  furvey'd 
The  vital  glimmerings  of  the  adlive  feeds, 
Juft  kindling  to  exiftence  ;  and  beheld 
My  fubflance  fcarce  material.     In  thy  book. 
Was  the  fair  model  of  this  flrucSture  drawn, 
Where  every  part,  in  juft  connection  join'd, 
Compos'd  and  perfefted  th'  harmonious  piece. 
Ere  the  dim  fpeck  of  being  learn'd  to  flretch 
Its  dudlile  form,  or  entity  had  known 
To  range  and  wanton  in  an  ampler  fpace. 

Kow  dear,  how  rooted  in  my  inmoft  foul, 
Are  all  thy  counfcls,  and  the  various  ways 
Of  thy  eternal  providence  !  The  fum 
Soboundlefs  and  immenfe,  it  leaves  behind 
The  low  account  of  numbers  ;  and  out-flies 
All  that  imagination  e'er  conceiv'd, 
Lefs  numerous  are  the  fands  that  crowd  the  fiiores, 
The  barriers  of  the  ocean.     When  I  rife 
Trom  my  foft  bed,  and  fofter  joys  of  fleep, 
1  rife  to  thee.     "Vet  lo  1  the  impious  flight 
Thy  mighty  wonders.     Shall  the  fons  of  vice 
Elude  the  vengeance  of  thy  wrathful  hand, 
And  mock  thy  lingering  thunder,  which  with- 
holds 
Its  forky  terrors,  from  their  guilty  heads  1 
Thou  great  tremenduous  God  ! — A  vaunt,  and  fly, 
All  ye  who  thirft  for  blood. — For,  fwoln  with 

pride, 
Each  haughty  wretch  blafphemes  thy  facred  name, 
And  bellows  his  reproaches  to  affront 
Thy  glorious  Majefty.     Thy  foes  I  hate 
Worfe  than  my  own,  O  Lord  1  Explore  my  foul, 
See  if  a  flaw  or  fl:ain  of  fin  infers 
3My  guihy  thoughts.  Then,  lead  me  in  the  way 
That  guides  my  feet  to  thy  own  heaven  and  thee. 

PSALM  CXLIV.  PARAPHRASED. 

M"f  foul  in  raptures  rife  to  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  taught  my  hands  to  draw  the  fatal  fword; 
Led  hy  his  arm,  undaunted  I  appear 
la  the  tirft  rauks  of  dcaih  and  front  of  wa^» 


He  taught  me  firfl:  the  pointed  fpear  to  wield. 
And  mow  the  glorious  harveft  of  the  field. 
By  him  infpir'd,  from  ftrength  to  flrength  I  paft, 
Piung'd  through  the  troops,  and  laid  the  battle 
wafi;e. 
In  him  my  hopes  I  centre  and  repofe. 
He  guards  my  life,  and  fliields  me  from  my  foes. 
He  held  his  ample  buckler  o'er  my  head, 
And  fcreen'd  me  trembling  in  the  mighty  fliade  : 
Againft  all  hoftile  violence  and  power, 
He  was  my  fword,  my  bulwark,  and  my  tower. 
He  o'er  my  people  will  maintain  my  fway. 
And  teach  my  willing  fubjedls  to  obey. 

Lord  !  what  is  man  :  of  vile  and  humble  birth. 
Sprung  with  this  kindred  reptiles  from  the  earth. 
That  he  fhould  thus  thy  fecret  counfels  fhare. 
Or  what  his  fon,  who  challenges  thy  care  ? 
Why  does  thine  eye  regard  this  nothing,  man  ? 
His  life  a  point,  his  meafure  but  a  fpan ; 
The  fancy'd  pageant  of  a  moment  made. 
Swift  as  a  dream,  and  fleeting  as  a  fhade. 

Come  in  thy  power,  and  leave  th*  ethereal  plain^ 
And  to  thy  harnefs'd  tempeft  give  the  rein; 
Yon  ftarry  arch  fliall  bend  beneath  the  load, 
So  loud  the  chariot,  and  fo  great  the  God! 
Soon  as  his  rapid  wheels  Jehovah  rolls. 
The  folding  fkies  fhall  tremble  to  the  poles : 
Heaven's  gaudy  axle  with  the  world  fliall  fall. 
Leap  from  the  centre,  and  unhinge  the  ball,  [pire 
Touch'd  by  thy  hands,  the  labouring  hills  ex- 
Thick  clouds  of  fmcike,  and  deluges  of  fire  ; 
On  the  tall  groves  the  red  deftroyer  preys, 
And  wraps  th'  eternal  mountains  in  the  blaze: 
Full  on  my  foes  may  all  thy  lightnings  fly. 
On  purple  pinions  througli  the  gloomy  fky. 

Extend  thy  hand,  thou  kind  all-gracious  God, 
Down  from  the  heaven  of  heavens  thy  bright 

ahoie, 
And  fhield  me  from  my  foes,  whofe  towering  pride 
Lowers  like  a  ftorm,  and  gathers  like  a  tide  : 
Againft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe. 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws  ; 
Who  fear  not  vengeance  which  they  never  felt, 
Train'd  toblafpheme,  and  eloquent  in  guilt: 
Their  hands  are  impious,  and  their  deeds  profan^C, 
They  plead  their  boafted  innocence  in  vain. 

Thy  name  fhall  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue. 
And  guide  the  facred  numbers  of  my  fong  ; 
To  thee  my  mufe  fliall  confecrate  her  lays. 
And  every  note  fliall  labour  in  thy  praife  ; 
The  hallow'd  theme  fliall  teach  mc  how  to  fing, 
Swell  on  the  lyre,  and  tremble  on  the  ftring. 

Oft  has  thy  hand  from  fight  the  monarch  led. 
When  death  flew  raging,  and  the  battle  bled; 
And  fnatch'd  thy  fervant  in  the  laft  defpair 
From  all  the  rifing  tumult  of  the  war. 

Againft  ftrange  children  vindicate  my  caufe, 
Who  curfe  thy  name,  and  trample  on  thy  laws  i 
That  our  fair  fons  may  fmile  in  early  bloom. 
Our  fons,  the  hopes  of  all  our  years  to  come  : 
Like  plants  that  nurs'd  by  foftering  ftiowers  arife. 
And  lift  their  fpreading  honours  to  the  flcies. 
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tailed  ixp  with  plenty  let  our  tarns  appear, 
And  burft  with  all  the  feafons  of  the  year  ; 
Let  pregnant  flocks  in  every  quarter  bleat, 
And  drop  tlieir  tender  young  in  every  ftreet. 
Safe  from  their  labours  may  our  oxen  come, 
Safe  may  they  bring  the  gather'd  fummer  home. 
Oh  !  may  no  fighs,  no  ftreams  of  forrow  flow. 
To  flain  our  triumphs  virith  the  tears  of  woe, 

Biefh'd  is  the  nation,  how  fincerely  blefs'd  1 
Of  fuch  unbounded  happinefs  poiTirfs'd, 
To  whom  Jehovah's  facred  name  is  known. 
Who  claim  the  God  of  Ifrael  for  their  own. 


JOB,  CHAP.  III. 

Job  curs'd  his  birth,  and  bade  his  curfes  flow 
In  words  of  grief,  and  eloquence  of  woe  ; 
l^oft  be  that  day  which  dragg'd  me  tn  my  doom, 
Recent  to  life,  and  llruggling  from  the  womb ; 
Whofe  beams  with  fuch  malignant  luftre  flione, 
"Whence  all  my  years  in  anxious  circles  run. 
Loft  be  that  night  in  undetermin'd  fpace. 
And  veil  with  deeper  fliades  her  gloomy  face. 
Which  crowded  up  with  woes  this  llender  fpan, 
While  the  dull  mafs  rofe  quickening  into  man. 

O'er  that  curs'd  day  let  fable  darknefs  rife, 
Shfowd  the  blue  vault,  and  blacken  all  the  Ikies ; 
May  God  o'erlook  it  from  his  heavenly  throne, 
Nor  roufe  from  fleep  the  fedentary  fun. 
O'er  its  dark  face  to  llied  his  genial  ray. 
And  warm  to  joy  the  melancholy  day. 
May  the  clouds  frown,  and  livid  poifons  breathe. 
And  ftain  heaven's  azure  with  the  fliade  of  death. 

May  ten-fold  darknefs  from  that  dreadful  night 
Seize  and  arreft  the  flraggling  gleams  of  light ; 
To  pay  due  vengeance  for  its  fatal  crime, 
Still  be  it  banifli'd  from  the  train  of  time ; 
Nor  in  the  radiant  lift  of  months  appear. 
To  ftain  the  fhining  circle  of  the  year  : 
There  through  her  dulky  range  may  filence'J 
foam,  (^ 

There  may  no  ray,  no  glimpfe  of  gladnefs  come,r 
No  voice  to  cheer  the  folitary  gloom.  J 

May  every  ftar  his  gaudy  light  with-hold. 
Nor  through  the  vapour  (hoot  his  beamy  gold  : 
Nor  let  the  dawn  with  radiant  flcirts  come  on, 
Tipp'd  with  the  glories  of  the  rifing  fun; 
Becaufe  that  dreadful  period  fix'd  my  doom. 
Nor  feal'd  the  dark  receffes  of  the  womb. 
To  that  original  ray  ill-s  I  owe, 
Heir  of  afiliiftinn,  and  the  fon  of  woe. 
Oh  1  had  I  dy'd  unexcTcis'd  in  pain, 
And  wak'd  to  life,  to  fleep  in  death  again! 
Why  did  not  fate  attend  me  at  my  birth. 
And  give  me  back  to  my  congenial  earth  ? 
Why  was  I,  when  an  infant,  footh'd  to  reft, 
Lull'd  on  the  knee,  or  hung  upon  the  breaft  ? 
For  now  the  grave  would  all  my  cares  conipofe, 
Conceal  my  forrows,  and  inter  my  woes  : 
There  wrapp'd  and  lock'd  within  his  cold  embrace, 
Safe  had  I  flumber'd  in  the  arms  of  peace; 
There  with  the  mighty  king-,  who  lie  inroU'd 
In  clouds  of  incenfe,  and  in  beds  of  gold  : 
There  with  the  princes,  who  in  grandeur  (hone, 
And  aw'd  the  trembling  nations  from  the  throne  j 


Affli(5led  Job  an  equal  reft  might  have, 

And  ftiare  the  dark  retirement  of  the  grave ; 

Or  as  a  (hapelefs  embryo  feek  the  tomb. 

Rude  and  impeifedl  from  the  abortive  womb  : 

Ere  motion's  early  principle  began, 

Or  the  dim  fubftance  kindled  into  man.       [ceafe. 

There  from  their  monftrous  crimes  the  wicked 
There  labouring  guilt  is  weary'd  into  peace  ; 
There  blended  fleep  the  coward  and  the  brave,  -* 
Stretch'd  with  his  lord,  the  undiftinguilh'd  flave  \. 
Enjoys  the  common  refuge  of  the  grave.  j 

An  equal  lot  the  mighty  vidtor  fliares. 
And  lies  amidft  the  captives  of  his  wars ; 
With  his,  thofe  captives  mingle  their  remains. 
The  fame  in  death,  nor  leflen'd  by  their  chains, 
Why  are  we  dooni'd  to  view  the  genial  ray  ? 
Why  curft  to  bear  the  painful  light  of  day  ? 
Oh!  with  what  joy  the  wretches  yield  their  breath  f 
And  pant  in  bitternefs  of  foul  for  death  ? 
As  a  rich  prize,  the  diftant  biifs  they  crave, 
And  find  the  glorious  treafure  in  the  grave. 
Why  is  the  wretch  condemn'd  without  relief. 
To  combat  woe,  and  tread  the  round  of  grief. 
Whom  in  the  toils  of  fate  his  God  has  bound. 
And  drawn  the  line  of  miferies  around  ? 

When  nature  calls  for  aid,  my  fighs  intrude, 
My  tears  prevent  my  neccffary  foed  : 
Like  a  full  ftream  o'ercharg'd,  myfforrows  flow, 
In  burfts  of  anguiih,  and  a  tide  of  woe; 
For  now  the  dire  afllidlion  which  I  fled. 
Pours  like  a  roaring  torrent  on  my  head. 
My  terrors  ftill  the  phantom  view'd,  and  wrought 
The  dreadful  image  into  every  thought  : 
At  length  pluck'd  down,  the  fatal  ftroke  I  feel, 
And  lofe  the  fancy'd  in  the  real  ill. 

JOB,  CHAP.  XXV.  PARAPHRASED. 

Then  will  vain  man  complain  and  murmur  ftill  J 
And  ftand  on  terras  with  his  Creator's  will  ? 
Shall  this  high  privilege  to  clay  be  given  ? 
Shall  duft  arraign  the  providence  of  heaven  ? 
With  reafon's  line  the  boundlefs  diftance  fcan  ; 
Oppofe  heaven's  awful  majefty  to  man. 
To  what  a  length  his  vaft  dominions  run  ? 
How  far  beyond  the  journeys  of  the  fun  ?      » 
He  hung  yon  golden  balls  of  light  on  high. 
And  launch'd  the  planets  through  the  liquid  fky  ; 
To  rolling  worlds  he  mark'd  the  certain  fpace, 
Fix'd  and  fuftain'd  the  elemental  peace. 

Unnumber'd  as  thofe  worlds  his  armies  move. 
And  the  gay  legions  guard  his  realms  above  ; 
High  o'er  th'  ethereal  plains,  the  myriads  rife, 
And  pour  their  flaming  ranks  along  the  fl^ies: 
From  their  bright  arms  inccfl'ant  fplendours  ftream, 
And  the  wide  azure  kindles  with  the  gleam. 

To  this  low  world  he  bids  the  light  repair, 
Down  through  the  gulfs  of  undulating  air : 
For  man  he  taught    he  glorious  fun  to  roll. 
From  his  bright  barrier  to  his  weftern  goal. 

How  then  ftiall  man,  thus  infclently  proud. 
Plead  with  his  Judge,  and  combat  with  his  God  ? 
How  from  his  mortal  mother  can  he  come, 
Unftain'd  from  fin,  untiui^ur'd  from  the  womb  ? 

The  Lord  from  his  fublime  empyreal  throne. 
As  a  dark  globs,  regards  the  filver  mooH. 
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Thofe  ftars,  that  grace  the  wide  celeftia!  plain, 
Are  but  the  hurableft  fweepings  of  his  train  ; 
Dim  are  the  brighteft  fplendours  of  the  (ky; 
And  the  fun  darkens  in  J  hovah's  eye. 
But  does  not  fin  diffufe  a  fouler  ftain. 
And  thicker  darknefs  cloud  the  foul  of  man  ? 
Shall  he  the  depths  of  endlefs  wifdom  know  ? 
The  fhort-liv'd  fovereign  of  the  world  below  ? 
His  frail  original  confounds  his  boaft,  [duft. 

Sprung  from  the  ground,  and  quicken'd  from  the 

THE  SONG  OF  MOSES, 

IN  THE  FIFTEENTH  CHAPTER  OF  EXODUS,  PARA- 
rURASED. 

Then  to  the  Lord,  the  vaft  triumphant  throng 
Of  Ifracl's  fons,  with  Mofes,  rais'd  tliC  fong. 

To  God  our  grateful  accents  will  we  raife, 
And  every  tongue  ftiall  celebrate  his  praife  : 
Behold  difplay'd  the  wonders  of  his  might ; 
Behold  the  Lord  triumphant  in  the  fight ! 
"With  what  immortal  fame  and  glory  grac'd  ! 
What  trophies  rais'd  amid  the  watery  wafte  ! 
How  did  his  power  the  fleeds  and  riders  fweep 
Ingulf 'd  in  heaps,  and  whelm'd  beneath  the  deep  ? 

Whom  fhouid  we  fear,  while  he,  heav'n's  aw- 
ful Lorxi, 
Unlheaths  for  Ifrael  his  avenging  fword  ? 
His  outftretch'd  arm,  and  tutelary  care, 
Guarded  and  fav'd  us  in  the  laft  defpair  : 
His  mercy  eas'd  us  from  our  circling  pains, 
Unbound  our  (hackles  and  unlock'd  our  chains. 
To  him  our  God,  our  fathers  God,  I'll  rear         "^ 
A  facred  temple,  and  adore  him  there,  > 

With  vows  and  incenfe,  facrifice  and  prayer.       J 

The  Lord  commands  in  war ;    his  matchle^^ 
might 
Hangs  out  and  guides  the  balance  of  the  fight : 
By  him  the  war  the  mighty  leaders  form, 
And  teach  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  florm. 
His  name,  O  Ifrael,  Heaven's  Eternal  Lord, 
For  ever  hon^ur'd,  reverenc'd,  and  ador'd. 

When  to  the  fight  from  Egypt's  fruitful  foil, 
Pour'd  forth  in  myriads  all  the  fons  of  Nile  ; 
The  Lord  o'erthrew  the  courfer  and  the  car. 
Sunk  Pharaoh's  pride,  and  overwhelm'd  his  war. 
Beneath  th*  encumber'd  deeps  his  legions  lay, 
For  many  a  league  impurpling  all  the  fea  : 
The  chiefs,  and  deeds, and  warriorswhirl'd  around, 
Lay  midfl;  the  roarings  of  the  furges  drown'd. 

Who  fliall  thy  power,  thou  mighty  God,  with- 
ftand, 
And  check  the  force  of  thy  vi(£lorious  hand  .' 
Thy  hand,  which  red  vvit.h  wrath  in  terror  rofe. 
To  crufh  that  day  thy  proud  Egyptian  foes. 
Struck  by  that  hand,  their  drooping  fquadrons  fall. 
Crowding  in  death ;  one  fate  o'erwhelms  them  all. 

Soon  as  thy  anger,  charg'd  with  vengeance, 
came. 
They  funk  like  (lubble  crackling  in  the  flame. 
At  thy  dread  voice  the  fummon'd  billows  crowd, 
And  a  ftill  filence  lulls  the  wondering  flood  : 
Roll'd  up,  the  cryftal  ridges  flrike  the  feies. 
Waves  peep  o'er  waves,  and  fcas  o'er  fcas  arife. 


Around  in  heaps  the  lifteniiig  furges  Iiani, 
M!ute  and  obfervant  of  the  high  command. 
Congeai'd  with  fear  attends  the  watery  train, 
Rous'd  from  the  fecret  chambers  of  the  main. 

With  favige  joy  the  f  ^ns  of  Egypt  cry'd, 
(Vaft  were  their  hopes,  and  boundlefs  was  their 

pride) 
I^et  us.puriui  thofe  fugitives  of  Nile, 
This  fervile  nation,  and  divide  the  fpoil : 
And  fpread  fo  wide  the  flaughter,  till  their  blood 
Dyes  with  a  flronger  red  the  blulhing  flood. 
Oh  !  what  a  copious  prey  their  hofts  afford. 
To  glut  and  fatten  the  devouring  fword  ! 

As  thus  the  yawning  gulf  the  boafters  pafs'd, 
At  thy  command  rufh'd  forth  the  rapid  blaft. 
Then,  at  the  fignal  given,  with  dreadful  fway. 
In  one  huge  heap  roU'd  down  the  roaring  fea  ; 
And  now  the  difintangled  waves  divide. 
Unlock  their  folds,  and  thaw  the  frozen  tide. 
The  deeps  alarm  d  call  terribly  from  far 
The  loud,  embattled  furges  to  the  war ; 
Till  her  proud  fons  aftonifh'd  Egypt  found, 
Cover'd  with  billows,  and  in  tempefts  drown'd. 

What  God  can  emulate  thy  power  divine. 
Or  who  oppofe  his  miracles  to  thine  ! 
When  joyful  we  adore  thy  glorious  name, 
Thy  trembling  foes  confcfs  their  fear  and  fhame. 
The  world  attends  thy  abfolute  command, 
And  nature  waits  the  wonders  of  thine  hand. 
That  hand,  extended  o'er  the  fweliing  fea, 
The  confci'jus  billovirs  reverence  and  obey. 
O'er  the  devoted  race  the  furges  fweep, 
And  whelm  the  guilty  nation  in  the  deep. 
That  hand  redeem'd  us  from  our  fervile  toil, 
And  each  infuiting  tyrant  of  the  Nile  : 
Our  nation  came  beneath  that  mighty  hand. 
From  Egypt's  realms  to  Canaan's  facred  land. 
Thou  wcrt  their  Guide,  their  Saviour,  and  theit 

God, 
To  fmoothe  the  way,  and  clear  the  dreadful  road. 
The  diilant  kingdoms  fhall  thy  wonders  hear. 
The  fierce  Philiftines  fhail  confef?  their  fear; 
Thy  fame  fnall  over  Edom's  princes  fpread, 
And  Moab's  kings,  the  univerfal  dread  ; 
While  the  vail  fcenes  of  miracles  impart 
A  thrilling  horror  to  the  braveft  heart. 
As  through  the  world  the  gathering  terror  runsj 
Canaan  fhall  fhrink,  and  tremble  for  his  fons. 
Till  thou  haft  Jacob  from  his  bondage  brought, 
At  fuch  a  vaft  expence  of  wonders  bought. 
To  Canaan's  promis'd  realms  and  ble't  abodes, 
Led  through  the  dark  reccITes  of  the  floods. 
Crown'd  with  their  tribes  (hall  proud  Moriah  rife. 
And  rear  his  fummit  nearer  to  the  Ikies. 

Through  ages.  Lord,  fhall  ftreteh  thy  boundle& 

power. 
Thy  throne  fhall  Hand  when  time  (hall  be  no  more: 
For  Pharaoh's  fteeds,  and  cars,  and  warlike  train, 
Leap'd  in,  and  boldly  rang'd  the  fandy  plain. 
While  in  the  dreadful  road,  and  defert  way, 
The  (hining  crowds  of  gafping  fi(hes  lay  : 
Till,  all  around  with  liquid  toils  befet, 
The  Lord  fwept  o'er  their  heads  the  watery  net. 
He  freed  the  ocean  from  his  fecret  chain. 
And  on  each  band  difcharg'd  the  thundering  iraJBjt 
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The  loofen'd  billows  burft  from  every  fide, 
And  whelm  the  war  and  warriors  in  the  tide  ; 
But  on  each  hand  the  folid  billows  ftood, 
Like  lofty  mounds  to  check  the  raging  flood; 
Till  the  bleft  race  to  promis'd  Canaan  pall 
O'er  the  drj'  path,  and  trod  the  watery  wafte. 

THE  THIRD  ODE  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK 
OF  HORACE.  PARAPHRASED. 

Let  the  brave  youth  be  train'd,  the  flings 

Of  poverty  to  bear, 
And  in  the  fchool  of  want  be  taugh* 

The  exercife  of  war. 

Let  him  be  pradis'd  in  his  bloom, 

To  liften  to  alarms, 
And  learn  proud  Parthia  to  fubdue 

With  unrefifted  arms. 

The  hoilile  tyrant's  beauteous  bride, 

Diflraftcd  with  defpair. 
Beholds  him  pouring  to  the  fight. 

And  thundering  throiigh  the  war. 

As  from  the  battlement  (he  views 

The  flaughter  of  his  fword, 
Thus  fliall  the  fair  exprefs  her  grief. 

And  terrors  for  her  Lord  : 

Look  down,  ye  gracious  powers,  from  heaven. 

Nor  let  my  confort  go. 
Rude  in  the  arts  of  war,  to  fight 

This  formidable  foe. 

Oh  1  not  with  half  that  dreadful  rage 

The  royal  favage  flies. 
When,  at  the  flighteft  touch,  he  fprings. 

And  darts  upon  his  prize. 

How  fair,  how  comely  are  our  wounds. 

In  our  dear  country's  caufe  I 
What  fame  attends  the  glorious  fate. 

That  props  our  dying  laws  ! 

For  death's  cold  hand  arrefls  the  fears 

That  haunt  the  coward's  mind; 
Swift  (lie  purfnes  the  flying  wretch. 

And  wounds  him  from  behind. 

Bravely  regardlefs  of  difgrace, 

Bold  virtue  (lands  alone. 
With  pure  unfully'd  glory  (bines. 

And  honours  flill  her  own. 

From  the  dark  grave,  and  filent  duft, 

She  bids  her  fons  arife. 
And  to  the  radiant  train  unfolds 

The  portals  of  the  ikies. 

Now,  with  triumphant  wings,  fhe  foars. 

Above  the  realms  of  day. 
Spurns  the  dull  earth,  and  groveling  crowd, 

And  towers  th'  ethereal  way. 

With  her  has  filence  a  reward. 

Within  the  blefs'd  abodes. 
That  holy  filence  which  conceals 

The  feercts  of  the  gods. 

But  with  a  wretch  I  would  not  Hvc, 
By  facrilege  profan'd. 


Nor  lodge  beneath  one  roof,  nor  ktundi 
One  velTel  from  the  land  : 

For,  blended  with  the  bad,  the  good 
The  common  flroke  have  felt, 

And  heaven's  dire  vengeanca  (truck  alike 
At  innocence  and  guilt. 

The  wrath  divine  purfues  the  wretch, 

At  prefent,  lame  and  flow, 
But  yet,  though  tardy  to  advance. 

She  gives  the  furer  blow. 


THE  THIRD  ODE  OF  THE  FOURTH  BOOIf 
OF  HORACE,  PARAPHRASED. 

Whom  firfl,  Melpomene,  thy  eye 

With  friendly  afpe(5l  views, 
Shall  from  his  cradle  rife  renown'd, 

And  facred  to  the  niufc. 

Nor  to  the  Ifthmlan  games  his  fame 

And  deathlefs  triumphs  owe  ; 
Nor  (ball  he  wear  the  verdant  wreathe, 

That  (hades  the  champion's  brow. 

Nor  in  the  wide  Elaan  plains 

Fatigue  the  courfer's  fpeed ; 
Nor  through  the  glorious  cloud  of  duft. 

Provoke  the  bounding  fteed. 

Nor,  as  an  haughty  viAor,  mount 

The  Capitolian  heights. 
And  proudly  dedicate  to  Jove 

The  trophies  of  his  fights. 

Becaufe  his  thundering  hand  in  war 

Has  check'd  the  fwelUng  tide 
Of  the  flern  tyrant's  power,  and  broke 

The  meafures  of  his  pride. 

But  by  fweet  Tyburn's  groves  and  flreanis 

His  glorious  theme  purfues, 
And  (corns  the  laurels  of  the  war. 

For  thofe  that  crown  the  mufe. 

There  in  the  mof>  retir'd  retreats, 

He  fets  his  charming  fong. 
To  the  fweet  harp  which  Sappho  touch'd, 

Or  bold  Alcxus  llrung. 

Rank'd  by  thy  fons,  Imperial  Rome, 

Among  the  pcet's  quire, 
Above  the  reach  of  envy's  hand 

I  fafely  may  afpire. 

Thou  facred  mufe,  whofe  artful  hand 

Can  teach  the  bard  to  fing ; 
Can  animate  the  golden  lyre, 

And  wake  the  living  firing  : 

Thou,  by  whofe  mighty  power,  may  fing, 

In  unaccuftom'd  (trains, 
The  filent  fifhes  in  the  floods, 

As  on  their  banks  the  fwans.    . 

To  thee  I  owe  my  fpreading  fame. 

That  thoufands,  as  they  gaze, 
Make  me  their  wonder's  common  themCji 

And  objetft  of  their  praife. 


if  firft  I  ftruck  the  Lefbkn  lyre, 
No  fame  belongs  to  me ; 

I  owe  my  honours,  when  I  pleafe, 
(If  e'er  I  pleafe)  to  thee. 


THE  WORKS  OF  PITT. 


ON  THE 

APPROACHING  CONGRESSOFCAMBRAY. 

WRITTEN  IN  1711. 

Ye  patriots  of  the  world,  whofe  cares  combin'd 
Confult  the  public  welfare  of  mankind. 
One  moment  let  the  crowding  kingdoms  wait, 
And  Europe  in  fufpenfe  attend  her  fate, 
"Which  turns  in  your  great  concils ;  nor  refufe 
To  hear  the  {trains  of  the  prophetic  mufe  ; 
"Who  fees  thofe  councils  with  a  generous  care 
Heal  the  wide  wounds, and  calm  the  rage  of  war; 
She  fees  new  verdure  all  the  plain  o'erfpread, 
Where  the  fight  burn'd,  and  where  the  battle  bled. 
The  fields  of  death  a  fofter  fcene  difclofe, 
And  Ceres  fmiles  where  iron  harvefts  rofe. 
The  bleating  flocks  along  the  baftion  pafs, 
And  from  the  awful  ruins  crop  the  grafs. 
Treed  from  his  fears,  each  unmolefted  fwain, 
In  peaceful  furrows  cuts  the  fatal  plain  ; 
Turns  the  high  bulwark  and  afpiring  mound, 
And  fees  the  camp  with  all  the  feafons  crown'd. 
Beneath  each  clod,  bright  burnifn'd  arms  appear  ; 
Each  furrow  glitters  with  the  pride  of  war  ; 
The  fields  refound  and  tinkle  as  they  break, 
And  the  keen  faulchion  rings  againft  the  rake; 
At  refl  beneath  the  hanging  ramparts  laid, 
He  fmgs  fecurely  in  the  dreadful  fhade. 

Hark  ! o'er  the  feas,  the  Britifli  lions  roar 

Their  monarch's  fame  to  every  diflant  ftiore  : 
Swift  ©n  their  canvas  wings  his  navies  go, 
Wherever  tides  can  roll,  or  winds  can  blow; 
Their  fails  within  the  ar»ftic  circle  rife, 
Led  by  the  flars  that  gild  the  northern  Ikies ; 
Tempc  frozen  feas,  nor  fear  the  driving  blaft, 
But  fwell  exulting  o'er  the  hoary  wade  ; 
O'er  the  wide  ocean  hold  fupreme  command. 
And  adive  commerce  fpread  through  every  land ; 
Or  with  full  pride  to  fouthern  regions  run. 
To  diftant  worlds,  on  t'  other  fide  the  fun  ; 
And  plough  the  tides,  where  odoriferous  gales 
Perfume  the  fmiling  waves,  and  flretch  the  belly- 
ing fails. 
See  !  the  proud  merchant  feek  the  precious  fhore. 
And  trace  the  winding  veins  of  glittering  ore  ; 
Low  in  the  earth  his  v/ondering  eyes  behold 
Th'  imperfe(St  metal  ripening  into  gold. 
The  mountains  tremble  with  alternate  rays, 
And  caft  at  once  a  fhadow  and  a  blaze  : 
Streak'd  o'er  with  gold,  the  pebbles  flame  around, 
Gleam  o'er  the  foil,  and  gild  the  tinkling  ground; 
Charg'd  with  the  glorious  prize,  his  veffels  come, 
And  in  proud  triumph  bring  an  India  home. 

Fair  concord,  hail;  thy  wings  o'er  Bri;nfwitk 
fpread. 
And  with  thy  olives  crown  his  laureled  head. 
Come ;  in  thy  moft  diflinguifli'd  charms  appear-, 
Oh ;  come,  and  bolt  the  iron  gates  of  war. 
The  fight  ftands  ftiil  when  Brunfwick  bids  it  ce&fe. 
The  monarch  fpeaks,  apd  giv^s  th?  world  a  peace  j 


Like  awful  juflice,  fits  ftiperlor  loru, 
To  poife  the  balance,  or  to  draw  the  fwOrd  } 
In  due  fufpenfe  the  jarring  realms  to  keep, 
And  htifh  the  tumults  of  the  world  to  fleep. 
Now  with  a  brighter  face,  and  nobler  ray, 
Shine  forth,  thou  fource  of  light,  and  god  of  day  i 
Say,  didll  thou  ever  in  thy  bright  career 
Light  up  before  a  more  diflinguifli'd  year  ? 
Through  all  thy  journeys  pafl,  thou  canft  not  fee 
A  perfeft  image  of  what  this  fhall  be  : 
Scarce  the  Platonic  year  fhall  this  renew, 
Or  keep  the  bright  original  in  view. 

THE  FABLE 

OF  THE  YOUNG  MAN  AND  HIS  CAT. 

A  HAPLESS  youth,  whom  fates  avcrfe  had  drove 
To  a  ftrange  pafTion,  and  prepoflerouslove, 
Long'd  to  poITcfs  his  pufs's  fpotted  charms, 
And  hug  the  tabby  beauty  in  his  arms. 
To  what  odd  whimfies  love  inveigles  men  ? 
Sure  if  the  boy  was  ever  blind,  'twas  then. 
Rack'd  with  his  pa{rion,and  in  deep  defpair^ 
The  youth  to  Venus  thus  addreft  his  prayer.' 
O  queen  of  beauty  !  flnce  thy  Cupid's  dart 
Has  lir'd  my  foul,  and  rankles  in  my  heart ; 
Since  doom'd  to  burn  in  this  unhappy  flame, 
From  thee  at  leaft  a  remedy  I  claim ; 
If  once,  to  blefs  Pigmalion's  longing  arrtis. 
The  marble  foften'd  into  living  charms; 
And  warm  with  life  the  purple  current  ran 
In  circling  flreams  through  every  flinty  vein  ; 
If,  with  his  own  creating  hands  difplay'd. 
He  hugg'd  the  ftatue,  and  embrac'd  a  maid  ; 
And  with  the  breathing  image  fir'd  his  heart, 
The  pride  of  nature,  and  the  boafl  of  art : 
Hear  my  requeft,  and  crown  my  wond'rous  flame^ 
The  fame  its  nature,  be  thy  gift  the  fame  ; 
Give  me  the  like  unufual  joys  to  prove, 
And  though  irregular,  indulge  my  love. 

Delighted  Venus  heard  the  moving  prayerj 
And  foon  refolv'd  to  eafe  the  lover's  care. 
To  fet  Mifs  Tabby  off  with  every  grace. 
To  drefs,  and  fit  her  for  the  youth's  embrace. 

Now  fhe  by  gradual  change  her  form  forfook, 
Firft  her  round  face  an  oval  figure  took; 
The  roguifli  dimples  next  his  heart  beguile, 
And  each  grave  whilker  fcften'd  to  a  fmile  j 
Unufual  ogles  war.ton'd  in  her  eye, 
Her  folcmn  purring  dwindled  to  a  figh  : 
Sudden,  a  huge  hoop-petticoat  difplay'd, 
A  wide  circumference  I   intrench'd  the 
And  for  the  tail  in  waving  circles  play' 
Her  fur,  as  defliu'd  ilill  her  charms  to  deck. 
Made  for  her  hands  a  muff,  a  tippet  for  her  neck. 

In  the  flue  lady  now  her  fhape  was  loft, 
And  by  fuch  ftrange  degrees  (lie  grew  a  toaft; 
Was  all  for  ombre  now;  and  who  but  fhe. 
To  talk  of  modes  and  fcandal  o'er  her  tea  ; 
To  fettle  every  fafhion  of  the  fex. 
And  run  through  all  the  female  politics  ; 
To  fpend  her  time  at  toilet  and  haffet, 
To  play,  to  flaunt,  to  flutter,  and  coquet : 
From  a  grave  thinking- moufer,  llie  v/as  grown 
The  gayeft  fiirt  that  coach'd  it  round  the  to-wo. 
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But  fee  how  often  feme  intruding  woe 
Nips  all  our  blooming  profpeils  at  a  blow  ! 
For  as  the  youth  his  lovely  conforr  led 
To  the  dear  pleafures  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
Jufl  on  that  inftant  from  an  inner  houfe, 
Into  the  chamber  popt  a  heedlefs  moufe. 
Mifs  Tabby  faw,  Snd  brookino;  no  delay,       [prey. 
Sprung  from  the  fheets,  and  feiz'd  the  trembling 
Nor  did  the  bride,  in  that  ill-fated  hour, 
Refled.  that  all  her  moufing-days  were  o'er. 
The  youth,  aflonifh'd,  felt  a  new  defpair, 
Ixion-like  he  grafp'd,  and  grafp'dbut  air; 
He  faw  his  vows  and  prayers  in  vain  beflow'd, 
And  loft  the  jilting  goddefs  iii  a  cloud. 

TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON    HIS  TRANSLATION  (SF  HOMEr's  ILIADo 

'Tis  true;  what  fam'd  Py^agoras  maintain'd, 
That  fouls  departed  in  new  bodies  reign'd  : 
We  mud  approve  the  dodlrine,  fince  we  fee 
The  foul  of  godlike  Homer  breathe  in  thee. 
Old  Enniusiirft,  then  Virgil  felt  her  fires; 
But  now  a  Britifli  Poet  fhe  infpires. 

To  yoii,  O  Pope,  the  lineal  right  extends, 
To  you  th'  hereditary  mufe  defcends. 
At  a  vail  diftance  we  of  Homer  heard, 
Till  you  brought  in,  and  naturalizd  the  bard; 
Bade  him  our  Englifh  rights  and  freedom  claim, 
His  voice,  his  habit,  and  his  air  the  fame. 
Now  in  the  mighty  ftranger  we  rejoice. 
And  Britain  thanks  thee  with  a  public  voice. 

See  !  tpo  the  poet,  a  majeflic  (liade, 
Lifts  up  in  awful  pomp  his  laurel'd  head, 
To  thank  his  fuccefibr,  who  fets  him  free 
From  the  vile  hands  of  Hobbes  and  Ogilby  ; 
who  vext  his  venerable  afhes  more, 
Than  his  ungrateful  Greece,  the  living  bard  before. 
While  Homer's  thoughts  in  thy  bold  lines  are 
Ihown,  [own; 

Though  worlds  contend,  we   claim  him  for  our 
Our  blooming  boys  proud  llion's  fate  bewail; 
Our  lifping  babes  repeat  the  dreadful  tale, 
Ev'n  in  their  flumbers  they  purfue  the  theme, 
Start,  and  enjoy  a  fight  in  every  dream. 
By  turns  the  chief  and  bard  their  fouls  inflame, 
And  every  little  bofom  beats  for  fame. 
Thus  fliall  they  learn  (as  future  times  will  fee) 
From  him  to  conquer,  or  to  write  from  thee. 

In  every  hand  we  fee  the  glorious  fong. 
And  Homer  is  the  theme  of  every  tongue. 
Parties  in  flate  poetic  fchemes  employ, 
And  Whig  and  Tory  fide  with  Greece  and  Troy; 
Negledl  their  feuds ;  and  feem  more  zealous  grown 
To  pufh  thofe  countries  interefis  than  their  own. 
Our  bufioft  politicians  have  forgot  [fought ; 

How   Somer's  counfel'd,  and  how  Marlborough 
But  o'er  their  fettling  coffee  gravely  tell, 
What  Neflor  fpuke,  and  how  brave  Hciffor  fell, 
Ourfofteft  beaux  and  coxcombs  you  infpire, 
With  Glaucus'  courage,  and  Achilles'  fire. 
Now  they  refent  affronts  which  once  they  bore. 
And  draw  thofe  i'words  that  ne'er  wex&  drawn 
before : 
Vol.  till. 


Nay,  ev'n  our  belles,  inform'd  how  Homer  writj 
Learn  thence  to  criticife  on  modern  wit. 

Let  the  mad  critics  to  their  fide  engage 
The  envy,  pride,  and  dulnefs  of  the  age  : 
In  vain  they  curfe,  in  vain  they  pine  and  mourn, 
Back  on  themfelves  their  arrows  will  return ; 
Whoe'er  Would  thy  eflablifh'd  fame  deface. 
Are  but  iramortaliz'd  to  their  difgrace. 
Live,  and  enjoy  their  fpight,  and  Ihare  that  fate, 
Which  would,  if  Homer  liv'd,  on  Homer  wait. 
And  lo  !  his  fecond  labour  claims  thy  care, 
UlyiTes'  toils  fucceed  Achilles'  war. 
Hafle  to  the  work ;  the  ladies  long  to  fee 
The  pious  frauds  of  chaflc  Penelope. 
Helen  they  long  have  feen,  w'nofe  guilty  charms 
For  ten  whole  years  engag'd  the  world  in  arms. 
Then,  as  thy  fame  fhatl  fee  a  length  of  days, 
Some  fature  bards  fhall  thus  record  thy  praife  : 
"  In  thofe  bleft  times  v/hen  fmiling  heaven  and 

"  fate 
"  Had  rais'd  Britannia  to  herhappieft  fiate, 
"   When  wide  around,  ihe  faw  the  world  fubmit, 
"   And  own  her  fons  fupreme  in  arts  and  wit ; 
"  Then   Pupe  and  Dryden  brought  in  triumpl^ 

"  home 
"  The  pride  of  Greece,  and  ornament  of  Rome  ; 
"  To  the  great  tafk  each  bold  tranflator  came, 
"   With  Virgil's   judgment,    atid    with    Homer'i 

"  flame ;  [foar, 

"  Here  the  pkas'd  Mantuan  fwan  was  taught  to 
"  Where  fcarce  the  Roman  eagles  tov/er'd  before  t 
"  And  Greece  no  more  was  Homier's  native  earth, 
"  Ihough  her  feven  rival  cities  claim'd  his  birth  j 
"  On  her  feven  cities  helook'ddown  wiih  fcorn, 
"   And  own'd  v.ith  pride  he  \Vas  in  Britain  born.'' 

SPECIMEN 

OF  A  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ODYSSETf  *. 

TiiE  nurfe  all  wild  with  tranfport  feem'd  to  fwim  J 
Joy  wing'd  her  feet,  and  lighten'd  ev'ry  limb  ; 
1  hen,  to  the  room  with  fpeed  impatient  borne, 
Flew  with  glad  tidings  of  her  lord's  return 
There  bending  o'er  the  fleeping  queen,  fne  crieSj 
Rife,  my  Penelope,  my  daughter,  rife 
To  fee  Ulyffes  thy  long  abfeilt  fpoufe. 
Thy  foul's  defire  and  lord  of  all  thy  voWs  : 
Though  late,  he  comes,  and  in  his  rage  has  flafn| 
For  all  their  wrongs,  the  haughty  fuitor  train. 

Ah  I   Euryclea,  fhe  replies,  yon  rave  ; 
The  gods  relume  that  rtafon  which  they  gave  5 
For  Heaven  deep  wifdom  to  the  fool  fupplies. 
But  oft  infatuates  and  confounds  the  wife. 
And  wif'iom  once  was  thine  !  but  now  I  find 
1  he  gods  have  ruin'd  thy  diftemper'd  mind. 
How  could  you  hope  your  fi6hon  to  impofe  ? 
Was  it  to  flat  er  or  deride  my  woes  ^ 
How  could  yoii  break  a  ileep  with  talk  fo  vain, 
1  hat  held  my  forrow--  in  fo  foft  a  chain  ? 

*  Dr.  Ridley  ivas  one  nf  Mr.  S pence' s  executory, 
Mr  Steevens  ajplicd  bim  in  looking  over  the  paper/ 
ofthedeceafed;  and  tranfcribed  this  letter,  X^cfrom  the 
original. 
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A  fleep  fo  fvveet  T  never  crmld  enjoy 

Since  my  dear  Jo!<1  left  Ithaca  for  Troy  : 

Curft  Troy — oh  !  why  did  I  thy  name  difclofe  ? 

Thy  fatal  name  awakens  all  my  woes  : 

^;;t  fly — fome  other  had  provok'd  my  rage  *, 

And  yoH  but  owe  your  pardon  to  your  age. 

No  artful  tales,  no  ttudied  lies,  I  frame, 
Vtv/ps  li-ves  (rejoin<;  the  reverend  dame) 
Ii'i'that  di{h<'nout'dJ[lranger's  clofe  difguife, 
Lon<i  has  he  pafs'd  all  unfufpediing  eyes, 
All  hut  thy  fon's — and  lon»  has  he  fuppreft 
The  well-concerted  fecret  in  lis  hreafi ; 
Till  his  brave  father  fliould  his  foes  defeat, 
And  the  clofe  fchenie  of  liis  revenge  complete. 

Swift  as  the  word  th.'  queen  traufporti'd fprung. 
And  roun:'  the  dame  in  ftriiSi  embraces  hung; 
Then,  as  the  big  round  tean  began  to  roll. 
fipoke  the  quick  doubts  and  hurry  of  her  foul. 

If  my  victorious  hero  fafe  arrives, 
If  my  dear  lord,  UiyffRs,  ftiil  furvivcs, 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  how  he  fought  alone  : 
Hov/  were  futh  multitudes  defrroy'd  by  one  ? 

Nought  I  beheld,  but  heard  their  cries,  (he  faid, 
^hen  death  flew  ragit^g,  ar.d  the  fuitora  bled  : 
Jmmar'dvre  liRen'd,  as  wc  fnt  around, 
To  each  deep  groan  and  agonizing  Ibund. 
.Caii'd  by  thy  Ton  to  view  the  fcene  !  fled, 
And  faw  UlyfTcs  ftriding  o'er  the  dead  ! 
/imidft  the  rifing  heaps  the  hero  flood 
All  grim,  and  terribly  adorn'd  v.  ith  blood, 

*^*  "  This  is  enough  in  confcierjce  for  this 
iime  :  befides,  I  am  defired,  by  Mr  Pope  or  Mr. 
L,irtot,  I  don''  know  which,  to  write  to  Mr.  Pope 
on  a  certain  affair." 

ON  HIS  MAJESTY'S  PLAYING  WITH  A 
TIGER, 

JN   KENSINGTON   GARDEN3. 

"  Prima  didle  mihi,  fumrr.a  dicende  Caircena." 

Amidst  the  den,  trie  lions  prey, 
teal'd  up  for  death  the  prcphet  lay ; 
But  couch'd  the  hungry  monflers  fit^ 
And  fav'.ning  lick  his  facred  feet; 
Swift  fnot  an  angel  from 'above. 
And  chang'd  their  fu'y  into  love. 

As  fwift  did  Britain's  genius  fly, 
J^Tid  for  her  charge  ftand  ;rembling  by  ; 
't\''hen  Erunfwick,  pious,  brave,  and  wife, 
X-ike  him  the. favourite  of  the  fl:ies, 
Play'd  with  tlie  monfter's  dn^adful  teeth, 
And  fported  with  the  fangs  df  death. 

Genius  of  Britain,  fpare  thy  fears, 
For  know,  within,  our  fovertign  wears 
The  fureft  guard  ;  the  beft  defence  ; 
Afii'm  untainted  innocence. 
fio  fweet  an  innocence  difarms 
The  fierceft  rage  with  povverful  cliarmsy 
So  far  rebellion  it  beguiles, 
That  fadlion  bends :  that  envy  fmiles  ; 
.That  fiirii  tis  favages  fubmir, 
■And  pay  due  homage  at  his  feet. 

*  "thi:  •K«ris  in  Italis  are  io^kd  by  Po^a 


Britain  !  by  this  example  prove 
The  duty,  loyalty,  and  love, 
^ee  '.   the  fierce  brutes  thy  king  carefs, 
And  court  him  with  a  mute  addrefs  ; 
Well  may'fl:  thou  own  his  gentle  fway, 
If  tigers  bend,  and  favages  obey. 

A  DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  A  POET  AND 
HIS  SERVANT. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  II.  SAT.  VII. 

To  enter  into  the  bcjuttes  of  this  Satin;,  it  muji  bt  re' 

membered,  thatjlaves,  among  the  Romans.,  during  the 

Feafis  of  Fat  urn,   -wore   tieir   majlers    Habits,  and 

ivere  allowed  ttfay  -what  they  pleafed. 
Servant. 
Sir, — I've  long  waite  i  in  my  turn  to  have 
A  word  with  you — but  I'm  your  humble  ilave. 

P.  What  knave  is  that  ?  my  rafcal  I 

S.   Sir,  'tis  I, 
No  knave  nor  rafcal,  but  your  ^rufly  Guy. 

P.   Well,  as  your  wages  ftill  are  due,  I'll  bear 
Your  rude  impertinence  this  time  of  year      [ever, 

S.  Some  folks  are  drunk  one  day,  and  fome  for 
And  fome,  like  Wharton,  but  twelve  years  tow 

gether. 
Old  Eviemond,  renown'd  for  wit  and  dirt, 
Would  change  his  living  ofte.ncr  than  his  fhirt; 
Roar  with  the  rakes  of  ftate  a  month  ;  and  come 
To  fl^arve  another  in  his  hole  at  home. 
So  rov'd  wild  Buckingham  the  public  jeft. 
Now  fome  inholder's,  now  a  monarch's  guefl; 
His  life  and  politics  of  every  (hape. 
This  hour  a  Roman,  and  the  next  an  ape. 
The  gout  in  every  limb  from  every  vice, 
Poor  Clodio  hir'd  a  boy  to  throw  the  dice. 
Some  wench  for  ever ;   and  their  fins  on  thofc. 
By  cuflom,  fit  as  eafy  as  their  clothes. 
Some  fly,  like  pendulums,  from  good  to  evil, 
And  in  that  point  are  madder  than  the  devil : 
For  they 

P.  To  what  will  thefe  wild  maxims  tend  } 
And  where,  fweet  fir,  will  your  refleiSlious  end  ? 

iS.   In  you. 

P.   In  me,  yon  Icnave  ?  make  out  your  charge. 

5.  You  praife  low-living,  but  you  live  at  largCo 
Perhaps  you  fcarce  believe  the  rules  you  teach, 
Or  find  it  hard  to  prailife  what  yon  preach. 
Scarce  have  you  paid  one  idle  journey  down, 
Bur,  without  bufinefs,  you're  again  in  tcvvn. 
If  none  invite  you,  fir,  abroad  to  roam. 
Then — Lord,  what  pleafure  'tis  to  read  at  home  : 
And  fip  your  two  half-pints,  with  great  delight. 
Of  beer  at  noon,  and  muddied  port  at  night. 
From  '  Encome,  John  comes  thundering  at  the 

door. 
With  "  Sir,  my  mafter  begs  you  to  come  o'er, 
"  To  pafa  thtfe  tedious  hours,  thefe  winter  nights^ 
"   Not  f  bat  he  dreads  invafions  rogues,  or  fprites." 
Strait  for  your  two  befl  wigs  aloud  you  call, 
i  his  fiiff  in  buckle,  that  not  curl  d  at  all, 
"   A\\<S.  where,  you  rafcal,  are  the  fpurs,"  you  cr^; 
•'  And  O !  what  blockhead  laid  the  bulkins  by  T* 

*   Ihejcat  of  "John  Pitt,  Ef^.  in  Dtrfitjbirt. 
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On  3'our  old  batter'd  mare  3'nu'll  needs  be  gone, 

(No  matter  whether  on  four  legs  or  none) 

Spkfli,  plunge,  and  (lumble.as  you  fcour  the  heath  ; 

All  fwcar  at  Mordcn  'tis  on  life  or  death  ; 

Wildly  through  Wareham  flreets  you  fcamper  on, 

R.aife  all  the  dogs  and  voters  in  the  town  • 

Then  fly  for  fix  long  dirty  miles  as  bad. 

That  Corfe  and  Kingfton  gentry  think  you  mad. 

And  all  this  furious  riding  is  to  prove 

Your  high  refpedt,  it  feems,  and  eager  love  : 

And  yet,  that  mighty  honour  to  obtain, 

Banks,  Shaftefbury,Doddington,may  fend  in  vahi. 

Before  you  go,  we  curfe  the  noife  you  make, 

And  blefs  the  moment  that  you  turn  your  back  : 

As  for  myfelf,  I  own  it  to  your  face, 

I  love  good  eating,  and  I  take  my  glafs  : 

But  fure  'tis  flrange,  dear  Sir,  that  this  fliould  be 

In  you  amufement,  but  a  fault  in  me. 

All  this  is  bare  refining  on  a  name. 

To  make  a  difference  where  the  fault's  the  fame. 

My  father  fold  me  to  your  fervice  here, 
For  this  fine  livery,  and  four  pounds  a  year. 
A  livery  you  fliouid  wear  as  well  as  F, 
And  this  I'll  prove — but  lay  your  cudgel  by. 
You  ferve  your  paflions — Tluis,  without  a  jeft, 
Both  are  but  fcllovz-fervants  at  the  befl:. 
Yourfclf,  good  bir,  are  play'd  by  your  defires, 
A  mere  tall  puppet  dancing  on  the  wires. 
F.  Who  at  this  rate  of  talking,  can  be  free  ? 
S.  The  brave,  wife,  honeft  man,  and  only  he  : 
All  elfe  are  flaves  alike,  the  world  around. 
Kings  on  the  throne,  and  beggars  on  the  ground  : 
He,  Sir,  is  proof  to  grandeur,  pride,  or  pelf. 
And  (greater  ftiil)  is  mailer  of  himfelf : 
Not  to-and-fro  by  fears  and  fadticns  hurl'd, 
But  loofe  to  all  the  iuterefis  of  the  world  : 
And  while   that  world   turns  round,  entire  and 
He  keeps  the  facred  tenor  of  his  foul ;         [whole, 
In  every  turn  of  fortune  ftili  the  fame. 
As  gold  unchanged,  or  brighter  from  the  flame  : 
Collecfted  in  himfelf,  with  godlike  pride, 
He  fees  the  darts  of  envy  glance  afide; 
lAnd,  fix'd  like  Atlas,  while  the  tempell  blow, 
Smiles  at  the  idle  ftormsthat  roar  below. 
One  fuch  you  know,  a  layman,  to  your  Ihame, 
lAnd  yet  the  honour  of  your  blood  and  name, 
If  you  can  luch  a  charafter  maintain, 
You  too  are  free.  End  I'm  your  flave  again. 

But  when  in  Hemllzirk's  pi(5lures  you  delight, 
More  than  yourfelf,  to  fee  two  drunkards  fight; 
•*  Fool,  rogue,  fot,  blockhead,"  or  fuch  names  are 

mine : 
Your's  are,  "  a  connoifieur,"  or  "  deep  divine." 
I'm  chid  for  loving  a  luxurious  bit. 
The  facred  prize  of  learning,  worth,  and  wit  : 
And  yet  fome  fell  their  lands  thefe  bits  to  buy; 
Then,  pray,  who  fuffers  moft  from  luxury  ? 
I'ni  chid,  'tis  true;   but  then  I  pawn  no  plate, 
I  feal  no  bonds,  1  mortgage  no  eflate. 

Etfides,  high  living,  Sir,  mull  wear  you  out 
VVitli  furfeits,  qualms,  a  fever,  or  the  gout. 
By  fome  new  pleafures  are  you  fall  engrofs'd, 
And  when  you  fave  an  hour,  you  think  it  loft. 
Fo  I'ports,  plays,  races,  from  your  books  ycu  run, 
A.nJ  like  Biiconjpany.  exce^.t  your  own. 


W^ 


You  hunt,  drink,  fleep,  cr  (idlef  ftill')  you  rhyme  ; 
Why  ? — but  to  banifii  thou/ht.and  murder  rime  :' 
And  yet  that  thought,  which  you  difcharge  in  vain, 
Like  a  foul-loaded  piece,  recoils  again. 

P.  Tom,  iitdx  a  cane,  a  whip,  a  club,a  ftone,— 
-5".  For  what  \ 

P.  A  fvvord,  a  plftol,  or  a  gun  : 
I'll  fiioot  the  dog. 

S.   Lord  !   who  would  be  a  wit  ? 
He's  in  a  mad,  or  in  a  rhyming  {;t. 

P.  Fly,  fly,  you  rafcal,  for  yonr  fpade  and  fork; 
For  once  I'll  fee  your  lazy  bones  to  wo?k  : 
Fly,  or  ril  fend  your  back,  without  a  groat. 
To   the  bleak  mountains  where  you  firft'  ^trh 
caught< 


ODE  TO  JOHN  PITT,  ESCK 

Ad-vlfing  him  to  build  a  Banquettixg.ho'tfc  on   a    Hilt 

that  o-verla:>h  the  Sea. 


From  this  tall  promontory's  brow 

You  look  majellic  down. 
And  fee  extended  wide  below 

Th'  horizon  all  your  own. 

With  growing  piles  the  vales  are  crown'd, 

Here  hills  peep  over  hills  ; 
There  the  vait  fky  and  fea  profound 

Th'  increafing  profped  fills. 
O  bid,  my  friend,  a  flrudlure  rife. 

And  this  huge  round  command  ; 
Then  fhall  this  little  point  comprife 

The  ocean  and  the  land. 
Then  yon,  like  jl^olus.on  high, 

From  yt)ur  aerial  tov/er. 
Shall  fee  fecure  the  billows  fly, 

And  hear  the  whirlwinds  roar. 
You,  with  a  fmile,  their  rage  defpife, 

Till  fome  fad  v»-reck  appears, 
And  calls,  from  your  relenting  eyes, 

The  fympathizing  tears. 
Thus  may  you  view,  with  proud  delight: 

VVhile  winds  the  deep  reform, 
(Till  human  woes  your  grief  excite) 

All  nature  in  a  ilorm. 

Majeftic,  awful  fcene  I  vchen,  hurl'd 

On  furges,  furges  rife. 
And  alljithe  heaving  watery  world 

Tumultuous  mounts  the  fkies. 
The  feas  and  thunder  roar  by  turns, 

By  turns  the  peals  expire  ; 
The  billov/s  flafh,  and  e'ther  bufnS 

With  momentary  fire. 
But  lo  !   the  furious  tempefls  ceafe 

The  mighty  rage  fubfides ; 
Old  ocean  hufh'd,  in  folemn  peaces 

Has  ftill'd  the  murmuring  tides. 
Spread  wide  abroad,  the  glaffy  plaitj  ■ 

In  various  colours  gay, 
Refleds  the  glorious  fun  again 

And  doubly  gilds  the  day,- 
5  fij 
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Th'  horizon  glows  from  fide  to  fide, 

And  flames  with  glancing  rays; 
The  floating,  trembling,  filver  tide, 

Is  one  continual  blaze. 
Your  eyes  the  profpe(Sl  now  commandj 

All  uncontroui'd  and  free, 
Fly  like  a  thought  from  land  to  land, 

And  dart  from  fea  to  fea. 

Thus,  while  above  the  clouds  we  fit, 

And  innocently  gay, 
Pafs  in  amufements,  wine,  or  wit. 

The  fultry  hours  away  ; 
Sometimes,  with  pity,  or  difdain. 

In  thought  a  glance  we  throw 
Down  on  the  poor,  the  proud,  the  vain. 

In  yonder  world  below. 

We  fee,  from  this  exalted  feat, 

(How  fiirunk,  rcduc'd,  confin'd !) 
The  little  perfon  of  the  great. 

As  little  as  his  mind. 
See  there — amidft  the  crowds  our  view 

Some  fcatter'd  virtues  ftrike  ; 
But  thofe  fo  throng'd,  and  thefe  fo  few. 

The  world  looks  all  alike. 
Yet,  through  this  cloud  of  human-kind. 

The  Talbots  we  furvey, 
The  Pitts,  the  Yorkes,  the  Seekers  find. 

Who  Ihine  in  open  day. 

ODE  TO  JOHN  PITT,  ESC^ 

ON  THE   SAME   SUBJECT. 

O'er  curious  models  as  you  rove 

The  vales  with  piles  to  crown. 
And  great  Palladio's  plants  improve 

With  nobler  of  your  own  ; 
O  hid  a  ftru<5lure  o'er  the  floods 

From  this  high  mountain  rife, 
Where  we  may  fit  enthron'd  like  gods. 

And  revel  in  the  flcies. 
Th'  afcending  breeze,  at  each  repaft. 

Shall  breathe  an  air  divine, 
Give  a  new  brightnefs  to  the  bafle, 

New  fpirlt  to  the  wine. 

Or  thefe  low  pleafures  we  may  quit 

For  banquets  more  refin'd. 
The  works  of  each  immortal  wit, 

The  luxury  of  the  mind. 
Plato,  or  Boyle's,  or  Newton's  page, 

Our  towering  thoughts  fliall  raife^ 
Or  Homer's  fire,  or  Pindar's  rage. 

Or  Virgil's  lofty  lays. 
Or  with  amufive  thoughts  the  fea 

Shall  entertain  the  mind, 
While  we  the  rolling  fcene  furvey, 

An  emblem  of  mankind. 
Where,  like  fworn  foes,  fuccefilve  all^ 

The  furious  furges  run. 
To  urge  their  predeceffor's  fall. 

Though  follow''d  by  their  gwn. 


Where,  like  our  moderns  fo  profound,  -, 

Engag'd  in  dark  difpute, 
The  fkuttles  cafl:  their  ink  around 

To  puzzle  the  difpute. 
Where  ftiarks,  like  (hrewd  directors,  thrive. 

Like  lawyers,  rob  at  will  ; 
Where  flying-fifli,  like  trimmers  live  ; 

Like  foldiers,  fword-fifii  kill. 
Where  on  the  lefs  the  greater  feed. 

The  tyrants  of  an  hour, 
Till  the  huge  royal  whale  fucceed. 

And  all  at  once  devour. 
Thus  in  the  mortal  world  we  now 

Too  truly  underfland. 
Each  monfter  of  the  fea  below 

Is  match'd  by  one  at  land. 

ON  MRS.  WALKER'S  POEMS. 

PARTICULARLY   THAT  ON  THE  AOTHORj 

Blush,  Wilmot,  blufli ;  a  female  mufe, 

Without  one  guilty  line, 
The  tender  theme  of  love  purfues 

In  fofter  flrains  than  thine. 
'Tis  thine  the  paflion  to  blafpheme, 

'Tisher's  with  wit  and  cafe 
(When  a  mere  nothing  is  the  theme) 

Beyond  thyfelf  to  pleafe. 
Then  be  to  her  the  prize  decreed, 

Whofe  merit  has  prevail'd  ; 
For  what  male  poet  can  fucceed. 

If  Rochefler  has  fail'd  ? 
Since  Phoebus  quite  forgetful  grows. 

And  has  not  yet  thought  fit. 
In  his  high  wifdom,  to  impofe 

A  falique  law  on  wit ; 
Since  of  your  thoughts  he  ta'.:es  no  care, 

Ye  Priors,  Popes,  and  Gays  ; 
'Tis  hard  I — but  let  the  women  wear 

The  breeches  and  the  bays. 

VERSES 

ON  A  FLOWERED  CARPET. 
Worked  by  the  Toung  Ladies  at  Kingjloa, 

When  Pallas  faw  the  piece  her  pupils  wrought. 

She  flood  long  wondering  at  the  lovely  draught  t 

"  And,  Flora,  now  (ihe  cried)  no  more  difplay 

Thy  flowers,  the  trifling  beauties  of  a  day  : 

For  fee  !  how  thefe  with  life  immortal  bloom,    ^ 

And  fpread  and  flourifli  for  an  age  to  come  I         : 

In  what  unguarded  hour  did  I  impart 

To  thefe  fair  virgins  all  my  darling  art  ? 

In  all  my  wit  1  faw  thefe  rivals  faine. 

But  this  one  art  I  thought  was  always  mine  : 

Yet  lo  :   I  yield  ;  their  miflrefs  now  no  more. 

But  proud  to  learn  fi  om  thefe  I  taught  before. 

For  look,  what  vegetable  fenfe  is  here  1 

How  warm  with  hfe  thefe  blulhing  haves  appear! 

What  temper'd  fplendours  o'er  the  piece  arc  laid' 

Shade  fteals  on  light,  and  light  dies  into  fliade. 

Through  heaven's  gay  bow  lefs  various  beautiei 

run, 
And  far  Icfi  bright,  though  painted  by  the  fun. 
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See  in  each  blooming  flower  what  fpirit  glows  ! 
What  vivid  colours  flufli  the  opening  rofe  ! 
In  fome  few  hours  thy  lily  dilappears  ; 
But  this  (hall  fluurifli  through  a  length  of  years, 
See  unfelt  winters  pafs  fucceflive  by, 
And  fcorn  a  mean  dependence  on  the  fky. 
And  oh  !  may  Britain,  by  my  counfels  fway'd, 
But  live  and  flourilh,  till  thefe  flowers  Ihall  fade  ! 
Then  go,  fond  Flora,  go,  the  palm  refign 
To  works  more  fair  and  durable  than  thine  ; 
For  I,  ev'n  I,  in  juflice  yield  the  crown 
To  works  fo  far  fuperior  to  my  own." 

VERSES 

ON  A  FLOWERED  CARPET. 

On  this  fair  ground,  with  ravifii'd  eyes, 

We  fee  a  fecond  Eden  rife. 

As  gay  and  glorious  as  the  firft. 

Before  th'  offending  world  was  curft. 

While  thefe  bright  nymphs  the  needle  guide, 

To  paint  the  rofe  in  all  her  pride, 

Nature,  like  her,  may  blufh  to  own 

Herfclf  fo  far  by  art  out-done. 

Thefe  flowers  fhe  rais'd  with  all  her  care, 

So  blooming,  fo  divinely  fair! 

The  glorious  children  of  the  fun. 

That  David's  regal  heir  outflione. 

Where  fcarce  like  one  of  thefe  array'd ; 

They  died,  but  thefe  fhall  never  fade. 

ON  THE  ART  OF  PREACHING. 

A   FRAGMENT. 

In  imitation  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry. 

*•  Pedent  opera  interrupta. " 

Should  fome  fam'd  hand,  in  this  fantaftic  age. 
Draw  Rich,  as  Rich  appears  upon  the  ftage, 
With  all  his  pollures  in  one  motley  plan, 
The  god,  the  bound,  the  monkey,  and  the  man, 
Here  o'er  his  head  high  brandifhing  a  leg. 
And  there  jufl;  hatch'd,   and  breaking  from  his 
egg;  [piece, 

While  monfter  crowds  on  monfler  through  the 
Who  could  help  laughing  at  a  fight  like  this  ? 
Or,  as  a  drunkard's  dream  together  brings 
"  A  court  of  coblers,  or  a  mob  of  kings  *  j" 
Such  is  a  fermon,  where,  confus'dly  dark. 
Join  Sharp  f,  South,  Sherlock,  Barrow,  Wake,  and 

Clarke ; 
So  eggs  of  different  pariflies  will  run 
To  batter,  when  you  beat  fix  yolks  to  one ; 
So  fix  bright  chemic  liquors  when  you  mix, 
In  one  dark  (hadow  vanifti  all  the  fix. 

Full  licence  pricfts  and  painters  ever  had 
To  run  bold  lengths,  but  never  to  run  mad  ; 
For  thefe  can't  reconcile  God's  grace  to  fin, 
Nor  thofe  paint  tigers  in  an  afs's  Ikin. 
No  common  dauber  in  one  piece  would  join 
The  fox  and  goofe — unlefs  upon  a  fign. 


*  Dry  den. 

•f  AnoUier  copy  reads, 

«  Join  Moadly,  Sharp,  South,  Sherlock,  Wake,  and 
»  Clarke.'* 


Some  Ileal  a  page  of  fcnfe  from  Tillotfon, 
And  then  conclude  divinely  with  their  own. 
Like  oil  on  water,  mounts  the  prelate  up  ; 
His  Grace  is  always  fure  to  be  at  top  : 
That  vein  of  mercury  its  beams  will  fpread, 
And  {bine  more  flrongly  through  a  mine  of  lead. 
With  fuch  low  arts  your  audience  never  bilk ; 
For  who  can  bear  a  fuftian  lin'd  with  filk  ? 
Sooner   than    preach    fuch   fluff,    I'd   walk   the 

town. 
Without  my  fcarf,  in  Whifton's  draggled  gown  ; 
Ply  at  the  Chapter,  and  at  Child's,  to  read 
For  pence,  and  bury  for  a  groat  a-head. 

Some  eafy  fubjeci  choofe,  within  your  power, 
Or  you  can  never  hold  out  half  an  hour. 
One  rule  obferve  :  this  Sunday  fplit  your  text  ; 
Preach  one  part  now,  and  t'other  half  the  next. 
Speak,  look,  and  move,  with  dignity  and  eafe. 
Like  mitred  Seeker,  you'll  be  fure  to  pleafc. 
But,  if  you  whine  like  boys  at  country  fchools, 
Can  you  be  faid  to  ftudy  Cambray's  rules  ? 
Begin  with  care,  nor,  like  that  curate  vile. 
Set  out  in  this  high  prancing  ftumbling  ftyle, 
"  Whoever  with  a  piercing  eye  can  fee 
"  Through  the  pafl  records  of  futurity — " 
All  gape — no  meaning — the  puff'd  orator 
Talks  much,  and  fays  jufl;  nothing  for  an  houtf 
Truth  and  the  text  he  labours  to  difplay, 
Till  both  are  quite  interpreted  away  : 
So  frugal  dames  infipid  water  pour, 
Till  green,  bohea,  and  coffee,  are  no  more. 
His  arguments  in  filly  circles  run 
Still  round  and  round,  and  end  where  they  be» 

gun: 
So  the  poor  turn-fpit,  as  the  wheel  run-  round, 
The  more  he  gains,  the  more  he  lofes  ground. 
Surpris'd  with  fobtary  felf-  applaufe. 
He  fees  the  motley  mingled  fcene  he  draws  : 
Dutch  painters  thus  at  their  own  figuies  ftart, 
Drawn  with  their  utmoft  uncreating  art. 
Thus  when  old  Bruin  teems,  her  children  fail 
Of  limbs,  form,  figure,  features,  head   or  tail ; 
Nay  though  fhe  licks  her  cubs,  her  tender  cares 
At  heft  can  bring  the  bruins  but  to  bears. 
Still  to  your  hearers  all  your  feimons  fort; 
Who'd  preach  againft  corruption  at  the  court  ? 
Againft  church-power  at  vifitations  bawl, 
Or  talk  about  damnation  at  Whitehall  ? 
Harangue  the  horfe-guards  on  a  cure  of  fouls,    "^ 
Condemn  the  quirks  of  chancery  at  the  rolls,       >- 
Or  rail  at  hoods  and  organ's  at  St.  Paul's  ?  J^ 

Or  be,  like  David  Jones,  fo  indifcreet. 
To  rave  at  ufurers  in  Lombard-ftreet  ? 
Ye  country-vicars,  when  you  preach  in  town, 
A  turn  at  Paul's  to  pay  your  journey  down. 
If  you  would  fhun  the  fneer  of  every  prig. 
Lay  by  the  little  band  and  rufty  wig; 
But  yet  be  fure  your  proper  language  know," 
Nor  talk  as  born  within  the  found  of  bow  ; 
Speak  not  the  phrafe  that  Drury-lane  affords. 
Nor  from  'Change-alley  fl;eal  a  cant  of  words : 
Coachmen  will  criticife  your  ftyle  ;  nay,  further^ 
Porters  will  bring  it  in  for  wilful  murther  : 
The  dregs  of  the  Caneille  will  look  afkew, 
To  hear  th?  language  ef  the  town  from  yo-.:  l 
'  3  F  lij 
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Nay,  my  LorJ-msyor,  with  merriment  pofleft, 
"Will  break  his  nap,  and  laugh  among  the  reft 
And  jog  the  aldermen  to  hear  the  jeft. 


■l 


INVITATION  TO  MR.  DODINGTON*. 
/-■J  ^-.  liuf;i.n  to  Horace,  Book  J.  E^.  V. 

If  Dodi^t3f^on  will  condefcend 

To  viCt  a  poetic  friend, 

And  leave  a  numerous  bill  of  fare, 

For  four  or  five  plain  dilhes  here  ; 

No  coftly  welcome,  but  a  kind 

He  and  his  f^iend^  will  always  find  ; 

A  plain,  but  clean  and  fpacious  room, 

The  mafter  and  his  heart  at  home, 

A  cellar  open  a?  his  face, 

A  dinner  fhortsr  than  his  grace ; 

Your  mutton  comes  from  Pimpern-dov/n, 

Your  fifh  (if  any)  from  the  town  ; 

Our  rogues,  indeed,  of  iace,  o'eraw'd, 

By  human  laws,  not  thofc  of  God, 

No  veniffxi  (leal,  or  none  they  bring, 

Or  fend  it  all  to  mafter  King}-; 

And  yet,  perhaps,  fomc  venturous  fpark 

May  bring  it,  now  the  nights  are  dark. 

Punqh  1  have  (lore,  and  beer  befide, 

And  port  that's  good,  though  Frenchified. 

Then,  if  you  come,  I'm  fure  to  get 

From  Eaftbery  \ — a  defert — of  wit. 

One  line,  good  Sir,  to  name  the  day, 
And  your  petitioner  will  pray,  &c, 

MR.  R.  PITT,  TO  HIS  BROTHER.  C.  PITT- 

On  his  having  a  Fit  of  th:  Gciit. 

Among  the  well  bred  natives  of  onr  ifle, 

"  I  kifs  your  hand,  Sir,"  is  the  modifh  fl.yle; 

In  humbler  manner,  as  my  fate  is  low, 

I  beg  to  kifs  your  venerable  toe. 

Not  old  infallibilities  can  have 

Profoundcr  reverence  from  its  meanefl  flave. 

What  (liijnity  attends  the  folenm  gout ! 
What  confcious  greatnefs  if  the  lieart  be  flout  I 
Methinks  I  fee  you  o'er  the  houfe  prclide. 
In  painful  majedy  and  decent  pride, 
Wi.-h  leg  toft  high,  on  {lately  fofa  fit, 
More  like  a  fultan  than  a  modern  wit; 
Quick  at  your  call  the  trembling  ilaves  appear, 
AOvaiicc  with  caution,  and  retire  with  fear; 
Fv'n  Pegj>y  trembles,  though  (or  authors  fail)  ' 
At  times  the  anti-f;ilic  laws  prevail. 

Now,  Lord  have  mercy  on  poor  Dick  I  fay  I ; 
"  Where's  the  lac'd  fhoe — who  laid  the  flannel 

«  by?" 
Within,  'tis  hurry,  the  houfe  feems  pofkfi; ; 
Without,  the  horfcs  wonder  at  tiuir  relt. 
Y'hat  terrible  difmay,  what  fcencs  of  care  .' 
Wliy  is  the  iboty  Mintrem's  htpcful  heir  § 

•    Cr sated  Lord  Mclccmht  in  l/Ct. 
f   The  Blandfurd  carrier. 
t   Mr.  DodiiigiQn  i p.at  at  that  time. 
§  i'i!t':f.:ri-ant^  thfon  of  *  biadftniih , 


Before  the  morning-dav>m  compeird  to  rife. 
And  give  attendance  with  his  half-fliut  eyes? 
What  makes  that  girl  with  hideous  vifage  ilare  ? 
What  fiends  prevent  Ead's  *  journey  to  the  fairf? 
Why  all  this  noife,  this  buftle  and  this  rout  ? 
"  Oh,  nothing — but  poor  mader  has  the  gout." 

Meantime,  fuperior  to  the  pains  below, 
Your  thoughts  in  foaring  meditations  flow, 
In  rapturous  trance  on  Virgil's  genius  dwell, 
To  ue,  poor  mortals,  his  ftrong  beauties  tell, 
And,  like  ^neas,  from  your  couch  of  (late. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  words  difplay  the  Trojan  fate. 

Can  nothing  your  afpiring  thoughts  rellrain  ? 
Or  does  the  mufe  fufpend  the  rage  of  pain  ? 
Awhile  give  o'er  your  rage ;  in  ficknefs  prove 
Like  other  mortals,  if  you'd  pity  move  : 
Think  not  your  friends  compalTioiiate  can  be, 
When  fuch  the  producS.  of  difeafe  they  fee ; 
Your  Iharpeft  pangs  but  add  to  our  delight. 
We'll  wiih  you  (till  the  gout,  if  ftill  you  write. 

WRITTEN   IN   THE   FOLDS   OF   A   PIN- 
PAFER. 

Of  old,  a  hundred  Cyclops  flrove 
To  forge  the  thunder-bolt  for  Jove; 
I  too  employ  a  hundred  hands, 
And  travel  through  as  m.iny  lands, 
A  head  I  have,  though  very  fm.all. 
But  then  i  have  no  brains  at  all. 
The  mifer  locks  me  up  with  care, 
Clofe  as  his  money  all  the  year. 
When  J'lhn  and  Joan  are  both  at  ftrife, 
'Tis  1  findnioney  for  the  wife.. 
At  court  I  make  the  ladies  (hine, 
I  grace  ev'n  gracious  Caroline  • 
And,  though  I  often  take  my  way 
Through  town  and  country,  land  and  fea, 
I'm  neither  fifh,  flefh,  nor  herring, 
And  now  I  live  with  goody  Veningf. 

DE  MINIMIS  MAXIMA. 

AUTORE  LUDOVICO  BUNCOMBE. 

ExiGtTA  crefcit  de  glande  akiCTima  quercus, 
Et  tandem  patulis  fiitgit  in  aftra  comis : 

Dumque  anni  pergunt,  crefdf  latilTima  moles  j 
Mox  fecat  squoreas  bellica  navis  aquas. 

Angliacis  hinc  famn,  falus  hinc  nafcitur  oris, 
Et  glans  eft  nollri  prsefidium  imperii. 

TRANSLATION  OF  TUE  FOUEGOINC,  BT  MR.  PITT. 

Frobi  a  fmall  acorn,  fee  !  the  oak  arife, 
Supremely  tall,  and  towering  in  the  (kics  I 
Queen  of  the  groves  !  her  ftately  head  (lie  rears. 
Her  bulk  incrcafuig  with  increafing  years  : 
Now  moves  in  pomp,  majedic,  o'er  the  deep. 
While  in  her  womb  ten  thoufand  thunders  fleep. 

•   Another  fetvant  of  Pit'. 

\  BLuidfnrd  fair  ;   two  miles  from  Pimptrn^   Pitt'i 

niiory. 
I  Afdkr  of  pint  at  BhnJferd. 
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Hence  Britain  boafts  her  far- extended  reign. 
And  by  th'  expanded  acorn  rules  the  main, 

AN  EPITAPH, 

Infcr'ibed  on.  a  Stone  that  coi>ers  his  Father ^  Mother.,  and 
Brother*. 

Ye  facred  fpirlt^ !  while  your  friends  diftrefs'd 
Weep  o'er  jour  aflies,  and  lament  the  biels'd ; 
O  let  the  penfive  niufe  infcribe  tl.at  ftone, 
And  with  the  general  fnrrows  mix  her  own  : 
The  penfive  mufc! — who,  from  this  moiirnful  hour, 
Shall  raife  her  voice,  and  wake  the  ftringno  more  I 
Of  love,  of  duty,  this  laQ  pledge  receive  j 
*ris  all  a  brother,  ail  a  fon  can  give. 

A  POEM 

«N  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  LATE  EARL  STAHHOPE. 

Humbly  liifcribed  to  the  Couniefs  of  Stanhope, 

"  At  length,   grim  fare,   thy  dreadful  triumphs 

"  ccafe  : 
"  Lock  up  the  tomb,  and  feal  the  grave  in  peace." 

Now  from  thy  riot  of  deftruflion  breathe, 
Call  in  thy  raging  plagues,  thou  tyrant  death  : 
Too  mean's  the  conquell  which  thy  arms  beilow, 
Too  mean  to  fwecp  a  nation  at  a  blow. 
No,  thy  unbounded  triumphs  higher  run, 
And  feem  to  ftrike  at  all  mankind  in  one  ; 
Since  Stanhope  is  thy  prey,  tiie  great,  the  brave, 
A  nobler  prey  was  never  paid  the  grave. 
We  feem  to  feel  from  this  thy  daring  crime, 
A  blank  in  nature,  and  a  paufe  in  time.  • 
He  ftood  fo  high  in  reafan's  towering  fphere, 
As  high  as  man  unglorify'd  could  bear. 
In  arms,  and  eloquence,  like  Ctefar,  fnone 
So  bright,  that  each  Minerva  was  his  own. 
How  could  fo  vaft  a  fund  of  learning  lie 
Shut  up  m  fuch  a  fhort  mortality.' 
One  world  of  fcicnce  nobly  traveil'd  o'er, 
£iike  Philip's  glorious  fen,  he  wept  for  more. 

And  now  refign'd  to  tears,  th'  angelic  choirs, 
With  drooping  heads  unftring  their  golden  lyres, 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  grief,  they  figh  to  view 
Their  facred  image  laid  by  death  fo  low  : 
And  deep  in  anguifh  funk,  on  Stanhope's  fate. 
Begin  to  doubt  their  own  immortal  ftate. 

But  hold,  my  mufe,  thy  mournful  tranfport  errs, 
Hold  here,  and  liften  to  Lucinda's  tears, 
While  thy  vain  forrows  echo  to  his  tomb, 
Behold  a  fight  that  (Irikes  all  forrow  dumb  : 
Behold  the  partner  of  his  cares  and  life, 
Bright  in  her  tears,  and  beautiful  in  grief. 
Shall  then  in  vain  chofe  flreams  of  forrow  flow, 
Dreft  up  in  all  the  elegance  of  woe  ? 
And  fhall  the  kind  officious  mufe  forbear 
To  anfwer  figh  for  figh,  and  tell  out  tear  for  tear? 
Oh  !  no  ;  at  fuch  a  melancholy  fcene, 
The  poet  ecliocs  back  her  woes  again. 
Each  weeping  mufe  (liould  minifter  relief, 
Trom  all  the  moving  eloquence  of  grief, 

I  Rdert  Fit!,  4,  $d.  bis  eldejl  brothtr. 


Each,  like  a  triobe,  his  fate  bemoan, 

Melt  into  tears,  or  harden  into  (lone. 

From  dark  obfcurity  his  virtues  fave, 

And,  like  pale  fpedtres,  hover  round  his  grave. 

With  them  the  marble  fhould  due  meaCures  keep, 

RlIciU  at  every  figh,  at  every  accenr  weep. 

Britannia  mourn  thy  hero,  nor  refufe 
To  veiit  the  fighs  and  forrows  with  the  mufe  ; 
Oh !  let  thy  rifing  groans  load  every  wind. 
Nor  let  one  fluggilh  accent  lag  behind. 
Thy  heavy  fate  with  juliice  to  deplore. 
Convey  a  gale  of  fighs  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
And  thou,  her  guardian  angel,  vi'idely  (pread 
rky  golden  wings,  and  fliicld  tlie  mighty  dead, 
B  ond  o'er  his  afliis,  and  ilhiftrious  dull, 
And  foothe  with  care  tlie  venerable  ghoft. 
To  guard  the  nobler  relics,  leave  a  while 
rhe  kind  protection  of  ihy  favourite  ifle  : 
Around  his  (lleiit  tomb,  thy  (lation  keep, 
And,  with  thy  fifier-angel,  learn  to  weep. 

Ye  fons  of  Albion,  o'er  jour  patriot  m<iurn. 
And  cool  with  (Ireams  of  tears  his  facred  u:n. 
His  wundrous  virtues,  ftretchd  to  diftant  fhorejj 
Demand  all  Europe's  tears,  ss  well  as  yc^rs. 
Nature  can't  bring  in  every  period  forth, 
.V  finifh'd  hero,  of  exalted  worth, 
VVhofe  godlike  genius,  towering  and  fublinie, 
Muft  long  lie  ripening  in  the  womb  of  tuxie  ; 
Before  a  Stanhope  enters  on  the  ftage, 
rhe  birth  of  year.s,  and  labour  of  an  age. 
In  field,  and  council,  born  the  palm  to  fliarCj 
His  voice  a  fenate,  as  his  fworrt  a  war  : 
And  each  illuflrious  acSlioa  of  his  life, 
Confpire  to  fo.-m  the  patriot,  and  the  chief: 
On  either  fide,  unite  their  blended  rays, 
And  kindly  mingle  m  a  friendly  blaze. 

Stand  out,  and  witnefs  this,  unhappy  Spain^ 
Lift  up  to  view  the  mountains  of  thy  flain  : 
Tell  how  thy  heroes  yielded  to  their  fear, 
When  Stanhope  rous'd  the  thunder  of  the  war : 
With  what  fierce  tumults  of  fcvere  deliglit 
Th'  impetuous  liero  plung'd  into  the  fight. 
How  he  the  dreadiul  front  of  deatli  defac'J, 
Pour'd  on  the  foe,  and  laid  the  battle  wade. 
Did  not  his  arm  the  ranks  of  war  deform. 
And  point  the  hovering  tumult  where  to  ftorm  ? 
Did  not  his  fword  through  legions  cleave  his  way, 
Break  their  dark  fqusdrous,  and  let  in  the  day  ? 
Did  not  he  lead  the  terrible  attack, 
Pafii  conqueft  on,  and  bring  her  bleeding  back? 
Throw  wide  the  fcenes  of  horror  and  defpair. 
The  tide  of  conflict,  and  the  fiream  of  war? 
Bid  yellow  Tagus,  who  in  triumph  roU'd, 
Till  then  liis  turbid  tides  of  foaming  gold, 
Boaft  his  rich  channels  to  the  world  no  more. 
Since  all  his  glitterii;g  ftre.ams,  and  liquid  ore, 
l^ie  undiftinguifh'd  in  a  lloQd  of  gore 
Bid  his  charg'd  waves,  and  loaded  billows  fween. 
Thy  flaughter'd  riioufands  to  the  frighted  deep. 
ConfeA,  fair  Albion,  how  the  lifcening  throng 
Dwelt  on  the  moving  accents  of  his  tongue. 
In  the  fagc  council  feat  him,  and  conftis 
Thy  arm  in  v/ar,  thy  oracle  in  peace : 
H'lw  here  triumphant  too,  his  nervous  fenfi?. 
Sore  off  the  pajmof  manly  eloqutnce; 
'    3  F  "ij 
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The  healing  balm  to  Albicn's  wounds  apply'd, 
And  charm'd  united  factions  ti)  his  fide  : 
Fix'd  on  his  fovereigns  heud  the  nodding  crown, 
And  propp'd  the  tottering  baiis  of  the  throne. 
Supported  bravely  all  the  nation's  weight, 
And  ftood  the  public  Atlas  of  the  ftate. 

bound  the  loud  trumpet,  let  the  folemn  knell 
^id  with  due  horror  his  great  foul  farewell, 
Tune  every  martial  inftrument  with  care, 
At  once  wake  all  the  harmony  of  war. 
Let  each  fad  hero  in  proceffion  go. 
And  fwell  the  vaft  folcmnity  of  woe. 
JJcolccft  the  yew,  the  mournful  cyprefs  leave. 
And  with  frelh  laurels  firew  the  warrior's  grave. 
There  they  fliall  rife,  in  honour  of  his  name, 
Grow  green  v.'ith  vidlory,  and  bloom  %yith  fame. 
_  I...  I   from  his  azure  throne,  old  father  Thames 
Sighs  through  his  floods,  and  groans  from  all  his 

llrcaris : 
P'cr  his  full  urn  he  droops  his  reverend  head, 
And  finks  down  deeper  in  his  oozy  bed, 
As  the  fad  pomj'  proceeds  along  his  fides, 
©'ercharg'd  with  forrow,  pant  his  heaving  tides. 
Low  ia-his  humid  palace  laid  to  mourn, 
With  fireams  of  tear-,  the  god  fupplies  his  urn. 
Within  his  cliannels  he  forgets  to  flow, 
Andp-uirs  o'er  all  his  b. -unds  the  deluge  of  his  woe. 

But  fee,  my  n-.ufc,  if  yet  rhy  ravilh'd  fight 
Can  bear  that  blaze,  that  rufhing  ftream  of  light ; 
Where  the  great  hero's  difencumber'd  foul, 
S-ringsfrom  the  earth,  to  reach  her  native  pole. 
B  v,!ly  file  quits  th'  aband  n'd  caflc  of  clay, 
^  vedfrom  her  chain-,  and  towers  th' ethereal  way : 
Soars  o'er  th'  eteniai  funds  ofjiailand  fn^  w 
A  id  leaves  heaven's  flormy  magazines  below, 
'ihcncethrough  the  vafi  profound  of  heavenflieflies, 
And  meafures  all  the  concave  of  the  fkies  : 
gees  where  the  planetary  worlds  advance, 
torb  above  orb,  and  lead  the  ftarry  dance.' 
Nor  refts  fbe  there,  but,  with  a  bolder  flight. 
Explores  the  undifcovcr'd  realms  of  light, 
Where  the  fix'd  orbs,  to  deck  the  fpangled  pole, 
In  ftate  around  their  gaudy  axles  roll. 
Thence  his  afpiring  courfe  in  triumph  fleers, 
Beyond  the  golden  circles  of  the  fpheres ; 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens,  the  feat  divine, 
Where  nature  never  drew  her  mighty  line.' 
A  region  that  excludes  all  time  and  place, ' 
And  Ihuts  creation  from  th'  unbounded  fpace  • 
Where  the  full  tides  of  light  in  oceans  flow, 
And  fee  the  fun  ten  thoufand  xvorlds  below. 
So  far  from  our  inferior  orbs  disjoin'd. 
The  tir'd  imagination  pants  behind. 
Then  ceafe  thy  painful  flight,  n.r  venture  more, 
Where  never  mufe  has  ftretch'd  her  wing  before. 
Thy  pinions  tempt  immortal  heights  in  vain 
.That  throw  thee  fluttering  back  to  earth  again. 

On  earth  a  while,  blcft  fliude,  thy  thoughts  em- 
ploy. 
And  ftcal  one  moment  from  eternal  joy. 
While  there,  in  heaven,  immortal  fongs  infpireT 
ihy  golden  iTings,  and  tremble  on  ^he  lyre       i 
Wfiich  raife  to  nobler  ftrains  th'  angelic  choir.   S 
Look  down  with  pity  on  a  mortal's  lays, 
^iio  ftrivcs,  111  vain,  to  reach  thy  boundlcfs  praife  • 
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Who  with  low  verfe  profanes  thy  facred  nanjc, 
Loft  in  the  fpreading  circle  of  thy  fame. 
Thy  fame,  which,  like  thyfelf,  is  mounted  high, 
Wide  as  thy  heaven,  and  lofty  a$  thy  Iky. 

And  thou,  his  pious  confort,  here  below, 
Lavifti  of  grief,  and  prodigal  of  woe  : 
Oh  !   choke  thy  griefs,  thy  rifing  fighs  fupprefs, 
Nof  let  chy  forrows  violate  his  peace. 
This  rage  of  anguifh,  that  difdains  relief. 
Dims  his  bright  joys,  with  feme  allay  of  grief. 
Look  on  his  deareft  pledge,  he  left  behind,  ") 

And  fee  how  nature,  bountiful  and  kind,  ' 

Stamps  the  paternal  image  on  his  mind. 
Oh  !  may  th'  hereditary  virtues  run 
In  fair  fuccelfion,  to  adorn  the  fon  ; 
The  laft  beft  hopes  of  Albion's  realms  to  grace, 
And  form  the  hero  worthy  of  his  race  : 
Some  means  at  laft  by  Britain  may  be  found. 
To  dry  her  tears,  and  clofe  her  bleeding  wound. 
And  if  the  mnfe  through  futijre  times  can  fee, 
Fair  youth,  thy  father  fiiall  revive  in  thee  : 
Thou  fhalt  the  wondering  nation's  hopes  engage. 
To  rife  the  Stanhope  of  the  future  age. 


E3PITAPH  ON  DR.  KEIL. 

THE  LATE  FAMOUS  ASTRONOMER. 

Beneath  this  ftone  the  world's  juft  wender  lies, 
Who,  while  on  earth,  had  rang'd  the  fpacious  fkies; 
Around  the  ftars  his  acftive  foul  had  flown. 
And  feen  their  courfes  finilh'd  ere  his  own  : 
Now  he  enjoys  thole  realms  he  could  explore. 
And  (inds  that  heaven  he  knew  fo  well  before. 
He  through  more  worlds  his  vidory  purfued 
Than  the  brave  Greek  could  wifli  to  have  fub- 

dued  ; 
In  triumph  ran  one  vaft  creation  o'er. 
Then  ftopp'd,— for  nature  could  aflbrd  no  more. 
With  Cxfar's  fpeed,  young  Amnion's  noble  pride 
He  came,  faw,  van (juiih'd,  wept,  return'd,  and  died, 

HORACE,  BOOK  II.  EPIST.  XIX.  IMITATED. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO   MR.  ROBERT  LQWTH  *. 

'Tis  faid,  dear  Sir,  no  poets  pleafe  the  town. 
Who  drink  mere  water,  though  from  Helicon  : 
For  in  cold  blood  they  fcldom  bcJldly  think ; 
Their  rhymes  are  more  infipid  than  their  drink. 
Not  great  Apollo  could  the  train  infpire, 
Till  generous  Bacchus  help'd  to  fan  the  fire, 
Warm'd  by  two  gods  at  once,  they  drink  and  write. 
Rhyme  all  the  day,  and  fuddle  all  the  night. 
Homer,  fays  Horace,  nods  in  many  a  place 
But  hints,  he  nodded  oftner  o'er  the  glafs. 
infpir'd  with  wine  old  Ennius  fung  and  thought       J 
With  the  fame  fpirit,  that  his  heroes  fought :      '       I 
And  we  from  Johnl'on's  tavern-laws  divine  ' 

That  bard  was  no  great  enemy  to  wine. 
'Twas  from  the  bottle  King  deriv'd  his  wit, 
Drank  till  he  could  not  talk,  and  then  he  writ. 
Let  no  coif 'd  ferjcant  touch  the  lacred  juice^ 
But  leave  it  to  the  bards  for  better  ufc  : 


*  Latf  B'ljhop  of  Lor.dcn. 
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JLct  the  grave  judges  too  the  glafs  forbear, 
Who  never  fing  and  dance  but  once  a  year. 
This  truth  once  known,  our  poets  take  the  hint, 
Get  drunk  or  mad,  and  then  get  into  print : 
To  raife  their  fJames  indulge  the  mellow  fit. 
And  lofe  their  fenfes  in  the  fearch  of  wit : 
And  when  with  claret  fir'd  they  take  the  pen, 
Swear  they  can  write,  becaufe  they  drink  hke  Ben. 
Such  mimic  Swift  or  Prior  to  their  coft. 
For  in  the  rafh  attempt  the  fools  are  loft. 
When  once  a  genius  bi'caks  through  common  rules, 
He  leads  an  herd  of  imitating  fools. 
If  Pope,  the  prince  of  poets,  fick  a-bed, 
O'er  fteaming  coffee  bends  his  aching  head, 
The  fools  in  public  o'er  the  fragrant  draught 
Incline  thofc  heads,  that  never  ach'd  or  thought. 
This  muft  provoke  his  mirth  or  his  difdain. 
Cure  his  complaint, — or  make  him  fick  again. 
1  too,  like  them,  the  poet's  path  purfuc, 
And  keep  great  Flaccus  ever  in  my  view; 
But  in  a  diflant  view — yet  what  I  write, 
Ip  thefe  loofe  flieets,  muft  never  fee  the  light ; 
Epiftles,  odes,  and  twenty  trifles  more, 
Things  that  are  born  and  die  in  half  an  hour. 
What  !  you  muft  dedicate,  fays  fneering  Spence, 
Tliis  year  fome  new  performance  to  the  prince  : 
Though  money  is  your  fcorn,  no  doubt  in  time 
You  hope  to  gain  fome  vacant  ftall  by  rhyme  ; 
Like  other  poets,  were  the  truth  but  known, 
You  too  admire  whatever  is  your  own. 
Thefe  wife  remarks  my  modefty  confound. 
While  the  laugh  rifes,  and  the  mirth  goes  round  ; 
Vext  at  the  jeft,  yet  glad  to  fhun  a  fray, 
1  whifk  into  my  coach,  and  drive  away. 

TO  MR.  SPENCE. 

PREFIXED   TO  THE  ESSAY  ON  POPe's  ODYSSET. 

'Tis  done — Reflor'd  by  thy  immortal  pen, 
The  critic's  noble  name  revives  again  ; 
Once  more  that  great,  that  injur'd  name  we  fee 
Shine  forth  alike  in  Addifon  and  thee. 

Like  curs,  cur  critics  haunt  the  poet's  feaft, 
And  feed  on  fcraps  refus'd  by  every  gueft ; 
From  the  old  Thracian  *  dog  they  learn'd  the  way 
To  fnarlin  want,  and  grumble  o'er  their  prey. 
As  though  they  grudg'd  themfelves  the  joys  they 

feel, 
Vex'd  to  be  charm'd,  and  pleas'd  againft  their  will. 
Such  their  inverted  tafle,  that  we  expeft 
For  faults  their  thanks,  for  beauties  their  negledl ; 
So  the  fell  fnake  rejefts  the  fragrant  flowers. 
But  every  poifon  of  the  field  devours. 

Like  bold  Longinus  of  immortal  fame, 
You  read  your  poet  with  a  poet's  flame  ; 
With  his,  your  generous  raptures  ftillafpire; 
The  critic  kindles  when  the  bard's  on  fire. 
But  when  fome  lame,  fome  limping  line  demands 
The  friendly  fuccour  of  your  healing  hands  ; 
The  feather  of  your  pen  drops  balm  around. 
And  plays,  and  tickles,  while  it  cures  the  wound. 

While  Pope's  immortal  labour  we  furvey, 
We  Hand  all  dazzled  with  excefs  of  day, 

*  ZojluSf/o  called  by  the  ancUnts. 


Blind  with  the  glorious  blaze ; — to  vulgar  fight 
'Twas  one  briglit  mafs  of  undiftinguilh'd  light; 
But,  like  the  towering  eagle,  you  alone 
Difcern'd  the  fpots  and  fplendours  of  the  fun. 
To  point  out  faults,  yet  never  to  offend  ;  ^ 
To  play  the  critic,  yet  preferve  the  friend; 
A  life  well  fpent,  that  never  lofl  a  day ; 
An  eaiy  fpirit,  innocently  gay  ; 
A  flridl  integrity,  devoid  of  art ; 
The  fwecteft  manners,  and  fincereft  heart ; 
A  foul  where  depth  of  fenfe  and  fancy  meet; 
A  judgment  brighten'd  by  the  beams  of  wit. 
Were  ever  yours; — be  what  you  were  before, 
Be  ftill  yourfclf ;  the  world  can  aik  no  more. 

IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

A  v/ELL-KNOwN  vafe  of  fovereign  ufe  I  Cng, 
Fleafing  to  young  and  old,  and  Jordan  hight, 
The  lovely  queen,  and  eke  the  haughty  king 
Snatch  up  this  veffel  in  the  murky  night  : 
Ne  lives  there  poor,nelivesthere  wealthy  wight. 
But  ufes  it  in  mantle  brown  or  green  ; 
Sometimes  it  ftands  array'd  in  gloffy  white ; 
And  eft  in  mighty  dortours  may  be  feen 
Of  China's  fragile  earth,  with  azure  flowrets  fheen. 

The  virgin,  comely  as  the  dewy  rofe, 
Here  gently  (beds  the  foftly-whifpering  rill; 
I'he  frannion,  who  ne  fhame  ne  blufhing  knows, 
At  once  the  potter's  gloffy  vafe  does  fill; 
It  whizzes  like  the  waters  from  a  mill. 
Here  frouzy  houfe  wives  clear  their  loaded  reins; 
The  beef-fed  juftice,  who  fat  ale  doth  fwill, 
Grafps  th*round-handled  jar,  and  tries,  and 
(trains,  [drains. 

While  flowly  dribbling  down   the  fcanty  water 

The  dame  of  Fraunce  ftall  without  fhame  convey 
This  ready  needment  to  its  proper  place; 
Yet  (hall  the  daughters  of  the  lond  of  Fay 
Learn  better  anienaunce  and  decent  grace; 
Warm  blufhes  lend  a  beauty  to  their  face, 
For  virtue's  comely  tints  their  cheeks  adora  ; 
Thus  o'er  the  diftant  hillocks  you  may  trace 
The  purple  beamings  of  the  infant  morn  : 
Sweet  are  our  blooming  maids — the  fweeteft  crea- 
tures born. 

None  but  their  hufbands  or  their  lovers  true 
They  trufl  with  management  of  their  affairs; 
Nor  even  thefe  their  privacy  may  view, 
When  the  foft  beavys  feek  the  bower  by  pairs  : 
Thenfrom  the  fight  accoy 'd,  like  timorous  hares, 
From  mate  or  bellamour  alike  they  fly ; 
Think  not,  good  fwain,  that  thefe  are  fcoirful 

airs, 
Think  not  for  bate  they  fhun  thine  amorous  eye. 
Soon  fhall  the  fair  return,  nor  done  thee,  youth, 
to  dye. 
While  Belgic  frows  acrofs  a  charcoal  ftove 
(Replenifh'd  like  the  Vefl,ars  lafiing  fire)  [love, 
Bren  for  whole  years,  and  fcorch  the  parts  of 
No  longer  parts  that  can  delight  infpire, 
Erft  cave  of  blifs,  now  monumental  pyre ; 
O  Britifh  maid,  for  ever  clean  and  neat. 
For  whom  I  aye  will  make  my  fimple  lyrcj 
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With  dooMc  care  preferve  that  dun  retreat, 
Fair  Venus'  niyllic  bower,  Dan  Cupid's  feather'd 
feat. 
So  may  your  hours  foft  Aiding  fteal  away, 
Unknown  to  gnarring  flander  and  to  bale. 
O'er  feas  of  blifs  peace  guide  her  gnndelay, 
Me  bitter  dole  inipeft  the  pafiing  gale. 
O  I  Tweeter  than  the  lilies  of  the  dale, 
In  your  foft  breads  the  fruits  of  joyancc  grow. 
He  fell  defpair  be  here  with  vifage  pale, 
Brave  be  the  youth  from  whom  your  bofoms 
glow, 
Mc  other  joy  but  you  the  faithful  flriplings  know, 

EPISTLE  TO  J.  PITT,  Esq, 
/»  Imitation  cf  Horace,   Ej'iji.    IF.   Book   I. 

Dear  Sir, 

To  all  my  trifles  you  attend. 
But  drop  the  critic  to  indulge  the  friend, 
And    v.'ith   mod    Chrifrian    patience    lofe    your 

time, 
To  hear  me  preach,  or  pefter  you  with  rhyme. 
Here  with  my  books  or  friend  I  fpend  the  day, 
But  how  at  Kingfton  pafs  your  hours  away  ? 
Say,  (ball  we  fee  fome  plan  with  rnvilh"d  eyes, 
Some  future  pile  in  miniature  arife  i 
(A  modelto  excel  in  every  part 
Judicious  Jones,  or  great  Palladio's  art) 
<;r  fome  new  bill,  that,  when  the  houfc  is  met, 
Shall  claim  their  thanks,  and  pay  the  nation's  debt? 
Or  have  you  fludy'd  in  the  filent  wood 
The  facred  duiies  of  the  wife  and  gbod  ? 
nature,  who   form'd    you,   nobly    crown'd    the 

whole 
With  a  flrong  body,  and  as  firm  a  foul  : 
The  praife  is  yours  to  finifh  every  part 
■With  all  th'  embellifhmcnts  of  tafle  and  art. 
Some  fee  in  canker'd  heaps  their  riches  roU'd, 
Your  bounty  gives  new  luftre  to  your  gold. 
Could  your  dead  father  hope  a  greater  blifs, 
Or  your  furviving  parent  more  than  this  .' 

Than  fuch  a  fon a  lover  of  the  laws, 

And  ever  true  to  honour's  glorious  caufe  : 
"Who  fccrns  all  parties,  tin. ugh  by  parties  fought  : 
Whoj^reatly  thinks,  and  truly  fpeaks  his  thought  : 
Vrith  all  the  chafte  feverity  of  fenfe, 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  and  manly  eloquence. 
£o  in  his  youth  great  Cato  was  rever'd. 
By  Pompey  courted,  and  by  Cxfar  fear'd  : 
Both  he  dihlaind  alike  with  gddlike  pride. 

For  Rome  and  Liberty  he  livJ and  dy'd. 

In  each  perfection  asyou  rife  fo  faft, 

■Well  may  you  think  each  day  may  be  your  lafl. 

Uncommon  worth  is  lliil  with  fate  at  ftrite, 

Jstill  incoiifillent  with  a  length  cf  life. 

'i  he  future  time  is  ever  in  your  power, 

Then  'tis  clear  gain  to  feize  the  prefetit  hoi:r; 

Break  from  the  ferious  thought,  and  laugh  away 

In  Pimpcrn  walls  one  idle  eafy  day. 

You'll  find  your  rhyming  kinfman  Well  in  cafe, 

For  ever  fix'd  to  the  delicious  pluce. 

Though  not  like  L with  corpulencco'ergrown 

For  he  has  ttvcnty  cure;,  and  1  but  or.c 
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In  Imitation  of  Horace,  Epiji.  X.  Bool  I. 

Health  from  the  hard  who  loves  the  rural  fport, 

To  the  more  noble  bard  that  haunts  the  court : 

In  every  other  point  of  life  we  chi.me, 

Like  two  foft  lines  when  coupled  into  rhyme. 

I  praife  a  fpacious  villa  to  the  fsy, 

You  a  clofe  garret  full  five  (lories  high ; 

I  revel  here  in  nature's  varied  fweets. 

You  in  the  nobler  fcents  of  London  ftreets. 

I  left  the  court,  and  here  at  eafe  reclin'd, 

Am  happier  than  the  king  who  {laid  behind  : 

Twelve  (lifling  difhes  I  ci-uld  fcarce  live  o'er, 

At  home  I  dine  with  luxury  on  four. 

Where  would  a  man  of  judgment  choofe  a  feat, 

But  in  a  wholcfome,  rural,  foft  retreat .' 

Where  hills  adorn  the  manfion  they  defend  ? 

Where  could  he  better  anfwer  nature's  end  ? 

Here  from  the  fea  the  melting  breezes  rife. 

Unbind  the  fnovv,  and  waim  the  wintcry  ikies  : 

Here  gentle  gales  the  dog-flar's  heat  allay, 

And  foftly  breathing  cool  the  fultry  day. 

How  free  from  cares,  from  dangers  and  affright^ 

In  pleafing"  dreams  I  pafs  the  fileiit  night! 

Does  not  the  variegated  marble  yield 

To  the  gay  colours  of  the  floweiy  field? 

Can  the  New-river's  artificial  dreams. 

Or  the  thick  waters  cf  the  troubled  Thame*, 

In  many  a  winding  rufiypipe  ccnvey'd, 

Or  daCi'd  and  bri'kta  down  a  deed  cafcade, 

With  our  clear  fylvau  fircams  in  fvveetncfs  vie. 

That  in  eternal  rills  run  bubbling  by; 

in  dimples  o'er  the  polilh'd  pebbks  pafs, 

Glide  o'er  the  fands,  or  glitter  through  the  grafs  ? 

And  yet  in  town  the  country  profpeiils  pleafe, 

Where  {lately  colonades  are  flank'd  with  trees : 

On  a  whole  country  looks  the  mailer  down 

With  pride,  where  fcarce  five  acres  are  his  own. 

Yet  nature,  though  repell'd,  maintains  her  part, 

And  in  her  turn  (lie  triumphs  ever  art; 

The  handmaid  now  may  prejudice  our  tafte, 

But  the  fair  miflrefs  will  prevail  at  lall. 

That  man  mull  fmart  at  laft  whofe  puzzled  fight 

Miflakes  in  life  falfe  colours  for  the  right; 

As  the  poor  dupe  is  fure  his  lofs  to  rue, 

Who  takes  a  pinchbeck  guinea  for  a  true. 

The  wretch,  whofe  i'l antic    pride    kind    fortune 

crowns, 
Grows  twice  as  abjecfl  when  the  goddefs  frowns^ 
As  he,  who  rifcs  when  his  head  turns  round, 
Ivluft  tumble  twice  as  heavy  to  the  ground. 
Then  love,  not  grandeur,  'tis  a  fi)h;ndid  curfe; 
The  more  the  love,  the  harder  the  divorce. 
We  live  far  happier  by  thcfe  gurgling  fprings, 
Tl'.an  ftatcfuicn,  courtiers,  ccunfellors,  or  kings. 
The  flag  cxpell'd  the  courfer  from  the  plain  ;  ' 
What  can  he  do  ? — he  bsgs  the  aid  of  man  ; 
He  takes  the  Lit  and  proudly  bears  away 
His  new  ally  ;  he  fights  and  v.iriS  the  day  ; 
But,  ruind  by  fuccefs,  he  flrives  in  vain 
To  quit  his  mafitr  and  the  curb  again. 
So  from  the  fear  cf  v.'ant  moll  wretches  fly, 
3ut  lois  :asir  nobieil  Wwalih,  their  Ub.Tty; 
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To  their  imperious  paflions  they  fuhmlt, 
Who  mount,  ride,  fpur,  but  never  draw  the  bit. 
'Tis  with  your  fortune,  Spence,  as  with  yourlhoe, 
A  large  may  wrench,  a  fmall  one  wring  your  toe. 
Then  bear  your  fortune  in  the  golden  mean, 
Not  every  man  is  born  to  be  a  dean, 
ril  bear  your  jeers,  if  ever  i  am  known 
To  feek  two  cures,  when  fcarce  I  merit  one. 
Riches,  'tis  true,  fome  fervice  may  afford, 
But  oftner  play  the  tyrant  o'er  their  lord. 
Money  I  fcorn,  but  keep  a  little  fti'.l, 
To  pay  my  do(Slor's,  or  my  lawyer's  bill. 
From  Encombe's  foft  romantic  fcenes  I  write, 
Deep  funk  in  eafe,  in  pleafure  and  delight ; 
Yet,  though  her  gen'rous  lord  himfelf  is  here, 
'  Twould  be  one  pleafure  more,  could  you  appear. 


INVITATION  TO  A  FRIEND  AT  COURT. 

If  you  can  leave  for  books  the  crowded  court. 
And  generous  Bourdeaui  for  a  glufs  of  Port, 
To  jhel'e  fweet  folitudes  without  delay 
Break  from  the  world's  impertinence  away. 

Soon  as  the  fun  the  face  of  nature  gilds, 
For  health  and  pleafure  will  we  range  the  fields; 
O'er  her  gay  fcenes  and  opening  beauties  run. 
While  all  the  vaft  creation  is  our  own. 
But  vvhen  his  golden  globe  with  faded  light 
Yields  to  the  folemn  empire  of  the  night ; 
And  in  her  fober  majefty  the  moon 
With  milder  glories  mounts  her  filver  throne  ; 
Amidfl  ten  ihoufand  orbs  with  fpiendour  crown'd, 
I'hat  pour  their  tributary  beams  abound  ;       [light 
Through  the  long  leveli'd  tube  our  ftrengtheif'd 
Shall  mark  uiftind  the  fpangles  of  the  night ; 
From  world  to  world  Ihall  dart  the  boundleli*  eye, 
And  ftretch  from  ftar  to  ftar,  from  iky  to  iky. 

The  buzzing  infeift  families  appear. 
When  funs  unbind  the  rigour  ot  the  year ; 
Quick  glance   the   myriads  round   the   evening 

bower, 
Hoils  of  a  day,  or  nations  of  an  hour. 
Allonifh'd  we  (hall  fee  th'  unfolding  race, 
Stretch'd  out  in  bulk,  within  the  poliih'd  glafs ; 
Through  whofe  fmall  convex  a  new  world  we  fpy, 
Ne'er  feen  before,  but  by  a  feraph's  eye  ! 
So  long  in  darknefs  fhut  from  liuman  kind 
Lay  half  God's  wonders  to  a  point  confin'd  ! 
But  in  one  peopled  drop  we  now  furvey 
In  pride  of  power  fome  little  monfter  play; 
O'er  tribes  invifible  he  reigns  al'.ne, 
And  flruts  a  tyrant  of  a  world  his  own. 

Now  win  we  fiudy  Homer's  awful  page, 
Now  vvaini  our  i'ouls  with  Pindar's  noble  raga  : 
To  Englilh  layslliail  Flaccus' lyre  be  ilrung, 
And  Jofty  Virgil  fpeak  the  Britiih  tongue. 
Immortal  Virgil  i  at  thy  facred  name 
I  tremble  now,  and  now  I  pant  for  fame ; 
With  eager  hopes  this  moment  I  afpire 
To  catch  or  emulate  thy  glorious  fire  ; 
The  next  purfue  the  rafh  atter.ipt  no  more, 
But  drop  the  quill,  bow,  wonder,  and  adore  ; 
By  thy  flrong  genius  overcome  and  aw'd  1 
"jhat  foe  frcoi  heaven  1  that  fp irit  of  a  God  I 


Pleas'd  and  tranfported  with  thy  name  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend; 
And  from  my  lirll  defign  by  rapture  kd, 
Negledl  the  living  poet  for  the  dead. 

EPISFLE  TO  MR.  SPENCE, 

«-7jc/i  Tutor  to  Lord  Mlddicf^x. 
IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,    BOOK  I.  ETIST  XTITI. 

Spence,  with  a  friend  you  paf:;  the  hours  away 
In  pointed  jokes,  yet  innocently  gay  : 
You  ever  dilfer'd  from  a  flatterer  more. 
Than  a  chafte  lady  from  a  iiauntlng  whore. 

*Ti3  true  you  rallied  every  fault  you  found, 
But  gently  tickled,  while  you  cur'd  the  wound  : 
Ui'dike  the  paultry  poets  of  the  town, 
Roorues  who  cxpofe  themfelves  for  half  a  crown: 
And  llill  impofe  on  every  foul  they  meet 
Rudenefs  for  fer.fe,  and  ribaldry  for  wit  : 
Who,   though  half-flarv'd,  in   fpite  of  time  and 

place. 
Repeat  their  rhymes,  though  dinner  flays  for  grace: 
And  as  their  poverty  their  drelies  fit, 
They  think  of  courfe  a  Iloven  is  a  wit ; 
But  fenfe  (a  truth  tlicfe  coxcombs  ne'er  fufpe<ft) 
Lies  juft  'ivvixt  affedntion  and  ncgled. 

One  ftep  dill  lower,  if  you  can,dcfcend. 
To  the   mean  wretch,  the  great   n.an  s  humble 

friend  ; 
That  moving  fnade,  that  pendant  at  his  ear. 
That  two-lcgg'd  dog,  ftill  pawing  on  the  peer. 
Studying  his  looks,  and  watching  at  the  board. 
He  gapes  to  catch  the  droppings  of  my  lord; 
And,  tickled  to  the  foul  at  every  joke, 
Like  a  prefs'd  watch,  repeats  what  t'other  fpoke  : 
Echo  to  nonfenfe  '.  fuch  a  fcene  to  hear ! 
Tis  jull  hke  Puncli  and  his  interpreter. 

On  trifles  fome  are  earneiUy  abfurd. 
You'll  think  the  world  depends  on  ev'ry  word. 
What,  is  not  every  mortal  free  to  fpeak? 
rii  give  my  reafons,  though  I  break  my  neck. 
And  what's  the  quellion  ? — if  It  lliines  or  rains. 
Whether  'tis  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  to  Staines. 

The  wretch  reduc'd  to  rags  by  every  vice. 
Pride,  projeds,  races,  mifireffes,  and  dice, 
Tiie  rich  rogue  ihuns,  though  full  as  bad  as  he. 
And  knovi's  a  quarrel  is  good  hufbandry. 

'Tis  ftrange,  cries  Peter,  you  are  out  of  pelf, 
I'm  fure  I  thought  you  v.-ifer  than  myfclf ; 
Yet  gives  him  nothing — but  advice  too  late. 
Retrench,  or  rather  mortgage  vuur  efiate, 
I  can  advance  the  fum, — 'tis  befl  for  both  ; 
But  henceforth  cut  your  coat  to  match  your  cloth* 

A  minider.  in  more  revenge  and  fpoit, 
Shall  give  his  foe  a  piltry  place  at  court. 
The  dupe  for  every  royal  birth-day  buys 
New  horfes,  coaches,  clothes,  and  liveries; 
Plies  at  the  levee,  and  diilinguifl-i'd  there 
J  Jvcs  on  the  royal  whifper  for  a  year  ; 
His  wenches  fiiine  in  Bruffcls  and  Brocade  '. 
And  now  the  wretch,  ridiculoufiy  mad. 
Draws  on  his  banker,  mortgages  and  fails, 
Then  to  the  country  runs  away  from  jails  :. 
Iliere  ruin'd  by  the  court  he  iells  a  vote 
To  Lhc  r.sxt  burgefs,  as  of  old  he  bought ; 
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Rubs  down  the  fteeds  wliich  orce  his  chariot  bore, 
Or  fweeps  the  town,  which  once  he  ferv'd  before. 

But,  by  this  roving  meteor  led,  I  tend 
Beyond  my  theme,  forgetful  of  my  friend. 
Then  t^ke  advice  ;  I  preach  not  out  of  time, 
when  good  lord  Middlefex  is  bent  on  rhyme. 

Their  humour  check'd,  or  inclination  crofs'd, 
Sometimes  the  friendftiip  of  the  great  is  loft. 
Unlefs  call'd  out  to  wench,  be  fare  comply. 
Hunt  when  he  hunts,  and  lay  the  fathers  by : 
For  your  reward  you  gain  his  love,  and  dine 
On  the  beft  venifon  and  the  beft  French  wine, 
2ioT  to  Lord  **»*•''  make  the  obfervation, 
How  the  twelve  peers  have  anfwer'd  their  creation, 
!Nor  in  your  wine  or  wrath  betray  your  truft, 
Be  filent  ftill,  and  obftinately  juft  : 
Explore  no  fecrets,  draw  no  chari(fters. 
For  echo  will  repeat,  and  walls  have  ears : 
Nor  let  a  bufy  fool  a  fecret  know, 
A  fecret  gripes  him  till  he  lets  it  go  : 
Words  are  like  bullets,  and  we  wilh  in  vain, 
When  once  difcharg'd,  to  call  them  back  again. 
************** 
**♦»*«»#«*«      *# 

Defend,  dear  Spence,  the  honed  and  the  civil, 
But  to  cry  up  a  rafcal — that's  the  devil. 
Who  guards  a  good  man's  chaiadlcr,  'tis  known. 
At  the  fame  time  prote<5ls  and  guards  his  own. 
Tor  as  with  houfes  '  tis  with  people's  names, 
A  fhed  may  fct  a  palace  all  on  flames ; 
The  fire  negle(5led  on  the  cottage  preys, 
But  mounts  at  lad  into  a  general  blaze. 


'Tis  a  fine  thing,  fome  think,  a  lord  to  know; 
I  wifh  his  tradefmen  could  but  think  fo  too. 
He  gives  his  word — then  all  your  hopes  are  gone  : 
He  gives  his  honour — then  your  quite  undone. 
His  and  fome  women's  love  the  fame  are  found  ; 
You  raihly  board  a  fire-(hip,  and  are  drown'd. 

Moft  folks  fo  partial  to  themfelvesare  grown, 
They  hate  a  temper  differing  from  their  own. 
The  grave  abhor  the  gay,  the  gay  the  fad, 
And  formalifts pronounce  the  witty  mad: 
The  fot,  who  drinks  fix  bottles  in  a  place. 
Swears  at  the  flinchers  who  refufe  their  glafs. 
Would  you  not  pafs  for  an  iil-natur'd  man. 
Comply  with  every  humour  that  you  can. 

Pope  will  inftrud:  you  how  to  pafs  away 
Your  time  like  him,  and  never  lofe  a  day  ; 
From  hopes  or  fears  your  quiet  to  defend, 
To  all  mankind  as  to  yourfelf  a  friend, 
And,  facred  from  the  world,  retir'd,  unknown, 
To  lead  a  life  with  mortals  like  his  own. 

When  to  delicious  Pimperne  I  retire, 
What  greater  blifs,  my  Spence,  can  I  defire  ? 
Contented  there  my  eafy  hours  I  fpend 
With  maps,  globes,  books,  my  bottle,  and  a  friend. 
There  can  I  live  upon  my  income  ftill. 
E'en  though  the  houfe  fhould  pafs  the  Quakers 

bill: 
Yet  to  my  fliare  fhould  fome  good  prebend  fall, 
I  think  myfelf  of  fize  to  fill  a  ftall. 
For  life  or  wealth  let  Heaven  my  lot  aflign, 
A  firm  and  even  foul  fhall  Hill  be  mine. 


VIDA'S  ART  OF  POETRY. 

To  the  Right  Honourable 
PHILIP,  EARL  STANHOPE,  VISCOUNT  MAHON,  AND  BARON  ELVASTON, 


this  translation  is  dedicated,  by  his  lordship's  humble  servant  and  chaplain, 

Christopher  Pitt, 


BOOK    I. 
Givp  me,  ye  facred  mufes,  to  impart 
The  hidden  fecrets  of  your  tuneful  art ; 
Give  mc  your  awful  myfteries  to  fing. 
Unlock,  and  open  wide,  your  facred  fpring  ; 
While  from  his  infancy  the  bard  1  lead, 
And  fet  him  on  y«ur  mountain's  lofty  head  ; 
Direft  his  courfe,  and  point  him  out  the  road 
To  fing  in  epic  ftrains  an  hero  or  a  god.      [praife, 
What  youth,  whofe  generous  hofom  pants  for 
Will  dare  with  me  to  beat  chofe  arduous  ways  i 
O'er  high  Parnaffus'  painful  fteeps  to  go, 
And  leave  the  groveling  multitude  belov/  : 
Where  the  glad  mufes  fing,  and  form  the  choir, 
While  bright  Apollo  ftrikes  the  filver  lyre. 
Approach  thou  firft,  great  Francis,  nor  refufe 
'I'o  pay  du?  honours  to  the  facred  mule  j 


While  Gallia  waits  for  thy  aufpicious  reign. 
Till  age  completes  the  monarch  in  the  man  ; 
Mean  time  the  mufe  may  bring  fome  fmall  relief, 
To  charm  thy  anguifli,  and  fulpend  thy  grief ; 
While  guilty  fortune's  ftern  decrees  detain 
Thee  and  thy  brother  in  the  realms  of  Spain ; 
Far,  far  traniported  from  your  native  place, 
Your  country's,  father's,  and   your  friend's   em« 

brace  ! 
Such  are  the  terms  the  cruel  fates  impofe 
On  your  great  father,  ftruggling  with  his  woes, 
Such  are  their  hard  conditions : — they  require 
The  fons  to  purchafe,  and  redeem  the  fire,    [ftain. 
But  yet,  brave  youth,  from   grief,  from  tears  ab- 
Fate  may  relent,  and  heaven  grow  mild  again ; 
At  laft  perhaps  the  glorious  day  may  come, 
The  day  that  brings  our  royal  exile  home  ; 
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When,  to  thy  native  realms  in  peace  reftor'd, 
The  ravifti'd  crowds  (liall  hail  their  pafling  lord  ; 
When  each  tranfported  city  fhall  rejoice. 
And  nations  blcfs  thee  with  a  public  voice ; 
To  the  throng'd  fanes  the  macrons  fhall  repair; 
Abfolve  their  vows,  and  breathe  their   louls   in 

prayer. 
Till  then,  let  every  mufe  enpfage  thy  love, 
"With  me  at  large  o'er  high  ParnalTus  rove 
Range  every  bower,  and  fport  in  every  grove 

Firft  then  obferve,  that  verfe  is  ne'er  confin'd 
To  one  fix'd  meafure,  or  determin'd  kind  ; 
Though  at  its  birth  it  fung  the  gods  alone, 
And  then  religion  claim'd  it  for  her  own; 
In  facred  {trains  addrefs'd  the  Deity, 
And  fpoke  a  language  worthy  of  the  Iky ; 
New  themes  fucceeding  bards  began  to  choofe, 
And  in  a  wider  field  engag'd  the  mufe  ; 
The  common  bulk  of  fubjedls  to  rehearfe 
In  all  the  rich  varieties  of  verfe. 
Yet  none  of  all  with  equal  honours  fiiine 
(But  thofe  which  celebrate  the  power  divine) 
To  thofe  exalted  meafures,  which  declare 
The  deeds  of  hemes,  and  the  fons  of  war. 
From  hence  poflerity  the  name  beftow'd 
On  this  rich  prefent  of  the  Delphic  god  ; 
Fame  fays,  Phasmoroe  in  this  meafure  gave 
Apollo's  anfwers  from  the  Pythian  cave. 

J3ut  ere  you  write,  confult  your  flrength  and 
choofe 
A  theme  proportion'd  juflly  to  your  mufe. 
For  though  in  chief  thefe  precepts  are  beftow'd 
On  him  who  fings  an  hero  or  a  god  ; 
To  other  themes  their  genei^al  ufe  extend 
And  ferves  in  diiferent  views  to  different  ends. 
Whether  the  lofty  mufe  with  tragic  rage 
Would  proudly  flalk  in  bulkins  on  the  ftage; 
Or  in  foft  elegies  our  pity  move, 
And  fhow  the  youth  in  all  the  flames  of  love  ; 
Or  fing  the  fhepherd's  woes  in  humble  flrains. 
And  the  low  humours  of  contending  fwains: 
Thefe  faithful  rules  fhall  guide  the  bard  along 
In  every  meafure,  argument,  and  fong. 

Be  fure  (whatever  you  propofe  to  write) 
Let  the  chief  motive  be  your  own  delight. 
And  well-weigh'd  choice; — a  talk  enjoin'd  refufe, 
Unlefs  a  monarch  Ihould  command  your  mufe. 
(If  we  may  hope  thofe  golden  times  to  fee, 
When  bards  become  the  care  of  majefty  !) 
Free  and  fpontaneous  the  fniooth  numbers  glide, 
■  Where  choice  determines,  and  our  wills  prefide  ; 
But,  at  command,  we  toil  with  fruitlefs  pain. 
And  drag  th'  involuntary  load  in  vain. 

Nor,  at  its  birth,  indulge  your  warm  defire, 
On  the  firft  glimmering  of  the  facred  fire  ; 
Defer  the  mighty  talk ;  and  weigh  your  power 
And  every  part  in  every  view  explore  ; 
And  let  the  theme  in  different  profpeds  roll 
Deep  in  your  thoughts,  and  grow  into  the  foul. 

But  ere  with  fails  unfurl'd  you  fly  away, 
And  cleave  the  bofom  of  the  boundlefs  fta  ; 
A  fund  of  words  and  images  prepare. 
And  lay  the  bright  materials  up  with  care, 
Which  at  due  time,  occafion  may  produce, 
All  rang'd  in  order  for  the  poet's  ufe. 


Some  happy  objects  by  mere  chance  are  brought 
From  hidden  caufcs  to  the  wandering  thought; 
Which  if  once  loft,  you  labour  long  in  vaia 
To  catch  th'  ideal  fugitives  again. 
Nar  muft  I  fail  their  condudl  to  extol. 
Who,  when  they  lay  the  bans  of  the  whole, 
Explore  the  ancients  with  a  watchful  eye,  "^ 

Lay  all  their  charms  and  elegancies  by,  \- 

Then  to  their  ufe  the  precious  fpoils  apply.         Sj 

At  firft  without  the  leaft  reftraint  compofe, 
And  mould  the  future  poem  into  profe; 
A  full  and  proper  feries  to  maintain, 
And  draw  the  juft  connexion  in  a  chain; 
By  ftatcd  bounds  your  progrefs  to  controul. 
To  join  the  parts,  and  regulate  the  whole. 

And  now  'tis  time  to  fpread  the  opening  fail* 
Wide  to  the  wanton  winds  and  flattering  gales; 
'Tis  time  we  now  prefcribe  the  genuine  laws 
To  raife  the  beauteous  fabric  with  applaufe; 
But  firft  fome  method  requifite  appears 
To  form  the  boy,  and  mould  his  tender  years* 
In  vain  the  bard  the  facred  wreath  purfues, 
Uulefs  train'd  up  and  fealon'd  to  the  mufe. 
Soon  as  the  prattling  innocent  ftiall  reach, 
To  the  firft  ufe  and  rudiments  of  fpeech, 
Ev'n  then,  by  Helicon  he  ought  to  rove, 
Ev'n  then  the  tuneful  nine  fiiould  win  his  lore 
By  juft  degrees. — But  make  his  guide  your  choicd 
For  his  chaftc  phrafe  and  elegance  of  voice  ; 
That  he  at  firft  fuccefsfully  may  teach 
The  methods,  laws,  and  difcipline  of  fpeech  ; 
Left  the  young  charge,  miftaking  right  and  wrong. 
With  vicious  habits  prejudice  his  tongue. 
Habits,  whofe  fubtle  feeds  may  mock  your  art, 
And  fpread  their  roots  and  poifon  through  his 
heatt.  [wretch. 

Whence  none   fliall  move   me    to    approve  the 
Who  wildly  borne  above  the  vulgar  reach, 
And  big  with  vain  pretences  to  impart 
Vaft  fliows  of  learning,  and  a  depth  of  art, 
For  fenfe  th'  impertinence  of  terms  affords; 
An  idle  cant  of  formidable  words; 
The  pride  of  pedants,  the  delight  of  fools; 
The  vile  difgrace,  and  lumber  of  the  fchools  : 
In  vain  the  circling  youths,  a  blooming  throng, 
Dwell  on  th'  eternal  jargon  of  his  tongue. 
Deluded  fools  1 — the  fame  is  their  miftake,         -y 
Who  at  the  limpid  ftreaai  their  thirft  may  flake,  > 
Yet  choofe  the  tainted  waters  of  the  lake.  j 

Let  no  fuch  peft  approach  the  blooming  care, 
Deprave  his  ftyle,  and  violate  his  ear  ; 
But  far,  oh  far,  to  fome  remoter  place. 
Drive  the  vile  wretch  to  teach  a  barbarous  race. 

Now  to  the  niufe's  ftream  the  pupil  bring, 
To  drink  large  draughts  of  the  Pierian  fpring; 
And  from  his  birth  the  facred  bard  adore, 
Nurft  by  the  nine,  on  Mincio's  flowery  fliore  ; 
And  aflc  the  gods  his  numbers  to  infpirc, 
With  like  invention,  majefty,  and  fire. 
He  reads  Afcanius'  deeds  with  equal  flame. 
And  longs  with  him  to  run  at  nobler  game. 
For  youths  of  ages  paft  he  makes  his  moan. 
And  learns  to  pity  years  fu  like  his  own ; 
Which  with  too  fwift,  and  too  fevere  a  doom, 
The  fate  of  war  had  hurried  to  the  tomb. 
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His  eyes,  for  Pil'a?,  and  for  Laufus,  flow, 
JVlourn  with  their  fires,  and  weep  another's  woe. 
But  when  Uryalus,  in  all  his  charms, 
Is  fnatch'd  by  fate  from  his  dear  mother's  arms, 
And  as  he  rolls  in  death,  the  purple  flood 
Streams   out,  and   ftains  his  faowy  limbs  with 

blood, 
His  foul  the  pangs  of  generous  forrow  pierce, 
And  a  new  tear  fteals  out  at  every  vcrfe. 
Meantime  with  bolder  fteps  the  youth  proceeds, 
And  the  Greek  poets  in  fucceffion  reads; 
Seafons  to  either  tongue  his  tender  ears ; 
Compares  the  heroes  glorious  charafters  ; 
Sees,  how  jEneas  is  hirnfelf  alone, 
The  draught  of  Pelcus'  and  Laertes'  fon  ; 
How,  by  the  poet's  art,  in  one,  confpire 
Ulyffes'  condudt,  and  Achilles'  fire. 

But  now,  young  bard,  with  ftri(5t  attention  hear, 
And  drink  my  precepts  in  at  either  ear; 
Since  mighty  crowds  of  poets  you  may  find, 
Crowds  of  the  Grecian  and  Aufonian  kind, 
l^earn  hence  what  bards  to  quit  or  to  purfue, 
To  fhun  the  falfe,  and  to  embrace  the  true ; 
Nor  is  it  hard  to  cull  each  noble  piece. 
And  point  out  every  glorious  fon  of  Greece ; 
Above  whofe  numbers  Homer  fits  on  high, 
.And  fiiines  fuprenie  in  dillant  majefhy  ; 
"Whom  with  a  reverend  eye  the  rtft  regard, 
And  owe  their  raptures  to  the  fovereign  bard  ; 
Through  him  the  god  their  panting  fouls  infpires, 
Swells  every  breaft,  and  v/arnis  with  all  h'u  fires, 
Blefl  were  the  poets  with  the  hollow'd  rage, 
Train'd  up  in  that  and  the  fucceeding  age  : 
As  to  his  time  each  poet  nearer  drew. 
His  fpreading  fame  in  juft  proportion  grew, 
By  like  degrees  the  next  degenerate  race 
Sunk  from  the  height  of  honour  to  difj^race. 
And  n^yW  the  fame  of  Greece  extinguifh'd  lies. 
Her  ancient  language  with  her  glory  dies. 
Her  banilh'd  princes  moutn  their  ravifh'd  crowns, 
Driven  fvom  tli^ir  old  hereditary  thrones; 
Her  drooping  natives  rove  o'er  worlds  unknown. 
And  weep  their  woes  in  regions  not  their  own  ; 
She  feels  through  all  her  dates  the  dreadful  blov% 
And  mourns  the  fury  of  a  barbarous  foe.       [maids 
But  when  our  bards  brought   o'er   (h'   Aoman 
From  their  own  Helicon  to  Tyber's  {hades; 
When  firft  they  fettled  on  Hclperia's  plains,  * 
Their  nuinbeis  ran  in  rough  unpolifh'd  ilrains. 
Void  of  the  Grecian  art  their  mcafures  Hovv'd  ; 
Plcas'd  the  wild  fatyrs,  an  1  the  lylvan  crowd. 
Low  (hrub-  and  lofty  forells  whilom  rung, 
With  uncouth  verfe,  aiid  antiquated  iVrng  ; 
Nor  yet  old  Enniusfung  in  artlefs  flrains. 
Fights,  arms,  and  hoUs  cmbattel'd  on  the  plain?. 
Who  firft  afpir'd  to  pluck  the  verdant  crown 
From  Grecian  heads  and  hx  it  on  his  own. 
New  wonders  the  fucceeding  bards  explore. 
Which  flcpt  coiic-al'd  in  nature's  womb  before; 
Her  awlul  fecrcts  the  bold  poet  fings 
And  ftts  to  view  the  priiiciples  of  thiigs  ; 
Eaeii  part  was  fair,  and  beautiful  the  whole, 
And  every  line  was  nedlar  to  the  foul. 
By  luch  4'giees  the  verfe,  as  ages  roU'd, 
Was  ftamp'd  to   form,   a.nd  took  the  bcautccva 
mould. 
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Auforia's  barde  drew  off  from  every  pirt 

The  barbarous  dregs,  and  civillz'd  the  art. 

Till,  like  the  day,  all  ftiining  and  ferenc. 

That  drives  the   clouds,  and  clears   the  gloomy 

fcene, 
Refines  the  air,  and  brightens  np  the  ik!c7, 
See  the  majeftic  head  of  Virgil  rife  ; 
Phoebus'  undoubted  fon  ! — vi-ho  clears  the  ruft 
Of  the  rough  ancients,  and  (hakes  off  their  duft. 
He  on  each  line  a  nobler  grace  beftow'd ; 
He  thought,  and  fpoke  in  every  word  a  god. 
To  grace  this  mighty  bard,  ye  mufes,  bring 
Your  choiceft  flowers,  and  rifle  all  the  fpring ; 
See  !  how  the  Grecian  bards,  at  diftance  thrown, 
With  reverence  bow  to  this  diftinguifh'd  fon  ; 
Immortal  founds  his  golden  lines  impart. 
And  nought  can  match  his  genius  but  his  art. 
Ev'n  Greece  turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  his  fame, 
VVliich  fliades  the  luftre  of  her  Homer's  name. 
'  fwas  then  Aufonia  faw  her  language  rife 
In  all  its  ftrength  and  glory  to  the  Ikies; 
Such  g!o)  y  never  could  fhe  boafl  before. 
Nor  could  fucceeding  poets  make  it  more. 
From  that  b'efl  period  the  poetic  flate 
Ran  down  the  |-recipice  of  time  and  fate; 
Degenerate  fouls  fucceed,  a  wretched  train. 
And  her  old  fame  at  once  drew  back  again. 
One,  to  his  genius  trufts,  in  every  part. 
And  fcorns  the  rules  and  difcipline  of  art. 
While  this,  an  empty  tide  of  found  affords, 
And  roarf  and  thunders  in  a  florm  of  word*. 
Some,  mufically  dull,  all  methods  try 
To  win  the  ear  with  fweet  flupidity  ; 
Unruffled  {trains  for  foHd  wit  difpenfe, 
And  give  us  numbers,  when  we  call  for  fenfe. 
Till  from  th"  Hefpcrian  plains  and  Tyber  chas'd. 
From  Rome  the  baniih'd  fi{lers  fled  at  laft  ; 
Driven  by  the  barbarous  nations,  who  from  far 
Bur{l  into  Latium  with  a  tide  of  war. 
Hence  a  vafl  change  of  their  old  manners  fprung; 
The  flaves  were    forc'd   to  fpeak    their   ma{ters 

tongue ; 
No  honours  now  were  paid  the  facred  mufe. 
But  all  v/ere  bent  on  mercenary  views ; 
Till  Latium  faw  with  joy  th'  Aonian  train 
By  the  great  Medici  reftor'd  again; 
1  h'  illullrious  Medici,  of  Tufcan  race. 
Were  burn  to  cherifh  learning  in  difgrace, 
New  life  on  every  fcience  to  beftow. 
And  lull  the  cries  of  Europe  in  her  woe. 
With  pity  they  beheld  thofe  turns  of  fate, 
And  propp  d  the  ruins  of  the  Grecian  ftatc; 
For  left  her  wit  fliould  peri{1i  with  her  fame. 
Their  care  fupported  ftill  the  Argive  name ; 
,Thty  call'd  the  afpiring  youths  from  diftant  parts. 
To  plant  Aufonia  with  the  Grecian  arts; 
To  ball:  in  eafe,  and  fcience  to  diffufe, 
And  to  reftore  tlic  empire  of  the  mufe; 
They  font  to  ravng'd  provinces  with  care, 
Ami  cities  wafted  by  the  rage  of  war. 
To  buy  the  ancients  wotk-i  of  deathlefs  fame, 
And  fiiPitch  t!i'  immortal  labours  fnvm  the  flame; 
To  which  the  foes  had  doom"d  each  glorious  piece. 
Who  reign  and  lord  it  in  the  realms  of  Greece. 
But  we,  yc  gods.  Would  raife  a  foreij:n  lird, 
M  yet  u:r?.u2hc  to  fticuth  the  civjj  fword!) 
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Through  many  a  period  this  has  been  the  fate, 
And  this  the  lift  of  the  poetic  Hate. 

Hence  facred  Virgil  from  thy  foul  adore 
Above  the  reft,  and  to  thy  utmoft  power 
Purfue  the  glorious  paths  he  ftruck  before. 
If  he  fupplies  not  all  your  want*,  peruCc 
Th'  immortal  ftrains  of  each  Augiiftan  mufe. 
There  ftop — nor  rafhly  feek  to  know  tlie  reft. 
But  drive  the  dire  ambition  from  thy  breaft, 
Till  riper  years  and  judgment  form  thy  thoughts 
To  mark  their  beauties,  and  avoid  their  faults. 
Meantime,  ye  parents,  with  attention  hear, 
And  thus  advis'd  exert  your  utmoft  care  ; 
The  blameiefs  tutor  from  a  thoufi.nd  cjioofe. 
One  from  his  foul  devoted  to  tlic  mufe ; 
Who,  pkas'd  the  tender  pupil  to  improve, 
Regards  and  loves  him  with  a  fr.ther's  love. 
Youth,  of  itfelf  to  numerims  iils  betray'd. 
Requires  a  prop,  and  wants  a  foreign  aid; 
Unlefs  a  mafter's  rules  his  mind  incline 
To  love  and  cultivate  the  fr^cred  nine, 
His  thoughts  a  tJToufand  objects  Vvfill  employ. 
And  from  Parnaffus  lead  the  wandering  boy. 
So  trufts  the  fwain  the  fapliiigs  to  the  earth; 
So  hopes  in  time  to  fee  the  fproutlng  birth  ; 
Againft  the  winds  defenfive  props  he  forms. 
To  fhield  tlie  future  forcft  from  the  {lorms. 
That  each  embolden'd  plant  at  length  may  rife 
In  verdant  pride,  and  ftioot  into  the  ikies. 

But  let  the  guide,  if  e'er  he  would  improve 
His  charge,  avoid  his  hate,  and  win  his  love; 
Left  in  his  rage  wrong  mcafiires  he  may  take, 
And  lothe  the  mufes  for  the  teacher's  fake. 
His  foul  then  fl.;.ckcn"d  from  her  n-itive  force, 
Flags  at  the  barrier,  and  forgets  the  ccurfe. 
Nor  by  your  anger  be  the  youth  o'er-aw'd, 
But  fcorn  th'  ungenerous  province  of  the  rod; 
Th'  offended  mufes  never  can  fuftain 
To  hear  the  fliriekings  of  the  tender  train, 
But  flung  with  grief  and  anguilli  hang  behind; 
Danip'd  is  the  fprightly  vigour  of  the  mind. 
The  boy  no  daring  images  infpire. 
No  bright  ideas  fet  his  thoughts  on  fire: 
He  drags  on  heavily  th'  ungrateful  load, 
Grown  obflinatcly  dull,  and  feafon'd  to  the  rod. 

I  know  a  pedant,  who  to  penance  brought 
His  trembing  pupils  for  the  lightell  fault; 
His  foul  tranlported  with  a  ftorm  of  ire, 
And  ail  the  rage  th?.t  malice  could  infpire  : 
By  turns  the  torturing  fcourges  we  might  hear. 
By  turns  the  flirieks  of  wretches  ftunii'd  the  ear. 
Still  to  my  mind  the  dire  ideas  rile. 
When  rage  unufual  fparklcd  in  his  eyes; 
When  with  t^e  dreadful  fcourge  infulting  loud, 
The  tyrant  terrify'd  the  blooming  crowd;' 
A  boy  the  faireft  of  the  frighted  train. 
Who  yet  I'carce  gave  the  promife  of  a  man. 
Ah  !   diimal  objc6t  '   idly  paft  the  day 
In  all  the  thoiightiefs  innocence  of  play; 
When  lo  !  th'  imperious  wretch  iirflam  d  with  rage. 
Fierce,  and   egardlefs  of  his  ten('ar  age, 
With  fury  ilMrms;   the  fault  his  clamours  urge  : 
His  han>i  high-waving-  brandilhes  the  fcourge. 
Tears,  vo'.'.  f,  and  |. layers,  th;-  tyrant  ■=  ear;-  affiil ; 
In  Tain  5 — nor  tears,  nor  vows,  nor  prayers  prevail. 


The  trembling  innocent  from  deep  defpair 
Sicken'd,  and  breath'd  his  little  foul  in  air. 
For  him,  beneath  his  poplar,  mourns  the  Po; 
For  him  the  tears  of  hoary  Serins  flow ; 
For  him  their  tears  the  watery  Cfters  flied. 
Who  lov'd  him  living,  and  deplor'd  him  dead. 
The  furious  pedant,  to  reftrain  his  rage. 
Should  mark  th'  example  of  a  former  age ; 
How  fierce  Alcides,  warm'd  with  youthful  Ire, 
Dafti'd  on  his  mafter's  front  his  vocal  lyre. 
But  yet,  ye  youths,  confefs  your  mafters  fway. 
And  their  commands  implicitly  obey. 

Whoever  then  this  arduous  talk  purfues. 
To  form  the  bard,  and  cultivate  the  mufe. 
Let  him  by  fofter  means,  and  milder  ways. 
Warm  his  ambition  with  the  love  of  praife; 
Soon  as  his  precepts  ftiall  engage  his  heart. 
And  fan  the  rifing  fire  in  every  part, 
Light  is  the  talk  ; — for  then  the  eager  bof 
Purfues  the  voluntary  toil  with  joy  ; 
Diidains  th'  inglorious  indolence  of  reft. 
And  feeds  th'  immortal  ardour  in  his  breaft. 

And  here  the  common  pra6i:ice  of  the  fchooli 
By  known  experience  juftifies  my  rules. 
The  youths  in  focial  ftudies  to  engage; 
For  then  the  rivals  burn  with  generous  rage. 
Each  foul  the  flings  of  emulation  raife, 
And  every  little  bofom  beats  for  praife. 
But  gifts  propos'd  will  urge  them  heft  to  rife  J 
Fir'd  at  the  glorious  profpeA  of  a  prize. 
With  noble  jealouiy  the  blooming  bard 
Reads,  labours,  glows,  and  ftrains  for  the  reward  g 
Fears  left  his  happy  rival  win  the  race. 
And  raife  a  triumph  on  his  own  difgrace. 

But  when  once  feafon'd  to  the  rage  divine. 
He  loves  and  courts  the  raptures  of  the  nine; 
The  fenfe  of  glory,  and  the  love  of  fame. 
Serve  but  as  fecond  metives  to  the  flame; 
The  thrilling  pleafure  all  the  bard  fubdues, 
I^ock'd  in  the  ftricft  embraces  of  the  mufe. 
See  I  when  harfli  parents  force  the  youth  to  quit 
For  meaner  arts  the  dear  delights  of  wit, 
If  e'er  the  wonted  v/armth  his  thoughts  infpire. 
And  with  paft  pleafures  fet  his  mind  on  fire. 
How  from  his  foul  he  longs,  but  longs  in  vain, 
To  haunt  the  groves  and  purling  ftreams  again  I 
No  ftern  commands  of  parents  can  controul, 
No  force  can  check  the  fallies  of  his  foul. 
So  burns  the  courfer  feafon'd  to  the  rein,  Tf 

1  hat  fpies  his  females  on  a  diftant  plain,  v 

And  longs  to  adt  his  pleafures  o'er  again.  j 

Fir'd  with  remembrance  of  his  joys,  he  bounds. 
He  foams  and  ftrives  to  reach  the  well-knowa 

grounds ; 
The  goring  fpurs  his  furi^^us  flames  improve, 
\iid  roife  within  him  all  the  rage  of  love; 
Pjy'd  with  the  fcourge  he  ftill  negletfls  his  hafte, 
And  moves  reludlant  when  he  moves  at  laft ; 
Reverts  his  eye,  regrets  the  diftant  mare, 
And  ne'ghs  impatient  for  the  dappled  fair. 

How  oft  the  youth  would  long  to  change  hi» 
fate, 
Who,  high  advanc'd  to  all  the  pomp  of  ftate. 
With  grief  his  gaudy  load  of  jirandeui  views^ 
Loft  at  too  high  a  d-P  incc  from  the  mufe  i 
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How  oft  he  fighs  by  warbling  ftreams  to  rove, 
And  quit  the  palace  for  the  fhady  grove  '. 
How  oft  in  Tybur's  cold  retreats  to  lye,  T 

And  gladly  ftoop  to  cheerful  poverty,  S 

Beneath  the  rigour  of  the  wintery  flcy  !  j 

But  yet  hew  many  curfe  their  fruitlef-sloil, 
Who  turn  and  cultivate  a  barren  foil  ? 
This,  ere  too  late,  the  mafter  may  divine 
By  a  fare  omen  and  a  certain  fign ; 
The  hopeful  youth,  determin'd  by  his  choice, 
Works  without  precept,  and  prevents  advice, 
Confults  his  teacher,  plies  his  tafk  with  joy, 
And  a  quick  fenfe  of  glory  fires  the  boy. 
He  challenges  the  crowd; — the  conqueil  o'er, 
He  flruts  away  the  vidlor  of  an  hour.  [care. 

Then  vanquifti'd  in   his  turn  ;   o'erwhelm'd  vfith 
He  weeps,  he  pines,  he  fickens  with  defpair ; 
3>Ior  looks  his  little  rivals  in  the  face,  Tj 

But  flies  for  (helter  to  fome  lonely  place,  V 

To  mourn  his  (hame,  and  cover  his  difgrace.       j 
His  matter's  frowns  impatient  to  fuRain, 
Streight  he  returns,  and  wins  the  day  again. 
This  is  the  boy  his  better  fates  defign 
To  rife  the  future  darling  of  the  nine ; 
Tor  him  the  mufes  weave  the  facred  crown. 
And  bright  Apollo  claims  him  for  his  own. 
!Not  the  Icaft  hope  th'  unaftive  youth  can  raife, 
Dead  to  the  profpeft  and  the  fenfe  of  praife ; 
Who  your  juft  rules  with  dull  attention  hears, 
Nor  lends  his  underftanding,  but  his  ears, 
Refolv'd  his  parts  in  indolence  to  keep, 
He  lulls  his  drowfy  faculties  afleep  ; 
The  wretch  your  beft  endeavours  will  betray, 
And  the  fuperfluous  care  is  thrown  away. 

I  fear  for  him  who  ripens  ere  his  prime; 
For  all  produiflions  there's  a  proper  time. 
Oh  !  may  no  apples  in  the  fpring  appear. 
Out-grow  the  feafons,  and  prevent  the  year, 
Nor  mellow  yet  till  autumn  flains  the  vine. 
And  the  full  prefles  foam  with  floods  of  wine. 
Torn  from  the  parent-tree  too  foon,  they  lie 
Trod  down  by  every  fwain  who  pafles  by. 

Nor  fhould  the  youth  too  flridlly  be  confin'd, 
*Tis  fometimes  proper  to  unbend  his  mind  ; 
When  tir'd  with  ftudy,  let  him  feek  the  plains, 
And  mark  the  homely  humours  of  the  fwains; 
Or  pleas'd  the  toils  to  fpread,  or  horns  to  wind. 
Hunt  the  fleet  mountain-goat  or  forcft-hind. 
Meantime  the  youth,  impatient  that  the  day 
Should  pafs  in  pleafures  unimprov'd  away. 
Steals  from  the  fhouting   crowd,  and  quits  the 

plains. 
To  fing  the  fylvan  gods  in  rural  flirains ; 
Or  calls  the  mufes  to  Albunea"s  fhades, 
-  Courts  and  enjoys  the  vifionary  maids. 
So  labour'd  fields,  with  crops  alternate  bleft,' 
By  turns  lie  fallow,  and  indulge  their  reft; 
'I'he  fwain  contented  bids  the  hungry  foil 
Enjoy  a  fweet  viciflitude  from  toil. 
Till  earth  renews  her  genial  powers  to  bear, 
And  pays  his  prudence  with  a  bounteous  year. 
On  a  ftri(5l  view  your  folid  judgment  frame. 
Nor  think  that  genius  is  in  all  the  fame  : 
How  oft  the  youth,  who  wants  the  farred  fire, 
Fondly  raiftakes  for  genius  his  defire  ! 


Courts  the  coy  mufes,  though  rejected  flilf, 

Nor  nature  feconds  his  mifguided  will : 

He  flrives,  he  toils  with  unavailing  care  ; 

Nor  heaven  relents,  nor  Phoebus  hears  his  pra.yer« 

He  with  fuccefs  perhaps  may  plead  a  caufe. 

Shine  at  the  bar,  and  flourilh  by  the  laws; 

Perhaps  difcover  Nature's  fecret  fprings. 

And  bring  to  light  th'  originals  of  things. 

But  fometimes  precept  will  fuch  force  impart, 

That  nature  bends  beneath  the  power  of  art. 

Befides,  'tis  no  light  province  to  remove 
From  the  rafh  boy  the  fiery  pangs  of  love  ; 
Till,  ripe  in  years,  and  more  confirm'd  in  age, 
He  learns  to  bear  the  flames  of  Cupid's  rage ; 
Oft  hidden  fires  on  all  his  vitals  prey. 
Devour  the  youth,  and  melt  his  foul  away. 

By  flow  degrees ; blot  out  his  golden  dreams. 

The  tuneful  poets,  and  Caftalian  ftreams ; 
Struck  with  a  fecret  wound,  he  weeps  and  fighs  J 
In  every  thought  the  darling  phantoms  rife ; 
The  fancy'd  charmer  fwims  before  his  fight. 
His  theme  all  day,  his  vifion  all  the  night : 
The  wandering  objedt  takes  up  all  his  care, 
Nor  can  he  quit  th'  imaginary  fair. 
Meantime  his  Crc,  unconfcious  of  his  pain, 
Applies  the  temper'd  medicines  in  vain  ; 
The  plague,  fo  deeply  rooted  in  his  heart. 
Mocks  every  flight  attempt  of  Pasan's  art ; 
The  flames  of  Cupid  all  his  breafl  infpire, 
And  in  the  lover's  quench  the  poet's  fire. 

When  in  his  riper  years,  without  controni, 
The  nine  have  took  pofleflion  of  his  foul; 
When,  facred  to  their  god,  the  crown  he  wears. 
To  other  authors  let  him  bend  his  cares  ; 
Confult  their  ftyles,  examine  every  part, 
And  a  new  tindture  take  from  every  art. 
Firft  ftudy  Tully's  language  and  his  fenfe, 
And  range  that  boundlefs  field  of  eloquence. 
Tully,  Rome's  other  glory,  ftill  affords 
The  beft  exprefiions  and  the  richeft  words  ; 
As  high  o'er  all  in  eloquence  he  ftood. 
As  Rome  o'er  all  the  nations  flie  fubdu'd. 
Let  him  read  men  and  manners,  and  explore 
The  fite  and  diftances  from  fliore  to  fliore ; 
Then  let  him  travel,  or  to  maps  repair, 
And  fee  imagin'd  cities  riCng  there  ; 
Range  with  his  eyes  the  earth's  fiditious  ball, 
And  pafs  o'er  figur'd  worlds  that  grace  the  walh 
Some  in  the  bloody  (hock  of  arms  appear, 
To  paint  the  native  horrors  of  the  war  ; 
Through  charging  hofts  they  rufiibefore  they  write. 
And  plunge  in  all  the  tumult  of  the  fight. 
But  fince  our  lives,  contracted  in  their  date 
By  fcanty  bounds  and  circumfcrib'd  by  fate, 
Can  never  launch  through  all  the  depths  of  arts, 
Ye  youths,  touch  only  the  material  parts ; 
There  flop  your  labour,  there  your  fcarch  controulj 
And  draw  from  thence  a  notion  of  the  whole. 
From   diftant   climes  when   the    rich  merchantt 

come. 
To  bring  the  wealth  of  foreign  regions  home ; 
Content  the  friendly  harbours  to  explore, 
They  only  touch  upon  the  winding  fliore  ; 
Nor  with  vaia  labour  wander  up  and  down 
To  view  the  land,  and  vifit  every  town ; 
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TliSt  would  but  call  them  from  their  former  road. 
To  fpend  an  age  in  banifliment  abroad  ; 
Too  late  returning  from  the  dangerous  main, 
To  fee  their  countries  and  their  friends  again. 

Still  be  the  facred  poets  your  delight ; 
Read  them  by  day,  confult  them  in  the  night ; 
S'rom   thofe    clear   fountains   ail   your    raptures 

bring, 
And  draw  for  ever  from  the  mufes'  fpring. 
But  let  your  fubjedt  in  your  bofom  roll, 
Claim  every  thought,  and  draw  in  all  the  foul. 
That  conftant  objedl  to  your  mind  difplay, 
Your  toil  all  night,  your  labour  all  the  day. 

I  need  not  all  the  rules  of  verfe  difclofe, 
IMor  how  their  various  meafures  to  difpofe  ; 
The  tutor  here  with  eafe  his  charge  niay  guide 
To  join  the  parts  and  numbers,  or  divide. 
Now  let  him  words  to  Hated  laws  fubmit, 
Or  yoke  to  meafures,  or  reduce  to  feet ; 
Now  let  him  foftly  to  himfelf  rchearfe 
His  firfl  attempts  and  rudiments  of  verfe ; 
Fix  on  thofe  rich  expreffions  his  regard, 
To  ufe  made  facred  by  fomc  ancient  bard ; 
Toft  by  a  different  guft  of  hopes  and  fears. 
He  begs  of  heaven  an  hundred  eyes  and  ears. 
Now  here,  now  there,  coy  nature  he  purfues, 
And  takes  one  image  in  a  thoufand  views. 
He  waits  the  happy  moment  tliat  affords 
The  nobleft  thoughts,  arid  moft  expreflive  words  ; 
He  brooks  no  dull  delay  ;  admits  no  reft; 
A  tide  of  paffion  ftruggles  in  his  breaft  ; 
Round  his  dark  foul  no  clear  ideas  play, 
The  moft  familiar  obje(fls  glide  away. 
All  fix'd  in  thought,  aftonifh'd  he  appears, 
His  foul  examines,  and  confults  his  ears ; 
And  racks  his  faithlefs  memory,  to  find 
Some  traces  faintly  fketch'd  upon  his  mind. 
There  he  unlocks  the  glorious  magazine, 
And  opens  every  faculty  within  ; 
Brings  out  with  pride  their  intelledual  fpoils, 
And  with  the  noble  treafure  crowns  his  toils; 
And  oft  mere  chance  fliall  images  difplay. 
That  ftrike  his  mind  engag'd  a  different  way 
Still  he  perfifts  ;  regrets  no  toil  or  pain. 
And  ftill  the  talk,  he  tried  before  in  vain, 
Plies  with  unweary'd  diligence  again. 
For  oft  unmanageable  thoughts  appear. 
That  mock  his  labour,  and  elude  his  care ; 
Th'  impatient  bard,  with  all  his  nerves  apply'd, 
Tries  all  the  avenues  on  every  fide  ; 
Refplv'd  and  bent  the  precipice  to  gain; 
Though  yet  he  labours  at  the  rock  in  vain  ; 
By  his  own  ftrength  and  heaven,  with  con^uefl 

He  wins  th'  important  viftory  at  laft  ; 
Stretch'd  by  his  hands  the  vanquiih'd  monfter  lies. 
And  the  proud  triumph  lifts  him  to  the  ficies. 
But  when  ev'n  chance  and  all  his  efforts  fail, 
Nor  toils,  nor  vigilance,  nor  cares  prevail ; 
His  paft  attempts  in  vain  the  boy  renews. 
And  waits  the  fofter  feafons  of  the  mufe ; 
He  quits  his  work ;  throws  by  his  fond  defires  : 
And  from  his  talk  reludantly  retires. 

Thus  o'er  the  fields  the  fwain  purfues  his  road, 
Till  ftopt  at  length  by  foaie  impervious  flood,         | 
Vol.  YIII,  I 
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That  from  a  mountain's  brow,  o'erchargM  with 
rains,  •  [plains; 

Burfts  in  a  thundering  tide,  and  foams  along  the 
With  horror  chili'd,  he  traverfes  the  fnore, 
Sees  the  waves  rife,  and  liears  the  torrent  roar; 
Then  grisv'd  returns  ;  or  waits  with  vain  delay. 
Till  the  tumultuous  deluge  rolls  away. 

But  in  no  Iliad  l(;t  the  youth  engage 
His  tendt-T  years,  and  unexpcrienc'd  age  : 
Let  him  by  juft  degrees  and  fteps  proceed, 
Siiig  with  the  fwains,  and  tune  the  tender  reed  ; 
He  with  fuccefs  an  humbler  theme  mr.y  ply, 
And,  Virgil-like,  immortalize  a  fiy  : 
Or  fi.'ig  the  mice,  their  battles  and  attacks, 
Againit  the  croaking  natives  of  tiie  lakes  : 
Or  with  what  art  her  toils  the  fpider  fets, 
And  fpins  her  filmy  entrails  into  nets. 

And  here  embrace,  ye  teachers,  this  advice  J 
Not  to  be  too  inquilitively  nice, 
But,  till  the  foul  enlarg'd  in  ftrength  appears. 
Indulge  the  boy,  andfpare  his  tender  years  ; 
Till,  to  ripe  judgment  and  experience  broughtj 
Himfelf  difcerns  and  bluflies  at  a  f.iult ; 
For  if  the  critic's  eyes  too  ftri(5tly  pierce. 
To  point  each  blemifli  out  in  every  verfe, 
Void  of  all  hope  the  ftripling  may  depart, 
And  turn  hi§  ftudies  to  another  art. 
But  if  refolv'd  his  darling  faults  to  fee, 
A  youth  of  genius  fhould  apply  to  me, 
And  court  my  elder  judgment  to  perufs 
Th'  imperfedl  labours  of  his  infant  mufe  ; 
I  Ihould  not  fcruple,  with  a  candid  eye. 
To  read  and  praife  his  poem  to  the  fky  ; 
With  feeming  rapture  on  each  line  to  paufe, 
And  dwell  on  each  eKpreflion  with  applaufe. 
But  when  niy  praifes  had  inflam'd  his  mind. 
If  fome  lame  verfe  limp'd  flowly  up  behind; 
One,  that  himfelf,  unconfcious,  had  not  found, 
By  numbers  charm'd,  and  led  away  by  found, 
I  fhould  not  fear  to  minifter  a  prop, 
And  give  him  ftronger  feet  to  keep  it  up  ; 
Teach  it  to  run  alosig  more  firm  and  fure  ; 
Wor  would  I  fliow  the  wound  before  the  cure. 

For  what  remains;  the  poet  I  enjoin 
To  form  no  glorious  fcheme,  no  great  defign, 
Till  free  from  bufinefs  he  retires  alone. 
And  flies  the  giddy  tumult  of  the  town  ; 
Seeks  rural  pleafures,  and  enjoys  the  glades, 
And  courts  the  thoughtful  filence  of  the  fhades, 
Where   the    fair  Dryads    haunt    their    native 

woods, 
V,''ith  all  the  orders  of  the  fylv^an  gods. 
Here  in  their  foft  retreats  the  poets  lie, 
Serene,  and  bicft  with  cheerful  poverty  ; 
No  guilty  fchemes  of  wealth  their  fouls  moleft. 
No  cares,  no  profpeifts,  difcompofe  their  reft ; 
No  fchenies  of  grandeur  glitter  in  their  view  ; 
Here  thty  the  joys  uf  innocence  purfue. 
And  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  happy  few. 
From  a  rock's  entrails  the  barbarian  fprung. 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  throng 
By  deeds  o* words — The  Vitctch  by  fury  driven, 
Affaults  the  darling  colony  of  heaven  !  [^yc 

Some  have  look'd  down,  we  know",  with  fcornful 
On  the  bright  mufe  who  taught  theai  how  to  rife, 
*  G 
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And  paid,  whenrais'd  to  grandeur,  no  regard 
From  that  high  ftation  to  the  facredbard. 
Uninjur'd,  mortals,  let  the  poets  lie, 
Or  dread  th'  impemiing  vengemce  of  the  flcy  ; 
The  gods  dill  liften'd  to  their  conilant  prayer, 
And  made  the  poeis  their  peculiar  care. 
They,  with  contempt,  on  fortune's  gift  kok  down, 
And  laugh  at  kit  g-.  whu  wear  an  envy  d  crown. 
Rais'd  and  tranfported  by  their  fearing  mind. 
From  their  proud  eminence  they  view  mankind 
Loft  in  a  cloud;  they  lee  them  toil  belnw, 
All  bufy  to  promote  their  common  woe  ; 
Of  guilt  unconfcious.  with  a  fleady  foul, 
They  fee  the  lightnings  flaih,  and  hear  the  thun- 
ders roll. 
When,  girt  with  terrors,  heaven's  Almighty  Sire 
Launches  his  triple  bolts  and  forky  fire. 
When  o'er  high  towers  the  red  detlroyer  plays, 
And  Hrikes  the  mountains  with  the  pointed  blaze; 
Safe  in  their  innocence,  like  gods,  they  rife, 
Afid  lift  their  fouls  ferenely  to  the  Ikies. 

Fly,  ye  profane  ; — the  (acred  nine  were  given 
To  blefs  thefe  lower  wo; Ids  by  bounteous  heaven: 
Of  old,  Prometheus,  from  the  realms  above, 
Brought  down  thefc  daughters  of  all-mighty  Jove, 
When  to  his  native  earth  the  robber  came, 
Charg'd  with  the  plunder  of  etheteal  flame. 
As  due  companion  touch'd  his  generous  mind, 
To  fee  the  favage  {late  of  human  kind  ; 
When,  led  to  range  at  large  the  bright  abodes. 
And  fhare  th'  ambrofial  banquets  of  the  gods; 
In  many  a  whirl  he  faw  Olympus  driven. 
And  heard  th'  eternal  harmoliy  of  Leaven.       [ears 
Turn'd  round  and  lound  the  concert  charm'd  his 
W^ith  ail  the  mufic  of  the  dancing  fphercs; 
The  facred  nine  his  wondering  eyes  bcliold. 
As  each  her  orb  in  jufl  divifions  roU'd ; 
The  thief  behold?  them  with  ambitious  eyes, 
And,  bent  on  fraud,  he  meditates  the  prize  ; 
A  prize  !  the  nobleft  gift  he  could  bcftow 
(Next  to  the  fire)  on  human  race  befow ; 
At  length  th'  immortals  reconcil'd  relign'd 
The  fair  celeflial  lifters  to  mankind ; 
I'h-jugh  bound  to  Caucafus  with  folid  chains, 
Th'  afpiring  robber  groan'd  in  endlefs  pains  ; 
By  which  deterr'd,  for  ages  lay  fupine 
The  race  of  mortals,  nor  invok'd  the  nine  : 
Till  heaven  in  verfe  fliow'd  man  his  future  flate, 
And  opcn'd  every  diflant  fcene  of  fate. 
rirft,  the  great  father  of  the  gods  above 
Sung  in  Dedona  and  the  Libyan  grove  ; 
Next,  to  th'  inquiring  nations  Ihemis  gave, 
Her  facred  anfwers  from  the  Phocian  cave  ; 
Then  Phoebus  warn'd  them  from  the  Delphic  dome 
Of  future  time,  and  ages  yet  to  come  ; 
And  reverend  Faunus  utter'd  truths  divine 
To  the  firft  founders  of  the  Latian  line. 
Next  the  great  race  of  hallow'd  prophets  came, 
With  them  the  Sibylls  of  immortal  fame, 
Infpir'd  with  all  the  god  ;  who  rapt  wn  high 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  unbounded  fly 
And  range  the  dark  reccffes  of  the  fky. 
Next,  at  their  feafts,  the  people  fung  their  lays 
(The  fame  their  prophets  fung  in  former  days); 
Their  theme  an  hero,  and  hit  dcathlcfs  praife. 


What  has  to  man  of  nobler  worth  beeh  gircnf^ 
Than  this  the  heft  and  greateft  boon  of  heaven  i 
Whatever  power  the  gloriou,-  gift  bcilow'd, 
We  trace  the  certain  lootfteps  of  a  God  ; 
By  thee  infpir'd,  the  daring  pi.et  flies, 
Hia  foul  mourns  up,  and  towers  above  the  ikiesj 
I'hou  art  the  fourcc  of  pleafure,  and  we  fee 
No  joy,  no  tvanfport,  when  debarr'd  of  thee; 
Thy  tuneful  deity  the  feather'd  throng 
Cotifefs  in  al!  the  meafpres  of  their  fong. 
Thy  great  commands  the  favagcs  obey, 
And  evfry  filent  native  of  thefea  : 
Ted  by  tliy  voice,  the  ftarting  rocks  advance, 
And  lillening  forefts  mingle  in  the  dance. 
On  thy  fvvett  notes  the  damn'd  rejoice  to  dwell^ 
I'hy  ftrains  fufpended  all  the  din  of  hell; 
Lull'd  by  the  found,  the  furies  rag'd  no  more, 
And  hell's  infernal  porter  ceas'd  to  roar. 
Thy  powers  exalt  us  to  the  realms  above, 
To  fcaft  with  gods,  and  fit  the  guefts  of  Jove  : 
Thy  prcfence  foftens  anguifh,  woe,  and  llrife, 
And  reconciles  us  to  the  load  of  life  ; 
Hail,  thou  bright  comfort  of  thefe  low  abodes*,' 
Thou  joy  of  men,  and  darling  of  the  gods. 
As  pricll;  and  poet,  in  thefe  humble  lays, 
I  boldly  labour  to  refound  thy  praife; 
To  hang  thy  fl>rines,  this  gift  I  bring  along. 
And  to  thy  altars  guide  the  tender  throng. 

BOOK  II. 

Proceed,  ye  Nine,  defcendcd  from  above'^ 

Ve  tuneful  daughters  of  almighty  Jove  ; 

To  teach  the  future  age,  I  haften  on. 

And  open  every  fource  of  Helicon. 

Your  pried  and  bard  with  rage  divine  infpire, 

While  to  your  fhrine  I  lead  the  blooming  choir. 

Hard  was  the  way,  and  dubious,  which  we  trod. 

Now  fliow,  ye  goddelTcs,  a  furer  road  ; 

Point  out  thofe  paths,  which  you  can  find  alone, 

To  all  the  world  but  to  yourfelves  unknown  ; 

Lo  '.  all  th'  Hefperian  youihs  with  me  implore 

Your  fofter  influence,  and  propitious  power. 

Who,  rang'd  beneath  my  banners,  boldly  tread 

Thofe   arduous   tracks  to  reach  your  mountain's 

head. 
New  rules  'tis  now  my  province  to  impart; 
Firft  to  invent,  and  then  difpofe  with  art; 
Each  a  laborious  tafk  :  but  they  who  fliarc 
Heaven's  kindpr  bounty,  and  peculiar  care, 
A  glorious  train  cf  images  may  find, 
Preventing  hope,  and  crowding  itn  the  mind. 
The  other  tafk,  to  fettle  every  part. 
Depends  on  judgment,  and  the  powers  of  art  5 
From  whence  in  chief  the  poet  hopes  to  raife 
His  future  glory,  and  immortal  praife. 

This  as  a  rule  the  noblefl  bards  elleem. 
To  touch  at  firft  in  general  on  the  theme  ; 
To  hint  at  all  thefubjedl  in  a  line  ; 
And  draw  in  miniature  the  whole  defign. 
Nor  in  themfelves  confide  ;  but  next  implore       1 
The  timely  aid  of  fonie  celeftial  power; 
To  guide  your  labours,  and  point  out  your  road, 
Choofe,  as  you  pleafc,  your  tutelary  god  ; 
But  ftill  invoke  fome  guardian  deity. 
Some  pov/-.r,  to  look  aufpiciou&from  the  fcy  ; 
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To  nothing  great  fliouU  mortals  bend  their  care, 

Till  Jove  be  folemnly  addrell  in  prayer. 

Tis  not  enough  to  call  tor  aid  divine, 

And  court  but  once  the  favour  of  the  Nine ; 

When  objedls  riie,  that  mock  your  toil  and  pairt, 

Above  the  labour  and  the  reach  of  man  ; 

Then  you  may  fupplicate  the  bled  abodes, 

And  afk  the  friendly  fuccour  of  the  gods. 

Shock  net  your  reader,  nor  begin  too  iierce, 

Nor  fwell  and  blufter  in  a  pomp  of  verfe ; 

At  firfl  all  needlefs  ornament  remove, 

To  fhun  his  prejudice,  and  win  his  love. 

At  firft,  you  find  moll  fuvour  arid  fuccefs 

In  plain  expreffion,  a;)d  a  modeft  drefs. 

For  if  too  arrogant  you  vaunt  your  might. 

You  fall  with  greater  fcandal  in  the  fight, 

when  on  the  niceft  point  your  fortune  (lands, 

And  all  your  courage  all  your  flrength  demands. 

With  gradual  flights  furprife  u>  as  we  read  ; 

And  let  more  glorious  images  fdcceed 

To  Wake  our  fouls  ;  to  kindle  our  defire 

Still  to  read  on,  and  fan  the  rifing  fire. 

But  ne'er  the  fubjeel  <,f  your  werk  pi-oclairii 

In  its  own  colours,  and  irs  genuine  name; 

Let  it  by  diftant  tokens  be  convey'd, 

And  wrapt  in  other  woi-ds,  and  cover'd  in  their 

fliade. 
At  lall  the  fubjedl  froni  the  friendly  fhrowd 
Burfls  out,  and  (bines  the  brighter  from  the  cloud; 
Then  the  dilTolving  darknefs  breaks  away, 
And  every  objedl  glares  in  open  day. 
Thus  great  *Uly(res'  toils  were  I  to  choofe, 
For  the  main  thenie  that  (hould  employ  my  ntiiife; 
By  his  long  labours  of  immortal  fame, 
Should  (bine  my  hero,  but  conceal  his  name  ; 
As  one,  who  loil  at  iea,  had  nations  fcen,       [mert, 
And  mark'd  their  towns,  their  manners,  and  their 
Since  Troy  was  levell'd  to  the  duft  by  Greece ; 
Till  a  few  lines  epitomiz'd  the  piece. 

But  ftudy  now  what  order  to  maintain, 
To  link  the  work  in  one  continued  chain, 
That,  when  the  mufe  difplays  her  artful  fcheme, 
And  at  the  proper  time  unfolds  the  theme  ; 
Each  part  may  find  its  own  determin'd  place, 
JLaid  out  with  method,  and  difpos'd  with  grace; 
That  to  the  deftin'd  fcope  the  piece  may  tend, 
And  keep  one  condant  tenor  to  the  end. 
Firft  to  furprifing  novelties  inclin'd,  "y 

The  bards  fome  unexpected  objedls  find,  V 

To  wake  attention,  and  fufpend  the  mind.  j 

A  cold,  dull  order  bravely  they  forfake  ;  ") 

FIx'd  and  refolv'd  the  winding  way  to  take,         C 
They  nobly  deviate  from  the  beaten  track.  j 

The  poet  marks  th'  occafion,  as  he  fings. 
To  launch  out  boldly  from  the  midd  of  things, 
Where  fome  diftinguilh'd  incident  he  views. 
Some  fhining  aAion  that  deferves  a  muTe. 
Thence  by  degrees  the  wondering  reader  brings 
To  trace  the  fubjedl  backward  to  its  fprings, 
Left  at  his  entrance  he  (hould  idly  (lay, 
Shock'd  at  his  toll,  and  dubious  "f  his  v/ay; 
For  when  fet  down  fo  near  the  promis'd  goal, 
The  flattering  profpedl  tempts  and  fires  his  foul; 

*  Fid.  Horn  Qd^.  Lib.  I. 


Already  paft  the  treacherous  bounds  appear, 
Tlien  mod  at  diftance,  when  they  leem  fo  near; 
Far  from  his  grafp  the  fleeting  harbour  fliei, 
Courts  his  purfuit,  but  mocks  his  dazzled  eyes  ; 
The  promis'd  region  he  with  joy  had  fpy'd, 
Vad  tradls  of  oceans  from  his  reach  divide  ; 
Still  mud  he  backward  deer  his  lengthen'd  way, 
And  phmgh  a  wide  interminable  fea. 
No  ikiliul  poet  v.'ould  his  mufe  ernploy. 
From  Paris'  vote  to  trace  the  fall  of  I'roy, 
Nor  every  deed  of  Heiftor  to  relate. 
While  his  ftrong  arm  lufpended  Uion's  fate  ; 
Work  for  fome  annaliil !  i'ome  heavy  fool, 
Correiflly  dry,  and  regularly  dull. 
Bed  near  the  fend  thofe  dreadful  fcenes  appear; 
W.ike  then,  and  roufe  the  furies  of  the  war. 
But  for  his  ravifh  d  fair  at  fird  engage 
Peleides'  foul  in  unrelenting  rage. 
Be  this  the  caufe  that  every  Phrygian  flood 
Swells  with  red  waves,  and  rolls  a  tide  of  blood; 
ThatXanthus'  urns  a  purple  deluge  poir. 
And  the  deep  trenches  float  w^ith  human  gore. 
Nor  former  deeds  in  filence  mud  we  lofe,  "] 

The  league  at  Aulis,  and  the  mutual  vow?,  J 

The  Spartan  raging  for  his  raviih'd  fpoufe;         J 
The  thoufand  (hips ;  the  woes  which  llion  bore 
From  Greece,  for  nine  revolving  years  before. 
This  \  rule  with  judgment  ihouid  the  bard  main-' 

tain,  ,  i 

Who  brings  Laertes'  wandering  fon  again,  I 

From  burning  llion  to  his  native  reign. 
I..et  him  not  launch  from  Ida's  ilrand  his  (hips, 
With  his  attendant  friends  into  the  deeps; 
Nor  day  to  vanquiih  the  Ciconian  hod  ; 
But  let  him  firft  appear  (his  comrades  loft) 
With  fair  Calypfo  on  th'  Ogygian  coaft. 
From  thence,  a  world  of  toils  and  dangers  pad, 
Waft  him  to  rich  Phjeacia's  realms  at  laft. 
There  at  the  fead  his  wanderings  to  relate. 
His  friends  dire  change  ;  his  own  relentlefs  fate 
Bat  if  the  bard  of  former  acftions  fings, 
He  wifely  draws  from  thofe  remoter  fprings 
The  prcfent  order,  and  the  courfe  of  things. 

As  yet  unfold  th'  event  on  no  pretence, 
'Tis  your  chief  talk  to  keep  us  in  fafpenfe. 
Nor  tell  what  ^  prefents  Atreus'  fon  prepares, 
To  reconcile  Achilles  to  the  wars ; 
Or  11  by  what  god's  aufpicious  ci.nduift  led, 
From  Polyphemus'  den  Ulyfles  fled. 
Pleas'd  with  the  toll,  and  on  the  profpecSl  bent, 
Our  fouls  leap  forward  to  the  wifh'd  event. 
No  call  of  nature  can  our  fcarch  reftrain. 
And  flep.p,  and  third,  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain. 
Glad  we  nurfue  the  labour  we  embrac'd. 
And  leave  felu6lant,  when  we  leave  at  laft. 
See  !  how  the  bard  triumphant  in  his  art. 
Sports   with    our    paffions,    and,  commands   the 

heart; 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  turns  the  varying  fong; 
And  draws  at  will  the  captive  foul  along  ; 

\  See  Humers  Iliad. 

\  See  the  Odyjfey. 
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Rack'd  with  uncertain  hints,  in  every  fenfe 
Wc  feel  the  lengthcn'd  anguifk  of  fufpenfe. 
When  *  Hoitier  once  has  proniis'd  to  rehearfe 
Bold  Paris'  fight,  in  many  a  founding  verfe, 
He  foon  perceives  his  reader's  warm  defire 
Wrapt  in  the  event,  and  all  his  foul  on  fire  ; 
The  poet  then  contrives  fome  fpecious  ftay. 
Before  he  tells  the  fortune  of  the  day. 
Till  Helen  to  the  king  and  elders  fhow, 
From  lome  tall  tower,  the  leaders  of  the  foe, 
And  name  the  heroes  in  the  fields  below. 
•)■  When  chafte  Penelope,  to  gain  her  end, 
Invites  her  fuirors  the  tough  bow  to  bend; 
(Her  nuptial  bed  the  vi(5tor's  promised  prize) 
With  what  addrefs  her  various  arts  Ihe  plies  ! 
Skill'd  in  delays,  and  politically  flow 
To  fearch  her  treafures  for  her  hero's  bow. 
None  lead  the  reader  in  the  dark  along. 
To  the  lafl  goal  that  terminates  the  fong ; 
Sometimes  th'  event  mud  glance  upon  the  fight. 
Not  glare  in  day,  nor  whully  fink  in  night. 
'Tis  thus  Anchifcs  to  his  fon  relates 
The  various  feries  of  his  future  fates  ; 
For  this  the  \  prophets  fee,  on  Tyber's  fliore, 
Wars,  horrid  wars,  and  Latium  red  with  gore, 
A  new  Achilles  rifing  to  deilroy 
With  boundlefs  rage  the  poor  remains  of  Troy  ; 
But  raifc  his  mind  with  profpe(5ts  of  fuccefs, 
And  give  the  promife  of  a  lafliiig  peace. 
This  knew  the  hero  when  he  fought  the  plains, 
Sprung  ^  from  his  fhips,  and  charg'd  tbe  embattled 

f  wains, 
Hcw'd  down  the  Latian   troops  with  niatchlefs 

might, 
(The  firft,  aufpicicus  omen  of  the  fight) 
And  at  one  blow  gigantic  Theron  kill'd. 
Bold,  but  in  vain,  and  foremoft  of  the  field  j 
Thus  ton  [J  Patroclus  with  his  lateft  breath 
Foretold  his  unregarding  viiftor's  death  : 
His  parting  foul  anticipates  the  blow, 
That  waits  brave  HecScr  from  a  greater  foe. 
Thou  too,  poor  Tut  nus,  juft  before  thy  doom, 
Could'fl  read  thy  end,  and  antedate  a  tomb, 
When  o'er  thy  head  the  baleful  fury  flew, 
And  in  dire  omens  fet  thy  fate  to  view  : 
A  bird  obfcene,  fne  flutter'd  o'er  the  field, 
And  fcream'd  thy  death,  and  beat  thy  founding 

fliield. 
For  lo  !  the  time,  the  fatal  time  is  come, 
Charg'd  with  thy  death,  and  heavy  with  thy  doom, 
When  Turcus,  tiiough  in  vain,  Ihall  rue  the  day; 
Shall  curfe  the  golden  belt  he  bore  away; 
Shall  wifti  too  late  young  Pallas'  fpoils  unfought, 
And  mourn  the  conqueft  hefo  dearly  bought. 
Th*  event  ftiould  glimmer  through   its  gloomy 

flirowd. 
Though  yet  confus'd,  and  flruggling  in  the  cloud. 
So,  to  the  traveller,  as  he  journies  on 
To  reach  the  walls  of  fjme  far  difiant  town, 
If,  high  in  air,  the  dubious  turrets  rife. 
Peep  o'er  the  hills,  and  dance  befpre  his  eyes; 

*  See  Horn   Iliad  n  I.  f  Od)f.  XXI. 

%  See  firg  JEneid,Llb.  VI.  V.  SjO. 
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Plcas'd  the  refrefliing  profpecft  to  furvey, 
Each  (Iride  he  lengthens,  and  beguiles  the  way. 
Morepleat'd  (thu  tempting  fcene  in  view)  to  go, 
Than  penfively  to  walk  the  gloomy  vales  below. 

Unlefs  the  theme  within  your  bofom  roll. 
Work  in  each  thought,  and  run  through  all  the 

foul; 
Unlefs  you  alter  with  inceffant  pain. 
Pull  down,  and  build  the  fabric  o'er  again  ; 
In  vain,  when  rival-wits  your  wonder  raife, 
You'll  firive  to  m.;lch  thofe  beauties  which  you 

praife. 
To  one  juft  fcope  with  fixt  defign  go  on  ! 
Let  fovereign  reaCon  didlate  from  her  throne, 
By  what  determin'd  methods  to  advance. 
But  never  truft  to  arbitrary  chance. 
X^'here  chance  prefides,  all  objccSls  wildly  join'd, 
Crowd  on  the  reader,  and  diftrad  his  mind  ; 
From  theme  to  theme  unwilling  is  he  toft. 
And  in  the  dark  variety  is  loft. 
You  fee  fome  bards,  who  bold  excurfions  make 
In  long  digreflions  from  the  beaten  track; 
And  pain:  a  wild  unneccflary  throng 
Of  things  and  objecls  foreign  to  the  fong  ; 
For  new  defciipiions  from  the  road  depart, 
Devoid  of  order,  difcipline,  and  art. 
So,  many  an  anxious  toil  and  danger  part, 
Some  wretch  returns  from  baniftiment  at  laft  ; 
With  fond  delay  to  range  the  fhady  wood. 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  wanders  from  the  road, 
From  field  to  field,  from  ftream  to  ftream  he 

r<ives. 
And  courts  tbe  cooling  fhelter  of  the  groves. 
For  why  fliould  Homer  *  deck  the  gorgeous  car, 
When  our  rais'd  fouls  are  eager  for  the  war  : 
Or  dwell  on  every  wheel,  when  loud  alarms. 
And  AJars  in  thunder  calls  the  hofts  to  arms  I 
When  with  his  heroes  we  fome  daftard  -j-  find. 
Of  a  vile  ai'pecb,  and  malignant  mind  ; 
His  awkward  figure  is  not  worth  our  care  ; 
His  monftrous  length  of  head,  or  want  of  hair, 
Not,  though  he  goes  with  mountain  ftiouiders  bf , 
Short  cf  a  foot,  or  blinking  in  an  eye. 
Such  trivial  objeAs  call  us  ofl"too  long 
From  the  main  drift  and  tenor  of  the  fong. 
Drances  \  appears  a  jufter  chara<5ler, 
In  council  bold,  but  cautiou*  in  the  war; 
Fadious  and  loud  the  liftening  throng  he  draws, 
And  fwellswith  wealth  and  popular  applaufe; 
But,  what  in  our's  would  never  find  a  place, 
The  bold  Greek  language  may  admit  with  grace. 

Why  fhould  I  here  the  ftratagems  recite. 
And  the  low  tricks  of  every  little  wit .' 
Some  out  of  time  their  flock  of  knowledge  boafl, 
Till  in  the  pedant  all  the  bard  is  loft. 
Such  without  care  their  ufelefs  lumber  place; 
One  black,  confus'd,  and  undigefted  mafs. 
With  a  wild  heap  encumbers  every  part. 
Nor  rang' J  with  grace,  nor  methodis'd,  with  art. 
But  tf.en  in  chief,  when  things  abftrufe  they  teach. 
Themes  too  abftradled  for  the  vulgar  reach  j 

*    Fid.  Hon.  Iliad,  Lib.  V.  v.  732, 
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The  hiddeB  nature  of  the  deities ; 

The  fecret  laws  and  motions  of  the  flcies ; 

Or  from  what  dark  original  began 

The  fiery  foul,  and  kindled  up  the  man; 

Oft  they  in  odious  inftances  engage, 

And  for  examples  ranfack  every  age, 

With  every  realm;  no  hero  will  they  pafs, 

But  ad  againfl  the  rules  of  time  and  place. 

Avoid,  ye  youths,  thefe  pradices;  nor  raife 

Your  fwelling  fouls  to  fuch  a  thirfl  of  praife. 

Some  bards  of  eminence  there  are,  we  own, 

Who  fing  fometimes  the  journies  of  the  fun. 

The  rifing  flars,  and  labours  of  the  moon  : 

What  impulfe  bids  the  ocean  rife  and  fall; 

What  motions  fhak«  and  rock  the  trembling  ball. 

Though  foreign  fubjeds  had  engag'd  their  care, 

The  rage,  the  din  and  thunder  of  the  war. 

Through  the  loud  field ;    the  genius  of  the  earth  ; 

Or  rules  to  raife  the  vegetable  birth  : 

Yet  'tis  but  feldom,  and  when  time  and  place 

Require  the  thing,  and  reconcile  to  grace. 

Thofe  foreign  objcds  neceffary  feem, 

And  flow,  to  all  appearance,  from  the  theme  ; 

With  fo  much  art  fo  well  conceal'd  they  pleafe. 

When  wrought  with  Ikill,  and  introduc'd  with 

eafe. 
Should  not  *  Anchifes,  fuch  occafion  fhown, 
Refolve  the  qucflions  of  his  godlike  fon  ? 
If  fouls  depriv'd  of  heaven's  fair  light  repair 
Once  more  to  day,  and  breathe  the  vital  air  ? 
Or  if  from  high  Olympus  firfl  they  came,  "J) 

Infpir'd  with  portions  of  ethereal  flame,  > 

Though  here  encumber'd  wirh  the  mortal  frame  ?  J 
Tire  not  too  long  one  fubjed  when  you  write, 
For  'tis  variety  that  gives  delight ; 
But  when  to  that  variety  indin'd. 
You  feek  new  objeds  to  relieve  the  mind, 
Be  fure  let  nothing  forc'd  or  iabour'd  feem, 
But  watch  your  time,  and  fleal  from  ofF  your 

thSme. 
Conceal  with  care  your  longing  to  depart, 
For  art's  chief  pride  is  fliU  to  cover  art. 
So  f  Mulciber,  in  future  ages  fkill'd, 
Engrav'd  Rome's  glories  on  Eneas'  fliield, 
On  the  bright  orb  her  future  fame  enroll'd, 
And  with  her  triumphs  charg'd  the  rifing  gold  ; 
Here  figur'd  fights  the  blazing  round  adorn. 
There  his  long  line  of  heroes  yet  unborn. 
But  if  a  ^  poet  of  Aufonian  birth 
Defcribes  the  various  kingdoms  of  the  earth, 
Wide  interfperft  ;  the  Mcdes,  or  fwarthy  Moors;-^ 
The  different  natures  of  their  foils  explores,         / 
And  paints  the  trees  that  bloom  on   India's  f 

fhores :  J 

On  his  own  land  he  looks  with  partial  eyes, 
And  lifts  the  fair  Hefperia  to  the  ikies  ; 
To  all  the  fair  Hefperia  he  prefers. 
And  m;!kes  the  woods  of  Badria  yield  to  her's. 
With   proud    Panchaia;    though  her  groves  Ihe 

boafls. 
And  breathes  a  cloud  of  incenfe  from  her  coafts. 


*    Vid.  Virg.  JEneid,  Lib.  FI. 
f  Ibid.  Lib.  Fill.  I-.  6z6. 
j   Gcor^ic.  Lib.  II.  v,  I  j6. 


Hear  then,  ye  generous  youths,  on  this  regard 
1  fhould  not  blame  the  condud  of  the  bard, 
Who  in  foft  numbers,  and  a  flowing  flrain. 
Relieves  and  reconciles  our  ears  again. 
When  I  the  various  implements  had  fung 
That  to  the  fields,  and  rural  trade  belong. 
In  fweet  harmonious  meafures  would  I  tell 
How  *  nature  mourn'd  when  the  great  Caefar  fell. 
When  Bacchus'  curling  vines  had  grac'd  my  lays, 
The  rural  pkafuresf  next  fhould  Uiare  my  praife. 
The  labour  ended,  and  complete  the  whole. 
Some  bards  with  pleafure  wander  round  the  goal, 
The  flights  andfahies  of  the  mufc  prolong, 
And  add  new  beauties  to  the  finilh'd  fong  ; 
Pleas'd  with  th'  excurfion  of  the  charming  ftrain, 
We  flrive  to  quit  the  work,  but  flrive  in  vain. 
1  bus,  were  the  bees  the  fubjed  of  my  mule. 
Their  laws,  their  natures,  and  celeftial  dews; 
Poor  I  Arirtasus  fliould  his  fate  difclofe, 
His  mother's  counfel  fhould  afiwage  his  woes ; 
Did  Proteus  here  (hould  Itruggle  in  his  chain. 
There  in  foft  verfc  the  Thracian  bard  complain 
As  Philomela  on  a  popular  bough 
Bewails  her  young,  melodious  in  her  woe). 
Panga:an  fteeps  his  forrows  fhould  return, 
And  vocal  Thrace  with  Rhodope  fhould  mourn  ; 
Hebrus  fhould  roll  knv-murmuring  to  the  deep. 
And  barbarous  nations  wonder  why  they  weep. 
Thus  too  the  poets,  who  the  names  declare 
Of  kings  and  nations  gathering  to  the  war, 
Sometimes  diverfify  the  flrain,  and  fing 
The  wondrous  change  of  the  §  Ligurian  king. 
While  for  his  Phaeton  his  forrows  flow. 
And  his  harmonious  ftrains  beguile  his  woe. 
O'er  all  the  man  the  fnowy  feathers  rife. 
And  in  a  tuneful  fwan  he  mounts  the  flcies. 
Thus  too  II  Hippolitus,  by  Dian's  care 
And  Plan's  art,  returns  to  upper  air. 
The  bards  now  paint  the  arms  their  heroes  wiel J, 
And  each  bold  figure  on  the  glittering  fhield. 
G-eat  f  Aventinus,  great  Alcides'  fon, 
\Vore  the  proud  trophy  which  his  father  won  ; 
An  hundred  ferpents  o'er  the  buckler  roll'd. 
And  Hydra  hifs'd  from  all  her  heads  in  gold. 
Now  blooming  Tempe's  cool  retreats  they  fing. 
And  now  with  fiowery  beauties  paint  the  fpriug. 
Now  with  a  fylvan  fcene  the  floods  they  hide ;  "^ 
Or  teach  the  fam'd  Eridanus  to  glide. 
Or  fport  on  fabled  Achelous'  fide. 
Or  hoary  Nereus'  numerous  race  difplay. 
The  hundred  azure  lifters  of  the  fea, 
With  them  the  nymphs  that  haunt  their  nativ^ 

woods. 
And  the  long  orders  of  the  Sylvan  gods, 

V/ith  gay  defcnptions  fprinkle  here  and  there 
Some  grave  infliudivc  fentcnces  with  care. 
That  touch  on  life,  i'ome  moral  go.id  purlus, 
And  give  us  virtue  in  a  tranlient  view; 

*   Virg.  Georg.  Lib.  I.v./^i^. 
\  Ibid.  Lib.  IL  v.4S^. 
\  Ibid.  Lib.  XI.  11.  31 7- 
§  JEneid,  Lib.  X.-v.  185. 
\\%Ibid.  Lib.  VII.  -v.  756. 
\\^lbid.  V.  656. 
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Rulen,  which  the  future  fire  may  make  his  own, 
And  point  the  golden  precLpts  to  his  fen. 

Sometimes  t.ii  li'tle  images  to  fall, 
And  thus  illuftrate  mighty  things  by  fniall; 
With  due  fucccfs  the  liccns'd  poet  dares, 
When  to  the  *  :  nts  the  Phrygians  he  compares, 
V'hr  leaving  Carthsge,  gather  to  the  feas  ; 
Or  the  lahorioi  s  Tynans  to  the  f  bees. 
But  fwarmii'jc  \  flies,  offcnfive  a'.imals, 
That  buz  inctffant  o'er  the  fmoking  pails, 
Are  images  too  l<iw,  to  paint  the  hofts 
That  roll  and  blacken  o'er  Aufouias  coafts. 
The  lofty  mufe  who  fun>  the  Latian  war. 
Would  think  fiich  trivial  thing?  beneath  her  care. 
How  from  his  majcfty  would  Virgil  fall. 
If  Turnus  fcarco  repell'd  from  Ilion's  wall, 
Retiring  grimly  with  a  tardy  pace, 
Had  e'er  been  figur'd  by  the  patient  5  afs  '• 
Whom  unregarded  troops  of  boys  furround, 
While  o'er  his  fides  their  rattling  flrokes  refound; 
Slow  he  gives  way,  and  crops  the  fpringing  grain, 
Turns  on  each  fide,  and  ftops  to  graze  again. 
In  every  point  the  thing  is  juft,  we  know, 
But  then  the  image  is  itfcif  too  low  ; 
For  Turr.us,  fprung  from  fuch  a  glorious  ftrain. 
The  vile  refem.blance  would  with  fcorn  difdain. 
With  better  grace  the  ||  lion  may  appear,  ~j 

Who,  fingly  impotent  the  crowd  to  dare,  y. 

Repel   or  {land  their  whole  enibody'd  war,        j 
Locks  grimly  back,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eye, 
Defpairs  to  conquer,  and  difdains  to  fly. 

Since  fidlions  are  allow'd,  pe  fure,  ye  youths, 
Your  fiftions  wear  at  leafl  the  air  of  truths. 
When  ^  Glaucus  meets  Tydides  on  the  plain, 
laflani'd  with  rage,  and  reeking  from  the  flain  ; 
Some  think  they  could  not  pals  the  time  away,  ") 
In  fuch  long  narratives,  and  ccol  delay,  > 

Amidft  the  raging  tumult  of  the  day.  j 

But  yet  we  hear  fierce  Diomcd  relate 
The  crime  of  bold  Lycurgus,  and  his  fate; 
And  Glaucus  talks  of  brave  Bellerophon,    ' 
Doom'd  for  a  lawlefs  paffion  not  his  own  ; 
Sets  forth  the  hero's  great  exploits  to  view,        ") 
How  the  bold  chief  tiie  dire  Chimaera  flew,         C 
1  he  Solyn-Eean  hoft.  and  Amazonian  crew.        j 
For  thofe  furprifing  fidions  are  defign'd 
With  their  fwett  fallhoods  to  delight  the  mind; 
The  bards  expedl  no  credit  ihculd  be  given 
To  the  bare  lie,  though  authoriz'd  by  heaven, 
Which  oft  with  confidence  they  vent  abroad. 
Beneath  the  needful  fandion  of  a  god. 
'Twas  thus  the  **  roaftcd  heifers  of  the  fun 
Spoke  o'er  the  fire  with  accents  not  their  own ; 
'Twas  thus  ff  Achilles'  fteed  his  filencc  broke. 
And  ^  Trojan  ftiips  in  human  voices  fpoke ; 

*    P'irg.  JEittid.  Lib.  iX.  11,  4,0%. 

t   2hiJ.  Lib.  I.  -u.  434. 

4   Hvni.  Jliad,  Lib.  11.  -u,  469. 

^   Ibid.  Lib.  XL  -J.SSJ- 

II    f'irg.  JE/icid,Lib.  IX.  v.  792. 

^   Homer  t  Iliad,  Lib.   Fl.v.  lio. 

••  Homer.  Odyjf.  Lib.  XIl.  -v.  395. 

tt  Iliad.  Lib.'XFlI.  *.  426. 

it  ^'>'l<l.  ^'Entii.  Lib,  X.  v.  aaS. 


As  wrought  by  heaven  thefe  wonders  they  relate     j 
All  airy  vifions  of  the  ivory  gate  !  *    -11 

Speak  thing-  but  once   if  order  be  your  care, 
For  more  the  cloy'd  attention  will  not  bear. 
And  tedious  repetitions  tire  the  ear. 
!n  this  we  differ  from  the  Grecian  train, 
Wl'.o  teil  •  Atrides'  vifions  o'er  again. 
'Tis  not  enough  with  them  we  know  the  caufe 
Why  great  Achilles  from  the  war  withdraws, 
Unlefs  the  t  weeping  hero,  on  the  fnore, 
Tells  his  blue  mother  all  we  heard  before. 
So  much  on  puncftual  niceties  they  fland, 
That,  when  thtir  kings  difpatch  fome  high  com» 

mand, 
All  word  for  word,  th'  embafladors  \  rehearfc 
Ir|  the  fame  tenor  of  unvaried  verfe. 
Not  fo  did  ^  Venulus  from  Arpi  brin<» 
The  final  anfwer  of  th'  ^tolian  hiny. 

Let  others  labour  on  a  vaft  deCgn, 
A  lefs,  but  polifh  d  with  due  care,  be  thine. 
To  change  its  flirudure,  be  your  lad  dchght ; 
Thus  fpend  the  day,  and  exercife  the  night, 
Inceflant  in  your  toil.      But  if  you  choofe 
A  larger  field  and  fubjcd  for  your  mufe  ; 
If  fcanty  limits  Ihould  the  theme  confine, 
Learn  v.'ith  jufl  art  to  lengthen  the  defign 
Beyond  its  native  bounds  ;  the  roving  mind       ■) 
A  thoufand  methods  to  this  end  may  find  ;  C 

Uniiumber'd  fictions  may  with  truths  be  join'd.  3 
Nature  fupplies  a  fund  of  matter  fllll ; 
Then  cull  th'  rich  variety  at  will. 
See !  how  the     hard  calls  down  th'  embattled  gods. 
All  rang'd  in  facti<!ns,  from  their  bright  abodes ; 
Who,  fir'd  with  mutual  hate,  their  arms  employ. 
And  in  the  field  deckre  for  Greece  or  Iroy; 
Till  Jove  convenes  a  council  to  afl"w.age 
Their  rifing  fury,  and  fufpend  their  rage  ; 
Though  the  bleft  gods,  remov'd  Irom  human  eyeg 
Live  in  immortal  eafe  vvithi.",  the  diftsnt  flcies. 
And  now  th'  infernal  realm  his  theme  he  makes,~) 
The  reign  of  Pluto,  the  Tartarean  lakes,  (. 

The  furies  dreadful  with  their  curling  fnakes.    J 
He  gathers  omens  from  each  bird  that  flies. 
And  figns  from  every  wing  that  beats  the  fkies. 
He  now  defcribes  a  banquet,  where  the  guefl 
Prolongs  with  narratives  the  royal  feaft. 
Or  at  the  glorious  hero's  tomb  we  read 
Of  games  ordain'd  in  honour  of  the  dead. 
And  oft  fcr  meicies  in  old  times  difplay'd. 
To  their  own  gods  th'.ir  annual  rites  are  paid. 
For  monftrous  Python  flain,  their  praifes  rife, 
And  lift  the  fame  of  Phabus  to  the  fkies. 
In  hymns  Alcidts'  labours  they  refound. 
While  Cacus  lies  extended  on  the  ground. 
Alternate  fing  the  labours  of  his  hands, 
Enjoin'd  by  fierce  Euryftheus'  ftcrn  commands; 
The  den  of  Cacus  crowns  the  grateful  ftrain, 
Where  the  grim  monfler  breathes  his  flames  in  vaia. 

*   rid.  Horn.  Jliad.  Lib.  IL 
t  Ibid.  Lib.  1.  -i).  370. 
\  Ibid.  Lib.  IX.  -v.  264. 
§    f  irg.  JEneid.Lih.  XI.  v.  243, 
II  All  thefe  particulars,  to  the  end  of  this  paragra^i, 
arc  taken  from  Kcmtr  an4  Viigil, 
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Mark  how  fometimes  the  bard  without  control 
Exerts  his  fire,  and  pours  forth  all  his  foul ; 
His  li'ics  fo  d  .ring,  and  liis  words  fo  llrong  ; 
We  fee  the  fubjr<ft  Sgur'd  in  the  fong  : 
Whtn  with  the  winds  old  *  Ocean  he  deforms, 
Or  paints  the  rage  and  horrors  of  tlse  itorms; 
Or  (irives  on  pointed  rocks  the  burlling  ihips, 
Toft  on  the  Euxine,  or  Sicilian  deeps. 
Or  fings  the  f  plagues  that  blait  the  livid  fky. 
When  beafts  by  herds,  and  meii  by  nations  die; 
Or  the  fierce  flames  I  that  iEtna's  jaws  expire, 
Her  melted  rocks,  and  deluge?  of  fire. 
When  from  her  mouth  the  burfting  vapour  flies, 
And,  charg'd  with  ruin,  thunders  to  the  ikies; 
While  drifts  of  fmoke  in  footy  whirlwinds  play, 
And  clouds  of  cinders  ftain  the  golden  day. 
See  !   as  the  poet  founds  the  dire  alarms, 
Calls  on  the  war,  and  lets  the  hoft.-  in  arms ; 
Squadrons  on  fquadrons  driven,  confus'dly  die; 
Grim  Mars  in  all  his  terrors  ftrdtes  the  eye; 
More  than  defcription  rifing  to  the  fight, 
Prefents  the  real  horrors  of  the  fight ; 
>\.  new  creation  feems  our  praile  to  claim  ; 
(Hence  Greece  derives  the  facr^d  §  poet's  name;) 
The  dreadful  clang  of  dafning  arms  we  hear  ;    ~) 
The  agonizing  groan,  the  fruitlefs  prayer,  J- 

And  fhrieks  of  fuppliants  thicken  on  the  ear.     J 
Who,  when  he  reads  a  ||  city  florm'd,  forbears 
To  feel  her  woes,  and  fympathize  in  tears  .' 
When  o'er  the  palaces  the  flames  afpire 
From  wall  to  wall,  and  ■wr^^  the  domes  in  fire  ? 
The  fire,  with  years  and  hoftile  rage  oppreft  ! 
The  ftarting  irJant,  chnging  to  the  brcaft! 
The  tfnder  mother  runs,  with  piercing  cries. 
Through  friends  and  foes,  aad  fhriekiag  rends  the 

fkies. 
Dragg'd  from  the  altar,  the  diilracEted  fair 
Beats  her  white  breaft,  and  tears  her  golden  hair. 
Here  in  thick  crowds  the  vanquifli'd  ily  away, 
There  the  proud  viAors  heap  the  wealthy  prey  ; 
With  rage  relentlef'*  ravage  their  abodes. 
Nor  fpare  the  facrcd  temples  of  the  gods. 
O'er  the  whole  town  they  run  with  wild  affright, 
Tumultuous  hafte,  and  violence  of  flight. 

Why  fliould  1  mention  how  our  fouls  afpire, 
I. oft  in  the  reptures  of  the  facred  fire  ? 
For  ev'n  the  foul  not  always  holds  the  fame, 
But  knows  at  different  times  a  different  frame. 
Whether  with  rolling  feafons  flie  complies. 
Turns  with  the  fun,  or  changes  with  the  ficies  ; 
Or  through  long  toil,  remifiive  of  her  fires, 
Droops  with  the  murtal  frame  her  force  infpires; 
Or  that  our  minds  alternately  appear 
Now  bright  with  joy,  and  now  o'ercaft  with  care. 
No  ! — but  the  gods,  th'  immortal  gods,  fupply 
The  glorious  fires  ;  they  fpeak  the  deity. 
Then  bleft  is  he  who  waits  th'  aufpicious  nod. 
The  warmth  divine,  and  prefencc  of  the  god  ; 
"\Vho  his  fufpended  labours  can  reftrain, 
Till  heaven's  ferene  indulgence  fmiies  again. 
Eut  ftriye,  on  no  pretence,  againfl  your  power. 
Till  time  brings  back  the  voluntary  hour.  ^ 


•  JEneid.  Lib.  I.  f   jbld.  Lib.  III.  i».  I37. 

\  IbiJ.Lib.IlLif.sii.   §  A  T»  ^(.luv, 
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Sometimes  their  verdant  honours  leave  the  woods, 
And  their  dry  urns  defraud  the  thirfty  floods  ; 
Nor  ftili  the  rivers  a  full  channel  yield, 
Nnr  fpring  with  flowery  beauties  paints  the  field  : 
The  bards  no  iefs  fuch  fickle  changes  find, 
D.ampt  is  the  noble  arduur  of  the  mind  ; 
Their  u'ont<  d  toil  her  wearied  powers  refufe; 
Their  fouls  grow  flack  and  languid  to  the  mufe. 
Deaf  to  their  call ;  their  efforts  are  withftood  ; 
Round  their  cold  hearts  congeals  the  freezing  blood. 
You'd  think  the  niufes  fled  ;  the  god  no  more 
Would  fire  the  bofom  where  he  dwelt  before. 
No  more  return  ! — how  often,  though  in  vain. 
The  poet  would  renew  the  wonted  ftraiti ! 
Nor  fees  the  gods  who  thwart  his  fruitlefs  care, 
Nor  angry  heaven  relentlc-fs  to  his  prayer. 
Some  read  the  ancient  bards,  of  deathlefs  fame, 
And  from  their  raptures  catch  the  noble  flame 
By  juft  degrees;  they  feed  the  glowing  vein. 
And  all  tii'  immortal  ardour  burns  again 
In  its  full  light  and  heat ;  the  fun's  bright  ray 
Thus  (when  the  clouds  difperfe)  reftores  the  day: 
Whence    flioot   this    fudden   flalh  that  gilds  the 

pole  ? 
The  god,  the  god  comes  rufhing  on  his  foul; 
Fires  v/ith  ethereal  vigour  every  part,  "J 

Through  every  trembling  limb  he  fecms  to  dart,  V 
Works  in  each  vein,  and  fwells  his  rifing  heart.  3, 
Deep  in  his  breaft  the  heavenly  tumult  plays, 
And  fets  his  mounting  fpirits  on  a  blaze. 
Nor  can  the  raging  flames  themfelves  contain. 
For  the  vhole  god  defcends  into  the  man. 
He  quits  mortali'y,  he  knows  no  bounds. 
But  fmgs  infpir'd  in  more  than  human  founds. 
Nor  from  his  breafl  can  fliake  th'  immortal  loadj 
But  pants  and  raves,  impatient  of  the  god  ; 
And  rapt  beyond  himfelf,  admires  the  force 
That  drives  him  on  reluAant  to  the  courfe. 
He  calls  on  Phosbus,  by  the  god  oppreft. 
Who  breathes  esceflive  fpirit  in  his  breafl ; 
No  force  of  thirft  or  hunger  can  controul 
Th?  fierce,  the  ruling  tranfport  of  his  foul. 
Oft  in  their  fleep,  infpir'd  with  rage  divine, 
onme  hards  enjoy  the  vifions  of  the  Nine  : 
Vifioiis  !   themfelves  with  due  applaufe  may  crowni 
Vifions  •■  that  Phcebus  or  that  Jove  may  own. 
To  fuch  an  height  the  god  exalts  the  flame. 
And  fo  unbounded  is  their  thirlt  of  fame. 
But  here,  ye  youths,  exert  your  timely  care. 
Nor  truft  th' ungovernable  rage  too  far; 
Ufe  not  your  fortune,  nor  unfurl  your  fails, 
Though  foftly  courted  by  the  flattering  gales, 
Refufe  tiiem  fti!l,and  call  your  judgment  in. 
While  the  fierce  god  exults  and  reigns  vkfithin  ; 
To  reafon's  ftandard  be  your  thoughts  confin'd. 
Let  judgment  calm  the  tcmpeft  of  the  mind. 
Indulge  your  heat  with  conduft,  and  reftrain  ; 
Learn  when  to  draw,  and  when  to  give  the  rein. 
But  always  wait  till  the  warm  raptures  ceafe, 
And  lull  the  tumults  of  the  foul  to  peace; 
Then,  nor  till  then,  examine  ftridily  o'er 
What  your  wild  fallies  might  fuggeft  before. 

Be  fure,  from  nature  never  to  depart; 
To  copy  nature  is  the  tallc  of  art. 
The  nobleft  poets  own  her  fovereign  fway, 
j  And  tver  follow  where  (he  leads  the  way. 
3  Giiij 


«4« 


THE    WORKS   OF   PITT. 


From  her  the  d.'ITerent  charatJlers  they  trace, 
That  mark  the  human,  or  the  favage  race. 
Each  various  and  dillinft ;  in  every  ftage 
Thiiy  paint  mankind ;  their  humours,  fex,  and  age  ; 
They  fliow  wliac  manners  the  flow  fage  become, 
■What  the  brilk  youth  in  all  hisfprightly  bloom. 
In  every  word  and  fentiment  explain. 
How  the  proud  monarch  differs  from  the  fwain. 
1  n^ufeate  all  confounded  characfters,  "J 

Wiicre  ycung  Telemachus  too  grave  appears,       \. 
Or  reverend  Neftor  adls  beneath  his  years.  J 

The  poet  fuits  his  fpeeches,  when  he  fings, 
To  proper  ptrfons,  and  the  ftate  of  things; 
On  each  their  jufc  diilin£tions  are  beftow'd, 
'J'o  mark  a  male,  a  female,  or  a  god. 
Tims  v.hen  in  *  heaven  feditious  tumults  rife, 
Aniongft  the  radiant  fenate  of  the  Ikies, 
I'he  fire  of  gods,  and  fovercign  of  mankind. 
In  a  feVk'  words  unfolds  his  facred  mind. 
Kot  fo  fair  Venus;  who  at  large  replies, 
And  fities  Troy,  and  counts  her  miferies, 
Woes  undeferv'd  :   but  with  conteEtion  fir'd. 
And  with  the  f;irit  i;f  revenge  infpir'd, 
Pierce  Juno  ftorms  amidll  the  blell  abodes, 
And  duns  with  loud  complaints  the  liilening  gods. 
When  youthful  f  Turnus  the  ftern  combat  claims, 
His  rifing  heart  is  fdl'd  with  martial  flames  ; 
Impell'd  by  r^gc,  and  bent  to  prove  his  might. 
His  foul  ff rings  forward,  and  prevents  the  fight; 
Rous'd  to  revenge,  his  kindling  fpirits  glow. 
Confirm  his  challenge,  and  provoke  the  foe. 
The  fugitive  of  Tr*y. — But  v.-hile  his  rage 
And  youthful  courage  prompts  him  to  engage, 
On  Latiura's  king  incumben:  it  appears, 
Grov.'H  cid  in  prudence,  piety,  and  years. 
To  weigh  events,  and  youthful  heat  alTuage, 
With  the  cold  caution  and  the  fears  of  age. 
In  Dido's  various  charaiier  is  fetn. 
The  furious  lover  and  the  gracious  queen : 
When  Troy's  fam'd  chief,  commanded  from  above, 
Prepares  to  quit  her  kingdom,  and  her  love ; 
She  raves,  fhe  Rorms  with  unavailing  care. 
Grown  wild  with  grisf,  and  frantic  with  defpair. 
Through  every  ftrcet  ilie  flies,  with  anguifli  liung, 
And  broken  accents  flutter  on  her  tongue; 
Her  words  confi-.s'd  and  interrupted  flow, 
Speak  and  ezprefs  the  hurry  of  her  woe. 
How  in  this  Dido  is  that  Dido  loft, 
Who  late  receiv'd  the  Trojans  on  her  coaft, 
And  bade  them  banifh  grief,  and  fbare  her  throne, 
Difmifj  their  fears,  and  think  her  realms  their 
own. 
Next  t.'ie  great  orators  confult,  and  thence 
Draw  all  the  moving  turns  of  eloquence  ; 
That  I  Sinon  may  his  Phrygian  foes  betray, 
And  kad  the  crowd,  as  fraud  directs  the  way  ; 
That  wife  f  ]•  UlyfTes  may  the  Greeks  detain,^. 
While  Trey  yet  ftocd,  from  meafurii:g  ba  k  the 

main. 
Kee'd  I  nan.e  §  iJeflor,  who  could  talk  to  peace, 
With  melting  words,  the  fadtious  kings  oi  Greece  ? 

•j-  JiU.  Lib.  Xll.  V.  9. 

t  JoiJ.  Lib.  U.  If  Horn.  niad.  Lib.  JL 

5  JEncid.  Lib,  Vlll.  v-  270. 


Whofe  foft  addrefs  their  fury  could  controul. 

Mould  every  pafiion,  and  fubdue  the  foul ! 

Thefe  focthing  arts  to  *  Venus  fure  were  known, 

To  beg  immortal  arms  to  grace  her  fon ; 

Her  injur'd  fpoufe  each  thrilling  word  infpires, 

With  every  pang  of  love  to  fecond  her  delites. 

V/ith  niceft  art  the  fair  adultrefs  draws 

Her  fond  addreffes  from  a  diftant  caufe  ; 

And  all  her  guileful  accents  are  defign'd 

To  catch  his  pafiions,  and  enfnare  his  mind. 

'Tis  hence  the  poet  learns  in  every  part 

To  bend  the  foul,  and  give  with  wondrous  art 

A  thoufand  different  motions  to  the  heart. 

Hence,  as  his  fubje<Sl  gay  or  fad  appears, 

He  claims  our  joy,  or  triumphs  in  our  tears. 

Who,  when  he  fees  how  f  Orpheus'  forrows  flow, 

Weeps  not  his  tears,  and  anfv/ers  woe  for  woe  ? 

When  he  his  dear  Eurydice  deplores 

To  the  deaf  rocks,  and  folltary  ftiorcs ; 

With  the  foft  harp  the  bard  relieves  his  pain,     "^ 

For  thee,  when  morning  dawns,  prolongs  tber 

flrain,  C 

For  thee,  when  Phoebus  feeks  the  feas  again,      j 
Or  when  the  young  |  Euryalus  is  kill'd, 
And  rolls  in  death  along  the  bloody  field; 
Like  fome  fair  flower  beneath  the  fhare  he  lies, 
His  head  declin'd,and  drooping  as  he  dies; 
The  reader's  foul  is  touch'd  with  generous  woe, 
He  longs  to  rufti  with  Nifus  on  the  foe  ; 
He  burns  with  friendly  pity  to  the  dead. 
To  raife  the  youth, and  prop  his  finking  head; 
And  drives  in  vain  to  flop  the  gulhing  blood, 
That  flains  his  bofom  with  a  purple  flood. 

But  if  the  bard  fuch  images  purfues. 
That  raife  the  blufhes  of  the  virgin-mtife  ; 
Let  them  be  flightly  touch'd,  and  ne'er  expreft. 
Give  but  an  hint,  and  let  us  guefs  the  reft. 
If  Jove  commands  the  gathering  ftorms  to  rife. 
And  with  deep  thunders  rends  the  vaulted  ikies. 
To  the  fame  cave  together  may  repair 
To  the  Trojan  §  hero  and  the  Tyrian  fair. 
The  poet's  modefty  muft  add  no  more ; 
Enough,  that  earth  had  given  the  fign  before; 
The  ccnfcious  ather  was  with  flames  o'erfpread. 
The  nymphs  ran  (hricking  round  the  mountain's 

head. 
Nor  let  young  Troiliis,  unhappy  boy, 
Meet  fierce  Achilles  in  the  plains  of  Troy; 
But  fnow  th'  unequal  youth's  untimely  fall. 
To  great  ^neas  on  the  Tyrian  wall ; 
Supine  and  hanging  from  his  empty  car, 
Dragg'd  by  his  panting  courfers  through  the  war. 
This,  from  our  bright  examples  you  may  trace. 
To  write  with  judgment,  decency,  and  grace; 
From  others  learn  invention  to  increafe,  - 

And  fearch  in  chief  the  glorious  fons  of  Greece  ; 
For  her  bright  treafures  Argos'  realms  explore, T 
Bring  home  triumphant  all  her  gather'd  ftore,  > 
And  with  her  fpoils  enrich  the  Latian  fliorc.  j 
Nor  is  tlie  glory  of  tranflation  lefs. 
To  give  the  Grecian  bards  a  Roman  drefs, 

*  Iliad.  Lib.  J.  -v.  246. 

j-  Virgil.  Georgic.  Lib.  IV.  v,  464, 

i   ^neid,  Lib.IX.  "v.  4i^. 
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If  Phoebus'  gracious  fmiles  the  labour  crown, 
Than  if  fome  new  invention  were  your  own. 
Mincio's  and  Manto's  glorious  fon  behold, 
Th'  imrifiortal  Virgil,  Iheath'd  in  foreign  gold, 
Shines  out  unfham'd,  and  towers  above  the  refl, 
In  the  rich  fpoils  of  godlike  Homer  drell. 
Let  Greece  in  triumph  boaft  that  (lie  imparts 
To  I.atiuni's  conquering  realms  her  glorious  arts : 
While  Latium's  fons  improve  her  belt  dcfigns, 
Till  by  degrees  each  polilh'd  labour  fhines, 
While  Rome  advances  now  in  arts,  as  far 
Above  all  cities,  as  of  old  in  war. 

Ye  gods  of  Rome,  ye  guardian  deities, 
Who  lift  our  nation's  glory  to  the  flcies  ; 
And  thou,  Apollo,  the  great  fource  of  Troy, 
Let  Rome  at  leafl  this  fingle  palm  enjoy, 
To  fhine  in  arts  fupreme,  as  once  in  power, 
And  teach  the  nations  ftie  fubdued  before  ; 
Since  difcord  all  Aufonia's  kings  alarms. 
And  clouds  the  ancient  glories  of  her  arms. 
In  our  own  breads  we  Iheath  the  civil  fword, 
Our  country  naked  to  a  foreign  lord ; 
Which  lately,  proftrate,  flarted  from  defpair,  [war; 
Burn'd  with  new  hopes,  and  arm'd  her  hands  for 
But  arm'd  in  vain  ; — th'  inexorable  hate 
Of  envious  fortune  call'd  her  to  her  fate, 
Infatiate  in  her  rage  ;  her  frowns  oppofe 
The  Latian  fame,  and  woes  are  heap'd  on  woes. 
Our  dread  alarms  each  foreign  monarch  took, 
Through  all  their  tribes  the  diftant  nations  (hook ; 
To  earth's  laft  bounds  the  fame  of  Leo  runs, 
Nile  heard,  and  Indus  trembled  for  his  fons. 
Arabia  heard  the  Medicean  line. 
The  firft  of  men,  and  fprung  from  race  divine. 
The  fovereign  priefl,  and  mitred  king,  appears  -% 
With  his  lov'd  Julius  join'd,  who  kindly  (hares   J. 
The  reins  of  empire,  and  the  public  cares.  j 

To  break  their  country's  chains,  the  generous  pair 
Concert  their  fchemes,  and  meditate  the  war. 
On  Leo  Europe's  monarchs  turn  their  eyes, 
On  him  alone  the  weftern  world  relies ; 
And  each  bold  chief  attends  his  dread  alarms. 
While  the  proud  crefcent  fades  before  his  aims. 
High  on  his  fplendid  car,  immortal  Rome, 
Thine  eyes  had  fcen  the  holy  warrior  come, 
Lord  of  the  vanquifh'd  world,  in  triumph  home 
Thy  ftreams,  old  Tyber,  fwell'd  with  confcious 

pride. 
Had  borne  thy  kindred  warrior  down  thy  tide ; 
While,  crowded  up  in  heaps,  thy  waves  admire 
The  captive  nations,  and  their  ftrange  attire ; 
Behind  his  wheels  (hould  march  a  numerous") 

train  / 

Of  fceptcr'd  (laves,  reludant  to  the  chain,  T 

Forget  their  haughty  threats,  and  boaft  in  vain,  j 
Though  the  proud  foe,  of  Jury's  realm  poffeft. 
Has  fpread  his  wide  dominion  through  the  eaft  ; 
Sees  his  dread  ftandard  there  at  large  unfurl'd. 
And  grafps  in  thought  the  empire  of  the  world  ; 
And  now  (ye  gods)  increas'd  in  barbarous  power, 
His  armies  hover  o'er  th'  Hefperian  fliore. 
To  fee  the  pafTing  pomp,  the  ravifh'd  throng 
Through  every  ftreet  (hould flow  in  tides  along; 
The  facred  father,  as  the  numbers  roll'd, 
Should  his  dear  citizens  again  behold, 

iiigh  o'er  jbe  OioutiDg  cjowds  estJ\rpn'd  in  gold 
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Should  (how  the  trophies  of  his  glorious  toils 

And  har.g  the  (brines  with  confecrated  fpoils. 

Piles  of  barbaric  gold  (hould  glitter  there. 

The  wealth  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pomp  of  war  ; 

But,  by  your  crime,  ye  gods,  our  hopes  are  croft. 

And  thofe  imaginary  triumphs  loft ; 

Interr'd  with  Leo,  in  one  fatal  hour. 

Our  profpeiSs  perifh'd,  as  they  liv'd  before. 

BOOK  iir. 

What   ftyle,  what   language,   fuits    the  poet*% 

'lays,  \ 

To  claim  Apollo's  and  the  mufes*  pralfe, 
I  now  unfold  ;  to  this  laft  bound  I  tend. 
And  fee  my  prt  mis'd  labours  at  an  end. 

Firft  then  with  care  a  juft  expreffion  choofe, 
Led  by  the  kind  indulgence  of  the  mufc. 
To  drefs  up  every  fubjecSl  when  you  write. 
And  fet  all  objetfts  in  a  proper  light. 
But  left  the  diftant  profpedl  of  the  goal  1] 

Should  damp  your  vigour,  and  your  ftrcngthA 
controul,  r\ 

Roufe  every  power,  and  call  forth  all  the  foul.  J 
See  !  how  the  nine  the  panting  youth  invite. 
With  one  loud  voice  to  reach  ParnafTus'  height; 
See  1  how  they  hold  aloft  th'  immortal  crown. 
To  urge  the  courfe,  and  call  the  viiftor  on  ; 
See  I  from  the  clouds  each  lavilh  goddefs  pours  "| 
Full  o'er  thy  head  a  fudden  fpring  of  flowers,      (. 
And  rofes  fall  in  odoriferous  (howers;  _J 

Celeftial  fcents  in  balmy  breezes  fly. 
And  (hed  ambrofial  fpirits  from  the  iky. 

In  chief  avoid  obfcurity,  nor  (hroud 
Your  thoughts  and  dark  conceptions  in  a  cloud; 
For  *  fome,  we  know,  afFed;  to  (bun  the  light. 
Loft  in  forc'd  figures,  and  involv'd  in  night. 
Studious  and  bent  to  leave  the  common  way, 
They  (Iculk  in  darknefs,  and  abhor  the  day. 
Oh  ;  may  the  facred  nine  infpire  my  lays 
To  fliine  with  pride  in  their  own  native  rays  • 
For  this  we  need  not  importune  the  Ikies, 
In  our  own  power  and  will  the  bleffing  lies. 
ExprefTion,  boundlefs  in  extent,  difplays 
A  thoufand  forms,  a  thoufand  feveral  ways ; 
In  dilFerent  garbs  from  difierent  quarters  brought, 
It  makes  unnumbcr'd  drefles  for  a  thought ; 
Such  vaft  varieties  of  hues  we  find  - 
To  paint  conception,  and  unfold  the  mind  1 
If  e'er  you  toil,  but  toil  without  fuccefs. 
To  give  your  images  a  fliining  drrfs, 
Quit  your  purfuit,  and  choofe  a  di(fereiit  way, 
Till,  breaking  forth,  the  voluntary  ray 
Cuts  the  thick  darknefs,  and  lets  down  the  day.^ 

Since  then  a  thoufand  forms  you  may  purfue, 
A  thoufand  figures  rifing  to  the  view, 
Unlefs  confin'd  and  ftrengthen'd  in  your  fcheme. 
With  the  (hort  limits  of  a  fcanty  theme. 
From  thefe  to  thofe  with  boundlefs  freedom  pafs. 
And  to  each  image  give  a  different  face. 
The  readers  hence  a-wond'rous  pleafurc  find, 
That  charms  the  ear,  and  captivates  the  mind; 
In  thii  the  laws  of  nature  v/e  obey, 
And  adt  as  her  example  points  the  way, 
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which  has  on  every  difFerent  fpecies  thrown 
A  ftiape  c'liflinift  and  figure  of  its  own  ; 
Man  difFiis  from  the  beaft  that  haunts  the  woods, 
The  bird  Irnm  every  native  of  tht:  floods. 

See  how  the  poet  banifhes  with  grace 
A  native  term  to  give  a  *  ftranger  place  ! 
From  different  imaj^es  with  juu  fucccfs 
He  clothes  his  matter  in  the  borrow  'i  dr^fs: 
The  borrow'd  drefs  the  things  thenifelves  admire, 
And  wonder  whence  they  drew  the  Itrange  attire; 
Proud  of  their  ravifh'd  fp'.ils,  they  now  difdaim 
Their  former  colour,  and  their  genuine  name, 
And,  in  another  garb  m;  re  beauteous  growH^ 
Prefer  the  foreign  habit  to  thtir  own. 
Oft,  as  he  paints  ^  battle  on  the  plain, 
The  battle's  imag'd  by  the  roaring  main; 
Now  he  the  fight  r.  fiery  deluge  names, 
That  pours  along  the  f.eids  a  flood  of  flames; 
In  airy  confli(fl  now  the  winds  appear, 
Alarm  the  deeps,  and  wage  the  flormy  war; 
To  the  fierce  fhock  th'  embattl'd  tempefts  pour, 
Waves  charge  on  waves,  th'  encountering  billows 
Thus  in  a  vary'd  drefs  the  fubje^t  (hines,        [roar. 
By  turns  the  obje<fts  fhift  thtir  proj-er  figns  ; 
From  fhape  to  fliape  alternately  they  run, 
To  borrow  others  charms,  and  lend  their  own  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  borrow'd  charms,  the  readers"\ 
find  r 

A  crowd  of  different  images  combin'd,  ^ 

Rife  from  a  fingle  objetSt  to  the  mind.  ^ 

So  the  pleas'd  traveller,  from  a  mountain's  byow, 
Views  the  calm  furface  of  the  feas  below ; 
Though  wide  beneath  the  floating  ocean  lies 
The  firft  immediate  objeift  of  his  eyes, 
He  fees  the  forefts  tremble  from  within. 
And  gliding  meadows  paint  the  deeps  with  green  ; 
While  to  his  eyes  the  fair  dclufions  pafs 
In  gay  fucceffion  through  the  watery  glafs. 
'TIS  thus  the  bard  diverfines  his  fong, 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  calls  the  foul  along. 
The  rich  variety  he  fets  to  fight, 
Cloys  not  the  mind,  but  adds  to  our  delight. 
Now  Tfvith  a  frugal  choice  the  bard  affords 
The  flrongeft  light  and  energy  of  words; 
While  humble  fubjecls  he  contrives  to  raife 
With  borrow'd  fplendours,  and  a  foreign  blaze. 
This,  if  on  old  tradition  we  rely, 
Was  once  the  current  language  of  the  fiy ; 
Which  firft  the  mufes  brought  to  thefe  abodes. 
Who  taught  mankind  the  fecrets  of  the  gods. 
For  in  the  court  of  Jove  their  choirs  advance. 
And  fing  alternate,  as  they  lead  the  dance, 
Mix'd  with  the  gods;   they  hear  Apollo's  lyre, 
And  from  high  heaven  the  panting  bard  infpirc. 
Nor  bards  alone,  but  other  writers,  reach 
Tkis  bold,  this  daring  privilege  of  fpeech  ; 
In  chief  the  orators,  to  raife  their  fei  fe, 
In  this  ftrong  figure  drefs  their  eloquence, 
When  with  perfuafive  ftrokes  they  plead  a  caufe, 
And  bridle  vice,  and  vindicate  the  laws; 
Or  on  the  dreadful  verge  of  death  defend, 
Ani  fnacch  from  fate  a  poor  devoted  friend. 
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Tie  Metaphor. 


Ev'n  the  rough  hinds  delight  in  fuch  a  ftrain,      'y 
When  the  glad  harveft  waves  with  golden  grain,  > 
And  thirffy  meadows  drink  the  pearly  rain  ;       J 
On  the  proud  vine  her  purple  |.ems  appear  ; 
The  fmiling  fields  rejoice,  and  hail  the  pregnant 

year. 
Firfl  from  neceffity  the  figure  fprung 
For  things,  that  would  nf>t  fuit  our  fcanty  tongue. 
When  no  true  names  were  ofFer^^d  to  the  view, 
Thofe  they  transferr'd  that  bordered  on  the  true  ; 
Thence  by  degrees  the  noble  licence  grew. 
The  bards  thofe  daring  liberties  embrac'd. 
Through  want  at  firft,  through  luxury  at  lafl : 
They  now  to  alien  things,  at  will,  confirm 
The  borrow'd  honours  of  a  foreign  term. 
So  man,  st  firft,  the  rattling  ftorm  to  fly. 
And  the  bleak  horrors  of  the  wintery  fky, 
Rais  d  up  a  roof  of  ofiers  o'er  his  head, 
And  clos'd  with  homely  clay  the  flender  Ihed 
Now  regal  palaces,  of  wond'rous  fize. 
With  brazen  beams  on  Parian  columns  rife. 
That  hedve  the  pompous  fabric  to  the  ikics> 
But  other  writers  fprinkle  here  and  there 
Thefe  bolder  beauties  with  a  frugal  care  ; 
So  vaft  a  freedom  is  allow'd  to  none, 
But  fuits  the  labours  of  the  bard  alone, 
Who  in  the  laws  of  verfe  himfelf  rcftrains, 
I'y'd  up  to  time  in  voluntary  chains. 
Others,  by  no  reltraint  or  ftop  withheld. 
May  range  the  compafs  of  a  wider  field; 
The  fdcred  poets,  who  their  labours  fill 
With  pleafu^g  fidlions,  or  with  truths  at  will. 
Their  thoughts  in  bolder  liberties  exprefs. 
Which  look  more  beauteous  in  a  foreign  drefs. 
To  all  unufual  colours  they  impart. 
Nor  blufli,  if  e'er  detecSted  in  their  art. 

*  Sometimes  beyond  the  bounds  of  truth  they  fly, 
And  boldly  lift  their  fubje(3.  to  the  fky  ; 

When  with    tumultuous  fhouts  the   heavens  re^ 

bound. 
And  all  Olympus  trembles  with  the  found  ; 
Or  with  repeated  accents  they  relate 
The  fall  of  Troy,  and  dwell  upon  her  fate ; 
t  Oh  fire  !  oh  country,  once  with  glory  crown'd !  ■). 
Oh  wretched  race  of  Priam,  once  renown'd !       V- 
Oh  Jove  1  fee  Ilion  fmoking  on  the  ground  1       \ 

They  now  name  Ceres  for  the  golden  grain, 
Bacchus  lor  wine,  and  Neptune  for  the  main  : 
Or  from  the  father's  name  point  out  the  fon  ; 
Or  f(>r  her  people  introduce  a  town  : 
So  when  alarm'd  her  natives  dread  their  fates, 
Pale  Afric  fhakes,  and  trembles  through  her  ftatcs; 
And  fome,  by  Achelous'  ftreams  alone, 
Comprife  the  floods  of  all  the  world  in  one. 

:f  Lo!  now  they  ftart  afide,  and  change  theftrajn 
To  fancy'd  converfe  wiih  an  abient  fvain; 
To  grots  and  caverns  all  their  cares  difclofe. 
Or  tell  the  folitary  rocks  their  woes ; 
To  fcenes  inanimate  proclaim  their  love, 
Talk  with  an  hill,  orwhifper  to  a  grove. 

•  The  Hyperbole. 

t  Hisc  -verba  ex  incerii  ncminis  Poeta  dfat  Cicer9» 
\  The  Apojircphe. 
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©11  you  they  call,  ye  unattentive  woods, 
And  wait  an  anlwer  from  your  bordering  flood?, 
f  Sometimes  they  fpcak  one  thing,  but   leave 
behind 
Another  fecret  meaninc;  in  the  mind  : 
A  fair  expreffion  artfully  difpenfe. 
But  ufe  a  word  that  claibes  with  the  fenfe. 
I  Thus  pious  Helen  flole  the  faithful  fword, 
While  Troy  was  flaming,  from  her  fltjeping  lord. 
§  So  glorious  Drances  tower'd  amid  the  plain, 
And    pil'd    the    ground  with   mountains   of  the 

flain; 
Ytnmortal  trophies  rais'd  from  fquadrons  kill'd, 
And  with  vatl  fpoils  ennobled  all  the  field. 
[I  But  now  to  mention  farther  1  forbear, 
With  what  ftrong  charms  they  captivate  the  ear; 
When  the  fame  terms  they  happily  repeat. 
The  fame  repeated  feem  more  toft  and  fweet. 
This,    *'*wcre  Arcadia  judge,  if  Pan  withftooil, 
Pan's  judge,  Arcadia,  would  condemn  her  god. 
But   though    our  fond  indulgence  grants  the 
mufe 
A  thoiifand  liberties  in  different  views, 
Wliene'er  you  choofc  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  foreign  terras,  and  fcorn  the  native  diefs; 
Yet  be  difcreet,  nor  rtrain  the  point  too  far, 
Let  the  tranfition  flill  unforc'd  appear, 
Nor  e'er  difcover  an  excefs  of  care  : 
For  fiime,  we  knov/,  with  awkward  violence 
Diftort  the  fubjed;,  and  disjoint  the  fenfe  ; 
Quite  change  the  genuine  figure,  and  deface 
The  native  fhape  with  every  living  grace  ; 
And  force  unwilling  objttSls  to  put  on 
An  alien  face,  and  features  not  their  own. 
A  low  conceit  in  difproportion'd  terms, 
Looks  like  a  boy  drefs'd  up  in  giants  arms ; 
Blind  to  the  truth,  all  reafon  they  exceed, 
f  f  Who  name  a  flail  the  palace  of  the  fteed. 
Or  grafs  the  trefles  of  great  Rhjea's  head. 
'Tis  belt  ftimetimes  an  image  to  exprefs 
In  its  own  colours,  and  its  native  drefs; 
The  genuine  words  with  happy  care  to  ufe, 
If  ii/cely  cull'd,  and  worthy  of  the  mufe. 

Some  things  alternately  compar'd  are  fnown, 
Both  names  fiill  true,  and  mutually  their  own ; 
But  here  the  leaft  redundance  you  mull  fliun  ; 
Tell  us,  in  fhort,  from  whence  the  hint  you  drew, 
And  fet  the  whole  comparifon  to  view  ; 
Left,  mindlefs  of  your  firft  deiign,  you  feem 
To  lead  the  mind  away,  and  rove  from  theme  to 
theme. 
But  now  purfue  the  method,  that  aflfords 
The  fitteft  terms,  and  wifcft  choice  of  words. 
Not  all  deferve  alike  the  fame  regard, 
Nor  fuit  the  godlike  labours  of  the  bard  ; 
For  words  as  much  may  difler  in  degree, 
As  the  mofb  various  kinds  of  poetry, 
though  many  a  common  term  and  word  we  find 
Difpers'd  promifcuoufly  through  every  kind, 
Thofe  that  will  never  fuit  th'  heroic  rage. 
Might  grace  the  bulkin,  and  become  the  flage. 


} 


f    The  Irony. 
I  See  Virg.  jEn.  LIB.  FI. 
The  Anaphora,  *' 

f  Th  Cataihrefi,  "~ 
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Their  large,  their  vaft  variety  explore 
With  piercing  eyes,  and  range  the  mighty  {lore. 
From  their  deep  fund  the  richefl  words  unfold,  T 
With  nicefl  care  be  rich  expreffion  cull'd,  C 

To  deck  your  numbers  in  the  pureft  gold,  ) 

Ihc  vile,  the  dark  degenerate  crowd  refufe. 
And  fcorn  a  drel^^  that  would  difgrace  the  inufc  : 
Then,  to  fuccted  your  fcarch,  purfue  the  road, 
And  beat  the  track  the  glorious  ancients  trod. 
To  thofe  eternal  monuments  repair, 
There  read,  and  meditate  for  ever  there. 
If  o'er  the  reft  iome  mighty  genius  fliines, 
Mark  the  fweet  charms  and  vigour  of  his  lines. 
As  far  as  Phcebus  and  the  heavenly  powers 
Smile  on  your  labours,  make  his  diiElion  your's  : 
Your  ftyle  by  his  authentic  ftandard  frame. 
Your  voice,  your  habit,  and  addrefs,  the  fame. 
With  him  prr.ceed  to  cull  the  reft  ;  for  there 
A  full  reward  will  juftify  your  care. 
Examine  all;  and  bring  from  all  away 
Their  various  treafures  as  a  lawful  prey. 
Nor  would  I  fcruple,  with  a  due  regard, 
To  read  fometimes  a  rude  unpolifh'd  bard^ 
Among  whofe  labours  I  may  find  a  line. 
Which  from  unfightly  ruft  I  may  refine. 
And,  with  a  better  grace,  adopt  it  into  mine. 
How  often  may  we  fee  a  troubled  flood 
Stain'd  with  unfettled  ooze  and  rifing  mud  ! 
Which  (if  a  well  the  bordering  natives  fink) 
Supplies  the  thitfty  multitude  with  drink. 
The  trickling  ftream  by  juft  degrees  refines. 
Till  in  its  cuurfe  the  limpid  current  fliines; 
And  taught  through  fecret  labyrinths  to  flow. 
Works  itfeif  clear  among  the  fands  below. 
For  nothing  looks  fo  gloomy,  but  will  ftiine 
From  proper  care,  and  timely  difciphne  ; 
If,  with  due  vigilance  and  condudl,  wrought 
Deep  in  the  foul,  it  labours  in  the  thought. 
Hence  on  the  ancients  we  muft  reft  alone, 
And  make  their  golden  feutcncesour  own. 
To  cull  their  beft  expreOions  claims  our  cares. 
To  form  our  notions,  and  our  flyles  on  their's. 
See  !  how  we  bear  away  their  precious  fpoils. 
And  with  the  glorious  drefs  enrich  our  ftyles; 
Their  bright  inventions  for  our  ufe  convey,  "J 

Bring  all  the  fpirit  of  their  v/ords  away,  ' 

And  make  their  words  themfelves  our  lawful  T 
prey !  3 

Unafham'd  in  other  colours  to  be  (hown, 
We  fpeak  our  thoughts  in  accents  not  our  own. 
But  your  defign  with  modeft  caution  weigh, 
Steal  with  due  care,  and  meditate  the  prey. 
Invert  the  order  of  the  words  with  art, 
And  change  their  former  fite  in  every  part- 
Tiius  win  your  readers,  thus  deceive  with  grace. 
And  let  th'  expreflion  wear  a  different  face ; 
Ycurfelf  at  laft,  the  glorious  labour  done, 
Will  fcarce  difcern  his  didion  from  your  own. 
Some,  to  appear  of  diiHdence  bereft. 
Steal  in  broad  day,  and  glory  in  the  theft; 
When  with  jnft  art,  defign  and  confidence, 
On  the  fame  words  they  graft  a  different  fenfe; 
Preferve  th'  unvary'd  terms  and  order  too. 
But  change  their  former  fpirit  for  a  new  : 
Or,  with  the  fenfe  of  emulation  bold. 
With  aacieiit  bards  a  glorious  eonteft  held ; 
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Their  richeft  fpoils  triumphant  thty  explore. 
Which,  r^ng'd  with  better  grace,  they  varnifh 

o'er. 
And  give  them  charms  they  never  knew  before. 
So  trees,  that  change  their  foils,  more  proudly  rife,  I 
And  lift  their  fpreadmg  honours  to  the  fkies ;  ^ 

And,  whf  n  tranfplanted,  nobkr  fruits  produce, 
Exalt  their  nature,  and  ferment  their  juice. 
So  Troy's  fam'd  chief  the  Afian  empire  bore, 
With  better  omens,  to  the  Latian  fliorc  ; 
Though  from  thy  realm,  O  Dido,  to  the  fca 
Call'd  by  the  gods  reluJlantly  away  ; 
Nor  the  firft  nuptial  pleafures  could  controul 
The  fix'd,  the  ftubborn  purpofe  of  his  foul. 
Unhappy  queen  !  thy  wees  fuppreft  thy  breath  ; 
Thy  cares  purfue  thee,  and  furviv'd  in  death. 
Had  not  the  Dardan  fleet  thy  kingdom  fought, 
Thy  life  had  Ihonc  unfully'd  with  a  fault,    [toils  ; 
Come  then,  ye  youths,  and  urge  your  generous 
Come  flrip  the  ancients,  and  divide  the  fpoils 
Your  hands  have  won — but  fhun  the  fault  of  fuch, 
Who  with 'ond  rafhnefs  trull  themfclves  too  much. 
For  fonie  we  know,  who,  by  their  pride  betray'd, 
With  vain  contempt  re jed  a  foreign  aid ; 
Who  fcorn  thofe  great  examples  to  obey, 
Kor  follow  where  the  ancients  point  the  way. 
While  from  the  theft  their  cautious  hands  refrain, 
Vain  are  their  fears,  their  fuperfiitirn  vain. 
Kor  Phcebus'  fmilcs  th'  unhappy  poet  crown  ; 
The  fate  of  all  his  works  prevents  his  own. 
Himfelfhis  mouldering  monument  furvives, 
And  fees  his  labours  perifli  while  he  lives : 
His  fame  is  more  contradicd  than  his  fpan, 
And  the  frail  author  dies  before  the  man. 
How  would  he  wilh  the  labour  to  forbear, 
And  follow  other  arts  with  more  fucceGful  care. 

I  like  a  fair  alluuon  nicely  wrought; 
When  the  fame  words  expiefs  a  different  thought. 
And  fuch  a  theft  true  critics  dare  not  blame, 
Which  late  pcfterity  (hall  crown  wiih  fame. 
Void  of  all  fear,  of  every  doubt  bereft, 
I  would  not  blulh,  but  triumph  in  the  theft. 
Mor  on  the  ancients  for  the  whole  rely, 
The  whole  is  more  than  all  their  works  fupply ; 
Some  things  your  own  invention  mull  explore, 
Some  virgin  images  untouch'd  before. 

New  terms  no  laws  forbid  us  to  induce, 
To  coin  a  word,  and  fandlify  to  ufe  ; 
But  yet  admit  r.o  words  into  the  fnng, 
Unlcfs  they  prove  the  flock  from  whence  they 

fprung; 
Point  out  their  family,  their  kindred  trace, 
And  fet  to  view  the  leries  of  their  race. 
33ut    where    you   find   your    native   tongue    too 

poor 
Tranfpt  rt  the  riches  of  the  Grecian  ftore; 
Inform  the  lump,  and  work  it  into  grace. 
And  with  new  life  infpire  th'  unwiel<!y  mafs; 
Till,  chang'd  by  difcipline,  the  word  puts  on 
A  foreign  nature,  and  forgets  its  own. 
So  Latium's  language  found  a  rich  increafe. 
And  grew    and   flourilh'd   from    the    wealth    of 

Greece ; 

Till  ufe,  in  time,  had  rifled  Argos'  llores, 
Aad  brcught  all  Athens  to  th'  Lkfnerian  fliores. 


J 


How  many  words  from  rich  Mycenx  ceme. 
Of  Greek  cxtrad-ion,  in  the  drefs  of  Rome  ? 
I'hat  live  with  ours,  our  rights  and  freedom  claim, 
rheir  nature  different,  but  their  looks  the  fame  ; 
Through  Latium's  realms,  in  Latium's  garb  they 

At  once  her  ftrangers,  and  her  natives  too. 

Long  has  her  poverty  been  fled,  and  long 

With  native  riches  has  Ihe  grac'd  her  tongue. 

Nor  fearch  the  poets  only,  but  explore 

Immortal  fully 's  inexhaufted  ftore  ; 

And  other  authors,  born  in  happier  days,         flays^' 

Shall   anfwer  all  your  wants,    and  beautify  youf 

Oft,  in  old  bards,  a  verfe  above  the  reft 
Shines,  in  barbaric  fpoils  and  trophies  dreft ; 
Thus  Gaul,  her  vidlor's  triumph  to  complete, 
Supplies  tliofe  words  that  paint  her  own  defeat; 
And  vanquifli'd  Macedon,  to  tell  her  doom. 
Gives  up  her  language  with  her  arms  to  Rome. 
Then  can  we  fear  with  groundlefs  diffidence 
A  want  of  words  that  fhall  exprefs  our  fenfe  ? 
But,  if  compell'd  by  want,  you  may  produce 
And  bring  an  anriquated  word  in  ufe  ; 
A  word  erft  well  receiv'd  in  days  of  yore, 
A  word  our  old  forefathers  us'd  before  : 
Well-pleas'd  the  reader's  wonder  to  engage, 
He  brings  our  grandfire's  habit  on  the  ftage, 
And  garbs  that  whilom  grac'd  an  uncouth  age. 
Yet  muft  not  fuch  appear  in  every  place; 
When  rang'd  too  thick,  the  poem  they  difgrace. 
Since  of  new  words  fuch  numbers  you  command, 
Deal  out  the  old  ones  with  a  fparing  hand. 
*  Whene'er  your  images  can  lay  no  claim 
To  a  fix'd  term,  and  want  j  certain  name  ; 
To  paint  one  thing,  the  licensed  bard  affords 
A  pompous  circle,  and  a  crowd  of  words. 

Two  plighted  words  in  one  with  grace  appearj 
When  they  with  eafe  glide  fmoothly  o'er  the  ear. 
Two  may  embrace  at  once,  but  feldom  more. 
Nor  verfe  can  bear  the  mingled  Ihape  of  four; 
No  triple  monfters  dwell  on  Latium's  fhore. 
When  mix'd  with  fmooth,  thefe  harfaer  flraina 

are  found, 
We  ftart  with  horror  at  'he  frightful  found ; 
The  Grecian  Bards,  in  whom  fuch  freedoms  pleafe, 
May   match    with    more  fuccefs  fuch  words  as 

thefe ; 
Heap  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  flruflure  rife. 
Till  the  vaft  pile  of  mountains  prop  the  fkies. 
What  words  foever  of  vaft  bulk  we  view. 
One  of  lels  fize  may  fometimes  fplit  in  two; 
Sometimes  we  fcparate  from  the  whole  a  part, 
And  prune  the  more  luxuriant  limbs  with  art. 
Thus  when  the  names  of  heroes  we  declare, 
Names  whofe  unpolifh'd  fuunds  offend  the  ear  ; 
We  add,  or  lop  fome  branches  which  abound,^  "J 
Till   the  harlh   accents  are   with    fmoothnefsA 
crown'd.  [found.  T 

That  mellows  every  word,  and  foftens  every  j 
By  fuch  an  happy  change,  Sicharbas  came. 
To  fink  his  roughnefsin  Sicha:us'  name. 
Hence  would  I  rather  choofe  thofe  dire  alarms 
Of  vaft  Eiiecladus,  and  heaven  in  arms. 


} 
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And  the  bold  Titan's  battles  to  reheaife, 
Harmcnious  names,  that  glide  into  the  verfe; 
Than  count  the  rough,  the  barbarous  nations  o'er 
Which  Rome  fubdued  of  old  from  fnore  to  fhorc. 

Let  th:ngs  fubmit  to  words  on  no  pretence, 
But  make  your  words  fubfervient  to  your  fenfe  ; 
Nor  for  their  fake  admit  a  fingle  line, 
Bur  what  contributes  to  the  main  defign. 
Through  every  part  moft  diligently  pierce, 
And  weigh  tlie  foufid  and  fenfe  of  every  verfe. 
Unlefs  your  (Iridleft  caution  you  difplay, 
Some  words  may  lead  the  heedlefs  bard  av/ay  ; 
Steal  from  their  duty,  and  defert  their  pofl, 
And  fculk  in  darknefs,  indolently  loft  ; 
Or,  while  their  proper  parts  their  fellows  ply, 
Contribute  nought  but  found  and  harmony. 
This  to  prevent,  confult  your  words;  and  know 
How  far  their  ftrength,  extent,  and  nature  go. 
To  all  their  charges,  and  their  labours  fit; 
To  all,  their  fcveral  provinces  of  wit. 
Without  this  care,  the  poem  will  abound 
With  empty  noife,  and  impotence  of  found; 
Unmeaning  terms  will  crowd  in  every  part, ' 
Play  round  the  ears,  but  never  reach  the  heart. 
Yet  would  I  fometinies  venture  to  difpcrfe 
Some  words,    whofe  fplendor  Ihould  adorn  my 

verfe; 
(Words,  that  to  wit  and  thought  have  no  pretence, 
And  rather  vehicles  of  found  than  fenfe  ;) 
Till  in  the  gorgeous  drefs  the  lines  appear, 
And  court  with  gentle  harm.ony  the  ear. 
Nor  with  too  fond  a  care  fuch  words  purfue. 
They  meet  your  fight,  and  rife  in  every  view. 
Oft,  from  its  chains  the  fhackled  verfe  unloofc, 
And  give  it  liberty  to  walk  in  profe  ; 
Then  be  the  work  renew'd  with  endlefs  pain, 
And  join  with  care  the  fliatter'd  parts  again  ; 
The  lurking  faults  and  errors  you  may  fed. 
When  the  words  run  unmanacled  and  free. 

Attend,  young  bard,  and  liften  while  I  fing; 
L.0  1   I  unlock  the  mufes' facred  fpring; 
liO  !  Phoebus  calls  thee  to  his  inmoft  fiirine  ;        "^ 
Hark  !  in  one  common  voice,  the  tuneful  nine     ^ 
Invite  and  cmirt  thee  to  the  rites  divine. 
When  firft  to  man  the  privilege  was  given, 
To  hold  by  verfe  an  intercourfe  with  heaven, 
Unwilling  that  th'  immortal  art  fhould  lie 
Cheap  and  expos'd  to  every  vulgar  eye, 
Great  Jove,  to  drive  away  the  groveling  crowd, 
To  narrow  bounds  confin'd  the  glorious  road, 
Which  more  exalted  fpirits  may  purfue. 
And  left  it  open  to  the  facred  few. 
For  many  a  painful  talk,  in  every  part, 
Claims  all  the  poet's  vigilance  and  art. 
'Pis  not  enough  his  verfes  to  complete, 
In  meafure,  numbers,  or  determin'd  feet ; 

Or  render  things,  by  clear  esprelTion  bright. 
And  fet  each  objetft  in  a  proper  light  : 
To  all,  proportion'd  terms  he  muft  difpenfe, 
And  make  the  found  a  pifture  of  the  fenfe; 
The  correfpondent  words  exadlly  frame, 
The  look,  the  features,  and  the  mien  the  fame. 
His  thoughts  the  bard  muft  fuitably  cxprefs. 
Each  in  a  difi'erent  face,  and  different  drefs  ; 
liCft'  in  unvary'd  looks  the  crowd  be  fhown, 
And  the  whole  multitude  appear  as  one> 
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With  rapid  feet  and  vvlng5,  without  delay, 
This  fwiftly  flies,  and  fmoothly  fKims  away: 
That,  vaft  of  fize,  his  limbs  huge,  broad,  and  ftrong', 
Moves  ponderous,  and  i'carce  drags  his  bulk  along. 
This  blooms  with  youth  and  beauty  in  his  face. 
And  Venus  breathes  on  every  limb  a  grace  : 
That,  of  rude  form,  his  uncouth  num'jers  fliows, 
Looks  horrible,  and  frown?  with  his  rough  brows. 
His  monftrous  tail  in  many  a  fold  and  wind, 
Voluminous  and  vaft,  curls  up  behind  : 
At  once  tlie  image  and  the  lines  appear 
Rude  to  the  eye,  and  frightful  to  the  ear. 
Nor  ate  thofe  figures  given  without  a  caufc. 
But  fixt  and  fettled  by  determin'd  laws ; 
All  claim  and  wear,  as  their  deferts  are  known, 
A  V  lice,  a  face,  and  habit  of  their  own. 
*  Lo  !  when  the  failors  fteer  the  ponderous  fliips, 
And  plough,  with  brazen  beaks,  the  foamy  deeps, 
Incumbent  on  the  main  that  roars  around ; 
Beneath  their  labouring  oars  the  waves  refound 
The  prows  wide-echoing  through  the  dark  pro- 
found : 

To  the  loud  call  each  diftant  rock  replies. 
Toft  by  the  ftorm  the  frothy  furges  rife ; 
While  the  hoarfe  ocean  beats  the  founding  ihove, 
Dafti'd  from  the  ftrand,  the  flying  waters  roar, 
Flaih  at  the  fliock,  and  gathering  in  an  heap, 
The  liquid  mountains  rife,  and  overhang  the  deep. 
See  thioagh  her  ftiores  Trinacria's  realms  rebound, 
Starting  and  trembling  at  the  bellowing  found ; 
High-towering  o'er  the  waves  the  mountains  riJe^ 
And  clafh  with  floating  mountains  on  the  tide. 
But  when  blue  Neptune  from  his  car  furveys. 
And  calms  at  one  regard  the  raging  feas; 
Stretch'd  like  a  peaceful  lake  the  deep  fubfides, 
And  o'er  the  level  light  the  galley  glides. 
The  poet's  art  and  conducSl  we  admire. 
When  angry  Vulcan  rolls  a  flood  of  fire; 
When  on  the  groves  and  fields  the  deluge  pi*eys. 
And  wraps  the  crackling  ftubble  in  the  blaze.    . 
Nor  lefs  our  pleafure,  when  the  flame  divides, 
And  climbs  afpiring  round  the  cauldron's  fides; 
From  the  dark  bottom  work  the  waters  up. 
Swell,  boil,  and  hifs,  and  bubble  to  the  top. 
Thus  in  fmooth  lines,  fmcoth  fubjeds  we  rehearfe^ 
Bat  the  f  rough  rock  roars  in  as  rough  a  verfe. 
If  gay  the  fubjedl,  gay  muft  be  the  fong; 
And  the  brifk  numbers  quickly  glide  along  : 
When  the  fields  flourifti ;   or  the  fkies  unfold 
Swift  from  the  flying  hinge  their  gates  of  gold. 
If  fad  the  theme,  then  each  grave  line  moves  flow, 
The  mournful  numbers  languifliingly  flow. 
And  drag,  and  labour,  with  a  weight  of  woe  : 
If  e'er  the  boding  bird  of  night,  who  mourns 
O'er  ruins,  defolation,  graves,  and  urns. 
With  piercing  fcreams  the  darknefs  ftiould  invade. 
And  break  the  fiience  of  the  difmal  fliade. 
When  things  are  fmall,  the  terms  fhould  ftiil  be  fo  : 
For  low  words  pleafe  us,  when  the  theme  is  low. 
But  when  fome  giant,  horrible  and  grim, 
Enormous  in  his  gait,  and  vaft  in  every  limb, 

*   Mo/}  of  thefe  examples  are  draivn  ivordfor  txiari 
from  Virgil. 
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Stalks  towering  on  ;  the  fweiling  words  muft  rife 
In  juft  proportion  to  the  monfter's  fize. 
5f  fi.me  larjife  weight  his  huge  arms  ftrive  to  fliove, 
The  verfe  too  hibours ;  the  throng'd  words  fcarcc 

move 
\Vhen  each  Hiif  clod  beneath  the  ponderrusplough, 
Crumbles  and  breaks ;  th'  encumber'd  lines  march 

flow. 
Nor  lefs ;  when  pilots  catch  the  friendly  gales, 
Unfurl  their  ihrouds,  and  hoill  the  wide-llretch'd 

fails 
But  if  the  poem  fuffers  from  delay, 
L.et  the  lines  fly  precipitate  away. 
And  when  the  viper  iffues  from  the  brake  ; 
Be  quick;  with  ftones,  and  brands,  and  fire,  attack 
His  rifirg  crefl,  and  drivp  the  ferpent  back. 
When  night  defcends:  or,  ftunn'd  by  numerous 

ftiokes. 
And  groaning,  to  the  earth  drops  the  Vaft  ox; 
The  line  too  finks  with  correfpondent  found, 
Flat  with  the  fleer,  and  headlong  to  the  ground. 
"When  the  wild  waves  fubfide,  and  tempefts  ceafe. 
And  hufh  their  roarings  and  their  rage  to  peace  ; 
So  oft  we  fee  the  interrupted  flrain 
Ptcpp'd  in  the  midft, — and  with  the  filent  main, 
Paufe  for  a  fpace — at  lafl  it  glides  again. 
Vhen  Priam  drains  his  aged  arm,  to  throw 
His  unavailing  javelin  at  the  foe  ; 
(His  blood  congeal'd,  and  every  nerve  unftrung,) 
Then  v/ith  the  theme  coftipilcs  the  artful  fong  ; 
iike  him  the  folitary  numbers  flow 
Weak,  trembling,  melancholy,  ftiff,  and  flow. 
Kot  fo  young  Pyrrhus,  who  with  rapid  force 
Beats  down  embattled  armies  in  his  courfe; 
The  raging  youth  on  trembling  Ilion  fall?, 
Burfls  her  ftrong  gates,  and  fhakes  her  lofty  walls; 
Provokes  hi?  flying  courfer  to  his  fpeed, 
In  full  career  to  charge  the  warlike  fteed; 
He  piles  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  flain  ; 
He  pours, he  florms,  he  thundtrsthrough  the  plain. 
In  this  the  poet's  jufleft  condudl  lies,  "y 

AVhen  with  the  various  fubjeds  he  complies,      5- 
To  finkv.'ith  judgment,  and  v^ith  judgment  rife,  j 
We  fee  him  new,  remilTive  of  his  force, 
X5iide  with  a  low,  and  inoffenfive  courfe  ; 
Stript  of  the  gaudy  drefs  of  words  hfe  goes, 
.And  fcarcely  lifts  the  poem  up  from  profe  : 
And  now  he  brings  with  loofen'd  reins  along 
All  in  a  full  career  the  boundlefs  fong  ; 
In  wide  array  luxuriantly  he  pours 
A  crowd  of  words,  and  opens  all  his  ftores. 
The  lavifti  eloquence  redundant  flows. 
Thick  as  the  fleeces  of  the  winter-fnows, 
When  Jove  inveftB  the  naked  Alps,  and  (beds 
The  filent  tempeft  on  their  hoary  heads. 
Sometimes  the  godlike  fury  he  rcflrains. 
Checks  his  impetuous  fpced,  and  draws  the  reins; 
Ealaiic'd  and  pois'd,  he  neither  finks  nor  foars, 
Ploughs  the  mid  fpace,  and  fteers  between  the 

fhores, 
And  {haves  the  confines; — till  all  dangers  paft, 
He  fhoots  with  joy  into  the  port  at  lall 

For  what  remains  unfung  ;  I  now  declare 
What  claims  the  poet's  lafl;  and  flricfteft  care. 
When  all  adventures  paft,  his  labours  te.id 
I|t  vac  continued  order  to  ihsir  end; 


When  the  proud  vi<ftor  oh  his  conqnefl  faillei, 
And  fafe  enjoys  the  triumph  of  his  toils; 
Let  him  by  timely  diffidence  be  aw'd. 
Nor  truft  too  foon  th'  unpolifli'd  piece  abroad. 
Oh  !  may  his  rafti  ambition  ne'er  enflam; 
His  breaft,  with  fuch  a  dangerous  thirft  of  fame  I 
But  let  the  terror  of  difgrace  controul 
The  warm,  the  partial  fondnefs  of  his  foul ; 
And  force  the  bard  to  throw  his  pafllon  by, 
Nor  view  his  offspring  wirh  a  parent's  eye  : 
Till  his  affeiftions  are  by  juftice  croft, 
And  all  the  father  in  the  judge  is  loft. 
He  feeks  his  friends,  nor  trulls  himfelf  alone. 
But  aflcs  their  judgment,  and  refigns  his  own  ; 
Begs  them,  with  urgent  prayers,  to  be  finccre, 
Jurt  and  cxacS.,  and  rigidly  fevere  ; 
Due  verdicSl  to  pronounce  on  every  thought. 
Nor  fpare  the  flighteft  fhadow  of  a  fault ; 
But,  bent  againfl  himfelf,  and  ftrifily  nice; 
He  thanks  each  critic  that  detedls  a  vice; 
Though  charg'd  with  what  his  judgnient  can  de- 
fend, 
He  joins  the  partial  fentence  of  his  friend. 
The  piece  thrown  by  ;  the  careful  bard  reviews 
The  long-forgotten  labours  of  his  mufe  : 
Lo  !  on  all  fides  far  different  objedls  rife. 
And  a  new  profpeil  ftrikes  his  wondering  eyes. 
Warm  from  the  brain,  the  lines  his  love  engfo'ft; 
Now  in  themfelves  their  former  felves  are  loft. 
Now  his  own  labours  he  begins  to  blame,   , 
And  biufliing  reads  them  with  regret  and  fhame. 
He  lothes  the  piece  ;  condemns  it;  nor  can  find 
The  genuine  flamp,  and  image  of  his  mind. 
This  thought  and  that,  indignant  he  rejedls;     "j 
When  moil  fecure,  fome  danger  he  fufpedls  ;       J. 
Anxious  he  adds,  and  trembling  he  correcSls.      j 
With  kind  feverities,  and  timely  art, 
I^cps  the  luxuriant  growth  of  every  part ; 
Prunes  the  fuperfiuous  boughs,  that  wildly  ftrar, 
And  cuts  the  rank  redundancies  avyay. 
Thus  arm'd  Vt^ith  proper  difcipHne  he  ftands. 
By  day,  by  night,  applies  his  healing  hands. 
From  every  line  to  wipe  out  every  blot. 
Till  the  whole  piece  is  guiitlefs  of  a  fault. 
Hard  is  the  tafk,  but  needful,  if  your  aim 
Tends  to  the  profpecfl  of  immortal  fame. 
If  fbmfi  unfinilh'd  numbers  limp  behind^ 
When  the  warm'd  poet  rages  unconfind, 
Then  when  his  fwift  invention  fcorns  to  ftay, 
By  a  full  tide  of  genius  whirl'd  away; 
He  brings  the  fovereign  cure  their  fallings  claim, 
Confirms  the  fickly,  and  fupports  the  lame. 
Oft  as  the  feafons  roll,  renew  thy  pain, 
And  bring  the  poem  to  the  tell  again. 
In  different  lights  th'  expreflion  muft  be  rang'd. 
The  garb  and  colours  of  the  words  be  chang'd. 
With  endlefs  care  thy  watchful  eyes  muft  pierce, 
And  mark  the  parts  diftin<Sl  of  every  verfe. 
In  thisperfift  ;  for  oft  one  day  denies 
The  kind  affiftance  which  the  next  fupplies; 
As  oft,  without  your  vigilance  and  care. 
Some  faults  deteded  by  themfelves  appear. 
And  now  a  thoufand  errors  you  explore. 
That  lay  involv'd  in  mantling  clouds  before. 
Oft,  to  improve  his  mufe,  the  bard  fliould  try, 
Uy  turns,  the  temper  of  a  different  ficy, 


VIDA'S   ART    OF    POETRY. 


Uj 


:] 


■t'of  thus  his  genius  takes  a  difTerent  face 
From  every  different  genius  of  a  place. 
The  foul  toj  changes,  and  tlic  bard  may  find 
A  thoufand  various  motions  in  his  mind. 
New  gleams  of  light  will  every  moment  rife, 
While  from  each  part  the  fcattering  darknels  flies. 
And,  as  he  alters  what  appears  amifs, 
He  adds  new  flowers  to  beautify  the  piece. 
But  here,  cv'n  here,  avoid  th'  extieme  of  fuch, 
Who  with  cxcefs  of  care  correft  too  much  : 
Whofe  barbarous  hands  no  call«  of  pity  bound,  "J 
While  with  th'  infeifled  parts  they  cut  the  found,  ( 
And  make    the  cure  more  dangerous  than  theT 
wound.  3 

Till,  all  the  blood  and  fpirits  drain'd  away, 
The  body  fickens,  and  the  parts  decay ; 
The  native  beauties  die,  the  limbs  appear 
Rough  anid  defcrm'd  with  one  continued  fear. 
No  fix'd  determind  number  I  enjoin. 
But  when  fome  years  fliall  perfe(ft  the  dclign  ; 
Refled  on  life  ;  and,  mindful  of  thy  fpsn, 
Whofe  fcanty  limit  bounds  the  days  of  man. 
Wide  o'er  the  fpacious  world,  without  delay, 
Permit  the  finilh'd  piece  to  take  its  way; 
Till  all  mankind  admires  the  heavenly  fong, 
The  theme  of  every  hand  and  every  tongue. 
See  !  thy  plcas'd  friends  thy  fpreading  glory  draws, 
Each  with  his  voice  to  fwell  the  vaft  applaufe  ; 
The  vafl  applaufe  fhall  reach  the  ftarry  frame, 
No  years,  no  ages,  fliall  obfcure  thy  fame. 
And  earth's  laft  ends  fhail  hear  thy  d;»rling  name. 
Shall  we  then  doubt  to  fcorn  all  worldly  views, 
And  not  prefer  the  raptures  of  the  mufe  ? 

Thrice  happy  bards  1  who  taught  by  heaven, 
obey 
Thefe  rules,  and  follow  where  they  lead  the  way  ; 
And  hear  the  faithful  precepts  I  beflow'd, 
Infpir'd  with  rage  divine,  and  labouring  with  the 

god. 
But  art  alone,  and  human  means  mufl  fail. 
Nor  thefe  inftruilive  precepts  will  prevail, 
Unlefs  the  gods  their  prefent  aid  fupply. 
And  look  with  kind  indulgence  from  the  fky. 
3  only  pointed  out  the  paths  that  lead 
The  panting  youth  to  ifeep  ParnafTus'  head ; 
And  fhow'd  the  tuneful  mufes  from  afar, 
Mix'd  in  a  folemn  choir,  and  dancing  there. 
Thither  forbidden  by  the  fates  to  go, 
I  fink  and  grovel  in  the  world  below. 
Deterrd  by  them,  in  vain  I  labour  up, 
And  ftretclf  thefe  hands  to  grafp  the  diftant  top. 
Enough  for  me,  at  diflance  if  I  view 
Some  bard,  fome  happier  bard,  the  path  purfue  ; 
Who,  taught  by  me  to  reach  Parnaffus'  crown, 
Mounts  up,  and  calls  his  flow  companions  on. 
But  yet  thefe  rules,  perhaps,  thefe  humble  lays. 
May  claim  a  title  to  a  (hare  of  praife  ; 
When,  in  a  crowd  the  gathering  youths  Ihall  hear 
My  voice  and  precepts  with  a  willing  ear ; 
Clofe  in  a  ring  fhall  prefs  the  liflening  throng. 
And  learn  from  me  to  regulate  their  fong. 
Then,  if  the  pitying  fates  prolong  my  breath, 
And  from  my  youth  avert  the  dart  of  death  ; 
Whene'er  I  fink  in  life's  declining  ftage, 


Trembling  and  faintinf^  on  the  verge  of  age, 
To  help  their  wearied  mafter  Ihall  they  run. 
And  lend  thtir  friendly  hands  to  guide  him  on  ; 
Through  blooming  groves  his  tardy  progrefs  wait. 
And  fet  him  gently  down  at  Phoebus'  gate. 
The  while  he  Cngs,  before  the  hallow'd  ftirine, 
The  facred  poets,  and  the  tuneful  nine. 
Here  then  in  Roman  numbers  will  we  rife. 
And  lift  the  fame  of  Virgil  to  the  flcies; 
Aufonia's  pride  and  boail ;  who  brings  along 
Strength  to  my  lines,  and  fpirit  to  my  fong  : 
Firft  how  the  mighty  bard  tranfported  o'er 
The  facred  mufes  from  th'  Aoiii^.n  fliore  ; 
Led  the  fair  fifteis  to  th'  Hefperian  plains. 
And  fuiig  in  Roman  towns  the  Grecian  ftrains; 
How  in  his  youth  to  Vi^oods  and  groves  he  fled. 
And  fweetly  tun'd  the  foft  Sicilian  reed; 
Next,  how,  in  pity  to  th'  Aufonian  fwains, 
He  rais'd  to  heaven  the  honours  of  the  plains  ; 
Rapt  in  Triptolemus's  car  on  high, 
He  fcattcr'd  ptace  and  plenty  from  the  fky  ; 
Fir'd  with  his  country's  fame,  with  loud  alarms. 
At  laft  he  rous'd  all  Latium  up  to  arms ; 
In  juft  array  the  Phrygian  troops  beftow'd, 
And  fpoke  the  voice  and  language  of  a  god. 
Father  of  verfe  !  from  v/hom  our  honours  fpring  ; 
See  !  from  all  parts,  our  bards  attend  their  king ; 
Beneath  thy  banners  rang'd,  thy  fame  increafe. 
And  rear  pmud  trophies  froia  the  fpoils  of  Greece. 
Low,  in  Elyfian  vales,  her  tuneful  throng 
Bow  to  thy  laurels,  and  adore  thy  fong  : 
On  thee  alone  thy  country  turns  her  eyes; 
On  tiiee  her  poets  future  fame  relies. 
Sec  '.  how  in  crowds  they  court  thy  aid  divine 
(For  all  their  honours  but  depend  on  thine); 
Taught  from  the  womb  thy  numbers  to  rehearfCj 
And  fip  the  balmy  fweets  of  every  verfe. 
Unrival'd  bard  !   all  ages  fliall  decree 
The  firll  unenvy'd  palm  of  fame  to  thee  ; 
Thrice  iiappy  bard  1  thy  boundlefs  glory  flies. 
Where  never  mortal  niufl  attempt  to  rife  ; 
Such  heavenly  numbers  in  thy  fong  we  hear. 
And  more  than  humrn  accents  charm  the  ear! 
To  thee,  his  darling,  Phcsbus'  hands  impart 
His  foul,  his  geni'is,  and  immortal  art. 
What  help  or  merit  in  thel^  rules  are  fhown, 
The  youth  niuft  owe  to  thy  fupport  alone. 
The  youth,  whofe  wandering  feet  with  care  1  led 
Aloft,  o'er  fleep  ParnsfTus"  facred  head; 
Taught  from  tiiy  great  example  to  explore    [fore, 
Thofe   arduous  paths  which   thou  haft   trod  be- 
Hail,  pride  of  Italy  !   thy  country's  grace  ! 
Hail,  glorious  light  of  all  the  tuneful  race  ! 
For  whom  we  weave  the  crown,  and  altars  raife; 
And  with  rich  incenfe  bid  the  temples  blaze 
Our  folemn  hymns  fhall  flill  refound  thy  praife, 
Hail,  holy  bard,  and  boundlefs  in  renown  1 
Thy  fame,  dependent  on  thyfelf  alone. 
Requires  no  fong,  no  numbers  but  thy  own. 
Look   down    propitious,    and    my   thoughts   in 

fpire ; 
Warm  my  chafte  bofoni  with  thy  facred  fire  ! 
Let  all  thy  flames  with  all  their  raptures  roll, 
Diep  in  my  bi-eaft,  and  kindle  all  my  foul ! 


ife;  ■> 
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Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Blair,  few  particulars  are  known;  and  thofe  few  are  fuch  as  give  little 
fcope  for  amplification  and  embellifliment. 

The  life  of  a  country  clergyman,  conftantly  engaged  in  the  duties  of  his  profeflion,  the  pra6l:ce 
of  the  domeftic  virtues,  and  the  occupations  of  literature,  however  refpeftable  fuch  a  charadtcr  may 
be,  can  afford  but  ilender  materials  for  biography. 

The  fads  flated  in  the  prefent  account,  were  communicated  to  the  compiler  of  this  coUeftion, 
in  converfation  with  his  fon,  Robert  Blair,  Efq,,  Solicitor  General  to  his  Majefty  for  Scotland,  and 
bis  coufin,  the  learned  and  amiable  Dr.  Blair,  one  of  the  minifters  of  the  High  Church,  and  Pro- 
feflor  of  Rhetoric  and  Belles  Lettres,  in  the  Univcrfity  of  Edinburgh. 

Thefe  authorities  are  produced  by  the  prefent  writer  with  much  pleafare ;  as  it  gives  him,  at  once,  are 
opportunity  of  refletfting  on  the  hereditary  love  of  literature  and  diftinguiftied  politenefs  of  Mr.  So- 
licitor General ;  and  of  recording  his  obligations  to  the  venerable  diredtor  of  his  youthful  fludies- 
whofe  well-eflablifhed  reputation  can  fuffer  no  diminution  from  the  teftimony  of  a  grateful  pupil, 
to  the  merit  of  his  "  Academical  preledlions,''  which  conflitute  an  sera  in  the  hiftory  of  Scottifli  li- 
terature ;  nor  eafily  receive  addition  from  the  highefl  praife  he  can  beflow  on  his  "  produdtions  for 
the  pulpit,"  which  difplay  the  powers  of  a  wife,  and  the  acquifitions  of  a  cultivated  mind,  ire 
recommending  the  fpirit  of  a  pure  and  enlightened  religion  to  every  order  of  raanUind  ;  and  exhibit 
to  the  literary  world,  a  model  of  found  and  elegant  inftrui5iion,andof  fimple  and  perfuafive  eloquence, 
unprecedented  in  the  hiftory  of  that  fpecies  of  compofition  in  our  country. 

Robert  Blair  was  the  eldeft;  fon  of  the  Rev.  David  Blair,  one  of  the  niinifters  of  Edinburgh,  and 

Chaplain  to  the  King.  His  mother  was  '  Nilbet,  daughter  of Nifbet,  Efq  ,  of  Carfin, 

His  grandfather  was  the  Rev.  Robert  Blair,  cnc  of  the  moft  diftinguiftied  Scottifti  clergyman  in  the 
time  of  the  civil  wars ;  a  dcfcendent  of  the  ancient  and?efpe<5table  family  of  Blair  of  Blair  in  Ayr- 
Ihire. 

He  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  this  century  ;  had  the  moft  liberal  education  in  the  Univer-^ 
fwy  of  Edinburgh,  and  afterwards  was  fent  abroad  by  his  father  for  his  improvement,  and  fpenc 
ibme  time  on  the  continent.     After  undergoing  the  ufual  trials  appointed  by  the  cliurch,  he  was 
ordained  minifter  of  Athelftaneford,  in  the  county  of  Eaft  Lothian,  Jan.  j,  1731,  where  he  paft 
the  remainder  of  his  life. 

As  his  fortune  was  eafy,  he  lived  very  much  in  the  ftyle  of  a  gentleman,  and  was  greatly  refpetSed 
by  Sir  Francis  Kinloch,  Baronet,  of  Gilmerton,  patron  of  the  parifli,  and  by  all  the  gentlemen  in  that 
neighbourhood.  He  was  a  man  both  of  learning,  and  of  elegant  tafte  and  manners.  He  was  x 
botanift  and  florift,  which  he  ihowed  in  the  cultivation  of  his  garden ;  and  was  alfo  converfant  ia 
optical  and  microfcopical  knowledge,  on  which  fubjedts  he  carried  on  correfpondence  with  feme- 
learned  men  in  England.  He  was  a  man  of  ftncere  piety,  and  very  afliduous  in  difcharging  the 
duties  of  his  clerical  fundtion.  As  a  preacher,  he  was  ferious  and  warm,  and  difcovercd  the  ima- 
gination of  a  poet. 

He  married  Ifabella  Law,  daughter  of  Mr.  Law  of  Elvingfton,  and  fifter  to  the  prefent  ftieriff- 
depute  of  Eaft-Lothian,  a  lady  of  uncommon  beauty  and  amiable  manners.  With  her  father,  who 
had  been  profeffor  of  moral  philofophy,  in  the  Univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  who  was  his  relation,  and 
hi4  l^cen  left  one  of  his  tutorsj  he  had  been  Jong  and  intimately  conncdled  ;  and,  upon  occafion  O;^ 

3  H  ii 


8^t  THELIFEOFBLAIR. 

his  death,  which  happened  feveral  years  before  his  marriage  with  his  daughter,  he  wrote  and  printed 
a  funeral  Poem  to  bis  Memory,  which  is  thought  worthy  of  being  preferved;  and  \a  accordingly  in- 
ferted  in  this  colleeftion. 

Ey  his  lady,  who  furvived  him  feveral  years,  he  had  five  fons  and  one  daughter  ;  of  thefe  fons, 
Robert  Blair,  Efq.,  of  Avington,  Solicitor  General  to  his  Majefly  for  Scotland,  is  the  fourth.  His 
brother,  Mr.  Archibald  Blair,  was  alfq  a  clergyman,  and  was  fettled  in  a  parifh  near  him  in  Eaft 
JLothian.  One  of  his  fons,  nephew  tq  the  poet,  Robert  Blair,  M.  D.,  is  one  of  the  CommiDioners 
cf  the  Sick  and  Wounded  in  London,  and  well  iinown  for  his  flviU  in  optics  and  aftronomy. 

Ke  died  of  a  fever,  on  the  4th  of  February,  1 746,  in  the  47th  year  of  his  age ;  and  was  fucceeded 
in  his  living  at  Athelftaneford,  by  another  poet,  Mr.  John  Home,  the  celebrated  author  of 
"  Douglas." 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Bhir;  an  accompliflied  fcholar,  and  an  elegant  poet,  whofc  gcaius 
and  virtue,  though  celebrated  by  fonie  of  the  moft  eminent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries,  have  fuf- 
ffred  fuch  unmerited  negleft,  that  his  name  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  cclleolion  of  literary  biography, 

FJad  the  intcrelling  correfpondence  of  Watts  been  g'ven  to  the  world  by  his  friend  and  biographer 
X)r.  Jennings,  it  would  probably  have  furnifhed  many  particulars  relating  to  Blair,  which  might  have 
gratified  curiofity  ;  though  they  could  hardly  have  added  to  the  honour  which  his  talents  and  virtues 
have  received  from  the  eftcem  of  a  man,  who  has  left  behind  hlni  fuch  purity  of  charaijer,  and 
fuch  monuments  of  laborious  piety. 

The  friends  of  Blair  were  the  friends  of  fcience  and  of  virtue  ;  his  love  of  poetry  and  polite 
literature,  precrred  him  the  friendfliip  <  f  Watts,  a  police  fcholar,  and  devout  poet ;  no  lefs  remark- 
able for  his  genius  and  learning,  than  the  mildnefs  and  fervency  of  his  piety  :  And  his  paffion 
for  natural  hiftory,  obtained  him  the  correfpondence  of  the  famous  naturalift,  Henry  Baker,  Efg., 
Pcllow  of  the  Royal  Society,  an  intelligent,  upright,  and  benevolent  man,  who  was  particularly 
attentive  to  all  the  improvements  which  were  msde  in  natural  fcier.ce,  and  very  folicitous  for 
the  profecution  of  ufcful  difcovcrics.  Bcfldes  the  papers  written  by  himfelf  in  the  "  Philofophical 
Tranfadlions,"  he  was  the  means,  b7  his  extenfive  correfpondence,  of  conveying  to  the  Society,  the 
intelligence  and  obfervations  of  other  inquifitive  and  philofophical  men.  Like  Blair,  he  was  both  a, 
yoet  and  a  naturalifi ;  and  printed  a  volume  of  "  Original  Poems,  ferious  and  humorous,"  8vo,  1725. 
He  was  the  author  likewife  of  "  The  Uni'.-erfe,  a  poem,"  which  has  been  feveral  times  reprinted.  But 
his  principal  publications  are,  "  The  Microfcope  made  eafy,"  1 74a  ;  and  "  Employment  for  the  Mi- 
crofcope,"  which  have  gone  through  many  editions,  and  are  generally  known.  Having  led  a  very 
ufcful  and  honourable  life,  he  died  Nov.  zj,  1774,  being  then  above  feventy  years  of  age.  By  his 
wife  Sophia,  youngeft  daughter  cf  the  celebrated  De  Foe,  he  had  a  fen,  David  Erikine  Baker,  Efq., 
author  of  the  "  Mnfe  of  Offian  ;"  a  dramatic  poem,  of  three  a>ils,  performed  at  Edinburgh,  17&3; 
and  "  The  Companion  to  the  Play  Mufe,  2  vols.,  izmo,  1764,  a  work  that  has  lince  been  confide- 
rably  improved  by  Mr.  Reed,  under  the-title  of  the  "  Biographica  Dramatica,"  3  vols.  8vo,  1781. 
His  letters  to  Blair,  are  in  the  poffefilon  of  Mr.  Solicitor  Qeneral. 

With  Dr.  Doddridge,  a  man  whofe  learning  was  refpedled  -by  Warburton  and  Newton,  and 
whofe  piety  was  venerated  by  Lyttleton  and  Weft,  he  alfo  cultivated  a  correfpondence;  probably 
through  the  kindnefs  of  Watts,  or  the  good  offices  of  their  common  friend.  Colonel  James  Gar- 
diner, who  was  flain  at  the  battle  of  Preftonpans,  Sept.  21,1745.;  and  affcdliouately  commemorated 
by  Dr.  Doddridge,  in  "  Some  remarkable  paffages  in  his  life,"  publiflied  in  1747. 

The  Allowing  letter,  dated  Athelftaneford,  Feb.  25,  1741-2,  and  inferted  in  the  "Epistolary 
Correfpondence  of  Dr.  Doddridge,"  pubhflied  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Stedman  of- Shrewfbury,  1790, 
exhibits  an  advantageous  fpecimen  of  his  temper  and  difpofition,  and  contains  fome  interefting  in- 
formation relating  to  the  compofition  and  publication  of  The  Gra-ve. 

"  You  will  be  juftly  furprifed  with  a  letter  from  one  whofe  name  is  not  fo  much  as  known  to 
you  :  nor  fhali  I  offer  to  make  an  apology.  Though  I  am  entirely  unacquainted  with  your  pcrfon, 
1  am  no  flranger  to  your  merit  as  an  author  ;  neither  am  I  altogether  unacquainted  with  your  per- 
fonal  charader,  having  often  heard  honourable  mention  made  of  you  by  my  much  refpe£ted  and  wor- 
ihy  friends,  Colonel  Gardiner,  and  Lady  Frances.  About  ten  roontjisago,  Lady  Frances  did  me  the 
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favour  to  tranfmit  to  me  feme  manufcript  hymns  of  yours,  with  which  I  was  wonderfully  delighted. 
1  wifli  I  could,  on  my  part,  contribute  in  any  meafure  to  your  entertainment,  as  you  have  fometimes 
done  to  mine  in  a  very  high  degree.  And  that  J  may  fhow  how  willing  I  am  to  do  fo,  I  have 
defired  Dr.  Watts  to  tranfmit  to  you  a  manufcript  poem  of  mine,  intituled  T^he  Grave,  written,  I 
hope,  in  a  way  not  unbecoming  my  profelTion  as  a  minifter  of  the  gofpel,  though  the  greateft  part 
of  it  was  compofed  feveral  years  before  I  was  clothed  with  fo  facred  a  charadler.  I  wa^  urged  bjr 
fome  friends  here,  to  whom  I  fliowed  it,  to  make  it  public ;  nor  did  I  decline  it,  provided  I  had  the 
approbation  of  Dr.  Watts,  from  whom  I  have  received  many  civilities,  and  fur  whom  I  had  ever 
entertained  the  highefl  regard.  Yeilerday  I  had  a  letter  from  the  Dodlor,  fignifying  his  approba- 
tion of  the  piece  in  a  manner  mod  obliging.  A  great  deal  lefs  from  him  would  have  done  me  no 
fmall  honour.  But  at  the  fame  time  he  mentions  to  me  that  he  had  offered  it  to  two  bookfellerj 
of  his  acquaintance,  who,  he  telU  me,  did  not  care  to  run  the  rife  of  publilhing  it.  They  can 
fcarce  think  (confsdering  how  critical  an  age  we  live  in,  with  refpcdt  to  fuch  kind  of  writings)  that 
a  perfon  living  three  hundred  miles  from  London,  could  write  fo  as  to  be  acceptable  to  the  faftiion- 
able  and  polite.  Perhaps  it  may  be  fo  ;  though,  at  the  fame  time  I  muft  fay,  in  order  to  make  it 
more  generally  liked,  I  was  obliged  fometimes  to  go  crofs  to  my  own  inclination,  well  knowing, 
that  whatever  poem  is  written  upon  a  ferious  argument,  muft,  upon  that  very  account,  he  under 
peculiar  difadvantages ;  and,  therefore,  proper  arts  muft  be  ufed  to  ma';e  fuch  a  piece  go  down 
with  a  licentious  age,  which  cares  for  none  of  thofe  things.  I  beg  pardon  for  breaking  in  upon 
moments  precious  as  yours,  and  hope  you  will  be  fo  kind  as  to  give  ms  your  opinion  of  the  poem." 

The  difficulties  flared  by  Watts  in  the  above  letter,  probably  prevented  the  publication  of  Thi 
Grave  during  its  author's  lifetime.  The  earlieft  edition  of  it,  which  the  prcfent  writer  has  feen,  is 
that  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  8vo,  1747.  At  the  end  is  a  tranflation  of  a  pious  ode  of  Volufenus;  but: 
of  no  value.  The  fubfequent  editions  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified.  To  the  edition  in  Svoj 
1786,  is  added  Gray's  "  Elegy  in  a  Country  Church-yard,"  with  "  notes  moral,  critical  and  ex- 
planatory." The  notes  are  in  general  trifling  and  infipid.  It  Is  now,  with  the  Poem  to  tie  iriemorN  of 
Mr.  Lain,  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  colledtion  of  claflical  Englilh  poetry. 

The  variations  from  the  common  editions,  are  printed  from  the  original  MS.,  1741-2,  in  the 
poffeffion  of  Mr.  Solicitor  General,  communicated  for  the  ufe  of  this  edition.  The  readlng'in  the 
printed  copies  has  in  general  fo  much  the  appearance  of  improvement,  and  fo  confonant  to  the  ftyle 
of  the  poem,  that  it  is  probable  It  might  be  the  refiilt  of  a  revifion,  fubfequent  to  the  date  of  the 
MS.    Some  verbal  tranfpofitions,  of  little  Importance,  are  net  copied. 

'If  Blair  had  written  nothing  elfe  but  this  fingle  poem,  it  is  alone  fufficlent  to  entitle  him  to  a  claf^ 
Ccal  diftin^lion  among  the  poets  of  our  country.  But  t\it  poem  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  La-w,  inferted  in 
this  colle(5lion  by  the  favour  of  Dr.  Blair,  is  no  inconfiderable  addition  to  his  fame.  It  is  evidently  si 
j  uvenlle  performance,  the  tribute  of  affetftion  and  efteem  to  the  merits  of  a  friend ;  arid  juftly  charge- 
able, in  fome  inftances,  with  incorredlnefs  of  language,  and  incongruity  of  imagery  :  but  the  ftyle 
is  Ample  and  beautiful ;  and  the  fentiments,  though  fometimes  trite,  are  expreffed  with  a  ten- 
dernefs  and  energy  not  unworthy  of  the  author  of  The  Grave.  The  apoftrophe  to  Mrs.  Law  id 
particular,  is  pathetic  and  pleafing ;  and  the  abrupt  tranfition  to  the  final  conflagration  of  the  uni- 
verfe,  approaches  to  fublimity. 

The  Grave,  his  greateft  work,  amply  eftablifhes  his  fame.  It  is  a  produifllon  of  real  n-enius,  and 
poiTefr=s  a  merit  fuperior  to  many  pieces  of  the  very  firft  celebrity.  It  is  compofed  of  a  fuccefTion 
of  unconneded  defcrlptions,  and  of  refletflions  that  feem  independent  of  one  another,  interwoven 
with  ftriking  allufions,  and  digreffive  failles  of  i.magination.  It  is  a  feries  of  pathetic  reprefentations 
without  unity  of  defign,  variegated  with  imagery  and  allufion ;  which  exhibit  a  wide  difplay  o£ 
original  poetry.  The  poet's  eye  is  av/ake  on  the  objecfls  of  creation,  and  on  the  fcenes  of  human 
mifery ;  and  he  is  alive  to  every  feelirg  of  compaffion  and  benevolence.  Through  a  fhade  of 
melanchfily,  which  peculiar  imprtflions  of  religion  throw  over  the  fcenes  he  defcribes,  we  always 
perceive  an  amiable  and  gfinerous  principle  ftruggling  to  overcome  the  degeneracy  which  it  de- 
plores. Whatever  fulje^l  is  either  difcuffed  or  aimed  at,  he  always  endeavours  to  melt  the  heart,  and 
ahrm  the  confcicnce,  by  pathsU?  'Jefcription  and  ferious  remonftrances ;  and  his  fentiments  are  always 
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delivered  in  a  novel  and  energetic  manner,  that  impreffes  them  ftrongly  on  the  mind.  He  is 
always  moral,  yet  never  dull ;  and  though  he  often  expands  an  image,  yet  he  never  weakens  its 
force.  Tf  the  fame  thought  occurs,  he  gives  it  a  new  form  ;  and  is  copious  without  being  tirefome. 
He  writes  under  the  flrong  imprefEon  of  Chriftian  and  moral  truths.  Convi<Slion  give;  force  to 
imaginatioB ;  and  he  dips  his  pen  in  the  ftream  that  religion  has  opened  in  his  own  bofom. 

His  imagination,  excurfive  and  vigorous,  fometimes  exceeds  the  bounds  that  criticifm  prefcribes. 
PcffcfliDg  flrong  powers  of  ridicule  as  well  as  fancy,  he  paffcs  too  fuddenly  from  grave  and  ferious 
defcription,  to  irony  and  fatire.  Inftances  of  this  improper  affociation  too  frequently  occur,  and 
the  grave  and  ludicrous  deftroy  one  another. 

But  the  def^Ssof  The  Gra-ve  bear  a  very  fmall  proportion  to  its  beauties;  and  its  beauties  are  of 
no  common  account.  They  are  happily  conceived  and  forcibly  exprefled.  His  language  is  the 
natural  and  unforced  refult  of  his  conceptions.  Anxious  only  to  give  each  image  its  due  promi- 
nence and  relief,  he  has  wafted  no  unneceffary  attention  on  grace  or  embelliftiment ;  the  didlion, 
therefore,  though  fddom  fplendid,  is  always  vigorous  and  animated,  andcarries  the  thought  home 
to  the  heart  with  inexpreflible  energy.  His  verCfication  is  almoft  as  Angular  as  the  materials  upon 
•which  it  is  employed;  fometimes  carelefs  and  profaic,  and  fometimes  ftrikingly  elegant  and  har- 
monious; refembling  fometimes  the  bed  manner  of  Shakfpeare  and  Rowe,  and  fometimes  that  of 
Milton  and  Young  ;  but  without  any  marks  of  fervile  imitation.  Amidft  fuch  a  profufion  of  beau- 
tiful and  ftriking  paffages  that  are  to  be  found  in  this  Angular  poem,  it  is  difficult  to  confirm  thefi^ 
general  remarks  by  particular  quotations. 

After  a.  folemn  introdudion,  the  following  ftriking  paffage  appear*. 

The  wind  is  up :  hark  !  how  it  howls !   Methinks 

Till  now  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary  : 

Doors  creak,  and  windows  clap,  and  night's  foul  bird, 

Rook'd  in  the  fpire,  fcreams  loud  :   the  gloomy  ailes 

Black  plafter'd,  and  hung  round  with  (hreds  of  'fcutcheona 

And  tatter'd  coats  of  arms,  fend  back  the  found 

Laden  with  heavier  airs,  from  the  low  vaults. 

The  manfions  of  the  dead. — Rous'd  from  their  flumbersj 

In  grim  array  the  grifly  fpedlres  rife, 

Grin  horrible,  and  obftinately  fuUen, 

Pafs  and  repafs,  hufli'd  as  the  foot  of  night. 

Again  the  fcteech-owl  (hrieks  :  ungracious  found  '; 

I'll  hear  no  more  ;  it  makes  one's  blood  run  chill. 

vEhc  following  pifture  is  very  fine  and  natural : 

Oft,  in  the  lone  church-yard  at  night  I've  feen, 

By  glimpfe  of  moon-fiiine  chequering  through  the  trees/ 

The  fcho'il-boy  with  his  fatchel  in  his  hand, 

"Whiftling  aloud  to  bear  his  courage  up, 

And  lightly  tripping  o'er  the  long  flat  flones, 

(With  nettles  fkirted,  and  with  mofs  o'ergrown,) 

That  tell  in  homely  pbrafe  who  lie  below. 

Sudden  he  ftarts,  and  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears 

The  found  of  fomething  purring  at  his  heels ; 

Full  faft  he  flies,  and  dares  not  look  behind  him, 

Till  out  of  breath  he  overtakes  his  fellows ; 

"Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 

Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghaftly, 

That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  ftand 

O'er  fome  new  open'd  grave  ;  and  (ftrange  to  tell !) 

Evaniflies  at  crowing  of  the  cock. 

This  pleafing  pldurc  is  finely  contrafted  by  the  affecling  one,  which  immediately- follow*  h  ; 


The  new-made  widow '  ■' 

Sad  fight  1  flow  moving  o'er  the  proftrate  dead, 
LiiUefs,  fhe  crav/ls  along  in  doleful  black, 
While  burlts  of  forrow  gulh  from  eithsr  eye, 


THE   LIFE    OF    BLAIR;  Sjj 

taft  falling  down  her  now  untafted  cheek. 
Prone  on  the  lowly  grave  of  the  dear  man 
ahe  drops ;  whilft  bufy  meddling  memory, 
In  barbarous  fucceflion  mufters  up 
The  paft  endearments  of  their  fofter  hours, 
'I'enacious  of  its  theme.      Still,  {till  (he  thinks 
Jjhe  fees  him,  and  indulging  the  fond  thought. 
Clings  yet  more  clofcly  to  the  fenfelefs  turf; 
Nor  heeds  the  pafTenger  who  looks  that  way. 

In  the  above  defcription  there  arc  many  minute  flrokes,  her  now  unfajled cheek — bufy  meddling  mtmt- 
9-y,  &c.,  which  mark  the  fuperior  poet. 

From  the  apoftrophe  to  Friendjbip,  which  immediately  follows,  the  heart  catches  fympathetic  feel- 
ings ;  and  the  amiable  poet  leaves  on  it  the  impreflion  of  all  that  is  tender,  generous,  and  endear- 
ing.    There  is  beautiful  defcription,  and  much  poetical  enthuCafm  in  the  following  line*. 


Oh  I  when  my  friend  and  I 


In  fonie  thick  wood  have  wander'd  heedlefs  on, 

Hid  from  the  vulgar  tye,  and  fat  us  down 

Upon  the  floping  cowflip-cover'd  bank. 

Where  the  pure  limpid  ftream  has  Aid  along 

In  grateful  errors  through  the  under-wood. 

Sweet  murmuring  ;  methought  the  fhrill-tongu'd  thrufh 

Mended  his  fong  of  love ;  the  looty  blackbird 

Mellow'd  his  pipe,  andfoften'd  every  note  : 

The  eglantine  fmell'd  fweeter,  and  the  rofe 

AfTum'd  a  dye  more  deep;  whilft  ev'ry  flower 

Vied  with  its  fellow  plant  in  luxury 

Of  drefs. Oh  I  then,  the  longeft  fummer's  day 

Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  hafte  :  ftill  the  full  heart 
Had  not  imparted  half :  'twas  happinefs 
Too  exquifite  to  laft, 

The  following  pafTage  ftrongly  reminds  us  of  Shakfpcarc,  and  ia  equal  to  any  of  the  mofl;  admlrecl 
moral  parts  of  that  wonderful  dramatift. 

Dull  grave  !  thou  fpoil'fl:  the  dance  of  youthful  blood, 
Strik'ft  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth. 
And  ev'ry  fmirking  feature  from  the  face  ; 
Branding  our  laughter  with  the  name  of  madnefs. 
Where  are  the  jellers  now  ?  the  men  of  health 
Compkxionally  pleafant  ?  Where  the  droll, 
Whofe  ev'ry  look  and  gefture  was  a  joke 
To  clapping  theatres  and  Ihouting  crowds, 
And  made  ev'n  thick-lip'd  niufing  melancholj 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  fmile 
Before  {he  was  aware  ?  Ah  !  fuUen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them. 

The  defcription  of  a  funeral,  beginning,  But  fee  the  ■well-plunCd  herfe,  &c.  has  the  beauties  and  de-' 
fedls  of  the  fame  admirable  writer.  The  apoftrophe  to  Beauty  is  a  mafterly  paffage ;  as  arc  thofe 
©n  the  death  of  the  Strong  Man,  the  Pbilofopbtr,  and  the  Phyftcian.  This  cxpreffioa  in  the  lail  re- 
minds us  of  Milton. 

■ From  ftubborn  (hrubs 

Thou  wringft  their  Ihy  retiring  virtues  out, 
And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire 

The  Sixim  will  be  readily  recognifed  as  a  relation  of  the  grave-digger  in  Hamlet. 

■ hoary-headed  chronicle, 

Of  hard  unmeaning  fa<^,  down  which  ne'er  ftole 
A  fCEitle  tear  j  with  niattock  in  his  hand 

j  H  iii) 
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Digs  through  whole  ro  vs  of  kindred  and  acqualntancCj 

By  far  his  juniors. Scarce  afkull's  caft  up, 

But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell 
Some  paffage  of  his  life — — — 

The  foUoWiDg  comparifon,  applied  to  time,  is  happily  imagined. 

Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e'er  did  midnight  thief, 
Who  Aides  his  hand  under  the  niifer's  pillow. 
And  carries  off  his  prize- 

The  hand  of  Shakfpeare  could  not  poffibly  have  gone  higher,  or  have  touched  a  fituation  with 
greater  nicety. 

Few  Cmikg  can  exceed  the  following  for  elegant  fimplicity.  Among  the  various  tenants  of  the 
grave,  he  enumerates 

The  long-demurring  maid, 

Whofe  lonely  unappropriated  fweets 
Smil'd,  like  yon  knot  of  cowflips  on  the  cliff, 
Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  hand. 

Another  fimile,  near  the  end  of  the  poem,  whete  he  mentions  the  averfion  even  of  the  good  to 
death,  beginning,  So  haw  I  feen  upon  afummers  eve,  is  natural  and  flriking. 

In  Bhir,  It  is  difficult  to  difcover  any  material  traces  of  imitation,  or  even  to  conjeaure  who  were 
his  favourites  among  the  poets  of  his  country.  His  ayle  of  compofition  is  his  own,  and  his  verfifica- 
tion  peculiar  to  himfelf.  He  undoubtedly,  however,  poffeffed  a  tafte  for  our  elder  poets,  the  an- 
lieni  ivells  of  Englijh  undejtled,  from  whom  he  probably  learned  the  energy,  charader,  and  truth  of  com- 
poGtion.  and  the  genuine  language  of  verfe;  particularly  the  frequent  ufe  of  compound  epithets, 
which  are  the  life  of  a  language,  and  in  which  our  own  is  far  from  being  deficient. 

Blair,  defcribing  the  death  of  a  good  man,  fays : 

By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away, 
Tet  Hie  the  fun  feemt  largir  at  his  fetting, 

■   The  laft  line  is  evidently  borrowed  from  Quarks;  a  writer  of  true  poetical  genius,  and  of  exem= 
plary  virtue,  unjuftly  neglefted. 

Brave  minds  oppreft,  Jhould  (in  difpight  of  fate) 
Leoke  greatefl  {like  ihefinne)  in  lozuejlfate. Job.  Milt, 

The  teftimonies  to  the  merits  of  Blair  are  few,  when  compared  with  his  deferts.  The  Grave,  though 
it  is  written  in  a  flyle  that  might  well  delight  the  learned,  and  defervc  the  attention  of  the' writers 
cf  verfe,  yet  has  never  been  mentioned,  till  very  lately,  in  any  critical  work,  nor  imitated  in  any  poe- 
tical compofition.  «  The  Tafk='  of  Cowper,  an  ingenious  and  truly  original  performance,  refembles 
It  only  m  the  f.ngular  combination  of  pathetic  defcription,  comic  humour,  and  ferious  rcmonftrance 
Irs  popularity,  however,  muft  be  allowed  as  an  unqueftionable  authority  in  its  favour;  for  by  the 
3udpent  of  the  common,  unprejudiced,  unpcdantic  reader,  the  merit  of  every  poetical  compofltion 
Inull  be  ultimately  decided. 

Mr.  Piukerton.  the  learned  and  Ingenious  editor  of  the  «  Ancient  Scottifh  Poems,  &c."  was  the 
firft  who  celebrated  the  merits  of  Blair,  and  fubjedted  The  Grave  to  the  examination  of  criticifm  : 
Which,  though  fomewhat  too  general  and  indifcriminate,  merits  attention 

"I  know  not,  fays  Mr.  Pinkerton,"  that  he  wrote  any  thing  elfc  ;  but  The  Grave  is  worth  a 
thoufand  common  poems.  The  language  it  fuch  as  Shakfpeare  would  have  ufed ;  yet  he  no  where 
imitates  Shakfpeare,  or  ufes  any  e.prefTion  of  his.  It  is  frugal  and  chafle  ;  yet,  upon  occafion,  highly 
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THE  GRAVE. 


The  Houfe  appointed 

Whilst  fome  affefl  the  fun,  and  fome  the  ftiade, 
Some  flee  the  city,  fome  the  hermitage ; 
Their  aims  as  various,  as  the  roads  they  take 
In  journeying  through  life ; — the  talk  be  mine 
To  paint  the  gloomy  horrors  of  the  tomb ; 
Th'  appointed  place  of  rendezvous,  where  all 

Thefe  travellers  meet. Thy  fi-ccours  I  implore, 

Eternal  king  I   whofc  potent  armluftains 

The  keys  of  hell  and  death.^— The  grave,  dread 

thing  1  lo 

Men  fhiver  when  thou'rt  nam'd :  Nature  appall'd, 

Shakes  oiF  her  wonted  firmnefs. Ah  !  how  dark 

Thy  long-extended  realms,  arid  rueful  waftes ! 
Where  nought  but  filence  reigns,  and  night,  dark 

night, 
Dark  as  was  chaos,  ere  the  infant  fun 
Was  roU'd  together,  or  had  try'd  his  beams 

Athwart  the  gloom  profound. The  fickly  taper. 

By   glimm'ring    through   thy    low-brow'd   mifty 

vaults, 
(Furr'd  round  with  mouldy  damps,  and  ropy  flime) 
Lets  fall  a  fupernumerary  horror,  10 

And  only  ferves  to  make  thy  night  more  irkfome. 
Well  do  I  know  thee  by  thy  trufty  yew, 
Cheerlefs,  unfocial  plant ;  that  loves  to  dwell 
'Midft  fkullsand  coffins,  epitaphs,  and  worms: 
Where  light-heel'd  ghofls,  and  vifionary  Ihades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  moon  (as  fame  reports) 
Embody'd,  thick,  perform  their  myflic  rounds. 
No  other  merriment,  dull  tree,  is  thine. 

See  yonder  hallow'd  fane; — the  pious  work 
Of  names  once  fam'd,  now  dubious  or  forgot,     30 
And  bury 'd  'midft  the  wreck  of  things  which  were ; 
There  lie  interr'd  the  more  illuftrious  dead. 
The  wind  is  up  :  hark  !  how  it  howls  !  Metbinks 
Till  now  I  never  heard  a  found  fo  dreary :     [bird. 
Doors  creak,  and  windows  clap,  and  night's  foul 
Rook'd  in  the  fpirc,  fcreams  loud  :  the  gloomy  ailes 
Black  plafter'd,  and  hang  round  with  fhreds   of 

'fcutcheons 
And  tatter'd  coats  of  arms,  fend  back  the  found 
Laden  with  heavier  airs,  from  the  low  vaults. 
The  manfions  of  the  dead. Ruus'd  from  their 

flumbers,  40 

In  grim  array  the  grifly  fpeflres  rife, 
Grin  horrible,  and  obftinately  fullen, 
Pafs  and  repafs,  hufli'd  as  the  foot  of  night. 
Again  the  fcreech-owl  Ihrieks  :  ungracious  found  ! 
I'll  hear  no  more;  it  makes  one's  blood  run  chill. 
Quite  round  the  pile,  a  row  of  reverend  elms, 
(Coeval  near  with  that)  all  ragged  fhow, 

VARIATIONS, 

Ver.  aj.  Methinks  I  know  thee,  &c. 

30.    Of  thofe  that  liv'd  fome  hundred  years  ago  ; 

Where  lie  interr'd  the  mors  illuftrious  dead. 

The  wind  is  up,  &c. 


for  all  Living.— —Job. 

Long  lafh'd  by  the  rude  winds.  Some  rift  half  down 
Their  branchlefs  trunks ;  others  fo  thin  a-top. 
That  fcarce  two  crows  could  lodge  in  the  fame  tree. 
Strange  things,  the  neighbours  fay,  have  happcn'd 
here ;  jt 

Wild  flirieks  have  iflued  from  the  hollow  tombs : 
Dead  men  have  come  again,  and  walk'd  about ; 
And  the  great  bell  has  toll'd,  unrung,  untouch'd, 
(Such  tales  their  cheer  at  wake  or  goffoping. 
When  it  draws  near  to  witching  time  of  night.) 

Oft,  in  the  lone  church-yard  at  night  I've  feetij 
By  glimpfe  of  moon-fhine  chequering  through  the 

trees, 
The  fchool-boy  with  his  fatchel  in  his  hand, 
Whiftling  aloud  to  bear  his  courage  up,  6i5 

And  lightly  tripping  o'er  the  long  flat  ftones, 
(With  nettles  Ikirted,  and  with  niofs  o'ergrown), 
That  tell  in  homely  phrafe  who  lie  below. 
Sudden  he  flarts,  and  hears,  or  thinks  he  hears. 
The  found  of  fomething  purring  at  his  heels; 
Full  faft  he  flies,  and  dares  not  look  behind  hira. 
Till  out  of  breath  he  overtakes  his  fellows ; 
Who  gather  round,  and  wonder  at  the  tale 
Of  horrid  apparition,  tall  and  ghaftly, 
That  walks  at  dead  of  night,  or  takes  his  fiand     70 
O'er  fome  new  open'd  grave  ;  and  (ftrange  to  tell!) 
Evanifhes  at  crowing  of  the  cock. 

The  new-made  widow,too, I've  fometimes'fpy'd. 
Sad  fight !  flow  moving  o'er  the  proflratc  dead  ; 
Liftlefs,  fhe  crawls  along  in  doleful  black, 
Whilfl;  burfts  of  forrow  gulh  from  either  eye, 
Faft  falling  down  her  now  untaftcd  cheek. 
Prone  on  the  lowly  grave  of  the  dear  man 
She  drops  ;  whilft  bufy  meddUng  memory. 
In  barbarous  fucceffion  mufters  up  80 

The  paft  endearments  of  their  foftci-  hours. 
Tenacious  of  its  theme.    Still,  ftill  flie  thinks 
She  fees  him,  and,  indulging  the  fond  thought, 
Clings  yet  more  clofely  to  the  fenfelefs  turf. 
Nor  heeds  the  paflenger  who  looks  that  way. 

Invidious  grave  ! — how  doftthou  rend  in  fundct 
Whom  love  has  knit,  and  fympathy  made  one  I 
A  tie  more  fcubborn  far  than  nature's  band. 
Friendlhip  '.  myfterious  cement  of  the  foul; 
Sweetner  of  life,  and  folder  of  fociety,  90 

I  owe  thee  much.  Thou  haft  deferv'd  fromi  mc, 
Far,  far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  prov'd  the  labours  of  thy  love. 
And  the  warm  efforts  of  the  gentle  heart, 
Anxious  to  pk-afe. — Oil  I  when  my  friend  and  I 
In  fome  thick  wood  have  wander'd  heedicfs  on, 
Hid  from  the  vulgar  eye,  and  fat  us  down 
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69.    of  horrid  apparition,  ftrait  and  tall.. 
86.    Invidious  grave  !  thou  feparat'ft  chief  friends 
That  love  has  bound,  &c. 
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U^on  the  flopinp  cowflip-cover'd  bank. 
Where  the  pure  lin)pid  ftream  has  Aid  along 
Tn  grateful  error*  through  the  under-wood,        IOj 
Sweet  iBurmuring ;  meihought  the  ILrill-tongu'd 

thrufb 
blended  his  fong  of  love  ;  the  footy  black-bird 
Mellow'd  his  pipe,  and  fofteu'd  every  note  : 
The  eglantine  fmeird  fweeter,  and  the  rofe 
AfTum'd  a  dye  more  deep  ;  whiKt  ev'ry  flower 
Vied  with  its  fellow  plant  in  luxury 

Of  drcfs. Oh  '.  then,  the  longed  fummer's  day 

Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  hafle  :  ftill  the  full  heart 
Had  not  imparted  half :  'twas  happinefs 
Too  exquifite  to  laft.    Of  joys  departed,  no 

Not  to  return,  hov/  painful  the  remembrance  1 

Dull  grave — thou  fpoil'ft  the  dance  of  youthful 
blood, 
Strik'ft  out  the  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
And  ev'ry  fmirking  feature  from  the  face ; 
Branding  our  laughter  with  the  name  of  madnefs. 
Where  are  the  jeflers  now  ?  the  men  of  health 
Complexionally  pleafant  ?  Where  the  droll, 
Whole  ev'ry  look  and  geflure  was  a  joke 
To  clapping  theatres  and  fliouting  crowds. 
And  made  ev"n  thick-lip'd  mufing  melancholyiJo 
To  gather  up  her  face  into  a  fmile 
Before  Ihe  was  aware  ?  Ah  '.  fullen  now, 
And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them. 

Where  are  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war  ? 
The  Roman  Csefars,  and  the  Grecian  chiefs, 
The  boaft  of  ftory  i   Where  the  hot-brain'd  youth  ; 
Who  the  tiara  at  his  pleafure  tore 
From  kings  of  all  the  then  difcover'd  globe  ; 
And  cry'd,  forfooth,becaufe  his  srm  vra^  hamper'd, 
And  had  not  room  enough  to  do  its  work  i      130 
Alas  !  how  fllm,  difhonourably  Aim, 
And  cram'd  into  a  fpace  wc  blufh  to  name  ! 
Proud  royalty  !  how  alter'd  in  thy  looks '. 
How  blank  thy  features,  and  how  wan  thy  hue  I 
Son  of  the  morning  !  whither  art  thou  gone  ! 
Where  haft  thou  hid  thy  many-fpangled  head. 
And  t!:e  majeftic  menace  of  thine  eyes 
Felt  from  atar  ?  Pliant  and  powerlefs  now 
Like  new-born  infant  wound  up  in  his  fwathes, 
Or  vidlim  tumbled  flat  upon  his  back,  140 

That  throbs  beneath  the  facriiicer's  knife. 
Alute,  muft  thou  Lear  the  flrifc  of  little  tongues. 
And  coward  infults  of  the  bafe-born  crowd  ; 
That  grudge  a  privilege  thou  never  hadft, 
But  only  hcp'd  for  in  the  peaceful  grave. 
Of  being  unmolefted  and  alone. 
Arabia's  gums  and  odoriferous  drugs, 
And  honours  by  the  herald  duly  paid 
In  mode  and  form,  cv'n  to  a  very  fcruple; 
Oh  cruel  irony  !  thefe  come  too  late  ;  150 

And  only  mock,  whom  they  were  meant  to  honour. 
Surely  there's  not  a  dungeon-flavc  that's  bury'd 
In  the  high-way,  unlhrouded  and  uncoSin'd, 
But  lies  as  foft,  and  fleeps  as  found  as  he. 
Sorry  pre-eminence  of  high  defcent. 
Above  the  bafcr  boin,  to  rot  in  flate.  on, 

But  fee  !  the  well-plum'd  herfe  comes  nodding 
Stately  and  flow  ;  and  properly  attended 
By  the  whole  fable  tribe,  that  painful  watch 
.The  tick  uan'o  door,  and  live  upon  tkc  ^ead,  l6@ 
S 


By  letting  out  their perfons  by  the  hour. 

To  mimic  forrow,  when  the  heart's  not  fad.  , 

How  rich  the  trappings  '.  now  they're  all  unfurl' J, 

And  glittering  in  the  fun ;  triumphant  entries 

Of  conquerors,  and  coronation-pomps, 

In  glory  fcarce  exceed.  Great  gluts  of  people  [ments 

Retard  th'  unwieldy  fliow  ;   whilft  from  the  cafe- 

And  houfes  tops,  ranks  behind  ranks  clofe  wed^'d 

Hang  bellying  o'er.    But  tell  us,  why  thiswafte, 

VVhy  this  ado  in  earthing  up  a  carcafe  170 

That's  fall'n  into  difgrace,  and  in  the  noftril 

Smells  horrible  ? Ye  undertakers,  tell  us, 

'Midft  all  the  gorgeous  figures  you  exhibit. 
Why  is  the  principal  conceal'd,  for  which 

You  make  this  mighty  ftir. 'Tis  wifely  done  : 

What  would  <jr<rnd  the  eye  in  a  good  piiflurc. 
The  painter  calls  difcreetly  into  fhades. 

Proud  lineage,  now  how  little  thou  appcar'fl: 
Below  the  envy  of  the  private  man. 
Honour,  that  meddlefome  officious  ill,  186 

Pujfues  thee  ev'n  to  death  ;  nor  there  flops  fhort, 
Strange  pcrfecutionl  when  the  grave  itfelf 
Is  no  prote<5lion  from  rude  fufferance. 

Abfurd  to  think  to  over-reach  the  grave, 
And  from  the  wreck  of  names  to  refcuc  ours. 
The  beft  concerted  fchemes  men  lay  for  fame 
Die  faft  away  :   only  themfelves  die  fafter. 
The  far-fam'd  fculptor,  and  the  laurell'd  bard, 
Thefc  bold  infurancers  of  deathlefs  fame. 
Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain.  190 

The  tapering  pyramid,  th'  Egyptian's  pride, 
And  wonder  of  the  world,  whofe  fpiky  top 
Has  woui>ded  the  thick  cloud,  and  long  outliv'd 
The  angry  fliaking  of  the  winter's  ftorm  ; 
Yet  fpent  at  laft  by  th'  injuries  of  heaven, 
Shatter'd  with  age,  and  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 
The  myftic  cone  with  hieroglyphics  cruftcd, 
At  once  gives  way.    Oh  !  lamentable  fight : 
The  labour  of  whole  ages  lumbers  down, 
A  hideous  and  mif-fliapen  length  of  ruins.        ao« 
Sepulchral  columns  wrcftle,  but  in  vain. 
With  all-fubduing  time  :  her  cank'ring  hand 
With  calm  delib'rate  malice  wafteth  them : 
Worn  on  the  edge  of  days  the  brafs  confumes. 
The  bufl:o  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  marble, 
Unfteady  to  the  fteel,  give  up  its  charge. 
Ambition,  half  convidled  of  her  folly. 
Hangs  down  the  head,  and  reddens  at  the  taJe. 

Here  all  the  mighty  troublers  of  the  earth,    2:9 
Who  fwam  to  fov'reign  rule  through  feas  of  blood; 
Th'  oppreflive,  fturdy,  man-deftroying  villains, 
Who  ravag'd  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  wafte. 
And  in  a  cruel  v.'antonnefs  of  power 
Thinn'd  ftates  of  half  their  people,  and  gave  up 
To  want  the  reft;  now,  like  a  ftorm  that's  fpent, 
Lie  hufh'd,  and  meanly  fneak  behind  the  covert. 
Vain  thought  1  to  hide  them  from  the  gen'ral  fcorn 
That  haunts  and  doggs  them  like  an  injur'd  gholt 

Implacable. Here  too  the  petty  tyrant, 

whofe  fcant  domains  geographer  ne'er  notic'd,  210 
And,  well  for  neighbouring  grounds,  of  arm  aslhort, 
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Who  fixM  his  iron  tiV>ns  on  the  poor, 
And  gripp'd.them  like  fome  lordly  bead  of  prey  ; 
Deaf  to  the  forceful  cries  of  jjnawing  hunger, 
And  piteous  plaintive  voice  of  mifery ; 
(As  if  a  flave  was  not  a  (hred  of  nature. 
Of  the  fame  common  nature  with  his  lord) ; 
Now  tame  and  humble,  like  a  child  that's  whipp'd, 
Shakes  hands  with  duft,  and  calls  the  worm  his 

kinfman ; 
Nor  pleads  his  rank  and  birthright.   Under  ground 
Precedency's  a  jeft;  vaffal  and  lord,  431 

Grofaly  familiar,  fide  by  fide  confume. 

When  felf-efteem,  or  others  adulation. 
Would  cunningly  perfuade  us  we  were  fomething 
Above  the  common  level  of  our  kind,  ,  [ry. 

The  grave  gainfays  the  fmooth  complexion'd  flatt'- 
And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  we  are. 
Beauty — thou  pretty  play-thing,  dear  deceit, 
That  fleals  fo  foftly  o'er  the  flripling's  heart. 
And  gives  it  a  new  pulfe,  unknown  before,       240 
The  grave  difcredits  thee  :  thy  charms  expung'd, 
Thy  rofes  faded,  and  thy  lilies  foil'd, 
What  hafl  thou  more  to  boaft  of  ?  Will  thy  lovers 
Flock  round  thee  now,  to  gaze  and  do  thee  ho- 
mage ? 
Methinks  I  fee  thee  with  thy  head  low  laid, 
Whilft  furfeited  upon  thy  damaik  cheek 
The  high  fed  worm,  in  lazy  volumes  roll'd, 

Riots  unfcar'd. For  this,  was  all  thy  caution  ? 

For  this,  thy  painful  labours  at  thy  giafs  ?  245 

T'  improve  thofe  charms,  and  keep  them  in  repair. 
For  which  the  fpoiler  thanks  thee  not.  Foul  feeder, 
Coarfe  fare  and  carrion  pleafe  thee  full  as  well, 
And  leave  as  keen  a  rehfli  on  the  fenfe. 
Look  how  the  fair  one  weeps  ! — the  confcious  tears 
Stand  thick  as  dew-drops  on  the  bells  of  flow'-rs : 
Honeft  eiFufion  :  the  fwoU'n  heart  in  vain 
Works  hard  to  put  a'glofs  on  its  diflrefs. 

Strength  too — thou  furly,  and  lefs  gentle  boaft 
Of  thofe  that  loud  laugh  at  the  village  ring  ; 
A  fit  of  common  ficknefs  pulls  thee  down  260 

With  greater  eafe,than  e'er  thoudidft  theflrippling 
That  raflily  dar'd  thee  to  th'  unequal  fight. 
What  groan  was  that  I  heard  ? — deep  groan  indeed! 
With  anguifh  heavy  laden  ;  let  me  trace  it : 
From  yonder  bed  it  comes,  where  the  ftrong  man. 
By  flronger  arm  belaboar'd,  gafps  for  breath 
liike  a  hard-hunted  beaft.   How  his  great  heart 
Beats  thick  !  his  roomy  cheft  by  far  too  fcant 

To  give  the  lungs  full  play. What  now  avail 

The  ftrong-built  finewy  limbs,  and  well-fpread 
Ihoulders  ?  a 70 

See  how  he  tugs  for  life,  and  lays  about  him. 
Mad  with  his  pain  ! — Eager  he  catches  hold 
Of  what  comes  next  to  harid,  and  grafps  it  hard, 
Juft  like  3  creature  drowning;  hideous  fight ! 
Oh  !  how  his  eyes  Hand  out,  and  ftare  full  ghaflly  ! 
While  the  diflemper's  rank  and  deadly  venom 
Shoots  like  a  burning  arrow  crofs  his  bowels, 
And  drinks  his   marrow    up. — Heard    you    that 

groan  ? 
It  was  his  lad. — See  how  the  great  Goliah, 
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Juft  like  a  child  that  brawl'd  itfelf  to  reft,         280 
L.ies  ftill — What  mean'ft  thou  then,  O   mighty 
boafter,  [bull. 

To  vaunt   of  nerves  of  thine  ?  what  means  the 
Unconfcious  of  his  ftrength,  to  play  the  coward, 
And  flee  before  a  feeble  thing  like  man  ; 
That,  knowing  well  the  flacknefs  of  his  arm, 
Trufts  only  in  the  well-invented  knife  ?  ' 

With  ftudy  pale,  and  midnight  vigils  fpcnt, 
The  ftar-lurveying  fage  clofe  to  his  eye 
Applies  the  fight-invigorating  tube  ; 
And  travelling  through  the  boundlefs  length  of 
fpace,  250 

Marks  well  the  courfes  of  ths  far-feen  orbs 
That  roll  with  regular  confufion  there. 
In  ecftacy  of  thought.     But  ah  !  proud  man. 
Great  heights  are  hazardous  to  the  weak  head ; 
Soon,  very  foon  thy  lirmeft  footing  fails; 
And  down  thou  dropp'ft  into  that  darkfome  placej 
Where  nor  device  nor  knowledge  ever  came. 
Here  the  tongue-warrior  lies  difabled  now, 
Difarm'd,  diftionour'd,  like  a  wretch  that's  gagg'd 
And  cannot  tell  his  ails  to  palTers  by.  300 

Great   man   of  language, — whence   this  mighty 

change. 
This  dumb  defpair,  and  drooping  of  the  head  I 
Though  ftrong  perfuaCon  hung  upon  thy  lip,: 
And  fly  infinuation'sfofter  arts 
In  ambufli  lay  about  thy  flowing  tongue ; 
Alas !  how  chop-fall'n  now !  Thick  mifts  and  filence 
Reft,  like  a  weary  cloud,  upon  thy  breaft 

Unceafing. Ah  1  where  is  the  lifted  arm, 

The  ftrength  of  adion,  and  the  force  of  words. 

The  weli-turn'd  period,  and  the  weil-tun'd  voice, 

Wiih  all  the  leller  ornaments  of  phrafe  ?  311 

Ah  !  fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne'er  had  been, 

Raz'd  from  the  book  of  fame:  or,  more  provoking, 

Perchance  fome  hackney  hunger-bitten  fcribbler 

Infults  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 

With  long  flat  narrative,  or  duller  rhymes. 

With  heavy  halting  pace  that  drawl  along  ; 

Enough  to  roufe  a  dead  man  into  rage. 

And  warm  with  red  refentment  the  wan  cheek. 

Here  the  great  mafters  of  the  healing-art,     320 
Thefe  mighty  mock  defrauders  of  the  tomb. 
Spite  of  their  juleps  and  catholicons, 
Refign  to  fate  — Proud  -ffifculapius'  fon  ! 
Where  are  thy  boafted  implements  of  art, 
And  all  thy  well-cramm'd  magazines  of  health  ? 
Nor  hill  nor  vale,  as  far  a';  ftiip  could  »o. 
Nor  margin  cf  the  gravel-bottom'd  brook, 
Efcap'd  thy  rifling  hand; — from  ftubborn  ftirubs 
Thou  wrung'ft  their  fty-retiring  virtues  out, 
And  vex'd  them  in  the  fire  :  nor  fly  nor  infe<ft. 
Nor  writhy  fnake,  efcap'd  thy  deep  refcarch.     331 
But  v.hy  this  apparatus  .>  why  this  coft  ? 
Tell  us,  thou  doughty  keeper  from  the  grave, 
Where  are  thy  recipes  and  cordials  now. 
With  the  long  lift  of  voucher*  for  thy  cures  ? 
Alas !  thou  fpeakeft  not. — The  bold  impoftor 
Looks  not  more  filly,  when  the  chcat's'found  out. 

Here  the  lank-fided  mifer,  worft  of  felons 
Who  meanly  ftole,  (difcreditable  fhift), 
From  back,  and  belly  too,  their  proper  cheer,  34* 
Eas'd  of  a  tax  it  ifk'd  the  wretch  to  pay 
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To  his  own  carcafe ;  now  lies  cheaply  lodg'd, 

B7  clam'rous  apperi'es  no  longer  teas'd, 

Nor  tedious  bills  of  charges  and  repairs. 

But  ah  I  where  are  his  rents,  his  comings-in  ? 

Ay  !  now  you've  made  the  rich  m.^n  poor  indeed, 

Robb'd  of  his  gods,  what  has  he  left  behind  ? 

Qh  curfed  lufc  of  gold;  when  for  thy  fake, 

The  fool  throws  up  his  int'reft  in  both  worlds :  349 

Firft  flarv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  come. 

How  fliocking  niufl  thy  fummons  be,  O  death  1 
To  him  that  is  at  eafe  in  his  pofitflions ; 
Who  counting  on  long  years  of  pleafure  here, 
Is  quite  unfurniih'd  for  that'worid  to  come  ? 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  foul 
Raves  round  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement, 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  fhrieks  for  help. 
But  fhrieks  in  vain  ! — How  wiflifully  file  looks 
On  all  ftie's  leaving,  now  no  longer  her's ! 
A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer,  ^        360 

Oh  !  might  ftie  ftay,  to  wafli  away  her  ftains, 

And  fit  her  for  her  pafiage. Mournful  Hght ! 

Her  very  eyes  weep  blood ; — and  every  groan 

She  heaves  is  big  with  horror. But  the  foe. 

Like  a  (launch  murd'rer,  fteady  to  his  purpofe,, 
Purfues  her  clofe  through  every  lane  of  life, 
Nor  miflgs  once  the  track,  but  prcffes  on ; 
Till  forc'd  at  laft  to  the  tremendous  verge, 
At  once  fhe  finks  to  everlafting  ruin. 

Sure 'tis  a  ferious  thing  to  die  !  my  foul,       370 
What  a  flrange  moment  muft  it  be,  when  near 
Thy  journey's  end,  thou  haft  the  gulf  in  view '. 
That  awful  gulf,  no  mortal  e'et  repafs'd 
To  tell  what's  doing  on  the  other  fide. 
Nature  runs  back,  and  fliudders  at  the  fight, 
And  every  life- firing  bleeds  at  thoughts  of  parting ; 
For  part  they  muft  :  body  and  foul  muft  part ; 
Fond  couple;  link'd  more  clofe  than  wedded  pair. 
This  wings  its  way  to  its  almighty  fource. 
The  witnefs  of  its  ^tfllons,  now  its  judge  ;         380 
That  drops  into  the  dark  and  noifome  grave, 
Like  a  difabkd  pitcher  of  no  ufe. 

If  death  were  nothing,  and  nought  after  death; 
If  when  men  dy'd,  at  once  they  ceas'd  to  be, 
Returning  to  the  barren  womb  of  nothing. 
Whence  firft  they  fprung,  then  might  the  debauchee 
Untrembiing  mouth    the   heavens :— then  might 

the  drunkard 
Reel  over  his  full  bowl,  and,  when  'tis  drain'd, 
Fill  up  another  to  the  brim,  and  laugh         [wretch 
At  tlie  pocr  bugbear  death: — Then  might  the 
"j'hat's  weary  of  the  world,  and  tir'd  of  life,     391 
At  once  give  each  inquietude  the  flip, 
By  ftealing  out  of  being  when  he  pleas'd, 
And  by  what  way,  whether  by  htmp  or  fteel ; 
Death's  thoufind  dcors  ftand  open. — Who  could 

force 
The  ill  pleai'd  gueft  to  fit  out  his  full  time, 
Or  blatpe  him  if  he  goes  ? — Sure  he  does  well, 
That  helps  himfelf  as  timely  as  he  can, 

When  able. But  if  there's  an  hereafter  ; 

And  that  there  is,  confcience,  uninfluenc'd        4to 
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And  fuffer'd  to  fpeafc  out,  tells  ev'ry  man  5 
Then  muft  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die  : 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand. 
Self-murder  ! — name  it  not ;  our  ifland's  fliamc, 
That  makes  her  the  reproach  of  neighbouring  ftatej. 
Shall  nature,  fwerving  from  her  eailieft  didtate 
Self-prefer vation,  fall  by  her  own  acl  ? 
Forbid  it  heaven. — Let  not,  upon  difguft 
The  fliamelefs  hand  be  fully  crimfon'd  o'er 
With  blood  of  its  own  lord. — Dreadful  attempt ! 
Juft  reeking  from  felf-flaughter,  in  a  rage        411 
To  rufli  into  the  prefence  of  our  Judge  ; 
As  if  we  challeng'd  him  to  do  his  worft. 
And  matter'd  not  his  wrath ! — Unheard-of  tortures 
Muft  be  referv'd  for  fuch  :   thefe  herd  together ; 
The  common  damn'd  Ihun  their  fociety. 
And  look  upon  themfelves  as  fiends  lefs  foul. 
Our  time  is  fix'd,  and  all  our  days  are  number'd ; 
How  long,  how  fliort,   we  know  not : — this  we 

know. 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  funimons,     426 
Nor  dare  to  ftir  till  Heaven  fliall  give  permiflion  : 
Like  centries  that  muft  keep  their  deftin'd  ftand. 
And  wait  th'  appointed  hour,  till  they're  reliev'd. 
I  hofe  only  are  the  brave  that  keep  their  groundj 
And  keep  it  to  the  laft.     I'd  run  away 
Is  but  a  coward's  trick :  to  run  away: 
From  this  world's  ills,  that  at  the  very  worft 
Will  foon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mend  ourfelvesj 
By  boldly  vent'ring  on  a  world  unknown. 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark; — 'tis  mad;   . 
No  frenzy  half  fo  defperate  as  this.  43  £ 

Tell  us,  ye  dead  ;  will  none  of  you,  in  pity 
To  thofe  you  left  behind,  difclofe  the  fecret  ? 
Oh  !  that  fame  courteous  ghoft  would  blab  it  out ; 
What  'tis  you  are,  and  we  muft  fhortly  be. 
I've  heard,  that  fouls  departed,  have  fometimes 
Forewarn'd  men  of  their  death  : — 'Twas  kindly 

done 
To  knock,  and  give  the  alarm. —  But  what  means 
This  ftinted  charity  ? — 'Tis  but  lame  kindnefs 
That  docs  its  work  by  halves. — VVhy  might  you  not 
Tell  us  what  'tis  to  die  .?  do  the  ftri(5l  laws       44I 
Of  your  fociety  forbid  your  fpeaking 
Upon  a  point  fo  nice  .' — I'll  alk  no  more  : 
Sullen,  like  lamps  in  fepulchres,  your  fliine 
Enhghtens  but  yourfelves.     Well,  'tis  no  matter; 
A  very  little  time  will  clear  up  all, 
And  make  us  learn'd  as  you  are,  and  as  clofe. 
Death's  Ihafts  fly  thick ; — Here  falls  the  village- 
fwain, 
And  there  hispamper'd  lord.— The  cup  goes  round : 
And  who  fo  artful  as  to  put  it  by  !  430 

'Tis  long  fince  death  had  the  majority ; 
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405.  That  makes  her  hooted  at :  ftiall  the  foul  hand, 
A(51ing  the  traitor's  part,  be.  crimfnn'd  o"er 
With  blood  of  its  own  lord  ?  Forbid  it,  heaven ! 
Shall  nature,  fwerving  from  her  firft  com- 
mand. 
Be  her  own  butcher  ?  fhall  we  on  difguft 
Picfume  to  fet  ourfelvcs  at  liberty 
Without  once  alking   leave  ?   Preadful  at- 
tempt, SiC, 
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Yet  ftrange  I  the  living  lay  it  rot  to  heart. 
See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man's  bed, 
The  Sexton,  hoary-hcaded  chronicle, 
Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  dovrn  which  ne'er  Hole 
A  gentle  tear ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand 
Digs  through   whole  rows    of  kindred  and  ac- 
quaintance, 

By  far  his  juniors. Scarce  a  feuU's  cafl  up, 

But  well  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tell         459 

Some  paflagc  of  his  life. Thus  hand  in  hand 

The  fot  has  walk'd  with  death  twice  twenty  years; 
And  yet  ne'er  yonker  on  the  green  laughs  louder, 
Or  clubs  a  fmuttier  tale  ; — When  drunkards  meet. 
None  fings  a  merrier  catch,  or  lends  a  hand 

More  willing  to  his  cup Poor  wretch  !  he  minds 

not. 
That  foon  fome  trufty  brother  of  the  trade 
Shall  do  for  him  what  he  has  done  for  thoufands. 
On  this  fide,  and  on  that,  men  fee  their  friends 
Prop  off,  like  leaves  in  autumn ;  yet  launch  out 
Into  fanraftic  fchemes,  which  the  long  livers    470 
In  the  world's  hale  and  undegen'rate  days 

Could  fcarce  have  leifure  for. Fools  that  we  are, 

Never  to  think  Oi  death  and  of  ourfelves 

At  the  fame  time :  as  if  to  learn  to  die 

Were  no  concern  of  ours.— Oh  '.  more  tlian  fottifli, 

For  creatures  of  a  day  in  gamefome  mood, 

To  frolic  on  eternity's  dread  brink 

Unapprehcnfive  ;  when,  for  ought  we  know, 

The  very  firfl  fwol'n  furge  Iball  fweep  us  in. 

Think  vi^e,  or  think  we  not,  time  hurries  on    480 

With  a  rcfiftlefs  unremitting  ftream  ; 

Yet  treads  more  foft  than  e'er  did  midnight -thief. 

That  flides  his  hand  under  the  mifer's  pillow, 

Aad  carries  off  his  prize. What  is  this  world  ? 

What  ?  but  a  fpacious  burial-field  unwall'd, 
Strew'd  with  death's  fpoils,  the  fpoils  of  animals 
Savage  and  tame,  and  full  of  dead  men's  bones. 
The  very  turf  on  which  we  tread  ones  liv'd  ; 
And  we  that  live  muft;  lend  our  carcafes 
To  cover  our  own  offspring  :     In  their  turns  490 

They  too  mull  cover  theirs. 'Tis  here  all  meet, 

The  fiiiv'ring  Icelander,  and  funburn'd  Moor  ; 
Men  of  all  climes,  that  never  met  before ; 
And  of  all  creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  the  Chriftjan, 
Here  the  proud  prince,  and  favourite  yet  prouder, 
His  fovYeign's  keeper,  and  the  people's  fcourge, 

Are  huddled  out  of  fight. -Here  lie  abafti'd 

The  great  negotiators  of  the  earth. 

And  celebrated  matters  of  the  balance, 

Deep  read  in  flratagems,  and  wiles  of  courts.  5C0 

Now  vain  their  treaty-lkill ; Death  fcorns  to 

treat ; 
Here  the  o'erloaded  flave  flings  down  his  burden 
From  his  gall'd  flioulders ;— and  when  the  flern 

tyrant. 
With  all  his  guards  and  tools  of  power  about  him, 
Is  meditating  new  unheard-of  hardfliips. 
Mocks  his  fliort  arm, — and  quick  as  thought  e.'capes 
Where  tyrants  vex  not,  and  the  weary  reft. 
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Here  the  warm  lover,  leaving  the  cool  {hade. 
The  tell-tale  echo,  and  the  babbling  ftream, 
(Time  out  of  mind  the  fav'rite  feats  of  love,)  510 
Faft  by  his  gentle  miftrefs  lays  him  down, 

Unblafted  by  foul  tongue. Here  friends  and  foe« 

Lie  clofe  ;  unmindful  of  their  former  feuds. 

The  laivn-rob'd  prelate  and  plain  prcfbyter. 

E'er  while  that  ftood  aloof,  as  Ihy  to  tncet, 

Familiar  mingle  here,  like  fiftcr  ftreams 

That  fome  rude  interpofing  rock  has  fplit. 

Here  is  the  large-limb'd  pcafant  : — Here  the  ch!I4 

Of  a  fpan  long,  that  never  faw  the  fun. 

Nor  prefb'd  the  nipple,  ftrangled  in  life's  porch,  jao 

Here  is  the  mother,  with  her  fons  and  daughters  : 

The  barren  wife,  and  long-demurring  maid, 

Whofe  lonely  unappropriated  fweets 

Smil'd  like  yon  knot  of  cowfiips  on  the  cIIjET, 

Not  to  be  come  at  by  the  willing  hand. 

Here  are  the  prude,  fevere,  and  gay  coquette, ' 

The  foher  widow,  and  the  young  green  virgin, 

Cropp'd  like  a  rofs  before  'tis  fully  blown. 

Or  half  its  worth  difclos'd.     Strange  medly  here! 

Here  garrulous  old  age  winds  up  his  tale ;         S3'^ 

And  jovial  youth,  of  lightfomc  vacant  heart, 

Whofe  ev'ry-day  was  made  of  melody,        [fhrew, 

Hearsnot  the  voice  of  mirth. Thefhrill-tongu'd 

Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wife,  the  generous,  and  the  brave; 
The  juft,  the  good,  the  worthlefs,  and  profane, 
The  downright  clown,  and  perfedlly  well-bred; 
I'he  fool,  the  churl,  the  fcoundrel,  and  the  mean. 
The  fupple  ftacefman,  and  the  patriot  ftern  ; 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  fpoils  of  time. 
With  all  the  lumber^f  fix  thoufaud  years.        541 
Poor  man  ! — how  happy  once  in  thy  firft  ftate  i 
When  yet  but  warm  from  thy  great  Maker's  hand. 
He  ftamp'd  thee  with  his  image,  and,  wcUpleas'd, 
Smil'd  on  his  laft  fair  wor'ii. — Then  all  was  well. 
Sound  was  the  body,  and  the  foul  ferene; 
Like  two  fweet  inftrumeMts,  ne'er  out  of  tune. 
That  play  their  feveral  parts. — Nor  head,  nor  heart, 
Ofier'd  to  ache  :  nor  was  there  caufe  they  fhould ; 
For  all  was  pure  within  :   no  fell  remcrfe,        550 
Nor  anxious  caftings-up  of  what  might  be, 
Alarm'd  his  peaceful  bofom. — Summer  feas 
Show  not  more  fniooth,  when  kifs'd  by  fouthcrn 

winds 
Juft  ready  to  expire — fcarce  importun'd. 
The  generous  foil,  with  n  luxurious  hand, 
Offer'd  the  various  pr-  auce  of  the  year. 
And  ev'ry  thing  nroft  perfeA  in  its  kind. 
Blefied  !  thrice  blefled  days ! — But  ah  !  how  fiiort! 
Blefs'd  as  the  pleafing  dreams  of  holy  men  ; 
But  fugitive  like  thofe,  and  quicldy  gone.        560 

VARIATIONS. 

511.  Faft  by  his  miftrefs'  fide  now  lies  him  down. 
^20'  Nor  prefs'd  the  nipple,  founder'd  inlife'sporch. 
581.  Here  is  the  joyfulmother  of  fons  anddasghters. 
_526.  Here  are  the  prude,  and  frolicfome  coquette. 
55^-  to  554-  -^ot  In  MS. 

5S5-  Whiift   the   rich  gen'rous  foil,    fcarce    im- 
portun'd, 
OfFer'd  its  various  produce,  &Co 


THE    WORKS    OF   BLAIX. 


Oh  :  ilipp'ry  fiate  of  things — What  fudden  turns  ! 
What  rtrange  viciflitudes  in  the  firft  leaf 

Of  man's  fad  hiftory  ! To-day  mofb  happy, 

And  ere  to-morrow's  fun  has  fet,  moft  abjecft. 
ttow  fcant  the  fpace  between  thefe  vaft  extremes! 
Thusfar'd  it  with  our  fire  : — Not  long  h'  cnjoy'd 
His  paradife. — Scarce  had  the  happy  tenant 
Of  the  fair  fpot  due  time  to  prove  itsfweets, 
Or  fum  ihem  up,  when  ftraic  he  muft  be  gone, 

IJe'er  to  return  again. And  mul\  he  go?      570 

Can  nought  compound  for  the  firA  dire  offence 

Of  erring  man  ? Like  one  that  iscondemn'd, 

Tain  would  he  trifle  time  vrith  idle  talk, 

And  parley  with  his  fate. But  'tis  iu  vain. 

Not  all  the  lavifh  odours  of  the  place, 
OfFer'd  in  incenfe,  can  procure  his  pardon, 

Or  mitigate  his  doom. A  mighty  angcl, 

With  flaming  fword,  forbids  his  longer  flay. 
And  drives  the  loiterer  forth  ;  nor  muft  he  take 
One  lafl  and  farewell  round. — At  once  he  loft  j8o 
His  glory,  and  his  God. — If  mortal  now. 
And  forely  maim'd,  no  wonder. — Man  has  Cnn'd. 
Sick  of  his  hlifs,  and  bent  on  new  adventures, 
Evil  he  would  needs  try  :    nor  try'd  in  vain. 
(Dreadful  experiment !  deflruiSlive  mcafure  ! 
Where  the  worft  thing  could  happen,  is  fuccefs  ) 
Alas !  too  well  he  f-ied  : — the  good  he  fcornd 
Etalk'd  off  relu(5tant,  like  an  ill-usM  ghoft, 
3Not  to  return  ; — or  if  it  did,  its  vifits, 
ILike  thofe  of  angels,  fhort  and  far  between  :     ^90 
Whilft  the  black  daemon,  with  his  heli  fcap'd  train. 
Admitted  once  into  its  better  room, 
Orew  loud  and  mutinous,  nor  would  be  gone  ; 
JLording  it  o'er  the  man :   who  now  too  late 
Saw  the  rafli  error,  which  he  could  not  mend  : 
An  error  fatal  not  to  him  alone, 
23ut  to  his  future  fens,  his  fortune's  heirs. 
Inglorious  bdndage  !— ^.-Human  nature  groans 
Beneath  a  vaffalage  fo  vile  and  cruel. 
And  its  vaft  body  bleeds  through  ev'ry  vein.    6co 
What  havoc  haft  thou  made,  foul  monfter,  fin  ! 
Greateft  and  firft  of  ills. — The  fruitful  parent 
©f  wees  of  .-.11  dimenfions  ! — But  for  thee 
Sorrow  had  never  been. — All-noxions  thing. 
Of  vileft  nature  ! — Other  fort--  of  evils 
Arc  kindly  circumfcn-b'd,  and  have  their  bounds. 
The  fierce  volcano,  from  his  burning  entrails 
That  belches  molten  ftone  and  globes  of  fire. 
Involved  in  pitchy  clouds  of  fmokeand  ftench,  609 
^ars  the  adjacent  fields  for  fome  leagues  round. 
And  there  it  flops. —  I  he  big-fWtiln  innndation, 
Of  mifchief  more  diffufive,  raving  loud. 
Buries  ■A-holc  tracks  of  c&untry,  thrcat'ning  more  ; 
Hut  that  ton  has  its  ftiore  it  cannot  pafs. 
More  dreadful  far  than  thofe  !   fin  has  laid  wafte, 
l«Iot  here  and  there  a  country,  b'lt  a  world  : 
Difpatchingat  a  wide-extended  bhw  ' 
£niire  mankind;  and  for  their  fake.s  defacing 
A  whole  creation's  beauty  with  rude  hands;    619 
Elafting  the  foodful  grain  and  loaded  branches, 
And  marking  ail  along  its  way  with  luin. 

VARIATIONS. 

588.  Stalk'd  like  a  difconttnted  ghoft  a-vay. 
tjj.  At  once  difpatching  •wholefale  at  a  blow. 


Accurfed  thing  I— Oh  I   where  fliall  fancy  fin4 
A  proper  name  to  call  thee  by,  exnreflive 
Of  all  thy  horrors  .'—Pregnant  womb  of  ills  ! 
Of  temper  fo  tranfcendently  malign, 
That  toads  and  ferpentf,  of  moft  deadly  kind, 
Compar'd  to  thee,  are  harmlcfs. — SicknelTes 
Of  every  fize  and  fymptom,  racking  pains. 
And  blueft  plagues,  are  thine. — See  how  the  fiend 
Profufeiy  fcatters  the  contagion  round  !  630 

Whilft  decp-mouth'd  flaughter,  bello\ing  at  her 
heels,  [row 

Wades  deep  in  blood  new-fpilt ;  yet  for  to-mor- 
Shapes  out  new  work  of  great  uncommon  daring. 
And  inly  pines  till  the  dread  blow  is  ftruck. 

But  hold,  I've  gone  too  far  ;  too  much  difcover'd 
My  father's  nakednefs,  and  nature's  fhame. 
Here  let  me  paufe,  and  drop  an  honeft  tear. 
One  burft  of  filial  duty  and  condolence. 
O'er  all  thofe  ample  deferts  death  hath  fpread, 
1  hi.s  chaos  of  mankind — O  great  man-eater  !  649 
Whofe  ev'ry  day  is  carnival,  not  fated  yet  I 
Unheard-of  epicure  I  without  a  fellow  1 
I'he  verieft  gluttons  do  not  always  cram; 
Some  intervals  of  abftmence  are  fought 
To  edge  the  appetite  :  Thou  feekeft  none. 
Methinks  the  countlefsfwarms  thou  haft  devour'd, 
And  thoufands  that  each  hour  thou  gob'oleft  up. 
This,  lefs  than  thi.s,  might  gorge  thee  to  the  fuU. 
But  ah  !  rapacious  ftill,  thou  gap'ft  for  more  : 
Like  one,  whole  days  defrauded  of  his  meals,  Cjq 
On  whom  lank  hunger  lays  her  fkinny  hand, 
And  whets  to  keeneft  eagernefs  his  cravihgs. 
As  if  difeafes,  maflacres,  and  poifon, 
Farjiine,  and  war,  were  not  thy  caterers. 

But  know,  that  thou  muft  render  up  the  dead^ 
And  with  high  int'reft  too. — They  are  not  thine 
But  only  in  thy  keeping  for  a  feafon, 
Till  the  great  }  romis'd  day  of  reftitution  ; 
When  loud  diffufive  found  from  brazen  trump 
Of  ftrong-lung'd  cherub,  (hall  alarm  thy  captives, 
And  rcufe  the  long,  long  fieepers  into  life,       6dl 

Day-light,  and  liberty. 

Then  mnft  thy  door^  Hy  open,  and  rereal 

The  mines  that  lay  long  forming  under  ground. 

In  their  dark  cells  immur'd ;  but  now  full  ripe, 

And  pure  as  filver  from  the  crucible, 

That  twice  h's  ftood  the  torture  of  the  fire 

And  inquifition  of  the  lorge. — We  know 

Th'  illuflrious  deliverer  of  mankind. 

The  Son  of  God,  thee  foil'd. — Him  in  thy  power 

Tl'.ou  could'ft  not  hold  : — felf-vigorous  he  rofe,  ' 

And  fhaking  off  thy  fetters,  foon  retook  672 

Thofe  fpoilshis  voluntary  yielding  lent : 

(Sure  pledge  of  our  releafment  from  thy  thrall !) 

Twice  twenty  days  he  fojourn"'d  here  on  earth,  ■ 

And  ftiow'd  himlelf  alive  to  chofen  witneffes. 

By  Pi-oofs  fo  ftrong,  that  the  moft  flow  affentinj 

V.\RI.\TI0N3. 

624.  Of  thy  intrlnfic  filth  '.   Big-bellied  ill ! 

649'.  But  ah  :   'tisotherwife  ;  thou  gap'ft  for  more,. 

Like  one  that  k  defrauded  of  his  meals. 
64a.  And  gives  the  keeneft  edge  unto  his  cravings, 
663.  1  hofe  fpoiis  tha:  were  but  thine  by  |jis  tams 
yielding. 


THE    GRAVE. 


%6i 


Had  not  a  fcruple  left. — This  having  done, 
Ke  mounted  up  to  heav'n. — Methinks  I  lee  him 
OHmb  the  aerial  heights,  and  glide  along         C'Bo 
Athwait  the  fevering  clouds  :  but  the  faint  eye. 
Flung  backwards  in  the  chafe,  foon  drops  its  hold; 
Difabled  quite,  and  jaded  with  purfuing. 
Heaven's  portals  wide  expand  to  let  him  in  ; 
Hot  are  his  friends  fhut  out  :  As  a  great  prince 
Not  for  himfelf  alone  procures  admiflion, 

But  for  his  train. ^t  was  his  royal  will, 

That  where  he  is,  there  fhould  his  followers  be. 
Death  only  lies  between. — A  gloomy  path  ! 
Made  yet  more  gloomy  by  our  coward  fears  :  690 
But  nor  untrod,  nor  tedious :  the  fatigue 

Will  foon  go  off. Befides,  there's  no  bye-road 

To  blifs. — Then,  why,  like  ill-condition'd  children, 
Start  we  at  tranfient  hardfliipi  in  the  way 
That  leads  to  purer  air,  and  fofter  fkies, 
And  a  ne'er-fetting  fun  ? — Fools  that  we  are  1 
We  wifti  to  be,  where  fweets  unwith'ring  bloom  ; 
But  ftrait  our  wifli  revoke,  and  willnot  go. 
So  have  1  fecn,  upon  a  fummer's  ev'n, 
Faft  by  the  riv'let's  brink,  a  youngfter  play  :   700 
How  wifhfuUy  he  looks  to  ftem  the  tide! 
This  moment  refolute,  next  unrefolv'd  : 
At  lafl;  he  dips  his  foot  ;  but.  as  he  dips, 
His  fears  redouble,  and  he  runs  away 
From  th'  inoffenfive  flream,  unmindful  now 
Of  all  the  flow'rs  that  paint  the  further  bank, 
And  fmil'd  fo  fweet  of  late. — Thrice  welcome 

death! 
That  after  many  a  painful  bleeding  flep 
Condiiils  us  to  our  home,  and  lands  us  fafe       709 
On  the  long-wifh'd-for  (hore. — Prodigious  change! 
Our  bane  turn'd  to  a  blefling  ! — Death,  difarm'd, 

Lofes  its  fellnefs  quite. All  thanks  to  him 

Who  fcourg'd  the  venom  out. Sure  the  la  ft  end 

Of  the  good  man  is  peace  ! — How  calm  his  exit  ! 
Kight-dews  fall  not  more  gently  to  the  ground, 
l^or  weary  worn-out  winds  expire  fo  foft. 
Behold  him  in  the  evening-tide  of  life, 
A  life  well-fpent,  whofe  early  care  it  was 
His  riper  years  ftiouldnot  upbraid  bis  green: 
By  unperceiv'd  degrees  he  wears  away  ;  J 20 


VARIATIONS. 


i8o.- 


and  with  great  fteps 


Stride  o'er  the  pillar'd  clouds.     But,  &c. 
684.  Heaven's  gates  are  ftrait  unbarr'd  to  let  him  in^ 
686.  Not  only  for  himfelf  procures  admiflion, 
'      But  for  his  train ;  fo  he.    It  was  his  will,  &c. 

705. unmindful  more 

Of  all  the  daifies  on  the  further  bank, 
Of  late  that  fmil'd  fo  fweet.    Thrice  wel- 
come death !  &c. 


Yet,  like  the  fun,  fcems  larp;er  at  his  fcttlng. 
(High  in  his  faith  and  hopes),  look  how  he  reaches 
After  the  prize  in  view  !   and,  like  a  bird 
That's  hampcr'd,  ftrugglcs  hard  to  get  away  : 
Whilft  the  glad  gates  of  fight  are  wide  expanded 
To  let  new  glories  in,  the  firfl,  fair  ftuits 
Of  the  faft-coming  harveft. — Then,  oh  then  ! 
Each  earth-born  joy  grows  vile,  or  dif^ppears. 

Shrunk  to  a  thing  of  nought Oh  !  how  he  longs 

To  have  his  prffport  fign'd,  and  be  difmifs'd  !  730 
'Tis  done  !  and  now  lie's  happy  !—  rhe  glad  foul 
Has  not  a  wifh  uncrown'd. — Ev'n  the  lag  ileih 
Refls  too  in  hope  of  meeting  once  again 
Its  better  half,  never  to  funder  more. 

Nor  Ihall  it  hope  in  vain  : The  time  draws  on 

When  not  a  finglc  fpot  of  burial  earth, 
Whether  on  land,  or  in  thefpacious  fea, 
But  muft  give  back  its  long-committed  duft 
Inviolate  ;— and  faithfully  fnall  thefe 
Make  up  the  full  account ;  not  the  leaft  atom  740 
Embezzl'd,  or  niiflaid,  of  the  whole  tale. 
Each  foul  fhall  have  a  body  ready  furnifh'd; 
And  each  fhall  have  hisown. — Hence, ye  profane! 
Alk  not,  how  this  can  be  ? — Sure  the  fame  pow'r 
That  rear'd  the  piece  at  firft,  and  took  it  down, 
Can  re-aflemble  the  loofe  fcatter'd  parts, 

And  put  them  as  they  were x'^Imighty  God 

Has  done  much  more  ;  nor  is  his  arm  impair'd 
Through  length'of  days:  And  what  he  can, he  will: 
His  faithfulnefs  ftands  bound  to  fee  it  done.      750 
When  the  dread  trumpet  founds, theflumb'ringduft. 
Not  unattentive  to  the  call),  Ihall  wake  ; 
And  ev'ry  joint  pofTefs  its  proper  place. 
With  a  new  elegance  of  form,  unknown 

To  its  firft  ftate. Ncr  fliall  the  confcious  foul 

Mifcake  its  partner,  but  aniidft  the  crowd 
Singling  its  other  half,  into  its  arms 
Shall  riifh  with  all  tb'  impatience  of  a  man 
That's  new  come   home,  and,  having   long  been 

abfent, 
With  haftc  runs  over  ev'ry  different  room,       769 
In  pain  to  lee  the  whole.     Thrice  happy  meeting! 
Nor  time,  nor  death,  fhall  ever  part  them  more. 
'Tis  but  a  night,  a  long  and  moonlefs  night ; 
We  make  the  grave  our  bed,  and  then  are  gone. 

Thus,  at  the  ftiut  of  ev'n,  the  weary  bird 
Leaves  the  wide  air,  and  in  fomc  lonely  brake 
Cow'rs  down,  and  dozes  till  the  dawn  of  day. 
Then  claps  his  well-fledg'd  wings,  and  bears  away. 


731. 
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ieems  larger  as  he  fets. 


725.  Whilft  the  glad  gates  of  fight  arc  ftretched 

wide. 
767.  On  window-fole,  or  foot-flain'd  chimney  top, 
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In  filence  to  fupprefs  my  griefs  I've  try'd. 
And  keep  within  its  banks  the  fwelling  tide  ; 
But  all  m  vain  :  unbidden  numbers  flow ; 
Spite  of  jnyfelf,  my  forrows  vocal  grow. 


This  be  my  plea — Nor  thou,  dear  (hade,  refufe 
The  well-meant  tribute  of  the  willing  mufe. 
Who  trembles  at  the  greatnefs  of  its  theme. 
And  fain  would  fay  what  fuits  fo  high  a  r.ama. 
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■  -  'Wliicb,  from  the  crowded  journal  of  thy  fame, 

Which  of  thy  many  titles  fliall  1  name  ? 

For,  like  a  gallant  prince,  that  wins  a  crown, 

By  undifpu;ed  right  before  his  own, 

Variety  thou  had  :  our  only  care 

Is  what  to  Cngle  out,  and  what  forbear. 

Though  fcrcpuloufly  juft,  yet  not  feverc  ; 
Though  cuutiou;-.,  open  ;  courteous,  yet  linccre ; 
Though  rev'rend,  yet  not  magifterial; 
Though  intimate  with  few,  yet  lov'd  by  all ; 
Though  deeply  read,  yet  abfolutely  free 
From  all  the  fliftnefres  of  pedantry  : 
Though  circumfpedly  good,  yet  uevcr  four; 
Pleafant  with  innocence,  and  never  more. 
Religion  worn  by  thee,  attra<5l!ve  (how'd, 
^nd  with  its  own  unborrow'd  beauty  glow'd: 
Unlike  the  bigot,  from  whofe  watery  eyes 
Ne'er  fi  nftine  broke,  nor  fmile  was  feen  to  rife; 
Whofe  fickly  goodnefs  lives  upon  grimace, 
And  pleads  a  merir  from  a  blubbtr'd  face. 
Thcu  kepi  thy  raiment  for  the  needy  poor, 
And -taught  the  fa'hcrkfa  to  know  thy  door  ; 
From  griping  hunger  fetthe  needy  free; 
That  ihty  were  needy  was  enough  to  thee. 

Thy  fame  to  pleafe,  whilft  others  refllefs  be, 
Fame  laid  her  fln-nefs  by,  and  courted  thee  ; 
And  though  thou  bade  the  flatt'ring  thing  give  o'er, 
Yet,  i:i  return,  flie  oply  woo'd  thee  more- 

How  fweet  thy  accents  I  and  how  mild  thy  look  I 
What  fmilirg  mirth  was  heard  in  all  thou  I'poke  I 
!Manhof  d  atid  grizzled  age  were  fond  of  thee, 
And  youth  itfclf  fought  thy  fociety. 
1  he  a;j;'d  thou  taught,  defcended  to  the  young, 
Clear'd  up  th'  irrefolute,  conhim'd  theftrong; 
To  t'le  f-rplcx'd  thy  friendly  coi;nlei  lent. 
And  gently  lifted  up  the  dilBdent ; 
Sigh'j  wilh  the  forrowful,  and  bore  a  part 
In  all  the  anguilli  of  a  bleeding  heart : 
Reclaim'd  the  htadftrong,  and  with  facre d  fkill, 
Committed  haltow'd  rapes  upon  the  will; 
ijoothM  our  afTeitionf,  and,  with  their  delight, 
To  gain  our  actions,  brib'd  our  appetite. 

New  who  {hall,  with  a  greatnefs  like  thy  own, 
"Thy  pulpit  dignify,  and  grace  thy  gown  I 
Who  with  pathetic  energy  like  thine, 
The  head  enlighten,  and  the  heart  refine  ! 
Ijcarn'd  were  thy  lecflures,  noble  the  defign. 
The  language  Roir.an,  and  the  adion  fine  ; 
The  headb  w  ell  rang'd,  the  inferences  clear. 
And  ftrong  and  foiid  thy  dedn<5tions  were :  [wrong, 
TIk^u  mark'd  the  bound'ries  out  'twixt  right  and 
And  fiiow'd  the  land-marks  as  thcu  went  along. 
Plain  were  thy  rcafonings,  or  if  perplext 
1  hy  life  was  the  befl  comment  on  thy  text; 
For  if  in  darker  points  we  were  deceiv'd, 
'J'wai  only  but  obfcrving  how  thou  liv'd. 
Biwildcr'd  in  the  greatnefs  of  thy  fame, 
Wiiat  (hall  the  niufe,  what  next  in  order  naitic  ? 
Which  of  thy  focial  qualities  commend  ? 
Whether  of  hufband,  father,  or  of  friend ! 
A  hufband  foft,  beneficent  and  kind. 
As  ever  virgin  wifii'd,  or  wife  could  find ; 
A  father  indefatigabljr  true 
To  both  a  father's  truft  and  tutor's  too. 
A  friend  affedionate  and  (launch  to  thofe 
"Xhcu  wifely  fingltd  tvt ;  for  few  thou  cbQfc  j 


Few,  did  I  fay,  that  word  vrc  niufl  recal, 
A  friend,  a  willing  friend  thou  waft  to  all. 
'T  hofe  properties  were  thine,  nor  could  we  ^now- 
Which  rofe  the  uppermoft,  fo  all  was  thou. 
So  have  I  feen  the  many-colour'd  mead, 
Brufh'd  by  the  vernal  breeze,  its  fragrance  fhed  : 
Though  various  fweets  the  various  field  exhal'd, 
Vet  could  we  not  determine  which  prevail'd, 
Nor  this  part  rofe,  that  honey-fucUe,  call. 
But  a  rich  bloomy  aggregate  of  all. 

And,  thou,  the  once  glad  partner  of  his  bed. 
But  now  by  forrow's  weeds  diftinguilhed, 
Whofe  bufy  memory  thy  grief  fupplies, 
And  calls  up  all  thy  hufband  to  thine  eyes; 
Thou  muft  not  be  forgot.     How  alter'd  now  '. 
How  thick  thy  tears  !   How  faft  thy  forrows  flow  t 
I'he  well  known  voice  that  cheer'd  thee  heretofore, 
Thefe  foothing  accents,  thou  muft  hear  no  more. 
Untold  by  all  the  tender  (Ighs  thou  drew, 
When  on  thy  cheek  he  fetch'd  a  long  adieu. 
Untold  be  all  thy  faithful  agonies, 
At  the  lafl  anguifh  of  hisclofing  eyes  : 
;  For  thou,  and  only  fuch  as  thou,  can  tell 
The  killing  anguifh  of  a  lafl  farewell. 

This  earth,  yon  fun,  and  thefe   blue-tincSur'cl 
fkies, 
Through  which  it  roll?,  muft  have  their  obfequies; 
Pluck'd  from  their  orbits,  (hall  the  planets  fall, 
And  fmoke  and  conflagration  cover  all  : 
What  then  is  man  ?  The  creature  of  a  day. 
By  moments  {pent,  and  minutes  borne  away. 
1  ime,  like  a  raging  torrent,  hurries  on  ; 
Scarce  can  we  fay  it  is,  but  that,  'tis  gone. 

Whether,  fair  (hade  I  with  focial  fpirits,  tell 
(Whofe  properties  thou  once  defcrib'd  fo  well), 
Familiar  now  thou  heareft  them  relate 
The  rites  and  methods  of  their  happy  ftate. 
Or  if,  with  forms  more  fleet,  thou  roams  abroad. 
And  views  the  great  magnificence  of  God, 
Points  out  the  courfes  of  the  ojbs  on  high. 
And  counts  the  filver  wonders  of  the  (ky ; 
Or  if,  with  glowing  feraphim,  thou  greets 
Heav'u's  King,  and  (houteft  through  the  golden 

ftreets. 
That  crowds  of  white-rob'd  chorifters  difplay. 
Marching  in  triumph  through  the  pearly  way  ? 

Now  art  thou  rais'd  beyond  this  world  of  cares, 
This  weary  wildernefs,  this  vale  of  tears. 
Forgetting  all  thy  toils  and  labours  part, 
No  gloom  of  forrow  ftains  thy  peaceful  breaft. 
Now  'midft  feraphic  fplendours  (halt  thou  dwel). 
And  be  what  only  thefe  pure  forms  can  tell. 
How  cloudlefs  now,  and  cheerful  is  thy  day  ! 
What  joys,  what  raptures,  in  thy  bofom  play! 
How  bright  the  funfhine,  and  how  pure  the  air  ! 
1  here's  no  difficulty  of  breathing  there. 

With  willing  fteps,  a  pilgrim  at  thy  fhrinc, 
To  dew  it  with  my  tears  the  tafk  be  mine  ; 
In  lonely  dirge,  to  murmur  o'er  thy  urn, 
And  with  new  gather'd  flowers  thy  turf  adorn  : 
Nor  fViall  thy  image  from  my  bofom  part, 
No  force  fhall  rip  thee  from  this  bleeding  heart  j 
Oft  fhall  I  think  o'er  all  I've  left  in  thee, 
Nor  fhall  oblivion  blot  thy  memory : 
But  grateful  love  its  energy  exprefs 
f  The  father's  gone)  now  to  the  fathcrlefs. 
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